


YOUR EDITOR CORDIALLY INVITES YOU TO--

AVE you gver wondered how the
H big sramal tr . who go all
over tha wo trapping big

game gnd bringing back spect-
mepg, deal with really large and ferccious
heasta ? One of my Birmingham veaders
ssks me to tell him something about how
these beasts ere caught. Do you know
that it takes

FIFTY MEN TO TRAP A I-'ll:'i_iﬂﬂ?

A rhino iz one of the most diffieult
gnimals to trap, snd ome of the most
powerful, Elaborate plans have to be
prepared. First of all, & gigantw net
wtrong enough to hold & struggling rhino
has to be made, It takes fifty agile and
experienced npetives to handle this net,
into which the rhino is inveigled.

Az moon as the beast blunders into the
net it is helpleas. A strong cage is then
congtructed around the rhing and the oet.
Not until the cage i completed is the
net cut looso from the rhino.

Coneealed nets are slso used for other
big game, but sometiroes lions and tigers
can be lured by means of fresh meat
bait to enter & wooden trap. This works
exacily like an ordinery mouse-trap.
When the animal tries to eat the bait,
it works a leaver, and down drops the
gate of the trap, with the beest safo
innide,

Elephants are trapped by means of

decoy tame elephanta, which mix with the
wild ones and then lure them into o
compound into which they are locked.
Big pythons have to be manhandled,
umtcied out, and held dewn until they
can then be forced into cageas which have
been already prepared for them.
- It's no joke being an antmsl trapper,
and it's & very expensive business—which
i why the value of wild animala in this
country i3 so great. They are sold to
both public and private zoos and mena-
geries, and also to circuses, apd traners
who exhibit them at music-halls and the
like. The bhiggest wild animal dealing
centresx in Europe, however, are at Ant.
werp and Hamburg.

= re———

in_t-elfeﬁ#i.ng paragraph which deala
Wik
A CURLOUS SIGMFOST.

About four miles away from where he
liveg ja the town of Sandwich, while two
and a half miles nearer is a place with
the rather unusual name of Ham., A
signpost on the road leading to both places
‘bears the following: " To Heam Sand.
wich ! ™
Can't you imagine Billy Buoter, lost
in Kent, suddenly brightening up when his
eyes spotted thet particular signpost ?
I belisve there are quite & number of
other quaint signpests in different parts
of Britain., If i,rou mpen to live near
ons, drop me & line tell me about it.
E;!L'I‘:m on the information te my other
.
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FR{}H a Canterbury reader comes an

-ensure & reply.

A reader signing himself ** R.P.." of
Richmond, seruls e & guary concefming

FLOODLIGHTING BY GAS.

He wants to know if there wers any gas
floodlights operating recently 'in London.
Guite a number of tiam—md remarkably
effective they were, toco. The principal
gpat- where they were in operation waa in

t. James's Park, where most picturesque
effects were obtained.  Doubtless, my
reader will have an oppertunity of seeing

them for himself next time London is|

floodlighted.

Ey the war, I would like to point out
to thia reader, and others, that it is not
posaible for me to answer queries im-

iately I weceive them. Muiower
goes to press somoe considerable time
before you see it in the shops, so & few
weeks roust el befare vou can obtain a
reply in ikis littla chat of mine. If you
wantk an uwrgent reply to any qguery,
pleass send a stamped, envel
with vour letter, and I will then rep
by poat.

Several more readers have written to
ack ma the original

MEANINGS OF SURNAMES

which they bear. Here is a further
salection :

Burnslde meant * the dweller by the
sidee of the burn, or stream.” Quite a
nurober of names are derived from the
same sourcd, owing to the number of
words there are meaning rivera or streams.
Here is & list of other names which come
fremm the same source : Rivers, Brook,
Brooks, Beck, Bums, Fleet, Brookland,
Brookman, Brookwell, Brookward, Brooks-
bhank, Brookside, Beckford, DBeckett,
Beekham, Beekley, Bachton, and so on.

Troutbeck belongs to the same categ
aa the abowve, 'h-nﬁfrwaa gu&n i mfﬁ%rr
to & man who lived by that well-known
momntam stream.

Addisen : As the name implies, this
means “ the som of Addis.” Eut you
might asgk ** Who was Addis 1 "  This was
ancther form of the favourite British name
“ Adam.” There, are an astonishing
number of names derived from the same
source. Here are some of them :-Addis,
Adeoek, Addyvmean, Adams, Addams,
Adameon, Addy, Adkin, Ade, Adea, Adie,
Adkins, Adkinson, Atkinson, efe.

Maorion : Thia comes from the words
“moor " and °° Tun "—the latter origi-
nally meaning a farmhouse. The first
Mortan, therefore, wes undoubiedly =
farmer whose homestead wea on a moor.

Chilton : Is a eimilar name, but the
firet. syllable comes from the Norse word

* keld,"” meening & spring. Thus the
name mésns * the farmer who lives by
the spring."

Dalmaln : Came from a French word
which was used to designate * a stranger
frorm overseas.” Allmaine, and Allman.
are variations of the same name.

. Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Yeur Editer is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Lid,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londen,
EC4. A stamped, addresged envelope will

|

And now for noma more
THINGS YOU'D HARBLY RELIEVE !

A Diamond That Costs £60-3 Week 1o
Keap! A Diamond that I8 worth =

‘hundred thousand pounds is the pize of a

hen'a egg. It is looked in a safe deposit,
and aosta £60 par week in msirance and

- other charges.

&n Omeletle of Over Seven Thoumsand
Fggz! This was haked in New York o
fow years ago. There were 7,200 8 in

it, and it was eight foet wide. It weighed
half & ton !

Taking Films of Thoughts! It iz now
saible to film a person’s thaughia!
ires pressed on the bonés of the temple
comnect with a movie ecamera, which
phu-bogwﬁhﬂ the reactions that pass in a
person’s brain i
Americani Stand the Biggest Chance of
Being Rup Over [ BStatisties eay that one
arson i three stands a chance of being
led or sersously smjured by motor-cars
i Avverica. ~This is o larger rigk than in
any other part of the world,

IM BUTLER, of Stroud, puts up
i the following query to me:

WHO WAS JACK HARKAWAY ?

Ever heard of him, chums ¥ Y expect
Exr grandfathers knew him well enough.
appeared in one of the esrliest boya"
blications ever ssued in this country.
story featuring Jack Harkawoy
started in the first number, but it didn’s
finith up as modern boys' stories do.
It aimoply capried on, to the next weokly
iseue, without even o line to say “ To be
Continued." In fact, the stories invarizbly
broke of in the middle of a senlence—

Fand vou had to wait a whole week befors

Em: could
van when, aftor ssveral monthe, the
seriog came to an end, & sequel started
immediately.

The * Jack Horlaway ™' geries started
with the hewe af sehool, and in each
succeading story he became older and
older, and the aseries went on with hig
grown-up life until, at last, it was obviens
that be must have been too old te have any
mors adventures. Bat waa the author
dismayed ! Nob on yeur life. He started
the whole sertes all oves again with * Jack
Harkaway, junior, at School ! "—and the
“junior " was tha sen of the original
character !

There's & real " live punch " In every
story published in the Macxer. When
youve read ome of Frank Richands'
masterpioces, you feel like the celebrated
Oliver Twist—and ask for more! But
you don't have to walt & whola week to
complate 8 sentonce theat 1 in the middle
af maost oxziting episode. Modern
authors of boyys’ stories really know how
to tell a tale, as Frank Ric Proves i -

““* A DANGEROUS DOUBLE 1"

next week's d long complete yarn of
Harry Whartor & Co. T'll bet you're
locking forward to it with much moras

than your grandiathers looked
orward to their weelly publicationg—
which could be read in less than half the
time it tekes to peruse the good old
MaoweET.

Another thing, in the days of yore you
didn*t get what the cinema people might
describe as ‘& splendid supporting pro-
gramme.” Cur su ing programme,
&8 you know, includes further chapters
of * Moosa Call!" which is making a
reputation for its clever author, Harrison
Glr;rn. Thrill follows thrill in next week's
chapters.

The * Greyiciars Herald " supplement,
another contribution by our clever Grey-
friars Rhymester—who this time inte.
views Bob Cherry—and my owa little chat,
will complete the pro a. I venture
to think, ¢hums, you'll have to go a long
way to find a programme to equal this,

Meet you all again next weelk.

YOUR EDITOR.

finish reading the sentence.



EXCITING LONG COMPLETE STORY OF SCHOOL,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Up a Tree!
WHARTON & Co

ARRY I
H siniled.
1t was quite a peculiar and

interesting seene in the old
guadrangle at Greyiriars School,

Tha Famous Five of the Remove wera
sauntering a the path under the
sncient elms when they sighted Billy
Bunter.

Bunter’s prececdings were surprising.

He was standing close to the thick,
narled trunk of a big elm, flattening
E:mw!f against that trunk, and peerving
round it through his big spectacles.

Evidently Bunter was hunting cover.

Looking beyond Bunter and the elm,
the chums of the Remove could sco the
cal ker of the Fifth Yorm with a
stick in his hand.

Coker was coming slong, gripping
that stick in a businesslike way, with &
grim frown on his brow.

The trunk of the elm being between
htm and Bunter, he did not see the fab
iunmr, but 1t was clear that he was
ooking for him.

It was clear also that when he found
him, the stick and Billy Bunter wers
going to become more closely ac-
gquainted.

Whereat the Famous Five smiled. A
short time before, they had seen Billy
Bunter devouring & large cake, and
wondered whose it was! Now they
guessed whose it waal :

FrRANK RICHARDS

]l !'i' —FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO. and RALPH STACEY,

SPORT -AND ADVENTURE—

the CRACK CRICKETER of the REMOVE !

“0Oh lor’ 1" they heard Bunter gasp, as
he peered round the elm.

Bunter, for the moment, was safs in
cover ; Coker could not see through the
elm. But he was coming towards it, and
as soon as he passed it, undoubted] ha
would spot the fat figure behin
Bunter had had the feaszt, and after t.ha
feast came the reckoning.

“{h crikey [ breathed Bunter,

He blinked round him throwgh his
big spectacles. It was useless to cut and
yun. Coker would have spotted him ac
once, and Horace Coker's long legs
\vquld have covered the ground at
least thrice as fast as Bunter's short, faf

———r—

Ralph Stacey is the best junior
cricketer Greyfriars has ever
had. But after being szelected
to play for the First Eleven,
he doesn’t scruple to sell his
side to save his own skin !

i
———

ones. Byt to wait where he was, was
only to postpone the evil hour for a fow

minutes.
Bunter was desperate. He elimbed.

Any fellow but Bunter ecould have
clambered easily up that ged,
gnarled, old trunk, But it was dlﬁ‘cult—
work for Bunter. He was not nimble,
he was not active, and he had a lot of
weight to lift. He grunted and gasped
a5 he clambered, and the perspirstion
ran in trickles down hisfat face. But he
clambered on desperately, grasped a
low branch, and dragged himself on it
Exhausted by his terrific cfforts, ha
hung over the branch, hoping that
Coker of the Fifth would not leok up
as ‘ho passed.

The branch sagged. It creaked, as if
in protest against Bunter’s tremendous
weight.

Coker arrived.

He glanced round the elm, and then
glanced, imu ning, at the mmlmg faces
of Harry Wharton & Co., looking on
close a.t and.

n Bunter?” he snapped.

“Du::- ou want Bunter?™ inguired
Harry Wharton.

“I shouldn't be asking you if I
didn't, you young ass! Have you secn
hir 7

Wi ?05 a

“ Where

“ At dinner.”

Coker of the Fifth was not quick on
the uptake. He did not realise that this
was & jest. He snorted with impatience.

“I don't want to know whether you
saw him at dinner, you young ass! I

want to know where he s now ! Have s
little sense! Have you scen him,
Cherry ¥

“ CErtman\: I'" answered Bob Cherry.
“ Well, where did you see him ™
“Tast mght, in the dorm.™

You young idiot!” roared Coker.

“Can't you talk sense? Look Lere, that

voung swoeep pinched a coke from my

study. FPotler saw him ecutting off wit
it. I'm going to whop him—see?”

*“Has the Head made vou a prelect,
Coker ?* asked Frank Nugent.

“Eh1 . ¥ou young ass!”

“Only prefects ave allowed to whop '

"D::-n’t be EhEE]'I} " gnapped Coker.
“"For two pins I'd whcrp the lob of you,
as w ell as Bunter 1*

“ Do 1™ aug'gaat::d Johnny Bull,

“(eb on with it, my esteemed and
idiotic Coker 1 grinned Hurrce Jamset
Ram SBingh. “Perhapsfully the whop-
Eult‘aesa would be a boot on the other

le
kﬁt’.‘ frowned

rimly and gripped
I:'I.'E MaGKReED E!
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hie atick. He was not in & good temper,
Eaii the remarks of tﬂ; amous hlm
~nob improve ik - was strongly
isiglicad to- give them. the freh taste. of
the qk“h-& had brought out speciglly
rl'
. But his attention was drawn from
them the next mioment by the sound of
& broathless "gmnt‘-.
““Oooogh |
Bunter, with his fat chest over the
branch, was in n_m% uncomfortable
Emtiﬂn. He found it difficult to breathe.
a nted.
. Coker stared mqu_ﬁl‘. _
“I knew the fat little beast came this
way [” he snapped. “I can jolly well
hear himt Buntar |®
-Bunter suppressed his next grunt.
Coker was staring round on all sides;
but as yet he had not looked upward.
He was not expgecting to find the Ow
of the Remove suspended like
Mahomet's coffin, - between the heavens
and the earth. Coker was ed. ]
“Lioogk here!” he hoote “Where's
that fat freak ™
*0Oh where and oh where can he be "
gang Bob Cherry. .
“The wherefulness terrific 1"
chnckled Hurres Singh:
Coker's
at. last upon a

“I1. jolly well— OhI*
,.over which hung s fat

wandering gaze turned
sagging branch

figure. He started and stared. “My
hat! B ra |*

unter ! Se you'ro the

“Oh cri i ol ﬁ“ Bunter,
“I—I'm not here, Cokert I—I mean, I
—J--1 didn't—that is, I wasn’

Coker of the Fifth eyed him with a
ferodions grin, Bunter was out of reach
of his ‘elutch. But lie was not out of
reach of the” stick, -

Coker reached up with the stick, and
whacked,

“Yaroooh |" roared Bunter, as the
pwipa oams  across  the  tightest
trousers at Greyfriars. "“0Oh crikeyl

£

“Yoo-hooop
“"Waro prefects, Coker1” called out

Frank N ¢ ,
Loder end Sykes of the Sixth Form
wara comin u]::mg tha path.

Both of t were ﬁmfaﬂs; and, as
prefoots, it was their duty to intervene
if they aEtteﬂ a Fifth Form man whop-
ping & Remove junior,

r, who was not a whale on duty,
would have passed on unregarding. But
Bykes gave the scena his attention at
once, and hastened his steps.

*Eb—what 7" gaid Coker, staring
routid and spotting the prefects, “ Don't
be a tﬁmmg ass, Nugent! Fat lot I care
for the Sixthi”

And he reached up and whacked
Rgain. ;

o guw-:whumpl" came in & roar
from Bunter,

The elm branch ereaked and cracked

as he wriggled wildly on it

Sykes came mp with a run.

Sykes, the great bowler of the First
Elgven, was_immensgely respected at
Greyfriars. He knocked over wickets
like coconut shies, and was a tire-
mendous asset in the First Eleven, who,
otherwise, were rather weak in lors,
It was an honour for a slacker.like
Loder to be walking in the quad with
a great games-man like Sykes.. DBut

or, a8 he said, did not care for the
Sixth=not a brass button—neither was
he a great admirer of Sykes' oricket,
being convinced that he was” & far
greatar  cricketer  himself,
nobody elsa could see: it:

Unheeding: the arrival of Sykes,

thoug

Caoker . whacked againm. era “was
another yell from Bunfer. It rang far
“d WIdﬂh‘ :
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Coker gave him a glare.

“BPid you speak to me " he snapped.

“I did " said Bykes of the Sixth. "X
told you to stop 1417 Standing under-
neath the ereaking branch that bors tha
weight of Billy Bunter, Bykes looked
up. “Come down from that tree, you
young ass ™

* Look here—" roarcd Coker.

“That's enough, Coker!?

“1 can jolly well tell you—="

“I've said that that's enoughl Do
you want me to give you six on the bags
with that stick 7" snapped Sykes
Coker looked at him. Ha glared abt
him. He was speechless with rage,
Great man as Gull?{ﬂr was, in his own
catimation at least, it was an- in-
dubitable fact that, if a Sixth Form
ﬁrcﬁ:ﬂt told him to_bend over, Coker

ad to bend over. If the Sixth Form
prefect gave him *six,” Coker lLad to
take the six, and make the best of it.
Such things seldom, or never, happencd
int the Fifth Form—still, thera it was!

Loder, looking on, laughed. Prefoct
as he was, Loder rather funked the big
and hefty Horace. He was glad to
sea him, taken down a peg by a pre-
feet who did not funk him.

It was rather fortunate for Coker
that he was speechless with rage! Had
he expressed his feelings ip words, un-
doubtedly he would have got thet six|

Harry Wharton & Co. locked on
breathlessly. Coker was the fellow to
knock a prefect down rather than take
ax .from him—but that meant the
“*sack ¥ | And it was clear that Horaca
—speechless for the moment--was just
gojng to tell Sykes what ha thought
of him !

It was Bunter who, unintentionally
and nadvertentiy, saved the sitvation!

_ That elm branch had long cresked
in protest under Bunter's weight,
MNow it suddenly cracked and snapped,
and branch and Bunter came -down
together.

“Ooogh!" came n wild gasp from

- Bunter,

Hea shot downwards,

Bykes warg underneath,

Before the Sixth Form man knew
what was happening, Bunter landed on
him, grabbing him wildly, and bore
him earthward. They crashed togeiher.

E——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Catastrophic !

RASH |
‘ Bump !
“ Yarooooh 1

G Bunter. 3 R
“0Oh, my hat I’ gaspe b Cherry.

“(Zreat pip P stuttered Coker.

The Famous Five rushed to help.
Sykes of the Sixth, winded and gasp-
ing, was extended on tha earth under
Bunter, who sprawled over him wildly.

‘““Oh, ad|” ejaculated Loder,
# Bykes, old man—" :

“Urrrggh 1 ceme spluttering from
Sykes- “What the thump—ocoogh—
-drafgimﬂfﬂ Wooogh 1" _

“1 say, you fellows—yow-dw-ow—I'm
hurt—yow-ow—I say-—yaroch |”

Five pairs of hands c?:aa ed the fat
Owl of thg Remove and rolled him off
Bykes. Bunter rolled on the ground
spluttering.

Sykes sat up. "

He was dazed and dizzy and huidi}l}g

e

roared RBilly

h  his right wrist with his left hand.

held it tenderly.

“Ow ! he gasped.
mad young ass—ow !l
to his feet. “Ohl

“Hurt your
Loder. : :
"M Twisted it—ow [™

‘:I‘ii'i’awt 'E'crg
a staggere
My wrist | %ﬁi‘ "
wrist 1" exclaimed

Sykes of the Bixth, taking no furiher
notice of Bunter or Coker or anything
else, hurried away to House !

That damaged wrist required im-
mediate attention. Ho far as the bowl-
Ing went, Sykes was almost the sole
hope of the First Elaven in the match
with Highclifa which was taking place
on Wednesday, he was crocked for
that match he hardly dared tell
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars.
The merest whisper of such a disaster
would have made old Wingate's face
a3 leng as a fiddle,

Loder of the Bixth followed him.
with a faint grin on his face. Lader
was rather bucked to walk in the
quad with a great games-man like
Sykes, but they wero not friends, and
never likely *o be. er's tastea ran
rather to “gee-gees " than cricket—his
chief interest in cricket matches lay in
making bets on the result,

At the same time, Loder was un-
moved by being left out of the First
Eleven, It rather amused Gerald Loder
to think of Wingate losing the man on
whom ho chiefly relied in one of the
biggest fixtures of the seasom,

But if Loder was smused, nobody
elze was, The Famous Five wers quite
dismayed. Their own matches loomed
larger in their eyes than senior games,
but they were, of course, fearfuliy
keen on the success of the Greyfriars
First. Byvkes was crocked——

“What rotten luck 1" said Nugent.
“Wingate will be tearing his hair
over this.™ :

“The tearfulness of his absurd hair

will be terrific!™ remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Bingh,

“Ow! Wowl!l Yow!"” came from
Bunter.

“You fat idiot!" roared Bob.
“What the thump did you want to
wallop down on old B8ykes' napper
For 7'?

“Ow! Beast! Wow!”
B""Eick him " suggested  Johnny
1.

“Beast |’ roared Bunter. "It was
all Coker's fault] Making out that
o fellow had his eakel Owl I never

touched his cakeal Rotten measly eake,
too—hardly any plums in it Ow!”

“You fat vilan!” said Harry
Wharton, “If Sykes 13 crocked for
the Higheliffe match we'll boot you
from one end of the Remove passage
to the other.”

“Ow! Beast! Owl"”

“8érve him right for his cheek I
said Coker. “8illy ass—talking about
giving & Fifth Form man six! T4
like to see him do it ¥

“You blithering s=s!" hooted Boh.
“What's going to happen on Wednes-
day if Svkes 13 left out?”

“"Maka room for a better manl"
said Coker cheerfully.

% Thaere sn't a betler man in
Sixth.”

“I know thai—lot of duds!” agreed
Coker. * But there's a better man in
the IFifth!

the

Wingate may have sense
enough to give me a show! I'll ask
him, at any rate, and give him a
chance to do the sensible thing.”
Harry Wharten & Co. gazed at
Coker. _
It was ona of Horace's fanciful
beliefs that ho could play cricket. FHis
game was not like any other fellow's
game, It resembled nothing else on
earth. T¢ was purely original. He
had as much chanee of rpnyi‘ng for
Greyiriars as of playing for England.
And evidently he was rogarding the
erocking of gjkea a3 & rather hap
acoident—making roeom for him in the
team, if only Wingate had sense
enough to see 1] He actuslly grinned;



“ (lentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen |”
said Dob Che::rj'. “Bunter and Coker
between them have crocked old Bykes,
and wvery likely dished Greyiriars

a Hehool matell next adnesday.
Bang their heads together.”

“(lood egg!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Hear, wharrer you at}” roared
Coker. Ha whirled round his stick as

tha Famous Fivo rushed at him.

But it was twirled out of his hand
in & twinkling. Then Coker, up-ended,
smote the solid earth. He smote it
hard, and roared.

“Whoop! Why, I'll smash you—T'll
spifiicate  vou—my hat—I—I—ooogh !
Leggo! Ooogh i® :

But the Famous Five did not lot
go. They grasped Horace Coksr good

EVERY SATURDAY

thom felt fea.rfu!tiiy hard ‘to the other.
Coker roared, sand Bunter yelled. They

roared and yelled, and struggled fran--

tically. . .
“Cave, you men!” shouted Vernon-
Smith frem a distance.

The tall angular figure of Mr.
Quelch, master of the Romove, ap-
peared in the offing. DBunter and

Coker woere dropped as suddenly as if
they had become red-hot.

“Hook it!” gasped Bob.

“The hookfulnesa of our esteemed
selves is torrific!” said Hurreeo Jamset
Ram Sin%in

The -Famous TFive Thooked it
promptly, They out away to the
cricket ground, and joined & crowd
round the mnets. Mr. Quelch did not
cven sce them, but as he came along

-5

arg not. in my Form, Coker, I shall
say nothing, except that I regard you
as utterly stupid and undignified [

And My, Quolch stalked on, lemvin
Horace Coker still rubbing his he
and glaring after him, with a glare
that m}g}it have made the fabled
basilisk fcel envious.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Dangerous Double [

b ELL bowled, Stacey "
w “0Oh, well bowled 1"
It was senior cricket

practica;  but from the

erowd that had gathered to look omn,
anyona might have supposed that =
school mateh was in progress. Lond
shouts, coupled with the name of Stacey,

0
b

The elm branch, having long ereaked In protest under Bunter’s welght, suddenly cracked and snapped, and braneh and

Bunier came down togeiher,
of Sykes.

and hard. Hefty ond beefy as he was,
Horace had no chance in the grasp of
ec many sturdy hands.

He struggled, he roarcd, ho yelled!
But he was firmly held., And Bunter,
as ho serambled up to fAee, was grasped
and secured also. Hurree Jamszet Ram
Singh bagged Bunter, while four fel-
lows held on to Coker like limpets to
a rock. :

“] say, you fellows!"" howled Bunter.
“1 say—yarooop I” :

“Leggo 1" gshrieked Coker. * Yoo-
hooop '

DBang | ]

Two heads came into hard contact
Two fearful yells woke the echoes of
the quadrangle of Greyiriars.

“Zive them another |” roared Bob.

“Hard 1" gasped Johnny Bull

“lg it

Dangl

Which head of the two was the

harder cannct be said, but each of

“ Ogogh 1*

ha had & view of 3 Fifth Form man
and & fat Hemovite sitting up and
rubbing their heads.

He irowned.

“ Bunter [

“ Yow-ow-ow ! My napperl Wow!"
“What are you sitting on the ground
for, PBunter?" mmapped Mr. Quelch.

“Get up at once, you absurd boy! Go
imte the House!™

Billy Bunter tottered away. He
waa rathor pglad to get off the scene
in_hiz Form-master's presence. CUoker
might have restarted after the In-
terval 1

Mr., Quelch gave Horacs
glance of contempt.

“1f you were in my Form, Coker, 1
should cane you for thiz absurd horse-
play in the quadrangle,” ha snapped.
“You are utterly untidy and dis-
hevelled—a = diagrace to your Form,
Coker! VYou, a_ scnicr borl As you

a freezing

came a wild gasp from the fat junior, as he shot downwards and landed on top
* Urtrggh ! *? spluttered Sykes. ** What the thump—ooogh I ** ¥

grected Harry Wharton & Co. as they
cam¥ along, after beating a retreat from
the quad.

Wingoate of the Sixth clapped his
hands—tha great Wingate, of tho
games, captain of the school. That was
such a tribute as might have given any
junior swelled head. But Stacey of the

emove, with all his faults, never

scomed to suffer from swelled head.
Certainly he was pleased with himself;
but the best junior cricketer st Grey-
friare had a right to be..
- Btacey wos ggwling 0 First Eleven
men. His bowling was ao remagkable
that he was in great request at sefiior -
nots. . He had _just clean-powled -
Blundell- of the Fifth—a tremendous
batsman of the First Eleven. Blundell
was trying tb lock as if he didn't mind,
and not quite sueceeding. e

Remaove fellows yelled applausa, just
ns if Btacey had taken a wicket in a
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mateh. It wag sheer joy to Removifes
to see First Eleven wickets go down to
Remove huwliu%;.

Such & feat had been performed by
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh—the best
junior bowler at Greyfrisre—hefore

tacey camc that term. DBut Halﬁh
Stacey seemed to take such things in his
strida 84 it were. - :

Blundell was looking at his wicket with

wite a peculiar expression on hie face.
3 dozen Eemovo men yelled—loudest of
all ﬂgi]\ry and Hussell,
Btacey's pals in Study No. 3, _

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Stacey’s going
strong as usual I remarked Bob Cherry.

“Tha strongfulness iz terrific | agreed
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“Brave ! roared Johnny Bull

Harry Wharton & Co. did not like
Stacey. Batween lis ways and their
ways there was 8 great gulf fixed. But
they admired his ¢ricket wholeheartedly.
Even Wharton, who liked him least,
shared that feeling.

Ogilvy glanced round at the Famous
Fiva as he heard them spenk, prinning,

“ Home bowler, what 7 said Ogey. “1
say, he's bowled Blundell clean as a
whistle, and he's dona the same to
Gwynng of the Sixth, and North, and
Bancroft. TFirst Eleven wickets are
chenp to-day.”

“¥You ought to be jolly proud of him,
Wharton 1" added Russell,
thl-:.arrﬁ Wharton made no reply to

a i

Plenty of fellows in the Form con-
sidered that he cught to be proud of his
relative and double, Ralph Stacay.

Wharton watched Stacey curiously.
The fellow was zo like him that he might
almost have been looking at himself in a
mirror. In flannels hs was more like
him than cver. Indeed, when Temple

who ware
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of the Fourth cams down to laok on, he
asked a neighbour whether i was
Wharton or Stacey bowling to the
SCERIOrS.

But the resemblanco was only out-
ward. Inwardly, the two “doubles ™ of
the Remove were as unlike as cholk and
cheese, .

Locking at him now, o handsome,
sturdy ecricketer, fit as & fiddle,
Wharton almost wondered whether he
was the same fellow who sneaked out of
gchoal bounds, to lay dingy bets with
Joe Banks, or play banker with Pon &
Co., of Highcliffe.

Every fellow there, or nearly ever
fellow, loocked on Stacey os a splendi
sportsman; yet Wharton knew that his
rival had deliberately run him out in &
Remove match, caring nothing for the

ame 50 long as he zcored over a fellow
E-a disliked. The fellow was a strange
mixture of good and evil—and the evil
predominated, Yot oven with theseo
thoughts in his mind, Harry's glance
was ono of admiration when BStacey
bowled to Blundell of the Fifth again,
The fellow was & magician with the
round red ball.

Perhaps the fall of his wicket had
“rattled ¥ the captain of the Iifth a
little. Anyhow, he mistimed his stroke,
and skied the ball, and it dropped, &
perfect sitter, into the hand of El:_:_uiﬁ" of
the Remove. Blundell blushed. And
when Stacey bowled again, it was not a
eateh thia time; he rooted out the
middla stump with a ball that Blundell
eould have sworn was going to be a
wide. Blundell came off.

“That- kid's hot stuff,” he szaid to
Wingate. “You try him.*

“If he were & couple of years older,™
said Wingate, “I'd try him in the
Firat,”

-
=r
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He went to the net.

Tha erowd of .- Greyfrinrs fellows
watched mgerli. harton found him-
self watching his rival and encmy as
eagerly as anyone else.
~ Wingate was the mighty hitter of the
First Eleven—the man of fours and
sixes. KHven Bykes found him hard to
handle. ¥et everyone saw that he
guarded his wicket with the greatest
care, and took no liberties with the
bowling from that remarkabls Remove
man.

Five balls he played, all round the
wicket. The sixth slanted his leg
stump, and Wingate gave a whistle.

" Bowled 17

“Well bowled, Stacey!” roared
':'gl}!:?r and a dozen other fellows.

"My hat1” said Bob Cherry. “That
man ¢an bowll This is worth watching,
you fellows !

Harry Wharton nodded.

:EEH gum 1™ said Tom Brown, the new
E-I{IPEG!' of the Bemove, "B m, what
& prize-packet | What? He conked out
in the Bt. Jude's match, I know; but
wait till we play him against Rook-
wood ! What ¥

Wharton's lip curled.

It was chiefly because he refused to
play Stacey for the Remove that he Jost
the captaincy of the Form. And he had
been right—he knew that! He knew
why Stacey had “conked out.” as
Browney expressed it in the St. Jude's
match a few weeks ago. It was because
a horse he had backed had lost that day,
leaving him in a hole. A fellow wit
that kind of worry on his mind was not
g fellow to be trusted in echool matches.

“Look at him!” gaid Tom DBrown.
“You'd play him now, Wharton, if you
wetre skipper, what ™

“No ' answered Harry curtly.

“Then vou're an oss [

“Thanks ¥

TAnd it's jally lucky for the Bemove
that you -were chucked,” added Tom

hotly. *That chap is ing to win
matches for us all throwgh the season!
anﬂ{” how he's handling First Eleven
e,

“ He can bowl [” said Harry.

‘He can bat, too—and have you ever
zeen & better man in the Beld? You're
an ass, Wharton! And s silly ass!”

“Thanks again!” said Wharton sar-
castically.

“0Oh, rats 1 Tom Brown moved away
impatiently.

One of the “doubles ¥ of the Remove
was o black sheep—that was a foct
known to all the Form. And Btacey's
wonderful cricket made many of the
fellows think that, whichever it was, it
was not Btacey. They simply could not
imaginag that magnificent cricketer
dodging out of bounds into the Three
Fishers, or sneaking in at the back deor
of the Cross Keys.

o hera, Wharton!¥ Bolsover
major grunted in the ear of the late cap-
tain of the Remove. “You shut up, sce?
Everybody knows J‘ﬂu'ra jealous of
Stacey’s cricket—and tho less you say
about it the better.”

“"Hear, hear!” said Skinner. FEren
Skinner, the weedy glacker, had come
along to seo BStacey performing his
wonders at the senior nets,

Harry Wharton compressed his lips
and walked away His chums remained
watching Stacey, keenly interested. He
was, as DBob had said, worth watching.
Hazeldene, of the Remove, joined
Wharton as ho went. There was a sneer
on Hazel's face.

“They make & Iot of fuss of that
chap 1™ said Hazel, "I can’t sea that
he's so wonderful, A lot of luck in it, if
you ask re™

Wharton  coloured uncomfortably.
Hazel, like many Remove fellows, had



an impression that his dislike of Stacey
was due, or partly due, to the fact that
the now.-man had * »ut his nose out of
joint ¥ on the erickes field. He anaweted
sharply :

“ElEimt'a rot, Hazell I've never scen
such a bowler off a county ground.”

“1f vou think so much of him, I
wonder you didn't play him when %ﬂu
had the chance I sneered Hazel, “The
fellows turfed you out for barring him
out of the ¢ri¢:l{e&t."

Whearton checked an irritated answer,
and walkﬁi away from Hazel. He went
into the House, to wait for his friends
to come in to tea. Mr. Quelch was
standifflg  in  the- dnm‘wai. snd he
beckoned to the junior as he came in.
Hiz face was grim—as it generally was
when he looked at the junior who only
last term had been his frusted head boy.

“Wharton I”

“Yes, mir!” Harry answered respect-
fully, but with a bitter tone in his voice.
He could see that more fault-finding was
mmingg and wondered whether it was

dus to Stacey.
“T understand,” said Mr. Quelch,

“that you have certain friends at High-
cliffe School, Wharton—"

“Yes, gir!” gpid Harry Wharton, in
wonder. . “Courtenay, the junior
skipper there, is an old friend.”

“1 em not alluding to Courtenay, a
boy for whom 1 have & great respect,”
snapped Mpr. Quelch., "I understand
that you have made friends with a boy
named E:{unaﬂnh;g;” ] ]

* Nothing of the kind, sir.”

“This boy, Ponsonby,” went on Mr.
Quelch, unheeding the Jminl.' “ie & boy
with whom I do not care for boys of
my Form to associate, Wharton,”

harton set his lips, ]

“It's no yse tallingwme that, sic

“Po you mean, herton, that my
wishes in the matter count for nuﬂunﬁ

[li

with _you?” exclaimed Mr. Quelo
sharply,
“No, sir. I mean that I have nothing

to do with Ponsonby—"

“You have been seen with him.™

“I have not been seen with him,"™
answered Wharton sullenly.

“T am s'ri:laal-:ing from the report of &
prefect, Wharton,”

“Then you'd better tell the prefect not
to make such & fool of himself, zir!” re
torted Wharton, “Tell him he ought
oot to take one fellow for another™

Mr. Quelch jumped. L

“What — what?” ejeculatod.
"Wharton! How dare yvou! ow dare
you make such a reply to me! Go to
vour study and write a hundred lines,
and bring them to me before tea.”

Wharton with compressed i
lpaming eyes -went to Study
tgha Remove—to write lines,

His chums found him thus engaged
when they came in to tea,

“By gum!” said Bob Cherry, as he
hursk into the study. * That men Btacey
i3 o corker! I za e

“Hang Stacey !” snapped Wharton,

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Bob stared.
“Linest"

i YEE;”

“What for?” asked Frank Nugent,

Wharton laughed savagely,

“ Because Stacey's been seen with Pon
of Highcliffe I” he answered,

“Oh!™ said Frank I:J'Ea:niclgl‘{

“Rough luck!"” said Johnny Bull
“"Look here, old man, can’t you make
Quelch understand—""

“Make the old ass understand that
his precious new head boy iz a black-
guard and a rotter, and a treacherous
worm !” said Wharton. “No, I can't
undertake to make Quelch tinderstand
that—or anything Cut aleng to

he
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vour study for tea, Bob—I'll join you
when I've finished these rotten lines.™
And the Co. left him to his task,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Why Not?

INGATE of the Bixth grunted.
W Ha was annoyed,

It was a couple of days

] since Billy Bunter's adven-

ture in the elm-tree, and the fat Owl of

the Remove had forgotten all about it

But its outcome could not be forgotten
by greater men than Bunter.

Svkes of the Sixth was crocked.

His demaged wrist, instead of getting
better, had got worse. It was an abso-
luta certainty that Sykes would mot be
able to bow! again for a couple of wecks
at loast. .

That was & knock-out blow for Win-
gate. Just st present the First Eleven
match with Higheliffo School was the
most important affair in the universe to
the scnior cricketers of Greyfriars
Highchifo was a elack school in most
things; but they turned out a good first
teamm, and the Higheliffe  captain,
Langly, was especially a hard nut to
crack. Wingate having lost his best
bowler was rather like a bear with a
sore head these days. He had slanged
Bykes for getting crocked ; which was a
golace 1o 1ts way, but did not mend
matters, He }:mdY slanged Loder who,
when he liked, was a &und bowler—but
who was_ hopelessly off colour at pre-
sent possibly owing to late nights and
too mahy cigarettes. Wingate was 1n 2
mood to slang the whole wide world.

MNow he sat in his study going over his
list. His best: bowler now was FPoiter
of the Fifth—s good man, but not &

atch on Bykes. As for his change
Enwlﬂrs they were a weak lot. DBats-
men he had galore; but the team ‘was
not strong in bowling men, and 1t was
his champion bowler he had lost, Win-
gate, generally good-tempered and
sunny, scowled at the list on his study
tabla, .

He grunted with annoyance when
Coker of the Fifth barged in. Nobody
evor pined for the company of Horace
Coker, and least of all did Wingate pine
for it now.

Coker could see that hiz arrival was

not welcome. Fortunately, he did not
cara. Ha breezed in cheerfully.

“(oing over vour men, what?" asked
Coker, glancing at the paper on the
tabla.

“¥Yes; shut the door after you”

“I've come hers to speak to you——->"

“Well, don't!”

“1 suppose that’s what wyou ecall
manners, in the BSixth!" remarked,
Coker. “Well, it's about the cricket.”

“Cricket [ repeated Wingate, gruffly.
“Don’t be an ass! Stick to marbles—
that's your game [*

Coker breathed hard. .

“] hear that Bykes iz erocked,” he
said. “You'll want a new man for the
match on Wednesday. You know how
I bowl!”

Cut I

“1 dol

“1 may be better with the bat,” said
Colker. “"Perhaps I am. BSitill, I can
bowl—rathaer betiter than Sykes, if you
ask me. I'm prepared to forget all the
rotten things you've said about my
cricket, and play if you want me."

“Fathead " .

“If wvou looked af it as a sensible

¢hap,” said Coker, “you'd see that this -

is rather lucky, Svkes getting crocked
before the match, It gives you a chance
to get a better man in. I'm not the
fellow to push myself forward in an

way, I hope; but if there's a Letter all-
round cricketer at Greyfriars than I am,

7

1'd like to know his namal That's alll”
sald Coker, with dignity.

Wingate glared at him,

At a more propitious moment ho
might have been entertained by Horace
Coker telling his funny stories, But at
present, annoyed and worried end ex-
asperated, lhe was in no mood for
Horaeo's nneonscious humour.

“Bea that doori' asked the Grey-
frinrs captain,

“Eh? Yez! What about iti”
“Geot on the other side of it—and
gquick I

““1 haven't finished vet,” said Coker
calmly. * I supposc it's no good tollin
you you're a. feol, Wingate—no goo
telling vou that you're a crass ass! Bug
I'm bound te say—— Leggo, blow youl”

Wingate secemed to have lost patience.
He rose, grasped Horace Coker by his
burly ahﬂugldr:ra, and twirled him out of
the study doorway.

Coker was burly and beefy; more
than & match for some Sixth Form men.
But Wingate made short work of him.

Horace twirled through the doorway,
spun in the passoge, and sat down with
a bump, :

“INow cut " gaid Wingata briefly,

Ho went back info his study and
slammmed the door, -

It opened ogain the next moment, an
Horace Coker's red and wrathful face
glared in, :

* ‘.'ﬂnu srl]{:i' ass E;{ :;ared {Z'ao!-:e;.tl; "t}l‘l;a
a jolly good min -mop up the study
wi'EEh voul ¥Yah!” i

Then Coker slammed the door and de-
parted. Wingate rose—and sat down
again. Coker was not worth kickiog
along the passage.

He bent a worried brow over hia list,
Who was going to take Sykes’ place?
There was a t%’at the door, and it
opened again, Wingate gave almost a
yell of annoyance. -

“Will you get out, you ailly idiot, or
do you want me to knock your silly nose
through the back of your silly head?”

“What the edickens—" exclaimed
Loder of the Bixth in astonishment.
_“Oh!” Wingate reddened. “1 thought
it was that fool Cqker again—sorry!
Come in, Loder—what is it .

Gerald Loder came in. He, like
Coker, géan-:ed at thé cricket list on the
study table. .

‘“Fillad the blank yet?” he asked.

“No!” snapped Wingate,

TWell, hmﬁ here,” said Loder, “I've
Ela.'j'ed for the First before, and 1I'm

cen to play again, © I don't say that
I'm & bowler like Bykes—but I can bowl
and I'm 2 good man on my day. A lot
of men think that I ought to have a
chance, Wingate. What about it?™

Wingate gave a snorf.

“MNothing about itl You're not fit,
for one -thing. I've been keeping an
eya on you at the nets, and ‘you're
rotten. Youw're slack. You'd like~to
figure in the First Eleven, but you're
too dashed lazy and slack to keep your-
self up to the mark. Don't say any-
thing more about it.” :

Loder scowled.

“You'll have to play somebody!” he
snarled. “May a fellow inquire who
vou've got in your mindl”

“Y suppose it will have to be Greene
of the Fifth!" growled Wingate., “He's
keen, at any rate, and doesn't smoke
cigarettes and spoil bis wind. You do!”

“Ja this & sermon?” sneered Loder.

“Oh, don't worry! QCutf" ;

“Well, you'll lose the match!™ snid
Loder wvenomously. “And rerve you
jolly well right ™

And Loder stamped out, and once
more the study deor slammed. Loder
went back o his own study and the
consclation of a cigarette.
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He waa wmngry and
though, as Wingate had said, keen as
be was to fgure in the First Eleven, he
was not keen enough to keep himself up
to the mark for the dplaca. Anyhow, hig
hopes wWere knocked on the head now,
snd Lodér drew what comfort he could
from the practios) certainty that Grey-
Iriars would be defeated when they met
Highcliffe. on Wednesday. And he
turned over in his mind the ibility
of laying & substantial bet against the
home - tears, with some fellow whose
patrictism exceeded his prudence.

Wingate, left with his problem,
forgot Loder’s existence. But another
interruption came soon after Loder's
exit,

The Greyfriars captain breathed
wrath as there was a tap at his door,
and it opened again. Was he never to
have s minute to think out a cricket
captsin’s troublesome problems{

ut his frowning brow cleared as Mr.
Lascelles, the games master, came in.
He jodmped up, with quite a cheery look.
 “Just the man I went to see, &ir[”
he exclaimed.

Larry Lascelles smiled and nodded.

“Worrying it out i he asked.

“Yes, if you'd give me some
mivi' to mak :

“I'm going to make & suggestion,’
said Mr. Lascelles. %It may make you
]H@ & little, Wingate.”

ingate emaled,

“You've forgotten more about cricket
‘than I ever knew, sir,” he snswered.
* What's the big idea ¥

“ What about Stacey 1
. Eh—who's Btacey!” Wingate did
Jump. “¥ou don't mean that new kid
in the Lower Fourth 17

“1 mean exactly that new kid in the
Rempve,” assented the games master.

You want a bowler, and that kid
Stacey is the most wonderful bowler, for
his ‘age, I've ever ceen. If he cin take
your wicket and Gwynne’s and Blun-
dell's, he can take Higheliffe wickets.”

Wingate gasped.

“A Remova the First
Eleven—"

“Any port in a storm I smiled Larry
Latcolles. “Only a suggestion, Wingate,
but you might do worse. I'd think it
over, if I werea you.”

Wingate did think it over when the
games moster lefy him; and, startling
#6 the idea was, the more he thought it
over, the more it pleased him. Why
not? He could imagine the buzz of
amazement among the big men of the
Bixth snd Fifth if they saw the name
of a Removite posted up on the hoard
in the team for the First Eleven match
with Higheliffe. Yet—why not?

That evening, in Hall, fellows noticed

fag—in

that Wingate was rather less grumpy, -

and very thoughtful—very thoughtful
ipdeed. He had food for thought,

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
On {0 a Good Thing!

“* ERE, Stacey ™
H Harry Wharton scowled.
Seowling was not one of hia

. ways, certainly; but it irri-
tated him intensely to be mistaken for
his double, Ralph Btacey.

It was Price of the Fifth who called to
him in the quad as the Remove came
sut after class on Monday.

Remove fellows were used to the
“doubles " of the Form, and seldom
mistook one for the other; even the
:hdrt-alggted Owl generally knew them
apart. But fellows in other Forms, who
saw neither of them often, naturslly did
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not know “tother from which,” as
Peter Todd had expressed it.

Ralph Stacey had made a grest deal
of use of that strong resemblance. More

than once it had saved him from the.

consequences of his proceedings as &
“black sheelf.” landing those conse-
gquences on his luckless relative. But
te Wharton it was simply an annoyanee.

Ho, instead of answering Price of the
Fifth, hae scowled at him, and walked
on, causing Stephen Price to stare.

“8Btacey, you cheeky young assl®
called out Price,

Harry Wharton, like Felix, kept on
walking |

Hilton of the Fifth was with Price.
He stared after the Removite, =and
starpd ot his comrada,

7 k here, what do vou want that
fag for, Pricey!” he asked. “I'm not
goin’ to waste time on checky fags if
you are] 8Beo you later [

“Don't bé an ass, Cedric, if you can
help it1” answered Price gruffly.
“ Come on, and shut up I¥

“Oh, rat I” grunted Hilton.

But he came along. 'The dandy of the
Fifth generally followed the line of
least resistance, and was rather like wax
in Stephen Price’s hands.

Quickening his pace, Price overtook
Wharton, and caught him by the
shoulder, -

Hearry stopped, turned, and Lknecked
hiz hand away. IHe had ne uze for
gric«e, the rankest outsider in the Fifth

OTIm.

“¥You checky young goat ! exclaimed
Price, deeply exasperated, but, at the
same time, evidently unwilling to hunt
trouble. * Look here, I want tg speak
to you, Stacey |

“¥You silly chump 1 snapped Wharton,

“I want you to come down to the
nets and bowl & few I” sard Price.

Wharton stared at him.

Hilton of the Filth often played
cricket under the infuence of Blundell
and other games men, but Price loathed
that game and every other. His tastes
were like those of Stacey and the
Bounder—only more s0. IDveryone
knew that Price of the Fifth sinoked in
his study, and kept racing papers
there. A sudden interest in cricket was
astonishing—in Price.

“Not to me,” added Price. “Some
other men are going down, and I want
to see I%,'l:u.t bowl, I hesr that you
gmvl‘?d lundell and Wingate the other

ay.

Apparently Price was interested in
what he had heard of Stacey's won-
derful bowling. Most of Greyfriars was
interested, but it waz rather new for
Price to worry about snch things.

“Well, you're wrong,” said Wharton.
“] didn't 1*

“You didn't ¥ exelaimed Price.

1 Nﬂ I:?

“Why, I heard Wingate himseli say
WIE H’ﬂ"b 1.1}

“ ook here, kid,” said Cedric Hilton,
“what are you gammonin’ for? I was
joily well at the nets that day, snd saw
you bowlin’ 1

“You didn't1?

“What do you mean I” snapped Price

angrily.
“I mean that I'm not Stacey”
snapped Wharton, “and I don't hke

being taken for him! Go and eat
coke 1™

With that Harry Wharton turned his
back on the two Fifth Form men, and

walked away, leaving them staring.
“What does the young cub meani”

muttered Price, between his teeth.
Hilton laughed.
“Haven't you heard? he said.

“Thers's two kids in the Remove—rels-
tionz, I think-—as like one another as
two peas] You've got the wrong pig
by the ear!”

#0h1” said Price. He remembered
that he had heard of the doubles of the
Hemove, “That’s that checky young
cad Whartan, then -

“1 suppose 80, Dashed if I should

“know one from the other! Quelch cught

to keep them labelled 1” said Ihlton,
with o laugh. “But what the deuce do
yvou want either of them fori”

“Beeause I hoard Wingate talking to
the games master this mornin’ ¥
snapped Price, “That's why | They
didn’t eee me, but I heard them.”

Cedric Hilton looked st his pal in
blank wonder. Why an overheard talk
between the Greyiriars captain and
Larry Lascelles should cause this sudden
interest in & Remove bowler was a
mystery to him.

“Mad 1* he asked at Jast,

“(Oh, don’t be an ass [ snapped Prica.
“After what I heard 1 want to sea with
my own eyves how that kid shapes. The
seorot’s not out yet; and if he's the man
Lascelles believes him to be, we'rs on
to a good th:nﬂu Eut I'va got to be
sure before I take Loder on.”

“Loder I repeated Hilton.

Price eneered, :

Loder of the Sixth—he's made up
his mind that Greyfriars are going teo
get whaﬁpedj‘ﬂ the wide on Wednesday,
now Bykes iz out and Wingate won't
give him the place.”

“Lot of good he would be in Sykes’
p]aca 1" grinned Hilton. *“But he's
rlslht about the wheopping—Highcliffe
will get away with it. Wingate's simply
got no bowlers—8ykes crﬂ-cged, Gwynne
off colour, Bancroft absolutely rotten—
and you can’'t win a match on batting
alono. Potter’s the best man he's got to
bowl, and I don't believe FPotter's up to
taking Highcliffe wickets,”

“That's why I want to sea Stacey at
it with my own eyes.”

i But w :',?u

“0Oh, come on! There's tha kid 1*

‘Btacey came out of the House with
Ogilvy and Russell. This time thera
was no mistake. Htephen Price had got
tha right pig by the ear, as Hilton had
expressed it.

He received a more polite greeting
from Stacey then from Wharton.
Etmecf' had no prejudice agsinst rank
outsiders, and it was his policy to make
himself agreeable to everybody in
goneral, Civility cost nothing.

*“Will you come down and bowl a few
to soma of the Fifth, Stacey " asked
Price, “1 haven't scen you bowl, and
I've heard s lot sbout you,”

* Pleased [” gnswered Stacey.

“Blundell will be at the nets in ten
minutes.”

:*EH ba there.” i 2

‘By gum,” =zai ilvy, as Prica
walked awail with Hil%nn, “You're

atting a rush of custom, old man. The

ig men are gilning to keep you busy.”
tacey laughed.

“It's rather fun taking their wickets™
he said. “1I fancy it'a rather a new ex-
perienice for most of them to be bowled
out a junior.™
iy t-ho!™ grinned Russell.

The thres went down to the nets with
their chum. Fagging at felding was
not, as a rule, popular among the
juniors, but fellows were gonerally keen
to turn ip when Stacey was bowling.
And it was true that he was very muc
in request for practice—his bowling gave
the best men 1n the First Eleven some-
thing to think about.

Stacey . bowled to DBlundell of the
Fifth, and Bland, and Fitzgersld, and
Potter, snd Greene, with other members
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and
continued Loder.

of that Form in turn. Price watched
him eagerly—Hilton with a ericketer’s
inlerest. ey noticed that Wingate of
the Sixth came along to look on, too—
and Price, glancing at the Grayfriars
captain, saw satisfaction in his face, and
saw him spenking in a low tone to
Uwynne, who nodded assent. Price did
not hear the remark he made, but he
guessed its purpork.

Stacey waa still bowlin g‘t goalting
wicket after wicket from the Fifth Form
batsmen, when Stophen Price turned

away.
“Hold on!" said Hilton. “This is
worth watchin®.”

"Wea've spent enough—coma on”

“But, look here—" .

“0h, come on, I toll you; no time to
loso—we've gob to see Loder before the

thing gels out.™

Hilton followed his friend in sheer
wonder. They walked back to the House.
Thers was a wily grin on Price’s narrow
face.

“Look here,” said Hillon -restively,
" guppose you explain what you're up to,
Pricey! I can't make you out.”

“We'ro on to u good thing, old bean,™
gaid Price, in a low wvoice. * What I
heard Wingate discussin’ with Larry this
morning was this—they're thinkin® of
playin’ %‘tﬂﬂi}j‘ in a First Eleven match.”

Hillon jumped,

“A Remove kid? Ret!”

“Rot or not, that's the idea—and
that's why 1 wanted to_see him bowll
I don't play myself, but [ know a player
when I see one—and I can tell you this,
Cedric—that kid, ft;g as he is, is bwice as
ﬁd as Bykes of the Sixth at his very
t! He's simply a marvel—one of
these giddy cricket prodigies you hear
about sometimes. If Wingate's got the
nerve and the gumption to put him in,
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a low volea. :

he's going to beat Highcliffe on Wed-
nesday.”
Hilton whiatled.
v gad! I shouldn't wonder! A lot
of the Ei men will kick, though, if a
Roemove fag is shoved in.”

“Well, that's the idea! So far as I
could make out, Larry suggested it to
Winguie two or three days ago, and he's
been chewing over it since. NMNow, it's
clear that he's made up his mind. As
soon #s he's got it fing ]y tixed, he will
let the men know—the list goes up to-
morrow, anyhow. You can take it from
me that R. Stacey will bo in the list.”

“Tt will be a bit of = surprise for the
school,” said Flilon. *“DBut what's it
got to do with us?*

“We're going to back the dark
horse!” grinned Price. * Loder's look-
ing out for & chance to lay money
against Greylriars—but he can't get a
man Lo iake him en, naturally. I this
was known——"

“But when Loder knows—"

“We'rs gain’ to book our bets Before
he knows.™

“Oh gad:” ,

“Come on”™ said Price. * Nothin's
bean said so far about it—bub it ma
come out any fime. We've got to nail
Loder down kefore he gets a hint of it."

Cedric Hilton came to a halt. He waa
a good deal of a “sportsman” and a
black sheep; but he drew the line closer
than his comrade. i

“That's & bit _too thick, Pricey!” ha

sald quietly. * You can't take advant-
Age r::} g fellow hike that.”
“Oh, don't be a goat!™ anapped Price.

“Come on, I tell you.”
ilton shook his head.
“Leava me out!” he said.

interferin’—leave mae outl”
“Don't be an asa, Cedric!”

“I'm not

t his breath.
““1 ean, if I Hke, hold back my report to the Head. Do you understand ¥ *

9

I
|

[

“If you crook up In the senior match, Stacey, as I fully expect,’” sald Loder ﬁrlmlr, “ it you fall to take a single wicked,
ﬁ you make a duck In both innings——"" Wingate's new recrult caug

*‘ In that case, all right I
“ Yes | ** sald Stacey In

“Well, don't be a tfolter, Steve.”

“.0Oh, rats!™

Price of the Fifth went into the ¥ousa
alone.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Spotied !
1 E young rotter!” multered
Gerald Loder. ;
Loder was genuinely dis-

gusted.

After class that Monday, Loder of the
Sixth took a stroll down to the village
of Friardale. His destination was that
far from delectabls establishment, the
Cross Keys.

A public-house was, of course, sirictly
out of bounds for all Greyfriars fellows;
and it was Loder's duty as a profect to
ﬂag[:-tc- the enforcemment of that salutary
rule.

But a strict attention to duty would
have caused Leder, on "the present
oeconsion, (o report himeself to the Hoad
for breaking bounds!

I'rom Friardale Lane s path ran
beaide the Cross Keys, leading down to
the river. Loder, after & stealthy glance
round about, alipped quickly into that

path.
A certein dingy acquaintance of
Loder's, 8 Mr. Lmﬁgag, had returned to

the neighbourho=g, after a long absence,
for the Wapshot races. Loder was going
to_give him a call. i

Loder of the Bixth was feeling bucked
at the moment. Bhort of cash, owing to
the wunreliable habits of the *dead
certs ¥ he had been backing, Loder had
fairly jum at the chance of booking
a bet with Btophen Price on the High-
tlife match. -It soemed likely to set him
up ng{.in financially.
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Why Price of the Fifth backed Grey-
friars, Loder could not tell—he attri-
buted it to Price’s ignorance of the
gane of cricket. . :

Everybody else knew that it was going
to be practically a walk-over for High-
cliffe, since Sykes was crocked.

Price wad & slacker and a dud at sl

ames; but even Price ought to have
Em:-wn that Wingate and his men had
little or mo chance in that match.

oder considered himself in luclk.

Ho stood to win a tenner from Price
it Greylriars lost the match on Wednes
day; and that, to his mind, was a practi-

certainty, ;
P el focling bucked, and in o
very cheery mood indeed. DBut his ex-

pression changed as he sgotted a figure
ahead of him on the path. ]
It waa the Hgure of 3 Remaove junior.
Its back was towards Loder: but there
Ema a ia.miliaritg in the figure that he
new at once. :
Thet Remaove junior was out of bounds
—-gird it was obvions I.hj}.t his destination

was the same a8 er's,
Ha was peering through the hedge by
oAl s tﬁg Cross ﬁiya;

‘1he th towards
p|ﬂ.ilﬂpf to make sore that the coast was

clear peforp he approeched the building
more nnarl‘y.
Foder's face set

ritnly.
_ A minute ago ha%uui Eaap a ' sports-
man’ going out ®f bounds to talk
“gee-geps ' with a dingy racing man.
ow he was a Greyfriars prefect again—
ready and keen to do his duty!

Had that yﬁmégnmam*l heen Angel of
itha Fourth, or ith 1
Loder migf‘nt. hava stretched a poind—
for, as the poet says, a fellow- aaln;g
makes us wondrous kind! But ha h
no merey to waste on Harry Wharton!

Loder, na a prefect, knew all about the
Jdisgrace Wharton was in that term. He
was suspected and distrusted by his
Form-master, who had asked the pre-
fects 1o keep an eys on him.

Loder had an eya on him now—a
grim eye! He had had 5‘1‘5“’53* of tronble
with ?'-;z-‘hurtﬂn in the latter’s du&;a as
coptain of the Remove. He had not
always got the best of it. He disliked
that particular junior; snd had alw
been keen to catch him out, - But, il
this term, he had never had much
chance—Wharton had never seemed to
be guilty of anything beyond ragging
sometiroes.  But now— _ 1

That dutiful prefect did not immedi-
ately approach the junior.. The path by
the Cross Keys was out of hounds; but
a fellow caught there might say that he
waas taking a short ent to the river—
indeed, Loder remembered that Harry
Wharton & Co. had once been caught
there, and made that very excuse!
He was going to be quite sure this
time.

He backed behind a tree and watched
through a screen of hawthorns.

. The junior was hardly more than a
dozen f]aa':ﬁ from him. Loder waited and
watched. _

The young rascal seemed satisfied ab
last. ﬁe turned his head to lock back
along the path and Loder had a full
view of his face,

If he had doubtad before, he could not
have doubted now that it was Harry
Wharton, with a full, clear view of his
face at 8 dozen feet ératanqa.

He smilad grimly and waited.

Sa.tisl'i:id L!:it ]H; w:ﬂ.shnnt ohserved, I.Ea
junior alippec rough a gap in the
imdg! int!:} the  weedy gar_ﬁan of the
Cross. Kays.

There woa no doubt now—and no

lying excuse ebout taking a short cut
ol elp. him. . Loder left his cover
and advanced guietly to the gap in the
hedge besida path.
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Btanding there, he watched fhe young
rascal.

The junior cut scross the garden
towards the verands st the back of the
inn. That was alse Loder’s wey in—if
he had goné in;-but he had abandoned
his intention of calling on Mr. Lodgey
aow., It would hardly have suited the
sportsman of the Bixth to carry on
with a Greyfriars junior in the offing.

Loder had his duty to do, and for
once, by way of 4 change, ha was keen
on doing his duty | He could figure as
& zealous and dutiful prefect, and at the
same time pay off an old and bitter
grudga. But that was not his only
reasson. As s frequenter of the Cross
Keys himself he did not want Greyfriars
junisra hanging sbout tha place—it
would have been too dangerous for him,
personally. Wharton certainly would
naver hang about there angain—after
This meant the “gack ¥ for ham.

It was time for action nmow! Loder
whipped through the gap in the hedge
and cut alfter the junior.

At the sound of running feet behind
him. the Removite turned, and Loder
had a full view of his face pgam—
startled and scaredl

But it was brief. .

The junior recognised him at once,
and, turning from the veranda at the
hauic of the 1nn, dashad away down the
long garden.

Loder raced after hum.

“ Btop | he shouted.

The fugitive dashed on desperately.

Loder rushed on in pursuit.

“Will you stopi” he roared. *I
know you, you young iuulmatnl:nl Da
vou hear me, Wharton{ BStop '

The junior tors on at frantio speed,
ma.chm:il the gate at the lower end o
the garden, and leaped. _

He cleared tha gate st a bound.

“By gad!” gasped Loder. .

He ran on to the gate, opened 1it,
and rushed out. 'In the distance a feet-
ing figure was cutting across a meadow.

Loder started in pursait.  Ile was
angry, but more puzzled than angry,
by titﬂ flight of the detected young
rascal. He would have preferred, cer-
tainly, fo march IParry Wharton back
to Greyfriars with & hand on his
shoulder. But the young rascal's game
was up, anvhow,  Flight saved him
from Loder's grip, but it could not save
him from a report at tha school,

But Loder, ns he ran on, guessed—
or thought that he did! It ceme back
into his mind that Wharton, spotted
mora than once out of hounds, had
declared that he was not the fellow seen
—taking advantage of his likeness to
Atacey ] T he got clear now ho would
play the same gamea sgain, and hope fo

ot away with it. At that thought

der exerted himself to overtake the
fugitive.

Marched into tha schoeol with a pre-
fect's grip on hia shoulder, the young
scoundrel wowd not be able to put up
that story agam.

Loder ran hard. .

But 1t was in vain. He was drawing
nearer to the runming junior when. the
fugitive dodged inte Friardale Wood
and vanished ameong the trees.

I,oder panted on after him,

But it was futile now. Among the
trees and thickets in Friardale Wood
the elusive jonior had vanished, and
Loder saw nothing more of him,

For & good half-hour he hunted, and
then he realised that by that time the
ynun%:asﬂul must be back at the school
—probably laughing at him.

And Loder, gritting his teeth, started
back to Greyiriars! Again and again-
_ the likeness between . Wharton =&

Stacey had saved one of the “doubles ¥
at the expenzo of the other. Loder was
determined that it should not save him
thia time.

" THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Hour of Triumph I

& g SAY, you fellows]”
I Billy Bunter fairly yelled,
His little round eyes almost
]pnpped through his big, round
spectacles in his excitement.
~ A number of fellows in the school
ahsj':_f; stared round at him.
arry Wharton & Co. were there,
refreshing themselves with ginger-beer
and bunsg, after ericket practice, with a
crowd of sther fellows,

8o the fat Owl of the Remove had a
Food gudience as hes buret in, his fat
asce aglow with excitement. .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Dob
Cherry * Has your postal order come,
Bunty t*

“Ha, ha, hal” i}

“ J==I—I gay, you follows, it's upi®
gasped Bunter.

“What's up, ashed
B::::.lﬂlfat. )

ACE Y

“Stacey’s up?? repeated Harry
Wharton. “For what? The sack ™

“Shut np, Wharton I roared Ogilvy
across the tucks’lm?. “You'ra more
likely to be up for the sack than
Btacey.”

“Much more likely!” hooted Dick
Raussell.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“(h, Wharton thinks a man ought to
be sacked for playing cricket better

fathead " tha

f than he does?” remarked Skinner.

“1-any, you fellows, I tell you—"

“What's the news, old fat bean?”
asked Lord Mauleverer. “ You men Jet
Bunter get it off his chest before ha
bursts his crop™ '

*“Ha, ha, hal"

“Oh, reslly, Mauly! T eay, ¥you
fellows, Stacey’s up—his name's up—the
list’s up | Jevver hear of such & thing ¥
gasped Bunter.

“You howling ass I said Bob. " What
do you mean—if you mean anything?

“The list—the First Eleven list—"
gazped DBunter.

“ That won't be put up till to-mor-
row  morning,” sfid: E’emﬂn-ﬂ-m!ﬁh-_
“Hfas Wingate put it up slready 1"

“He jolly well has|” gasped Bunter.
“ And étaﬂag’s in it.”

““ What 17 g

It was & roar of astonishment from
the whola crowd. : .

_Billy Dunter grinned with gratifica-
tion. ]

He liked to be the bearer of start!?_lrg
naws, - He had hiz wish this time ! a
had fairly brought down the house !

“ Stacey 1* elled  Vernon-Bmith,
“®Stacey 1n the First—""

“ A Remove man in the First Eleven I*
yelled Bob Cherry. .

" Gammon 1 said Skinner. =

“1 eny, you fellows, I saw Wingatle
come slong from his study and pin up
the list t* %Iasped Bunter. “I say,
Coker was there—and i:cm shonld have
seen his facel Coker thought his name
might be in it. He, he, he! Ie snorted
like B mad Elapi:ant when he saw
Stacey's namse. !
~ Great Scotb1” exclaimed Bob. “Is
1k t{rue 4 ; |

“You cen go and see for yourselves.
I say, Wallier and Carne of the Bixth
wera scowling like m&ﬂung I r.:lmrtla-:i
Bunter. "I heard Walker tell Carne
that old Wingate was a silly fool 1"

“Ch, my hat! A Remove msan—in




the First Illeven—old  Stacey ¥ ex-
claimmed Ogilvy. Ileedless of a half-
finished ginger, Ogilvy dashed ouf of
the schoo! shop and cut across to the
House, eager to read with his own eyes
such glorious news for his study. Bus-
ecll dashed afrer him.

A crowd of fellows followed. -

Scniors and Juniors were equally in-
tercsted. In putting a Remove fag into
the I'irst Eleven Wingate pas making
history at Greyfriars.

Everybody wanted to know whether it
was true !
been so crammed.

In a few minutes only five fellows
were left in the tuckshop—and four of
them were anxious to rush after the
tager crowd.

Harry Wharton calmly finished his
ginger. |

“Coming, old man?’ asked Baob.

“I'm not fearfully interested
Stacey's stunts,” snswered Harry.

“Oh, rot! Dash it all, it's a jolly old
distinction for the Remove,” execlaimed
Bob, rather hotly. “Stacey may be a
hit of & bad hat, but getting into the
First Bleven——" )

“Well, it's a bit startling,” said
Johnoy Bull, “but the team's weak in
bowlers, and Btacey’s a wonderful man
in that line, Bome of the big men will
grouse, but, really—"

*Now Bykes is ont—" sald Nugent,

“Btacey owes it to Bunter,” grinned
Bob., "That fat idiot crocked Sykes:
But, look here, it's a leg-up for the
Remove 0 get 84 man into the First
Eleven, whether we like the men or
not. It will make the Iourth and the
Shell look jolly green.”

“The greentulness will be terrific 1™
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, let's go and look I” urged Bob,

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, but
he followed his friends at last. It was

in

Scldom had the notice-board,
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difficult for fellows to believe the news
unless they saw it with their own eycs.
But Wharton had no doubt of it. Cer-
tainly, he had not expected to hear any
such news. and he wondered that Win-
goeto had thought of.it; ncvertheless, in
the present state of the First Eleven, it
was certain that Stacey of the Romove
would be an cxtremely uvseful recruit—
on his cricket form.

And Wingate did not know him as
Wharton did. It would never have
crosaed Wingate's mind that so good a
ericketer as Siscey was capable of de-
liberately running ow® s fellow he dis-
liked,

True, in & First Eleven game, Stacey
was hardly likely to be guilty of any
treachery of that kind. He had no
enemies among the seniors over whom
he desired to score. And the chance of
figuring in the Greyfriars First was so
great and glorious that Stacey was cer-
It-lls!mI ‘i]*_ﬂ go all out to play the game of

is life. )

Hiz cricket had already made him
popular in his Form—except among the
few who stogd by Wharton. Now he
Was ?mug to be rore popular than over
—a fellow who reflected such glory on

- 1

his Form!

The Famous Five found an almost im-
pencirable swarm  packed before  the
notice-board, where Wingate's paper
was pinnoed. :

There was a babel of voices.

“It's true ™ '

“H. Stacoy—"

" Bravao ™

"Good old Stacey!™

“Good old Wingate I™

“What utter rot!” eame H¥Horace
Coker's angry bawl, “ A Remove fag in
the First Eleven—my hat! What utter
tripa ¥

il

“Shkut up, Coker!? roared the Re
movites., :
*Stacey !” exclaimed Temple of the

Fourth. “Fan me, somebody ! Wingats
of the

could have . had the pick
Fourth—" }

“0Or of the Shell!” growled Hobson,
captain’of that Form. “3tll, it's true
that that man Stacey is & real corker at
cricket] Never saw such bowling !

“I say, you fellows——"

“Halle. halle, hallo!
Quelch 1

The wild excitement had drawn the
Removeqnaster to the spot. No doubd
he suspected 8- rag! But the mob sway:
ing beforo the notice-board, though
wildly excited, was orderly.

Quelch glanced at them, puzzled.

“It's the First Eleven list, sir!” sald
Varnon-Bmith. " Wingate's picked out
& Remove man to play for Greyfriars.”

“Indeed |” said Mr. Quelch. * Whe "

“ Stacey, sir I said half a dozen voices.

#Dear ma! I beliove Stacey 18 & very
good cricketer,” said Mr. Quelch, and
his pleased expression was not to bo mis-

Here comes

taken. I congratulate Staccy. Is he
hera?" i

“No: he went out of gates,” said
Ogilvy. “This will be great news for

him when he comes in, sir.” .

* Quite so, Ogilvy,” said Mr. Quelch,
with & gracious nod. “It reflects credut
upon my Form! I sm very pleased.”

And Mr. Quelch walked on, . very
pleased indeed,

“Quelcl:- 1s bucked [* remarked Tom
Brown. “He thinks & lot of Stacey.

"By gum, he's right, too—fancy & Remove

man in the First Eleven."

“Pity Btacey isn't herc to see it
said Sguiff. “He ought to Le herel
Sure he's gone out, Oggy 1"

“¥Yeas: he went out after bowling sl

(Continued on next page.)
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the nets to the Fifth Form men,” an-
awereE Ogilvy., “I wish he'd come in.

“Here he is1®

“Here, Stacey—"

“Look here, old chap!”

Btacey had come in. He wns rather
red and breathless, as if he had hurried.
A dozen fellows rushed at him at once,
surrounded him, and rushed him to the
notice-board. Every man there, senior

or junior, made way for him. Stacey’

just then was a man they delighted to
honour.

“Look 1™ welled Russell, pointing.

Stacey looked. :

“What the thump!”
* My name—thera——>"

“You're wanted for the First on Wed-
neaday, old bean I

“Oh " gasped Stacev.

His eyes danced. This was a triumph
of which he had hardly dreamed.
Picked to play for the First Eleven|
With such giants as old Wingate and
Girynne and Blundell of the Fifthl

No wonder his eyes danced.

“Ripping, what?” exclaimed Ogilvy,

he exclaimed.

thumping him on the back,
“The ripfulness is terrific, my es-
teamed and absurd Stacer!” said the

MNabob of Bhanipur.

“Gratters, old chap!” exclaimed.Bob
Cherry heartily.

"“Hilly rot!” came from Coker of the
Fifth.

“Bhut up, Coker!™

Stacey’'s eves wandered from the
paper on the board to the sea of faces
round him.

_Ho sterted a little as he noled a faco
like his own among the mob, Harrey
Wharton was there.

The light died out of Stacey's eyes
and the smile from his lips. MWharton
was there—Wharton had not been out of
wates.

Thiz time it wasz Impossible for fhe
black sheep to fasten his mizdeeds on
innocent shoulders. Loder of the Sixth
believed that it was Wharton he had
seen 4t the Cross Keys—the name he had
called after the fugitive was prool of
that. Had Wharton been out of
Fates—

But he had nat!

Stacev felt sick at heart. .

In this, the hour of his preatest
trivmph, he was a lost man!  Loder
would find out hizs mistake when he came
in, and then—

The hero of the hour got awar as soon
a5 he could to hiz own study. Whils
all the Remove rejoiced in his good luck,
Stacey was counting the minutes till
ha shounld be called into the head-
Eﬂg&tﬂt"a stindy to be expelled from Groy-

riars,

[N

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Something Like an Alibi!

b HARTON ™
Wharton's reply was not

very respectful, considering
that Gerald Loder was a Sixth Form
man and a prefect. )

But Wharton had little respect for
Loder personally, and he was not 1n a
mood to show more than ha felt.

Loder surveyed him grimly.

Ha had just got in, a little breath-
less, and in a vervy bod temper. He
came on Harry Wharton in the quad,
and called to him at onea. Loder was
going fo waste no time over the yvoung
raseal. Dislike and duty coincided now,
and he was going to march him direct {o
his headmaster to receive judgment and
sentence,
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¥"You've got back., then!” sneered

er.,

Wharton eved him.

“Back ?" he repeated.

“Yeos, you yvoung rotter ! You dodged
me in Friardale Wood, and left ma to
hunt for you, but precious little good it
will do you.”

Wharton stared at him in sheer amaze-
ment. For a moment he wondered
whether Loder of the Sixth was wan-
dering in his mind.

“In Friardala Wood?” he repeated.
“1 haven't been in Friardale Wood for
a weele or mere, Loder.™ 5

“Haven't vou?” said Leoder grimly.
“Well, vou can tell Dr. Locke that, you
dingy voung rotter!”

“I"1l tell Dr. Locke, certainly, or any-
body elze,” said Harry, in wonder.
“But even if T had been in Friardale
Wood, what about 1t? Frierdale Weod
isn't out of bounds that I know of.”

“The Cross Keys i3 ! said Loder.

" Potiy 1" asked Harry.

"You cheoky voune rascal 1M roarod
“Come with me, I'm going to
take you to the Head at once”

Harry YWharton laughed.

“I don’t mind,” he answered. “Lot's
go and see the Hend, by all means ™

“0Oh, I know your gamo, you shady
young scoundrel!” zaid Loder, between
hig sat lips. *JIt's a chicken that wan't
fight this time! Cueleh spotted you
once at the JThree Fishers, and Wingnte
somewhere else, and rou gobt off becanse
there was supposed to be o possibility of
g mistake ! You won't gob away with 1%
thiz {ime, as I saw vou almost as near as
vou're standing now.”™

“You saw me at the Cross Kejs!"
stuttered Wharton., " When"

“MNot an hour ago.”

“An hour ago I was plaving cricket
with about a deozen other REomove men
on the spokb!™ said Harry,

“Do wou think I'm going fo believe
that when I saw you at the Cross Keys
and chased you when vou ran for 1677
said Loder contemmptuounsly.

Harry Wharton drew a deep, deep
breath,

He knew at once what must have hap-
pened—whers Staccy must have been
before he came in to see his name in the
FFirst Eleven lizt.

Loder had seen Stacey at the Cross
Keys and taken him for his relative and
double! Wharton was a dog with a bad
name now, and the fact that the junior
wans spotted in a disreputable resort was
sufficient to make Loder. or any other
prefect. believe him to be Wharton.

Stacey, it was certain, would have no
seruple in leaving him to belicve so.
That was the game he had played on
previous occasions.

But this time even Stacay was at the
end of his tether!

For this time Wharton had not been
out of gates, and he could prove, by
innumerable witnezses, that he had been
nowhere near the Cross Keys when
Loder believed that he had seen him
thera. His double’s game of deceit was
up !

Loder wna staring at hirm, puzzled by
tha astonishment in hiz face, that gave
place gradually to scornful amusement.

“Are you denying that yon were
thera, Wharton, when vou know that I
anw vou &nd chased you " he demanded.

“Quite!” answered Wharton coolly.
"¥ou can take me to the Head, 1f vou
ike, Loder; but if you'd prefer not to
make a fool of Euurself, you'd better
look into it first.

Loder set his lips.

“I know the game you've played
before,” he said. " Are you going to
make out that it was Stacey I zawi”

“I'm not going to make
thing,” answered Harry. “ You can
45 you _%ullzr well likal Let's gn to the
Head, if you choose, I’'m ready to tell
him where I've been every minute since
class, and I can call a dozen fcllows to
prove it. Go ahead|"

Loder paunsed.

He was certain—absolutely certain!
Yet he was staggered now.

Like - the other prefects, and miany
Greyfriars fellows, he believed that

harton was “playing the goat* this
term, and making use of his likeness to
Stacey to hunt cover. But the junior's
coal confidence staggered him, and he
had to admit that it was at least pos-
sible that it was the other way about—
that it was not, after all, Wharton who
was the " black sheep,™

Certainly Loder did not want to make
a fool of hinself before the Head., Cer-
tain_as he was, and angry as he was,
he decided to look into the matter be-
fore he ineurred the serious responzis
hlliii of a report to the headmaster, Ha
disliked Whartan; and he cared nothin
about Btacey, either way. DBut he di
not want to make a serious mistake.

There was a silence, during which
Wharton waited, with the scornfully
amused look still on hie face. He was
willing to make the matier clear to
Loder, if Loder wanted him to.  Still,
he had no objection to Loder making
n fool of himself, if that was his desire,

“ Look here!” said Loder at last. “If
it was not vou that I szaw, it was that
relation' of yours who's so like you,
Stacey.”

“That's for you to think out,” said
Wharton coolly. * Nothing to do with
me whom you may or may not have
seen,”

“You deny that it was you?"’

“Dh, yea!™ answered Harry carelessly.

“Well, then, I'm going fo question
you as a prefect, unﬁ ou're going to
answer mal” snapped Loder. * What
did vou do after GFHER to-day ™

“Let’s see. After the Remove camae
out, I had 2 jaw with Price of the
I'ifth, who took me for BStacey, and
wanted to see me bowl. After that, 1
went down to Little Side with some Re-
move mmen for cricket practice, while
Stacey was bowling to some Fifth Farm
men at the senior nets. I don't know
when_he cleared off, but it scems tha
vou do,” said Wharton sarcastically,

“How long did 5-:-11 gtay at cricketi”

Wharton glanced up at the clock-
tower.

“Unti] balf an hour ago. Then I went
to the tuckshop with my friends for

inger-pop. I stayed there till Banter
ﬁmught tha nows of the new notice on
the board, when I went to loak at it.
That was a guarter of an hour ago.
The last guarier of an hour-—="

“Never mind the last quarter of an
hour I'* snarled Loder. "It was close
on an hour Efﬂ I saw you at the Crosa
Keys. According to what you say, you
were with the ericketera at the time

* Just that,” smmied Wharton.

“Giva me a few of their names™

“Cherry, Bull, Hurree Singh, Nugent,

out &an

Vernon-S8mith, Redwing, Ficld, Brown,
Todd, Hazeldene, Penfold, Linley,
Ogilvy, Russell, DBelsover,” Wharton
recited.

T.oder cut him short before he could
continua the recitation. He had mora
names to pive if Loder wanted to hear
ithem. L:}ger didn’t.

“You mean to say that all those fel-
lows, whose names you've mentioned,
will testify that you haven't been out
of gates since class?” he demanded.

“They will, and some more, too ! said
Wharton cheerfully. “Some of the
Fourth—Temple and Dabney and ¥Fry—
and Hobby of the Shell, and—"
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“ Ain't you sacked ? ** squeaked Bunter, blinking at Stacey through his big spectacles,

asked Stacey.

* Wandering in your mind, or what ? "

“ Oh crikey ! "’ gasped the fat Removita,

13

““Why should I be, fathead ? "
** I—I say, Siacey, how

did you get Loder to let you ot 7 He wouldn't have let Wharton off ! **

“{h, shut np!” snapped Loder,

“You asked me,”” answered Wharton
.;lnmure]{+ )

Luck had been against him on pre-
vious oecasions, but this time luck was
unmiistakably on his side. He was ablo
1o prove s0 sweeping an alibi that it
was impossible for even hiz old encmy
of the SBixth to doubt it.

“I shall ask the fellows you've men-
tioned " yapped Loder.

“Do!  Bhall I call some of themn?
Wharton looked round. “Here, you
men, come  up—Smithy, Redwing,
Toddy, Bob—Loder wants you !

Loder did not, as a mailer of fact,
want them. He knew qIElliIE well by this
time that the “dog with a bad name ™
had been speaking the truth. Unwill-
ingly and grudgingly, he had to admit
to himnself that it was not Wharton he
had scen at the Cross Keys.,

But the jumiors came running up at
Wharton's zhout in wonder.

“What's wanted 1” asked Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton 1311%]1::-:1.

" Loder's spotied & Hemove man play-
ine tho giddy ox out of bounds, and
wants to know whether I’vo been out of
gates since class,” he answered,

“Well, yvou jolly well haven't!” ox-
claimed Bob hotly. " Twenly fellows at
least can prove that. Look here, Loder,
i—"'

But Cerald Loder did not "loolk
there,  With & scowling  brow he
tramped on to the house.

Ny a——

THE NINTH CHAFPTER,
Loder’s Trump Card !

& TACEY —"
% “That Bemova kid—"

“It's awiul rot!™
“Oh, I

gate thinks—"
“0ld Wingate knows—"

don't know! Win-

“Bui a kid in the Lmﬂr;u:: TFourth—""

“That kid Stacoy——'

Toder of the Sixth heard it on all
sides as he came into the Iouse. ‘Lhe
name of Stacey was on every tonguc.

That name, of course, was 1n Loder's
mind at the moment. As it was not
Wharlon that Le had scen at the Cross
ILeys, he knew that it must have been
Staccy.  No other fellow could have
been mistalen for Wharton—only his
doubile.
© It was now his duly to report Btacey
to the Head, and have hirm up for judg-
ment. Ile was not particularly keen on
il.

IIe had come little inte contact with
the new fellow in the Remove, and knew
httle of him, except that he was a won-
derful  ericketer, and the double of
another Remove fellow, Ile was going
fo make his repost, certainly; but ho
no longer had any personal grudge to
urpe himnm on, as in the case of Whaiton.

Indeod, now that he was aware that
the delingquent was not the junmior he
disliked, Loder felt a twinge of ?ity for
the dingy young rascal “up for the
sack.” ke was going to do his duty—
having no motive to do otherwize. Duk
it was no pleasure to him.

“What's all this about Stacey? he
asked Walker of the Sixth, “ilas any-
thing ¢ome out about hime-—or what?"

“l{aven't you heard? The papeod's
up for the Iligheliffe match.”

I haven't seen ib. Bulb what on carlh
bias that to do with Btacey ¥

“Ile's 1o 1k"'

Toder jumped.

“Pulling my leg, vou ass! Blacev, a

Hemove kid, in the IMirst Eleven! What
the dickens do you mean?”
Walker shrugged his shoulders. e

was one of the men lefb out-—and far
from approving of Wingate's revolution-
ary sclection.

“TLock al the beard!" he answercd,
“Wingate's gono mad, that's all.”

Loder, in utter amnazewnent, went io
the notice-board te look. The excited
crowd there had cleared off, Lut there
woro still & dozen fellows stunding
discussing the “latest.”

“Good gad ! said Loder blankly, as
. Staccy™ in a list conlaining
suchh pames as Wingate, Gwynne,
Blundell, Potter, and the rest. “ 'What
fearful rot!'

"¥Yes, isn't 17" said Coker of the
Fifth, 1 say, Wingate ought o bo
turfed out of the captainecy—what? 1
elfcred to play——"

“You silly ass!"” :

Loder walked away, leaving llorace
Coker glaring, and the ollber fellows
grinning.

His face was black and Litter,

Ile had been refused a place 1 the
First Eleven for that mateh. And the
vacant place was given to a Iiemovoe
junior.

Tt was insult, added to injury,

Loder's resentment was so deep aiwd
bitter that he had a strong nmpulse to
go dircetly {0 Wingate's 5tu§:.-' and
“row ™ with him.

It would have been bad enough to
have been left out for Greene of the
Fifily, or any other scnior, but to he
Inft out for a fag in the lower Fourth,
a kid who had not been a whole term at
ithe school

“Ileard the latest ¥7

Vrice of the Kifth gave him a nod,
and a smile, wlineh Loder seturned with
a black scowl.

“Ind you know about ilie when you
came to my study a couple of hours
agoe ™ he asked bitterly.

Prico raised his evebrows,

“ Ay dear chap, how should I know '’

(Continued on page 156.)
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he asked innocently. “Wingate doesn't
confide cricket sccrets to me. Ile never
gpeaks to me at all, if he can help it.

f eourse, it came a3 a surprise to me
t.ﬂ——"_"""” ‘

Lodor shoved past him, and went to
his study.

He slammed the door of
after him,. - ; .

His verdict in secing Stacey’s name in
the First Eleven had been that it was
“rot.”*  But a véry few moments’ re-
flection showod him that it was far from
being * rot.’ i

It was not agreeable to admit that
in leaving him out and putting a junior
iR, ﬁfliingatq was 4cting for the good of
the side.

But Loder was no asa like Horace
Coker, "and: he knew. Hoe nok
thought about it before, but now that
he did think of it he knew that W ]:_ligat&
had secured a prize-packet for the High-
cliffe -matoh. .

Stacey’'s bowling might make all the
difference. Junior as he was, he had
demonstrated that he could take First
Eleven wickets, and Greyiriars bats
were &3 good as Highelifie bats—or
better, at he had dome at the mets
he conld do in & cricket match,

Anger and resentment could not blind
Loder to the fact that in putting Stacey
in, Wingate had enormously brightened
the pr of the home team. It was
s bowler that was wanted—and Stacey
was & bowler of almost uncanny powers.

And Frice of I;I:uulrz.1 Fifth l;]ad nosed it
out somehow in advance, he was sure
of that. That was why he had booked
the bet, baﬂkin% Crreyiriars when
criokeoters regarded the home prospecis
as more than -dublous, ‘

Loder stood to lose, instead of
winning, a tenner on that cricltet mateh
—if Stacey did what was expected of
him.

But— -
. Thers was, after all, a trump card 10
Loder's hand. ]

He had been savagely disappointed to
learn that it was not Wharton, but
Stacey, ; whom he had spotted at the
Cross Keys. ]

He was glad of it now,

Had it been Wharton he would have
been able to gratify an old grudge. But
that was little or nothmg in comparison
with the power that was now in his
hands, _ _

It was in his power now to dish Win-
gate over that match, and.beat Price
at his sharp practice! For what was
going to happen when he made his
report to the Head!

It was the “sack ™ for Stacoy, j

Could there be any doubt sbout that?
At the very least it was a flogging—but
surely it would, be the sack ! IF it was
the. sack, Wingate's wonderful bowler
would be gone from CGreyfriars before
the Higheliffie match came off. -

Loder threw himself inte a chair and
thought it over. Whethoer Btacey was
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: expelled or not was s matter of in-

difference to him, except from the point
of view of “dishing * Wingate and

" Price.

Was it possible that the young rascal
would be sble to elude the ultimata
penalty and héng on? A fogging
would not prevent him from playing on

“Wednesday?  And that was the only

real gquestion for that dotiful prefect,
Cerald Loder.

He was a deep young rascal. Tho
way he had succeeded “in Janding his
misdeads on his relative, Wharton, was

roof of that. Quelch thought a lot of
him and might stond by him, Wingate,
tuo, especially as Wingate wanted him
to bowl on Wednesday. If he succeeded
irlfl}'rriitgliﬁg out of expulsion—

Bis

A j']rr.nxr;:-nk on the door
Loder's reflections.

“0Oh, come in ' he ﬁnaiﬁaei

It was Stacey of the Hemove who
entered.

interrapted

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Price of Silence !

1 U 1" prunted Loder.
E Stocey nodded. 1
His handiome face, so like

Iarry Yharton's, was palo
and clouded. Loder, looking ab him,
smilod sourly. Ile had been debating in
his mind whether the young rascal was
booked for the sack. He could see from
Stacey's face thst the young rascal him-
gelf had little doubt aboutb it

“] was going to send for you,
Btacey 1V suig Loder, “I've got to take
vou to the Head, of course."”

Stacey wincad.

As Loder knew, he had eut and run
for it at the Cross Keys, hoping that his
likeness to Wharton would save him, as
it had saved him before.

Had Wharton been cut of gates st
the time, os he miqht. easily have been,
Stacey would very likely have got away
with 1t.

But since he had learned that
Wharton had not set foot oyt of gates
since class, and that s score of fellows
could bear witness to the fact, he knew
that that chicken would not fight. His
ception was up.

From hif study window he had
watched Loder come in, and seen him
speaking to Harry Wharton in the quad.
He knew that Loder was sware of tho
facts now. That was why he had come
to the prefect’s study without waiting
to be sent for.

One hiopes remained to him—a plea for
mercy to Loder! It was the shimmest
i;-ffshm chances—but it was all that was
ett.

“You're
Head 7" he faltered.

“Wall, what did wou

runted Loder. I fancied thet it was

harton I had caught at the Cross
Keys—1 know now it was you. Yon
know that.”

“It—it was the—the first time—"

Loder interrupted him. :

“Don't tell me any lies, Stacey—and
T advise vou not to tell the Head any.
It's perfectly well known that either you
or Wharton has been playing the glidf
goab this term, asking for tho sack over
and over again. know now that

qu’hg”lha man! What's the good of

ing

“{rive me a chance, Loder I muttered
Stacey. '

ping to take me to the

expock i

“What do vou meaAn?” grunted

oder. ;

“Tt meons more to ms than to any
other fellow! Tf I get n flogging

don't carel WBat if it “he sack-—1f I

et pushied out of here—I'in done forl
vot- only at school, but in every other

"‘”E’ H g g
oder looked at him in silence,

“I'm & poor relation of Wharton's 1™
Stacey gritted his teeth over the words.
“Hiz uncle has taken me up and sent
me here because my father's had bad
luck and can't provide for me or send
me to school. If you've ever seen old
Colonel Wharton, you know what he's
like. If I'm sacked for this ne will
throw mg over——"

“Arve you asking a prefect to screen
Yo, you young rotter ¥’

Htucey looked at him, The thought
was in his mind that Loder, prefect as
ho was, was no better than himseli, s
had heard plenty of talk about UGerald
Loder, and .he could guess preuy
accurately liow it had happened that
Loder had been at the Cross Keys that
alternoon. :

But it was uscless to touch on Lhat.
It would only put'Loder's back up,
and certainly not incling him fo mercy.

“If you'd give me & chance, Loder,
T No oo iadking d Lod

o good talking ! snappe or.
" Ynu'regﬂhmfled out now, Btacey!l Did
you fancy you could land it on that
relation of yours cvery time? You've
played & pretty rotten gamo in that
direction, Btacey! You were bound to
trip sponer or later! “L'his time you
can’t land it on Wharton.”

“You don't liko. Wharton any more
that I do!” muttered Slacey sullenly.
“Every fellow in the Remove knows
that youw've got a down on hin, and
wnuld} catch him out if you could.”

“That's enough!™ anag[md Lader.
“*Cheek won't help you, Staccy! I'm
taking you to the Head, and you can
get ready to pack your boz.™

Stacey breathed iard.

*¥ou needn’t bo so sure of that!” he

answered.  “Quelch will speak up for
me, and Wingate, too! Y've got &
chance ["

Loder was silent again, He wondered
whether Stacey was rightl If tho
young raseal got off with a fogging—

Quelch, he knew, had a high opinion
of the young rascal—he had mado him
his head boy in the Form. Would he
helieve that this was Stacey's first trans-
gression—to be dealt with leniently?

It was not likely, but it was possible |
And if Queleh stood by the eulprit, the
Head was certain tob be strongly in-
fluenced by tho opinion of the boy's
Form-master.

Stacey had, at least, a sporting chance
of cscaping the sack—and he was
cunning cnough, wily enough, to make
the very most of it. And if he was not
sacked fo would bowl for Greyviriars
on  Wedneaday—and make all the
difference between victory and delecat.

Loder was thinking hard.

‘Whether Stacey was sacked mattered
nothing to him. But it mattered a great
deal ﬁgmﬂmr Wingate pulled off a vie-
tory after contemptuously leaving him
out of the team—and whether Price of
thoa Fifth won a_tconer from him by
sharp pradtice.

If ho had been absolutely certain
that Btacey would be sacked and zent
away by the morning’s frein——

But it was only extremely probahle,
not absolutely certain, Loder sat silent,
thinkmng.

Btacey watched him, wondering what
he was thinking of. He could sco that
Loder was hesitating.

Why, he did not know.

Ho know that thers was no lovo losi
between Toder and the Groyiriars cap-
tain; he knew, like everybody olse, tlmz
Loder had been disappointed of a plac



in the Eleven. Ile had a strong sus-
picion that Loder would bave been glad
to seo tho school beaten by Higheliffe,
in the circumstances. But that only
made it more unlikely that Loder would
hesitate to take him to the Head, ¥et
ho was hesitating.

Loder zpoke a%' last,

He spoke in a low tone, as if in dread
that his words might reach other ears,
though thers wera no other cars to hear.

“Just listen to me, Stacey! You, a
Lower kid, hava been shoved inta the
Eleven in my place—I think it’s rot.
I'd like to see Wingate made to lock a
fool—as he will be, if you turn ocut to
be no good in the match.™ '

Stacey watched his face.

What Loder said was true—he would
have been glad, very glad, to see
Wingate's new recruit fail him at the
pinch. But he koew quite well that
Stacoy would not fail. He knew that
& junior, picked for such a distmetion,
would play the game of his life, and
ha knew what Sta could do if he
chose! 3o what did he mean?

Loder proceeded, in the same low
tone, to elucidato what he meant.
I ik turns out like that, Stacey—
if you erock up in the match, as I fully
expect—if wou fail to take a single
wicket, and if you make a duck. in
both inmings~—--»="

Siacey caught hiz breath,

“In that case, all right 1" said Leder,
“I can, if I hike, lmlﬁ back my report
to the Head till Wednesday.
take time to make investigations into
the matter—to make absolutely certain
that it was not Wharton I caught at
the Crosz Keys to-day. I will held
over my report till Wednesdaw, Stacey.
Do you understand "'

Stacey understood.

Loder would not, perhaps dared not,
put it more plainly. But there was no
mistaking his meaning.

This was his revenge on Wingate |

Wingate's new recruit was to let him
down in the mateh! And then Loder's
report would never be made to the
Headl Stacey would be zafal

The wretched young raseal of the
Remove stood silent, breathing hard.
Unserupulous as he was, the idea gave
him a shock. He would have done that
or anything clse to save himself from
the sack! He would not have done it
to escape a Hogging.

If he could only have counted for
certain on a Ilpgﬁmg! But tho chances
wera for the sack, and he knew it only
too well |

“Do  you
Loder grimly,

“¥es!l” said Stacey, at last, in a
low voice.
© “Then you can cut l”

Eﬁme:r left the study without another
word.

understand i  repeated

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hnthll]g in It!

1 OT 1" hawled Robert Donald
R Ozilvy. -
“ Utter rot 1'? Jhooted
Russoll.
Horry  Wharton  shrugged  his
shoulders

“1 say, you fellowg——"

“2hut up, Bunter I

“Bhan’t 1" retorted Billy Bunter in.
dependently.  “I say, you fellows, lots
of the fellows know! 1 say Stacey's
for 1t."

“I'll jolly well » kick you!"
Cgilvy warningly.

“ Beast ! u\l‘fhartun knows 1" howled
Bunter. “I tell you I heard Loder
speaking to him in the quad--didn’t
I, Wharton?"

aaid
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*Shouldn’t wonder,” said Harry.
"You generally hear things that don's
concern you, Bunter.'

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Anything in i1t, though?” nsked
Vernon-8mith. *“Have they really
bowlad cut Stacey at last?” :

“Better ask BStacey!” said Harry.
“I don’t want to say anything about
it, or about him. I suppose Stacey
cant tell you if he chooses.

. “Ho won’t be here to tell anj‘b:}d{
anfthmgt” chuckled Billy Bunter. “
tell you Loder spotted him at the
Cross Keys—"

“Will you shut up, you fat idiot?"’

‘exclaimed Ogilvy angrily.

“No, I jolly well won't,” answered
Bunter, “Loder thought it was
Wharton, and if it wasn't Wharton it
was Stacey, that stands to reasom.
Well, we all know that Wharton hasn't
been out of ‘gates since class! Ho it
was Btacey.”

.- Therea was a buzz of excitement in
the Remove passage. A crowd of
fellows wera ther.—othors standing in
the study doorways. Before ted there
had been news thet startled and
amazed the Remove—the news that
K. Stacey was up for the Higheliffio
match. After tea, thers was still mora
startling newe, if truo—that R. Stacey
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was up for the sack! But as the latter
news -came from Billy Bunter, uncon-
firmed as yet, there were more doubters
than believers. . )

Wharton hed said pothing—snd in-
tended to say nothing, If Stacey some-
how erawled out of this hole as ha had
crawled ' out of ‘otherd, it ‘wds not for
him to speak, Stacey, much ag he die-
liked him, was his relative, and 1t was.
by na means a gratifying idea to

vharton that his relative should be
kicked out of the achool in disgrace.

But Bunter had heard that talk in
the quad and knew, and half a dozen
juniors, whom Wharton had called up
to tell Loder that he had not been out
of gates, guessed. And Bunter was not
tﬁﬁ fellow .to keep anything to him-
self,

Not that it was likély to be kept
dark long, anyhow. Wharton couid
scarcely doubt that Loder would report
Stacey to the Head ! He was no whaie
on duty, but there sgecmed no reason
why he should aveid the performance
of this plain and obvious duty.

“Whera's Stacey now?"” asked the
EBounder.

“He went down,” answered Ogilvy.
“We'ra waiting tea for him m Study
No. 3 till he comes back.”

[{‘;'ant:'nue:i gn nexd poge.)

Our merry Greyiriars Bhymester says that

interviewing the big noises at Greyfriars i3

no joke. ou'll certainly agres with him

after perusing this week's verses written
sround

MONSIEUR CHARPENTIER,

the French Master at Greyiriara,

{1}
M'siemr Charpentler “(or Mosson, a3 he™
callad)

Is a kindly and gonial bloka,
He saye that his scholars are driving him bald,
Which I fancy is m:.lf at:nka.

He frequently squats in the Form-master’s

chair,
Whils his pupils are looling about ;
And olten in moccentz ol [Geat despair
¥on can bear the poor gentleman zhont ;
“ Agpsez | f |+ Talsez-vous, Vernon-

Bmeet !
Mes garcons, my verree good boys,
Be guiet ]| M'imporie | And iske yon ze

sant
Mon Diem | Zat you make not ze noize [ ?

(3}
ngtash: of recording the next intorvlew
ith Moassoo wes really quilé good
Exceapt for the laoguage, so what eontd T do
To ensure I wonld be nndersiood
To sefila the matier I purchazed a book
Of ¥ Hand 28 (Prononncead),’?
Thug I weot io his gludy and slole & quick look
At the volume, and gravely announced :
“ Bonjoor, Mongeer Blaok, ef comang

{ally voo P .
Say ton bookoo bell joornay, we, we !
[ Avay-voo got la glume
Jar comprong

mon oncls, Mossoo P
mong [ Bonn wes |

I tried once
To maks old

Yarapskd |

(2)
Ha*:bshnrﬂ.-lh snd Iat with & FPrenchified

But his heart iy as solid ax lazd,

The Ianguags he speaks iz at times very weird,
And to lollow his meaning is hacd.

The hour for French lssson means plealy of

fun
To the jonior fellows, of courss ;
About five minntes work on the averags Iy

dona,
And poor old Mogsoo gels quite hoarss,
st Bni, all ::Elul'"l Imuga.'liuzhwn |
Ecoutex ust hark vix yon there |
Sacre nom ﬂ'ulu petit bon homms en

oaountchone
T am leenished I GQus dols-jo Inizaf »
" {i}ﬂ .
o> 8ay he was sfarile puttng it mild,
He gazed st oo damb with susvrise, '
I nodded politely, I bowed and I pmiled,
He fixad me with wlﬁu—urun By,
o lﬁuu:mpﬂnﬂl pas | ¥ he exclaimed in
Emphatically shaking his bead.
Bo I tarned to my book sad, avolding his gaze,
I atood there and solemnoly said :
‘ Donny-nIoor mon ot mes gants
mﬂﬂm play |

, Monsesr Blapk] A aht |
Yoo parley tro veet ok jer P

parley fra I
Jer dayzesr un ghapean | r&im"ﬁf »

(8)

If T knew who published that volome I had,

I'd bost him ome right on the uﬂg:

., It must have been wrong, for Mossoo said :
: “ You'ra mad 1

. And lostily bellowsd for

I Then Wingate and Loder

mora
Came roshing to lend him & hand.

Andas I wmﬁr—ai_blg ouif through the door,
W ain in stentorian roar

' oazon nnderstand

“ Do est ma tahnt—vooley=voo lettez go P

A Im;&othemaihlumhhmh

Ow 1 ooh! Ow! ﬂmu'hm;rl

Ow! Oh]® f

(But the [atter was not in the hook 1)

halp |
nndp one or t{wo

[
Ow |
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Sniggar from Billy Bunter!

“You'll have to wait a jolly lon
timel 'Y fancy he's with the Heaﬁ
now—Loder’s bound te take him there.
He, ho, he! He's up for the sack(”

Ogilvy made a step towards the fab
Owl, his eyes gleaming with anger.
He grasped him by the collar,

“Now, vou fat cackling rotter—"

“Yaroch | Leggo!”™ roared Bunter.

“I say, you fellows, make him leggo I

“Chuele 1t, Oggy!”
Wharton quietly,

Oggy glared at him.

“T'm going te bang his checky head
oo the wall for spinning his rotten
yvarns about a pal of mine " he bawled.

“I. say, Wharton, you know it's the
truth!™ roared Bunter. "“You make
him leggo 1™

Wharton hesitated a moment. e
liked the sturdy Scottish junior, all the
tnore for his loyalty to a friend who
was nnworthy of his loyalty, and he
had little sympathy fo waste on the
tattling Owl.  3till it waz rather hard
for Bunter. to have hiz head banged
for telling what Wharton, at least,
knﬁw to be th]ﬁ; tlgugti? :

ALY CRUE vy's arm,

“Chuck it, old bean,” he said. * The
fact is—" He paused.

“You'ro not going to say that that
fat tattling toad is telling the treth?”
snaqged Ogilvy.

“Well, yes,” said Harry at last.
“At least Loder fancied he saw mo at
ihe Cross Keys, and accused me of it,
‘but he had to take it back when he
found that I hedn’t been out of gates.”

"We can guess whom he saw, if he
fancied it was Wharton I” grinned the
Bounder.

“MNow vou know ! hooted Bunter.
“Leggo, you boast 1™

Ogilvy released the fut Owl of the
Remove,

“I don't believe it!"” he said obstin-
ately. “There's some mistake some;
where., Loder may fancy—"'

“Counld he faney any fellow excopt

said Harry

Stacey was Wharton?” drawled the
Bounder. ?
“Well, he's fool enough for any-

thing 1" snapped Ogilvy. "Anyhow, if
it's brue, Etamir’s up before the Head—
and I.jolly well know ha isn't.”

“I jolly well know he i3!™ gasped
Bunter. “And if he thinks Quelch will

et him off, he's jolly well mistaken.
: &uelch will drop him like a hot brick
when he knows.”

““Iialla, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry. *""IHero he comes!™

All eyes turned in the direction of
the Remove stairease,

Stacey was coming up.

Harry Wharton eyved bim curiously.
Unless Loder had let him off—and
there scemed no imaginable reason
why Loder should—he was up for
drastic punizhment.

But ho did not look like it. His face
was clouded and hiz lips drawn hard.
but it could not be said that he looked
like & follow whe was pgoing to be
eacked. ’

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big speetacles. Then he pave a fat
chuackle. :

“1 =zay, Btacey, have you come up
to pack?” he squeaked.

Btacey glanced at him.

“Pack " he repeated. * Why?"

“Eh? Aint you sacked?™

Htacey’s glance zhot  towards
Wharton for a second, Then he

laughed  carelessly,

“Not that I'm aware of,” he said.
“What's put that idea into your [at
head, you benighted owl?”

Bunter gn:ﬁpﬂﬁi
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“Then you ain't sacked!” ho ejacu-
lated. .

“Why should I be, you fathead?
Wandering in your mind, or what?'"’
asked Stacey.

M1 jelly well knew there was noth-
g in it,"” said Ogilvy in relief. * That
blithering bloater makes out
Loder caught you out of bounds and
took you to the Head, and—"

i Btacey langhed,

“Borry to disappoint vou, Buntop!”
he remarked. "1 suppose Wharton has
been pulling your leg. In his case, I
dare say the wish was father to the
thought, as jolly old Shakespeare says”

Harry Wharton's eves glinted.

“I've told Bunter nothing, Stacey,” he
sald guietly. “ He knows what he heard
Loder say to me, that's all,  Anybody
might have heard Loder, as he talked to
me in the middle of the quad. He said
that he had caught a  fellow out of
bounds whom he took to be me——"

“ Wasn’t it you?” asked Stacey airily.

No-—as I happen to be able fo
prove,” said Wharton contemptuously.
“This time I didn't happen to be out of
gates, as happened last time.”

“Oh, pack it up!” snapped Russcll
“If there's anything in it, Stacey’s up
for, trouble. Is Loder taking vou to the
Head, Stacey?

(11 ND.-:

“Then that settles it."”

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter. “1—I
say, otacey, how did you get Loder to
let you offf He wouldn't have let
Wharton off.”

“You see, I don’t heppen to have
done anything to be let off for,” said
Stacey. “Can't you get that into your
fat head” 3

“But Loder said to Wharton—"" .

“Tea ready, you fellows?? asked
Stacey, glancing at Ogilvy and Russell,
‘I'm maore than ready for tea, if you're
not fearfully interested in Dunter's
gabble.” ]

He went into Btudy No, 3 with his
friends,

A puzzled crowd was left in the Re-
Move POsSLgo.

Wharton was the most puzzled of all,

It waz & relief, in a way, to find that
his relative was not te be sacked—glad
as he would have been to see him leave
the school on anyp other terms. But
how he had escaped that fate was a
mystery, Loder was not & dutiful
prefect, and he often left duties undone.
But why should he have left this duty
undene, on account of a junior he hardly
knew, and who was nothing to him?

How had Stacey made it worth his
while ta keep his mouth shut? That
was what it boiled down to.

Wharton wasz not likely to guess,

But most of the other fellows took it
for granted that, as Btacey was obvi-
ously not up for punishment, there was
nothing in the story at all, And several
fellows made it & point to kick Duntes
for having Staried 1t. _Btacey, just then,
wias the hero of the hour in the Remove
—the fellow who was going to eover his
Form with glory, by playing in the
First Eleven. They little dreamed how
he was going to play, when that great
match cama off,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor !
HﬂRﬂ{:E COEER started,

It was the following after-
noon and Coler of the Fifth
was extended in an armchair in

the games study,

That apartment was often crowded by
the Fifth, but just at present Coker had
it.te himself.

that -

After elass, Wingale had his men on
El?‘ dide for & little final praclice
betore the big mateh on the morrow,
Stacey of the Remove was at practice
with the great men.

A numerous concourse of Uroviriars
fellaws watched. them, seniors and
juniors. But Coker was uninierested.

Coker was feeling bitter.

Coker had offered hiz valuable ser-
viees for the Higheliffo mateh, and they
had becn refused, in a manner that
nobody would have called polite.

mero  Junior—a  mlerobe of (he
Lower Fourth—had been chosen instead
of the great Horace. Coker did not,
like Loder, recalise that Wingate had
done a d_thing for the side. Colker
was clot m:d in eoneeib as in B garment.
Coker’s view was that Wingate was s
hopeless idiot—and he wondered tliab
all Greyfriars ecould not sco that as
clearly as he, Horace James Coker,
conld.

Thinking this over, as he sprawled in
the deep armchair, Cokoer was frritated
by footsteps and voices in the games
study, He did not want to hear
“ericket jaw "—he was feeling sore on
the subject of ericket. DBut mere jvrita-
tion turncd to wonder and wrath, as tha
voice of Price of the Fifth fell on his
LATE,

It did mnot ocear to him for the
moment that Price did not know that
anyone was there. Sprawling in the
chair by the window, Coker was hidden
by the high chaic-back from fellows
coming info the room.

“ More fool you, Cedric!” he lLicard
Stephen Price say., “TF you'd taken my
tip, you could have booked a bel at the
samo figure. What T make on the match
to-morrow will set me wp {for some
time,""

“Easy moncy,” said Hilton of the
Fifth, with a faint note of contempt in
his voige.

“I'm making a tenner, anyliow,” said
EPrice.

“1f they pull it off, you mean.”

“Thoy'll pull it off all right. T've
been watching that kid Stacey, and I
can tell you Higheliffe arc going to get
the surprise of their lives. ™ Lurry
Lascelles knew what he was talking
about when he advised Wingato to try
him 1 the First,”™

Hilton vawned,

“Well, I scem to have missed a good
thing,”” bhe said. “But I think I'd
r fihcr miss it thanks all the samne,

riccy. There's a limit, you kuow—
and bettin' on school matches is ratlier
thick.”

ot said Price,

Up rose Horace Colier!

‘He stared, or rather glared, at Hilton
and Price, over the back of the arm-
chair. Price pave a violent siart. He
saw akb once that Coker had beard. anrl
his thin lips came together hard, Price's
reputation was mone too good in his
Form and it was not likely to be im.
proved by the fcllows hearing that le
was making bets on school matches.
That kind of thing could not be kept
too dark. ;

“You rotter!™ bawled Coker.

He came round tho armehair,

“You worm!” he bawled.

Cedrie Iilion laughed,

Cakor?'

“Anythin’ bitin®  you,
drawled.

Coker took no heed of the gundy of
the Fifth. iz plare of scorn and con-
tempt was fixed on Stephen Prico.

“You gutsider!” he roared, * Muking
bels on schiosl matches, what®  What
sort of a crawling worm do you cull
yaurself*”

“Any Dbizney of yours?”
ilton,

he

inquired



The Highcliffe man was undoubtedly a good man, but nobod
what he did. Stacey snicked the hall away, [air

“You shut up!” roared Coker, “I'm
talking to Price. You crawling, cring-
ing, sneaking, money-grubbing, un-
washed rotter—"'

“Let's get out of this” muttered
Frico, and he turned to the door.

Coker tramped acreoss and put his
back to the door. I was not, perhaps,
exactly Coker's business what the “bad
Lot of the Fifth did. But Coker, as
often happencd;, did not confine his at-
tention to his own business. Coler was
angry, indignant, and disgusted; and in
that frame of mind, Coker was not the
fellow to make a secret of it

“You just stop there! said Coker
grimly, *It would scerve you jolly well
vight if I gave you away to Prout] I
can't do that! DBut you're not going to
gisg:j!ram the Form and pot by with it

ce F1]

“You obstreperous fathead!” mut-
tered Price. _

Coker pushed back his culffs,

“Where will you have it he
mquired.

“ Look here, Goker——" hpﬁnn Tilton,

“You shut up! Wifere will you have
it, Pricet” )

Stephen Price did nol zcem to wank it
anywhere, Ho backed away from Coker
in alarm,

“Look here, you silly ass—" he
snavied, ]

Caoker followed himn up, _

“Keep off, will you#"' howled Price.

WMo answered Coker. 1 won't!
T'm going to wallop you, as you- jolly
‘well deserve. Thab's for a start.”

Coker jumped at Trice, punching,

edric Hijliﬂn put a foob in his way, and

ker, of course, tripped over it. He
landed on the Hoor with a terrific bump,
at Price's feet.

“Whoop !’ roared Coker, as he landed.,
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Price made a strategic movement o~
wards tho door. But Coker bounded u
like an indiarubber ball. He leap
after Price and grasped him.

“Now, you rotter——" he panted,

“ Hands off " yelled Price.

“T'll watch it!* ﬁrﬂwied Coker. It
was a case of hands on, pot off—and
thoy were laid on hard|

Coker of the Fifth had a hefty punch.
There were Sixth Form men who treated
Cioker with tact, in view of that hefty
punch of his. Not for the tenner he ex-
peeted to win from Loder, or for twice
that sum, would Stephen Price willingly
have faced that puuch. But he had no
cholea now.

Coker's idea was to make it clear unto
Price what he thought of a shady rofter
who disgraced his Form. Anf® there
was no doubt that he  made it
abundanily clear, :

Price, yelling and howling, was
kuocked r:ﬁhi and left. Then Coker
got his head into chaneery.

Thump, thump, thump

“Help me, Cedrie, you fool 1" howled
Price frantically. “Ow! Oh, my hat!
Lend me s hand! Drag bhim off!
Wow 1

Hilton roshed to his aid. e grasped
Coker to drag him off his hapless victim.

Coker freed one hand and swung it
round. A terrifie back-hander caught
Cedrio Hilton across the face and sent
him spigming.

He crashed into a corner and lay
there gasping. _

Then Coker gave his attention to
Price agail.

Thump, thump, thumpl

“Wow-ow-ow | Wow |"

Thump, thump !

“¥arooooh "

“Thern I gasped Coker. *I fancy

had expecied him to caich Stacey out first ball,
into his hands, and the Higheliffian held it safely I ¥
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But that was

that will do! That'll teach you to dis-
grace the Fifth with zc:ur filthy bets on
cricket matches| Yah!|”

Hilton was picking himself up, when

Coker epun Price round and flung him
mmto the corner. He crashed on Hilton,
flattening * him  down again. They

mixed up in the ¢orner, _

Coker gave them a glare of scorm,
tramped -out of the games study, and
slammed the door after him.

Prica sat up dizzily ! With one hand
he caressed & damaged eye—with the
other he dabbed a streaming nose. And
his feelings were inexpressible in any
known language.

Ay

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Highcliffe Match !

. OTTEN, I eall itl” nted
Billy Bunter, the {following
MOTNIiNg. - '

“How's that, old fat man ™"
esked Bob E‘her?’,

“Well, what mean is, that chap
Stacey gets off third school,” said the
Owl of the Remove. *I dare say that's
why he's so keen on playing for the
First, I'd rather pley cricket than
grind with Quelch. -

“Who wouldn't!” chuckled Bob.

“Well, it's rotten I” grumbled Bunter,
“1'd have played for-the First Eleven,
if Wingate had asked me——"

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Blessed if I seo anything to cacklae
at! I hope I'm as good & cricketer sa
Emue}::; any day!” said Bunter warmly,

" hopefulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrific!” chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Eth.

“Ha, ha, hal”.

Buntor grunted discontentedly. It way

Tue Maauer Lipmany.—Na. 1,429
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a glorious summer’s morning. The day
of the Higheliffe fixture.  Highcliffe

wore coming cver early, and the
fellows expected to see the game begin
in break.

After break, the fellows who were not
cricketing had to go inte the Form-
rooms.  Stacey. as & member of fl:u.’-
eleven, was excusod class, like the other
cricketers—the only man in the Remove
who was. Whic BIH{l Bunter pro-
nounced to be rotten, The fat Owl, as
ho declared, would willingly have
played cricket, or anything else, rather
than have gone in with Quelch.

"1 wish Wingate wanted another
man " sighed Bob Cherry " I've heard
that Larry tipped him to play Stacey !
I wish Larry had tipped him to play &
few more of the Remove | Good for the
team, what "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, Btacey's the prize-packet ! he
gatd. 1 hope he's in form and won't
let them down. e doesn't seem to
look fenrfully bueked.”

“I'va noticed that!” wgreed Bob.
“Seage fright. perhaps. It's a bit of
an ordeal going on with First Eleven
men.” :

" He's generally got plenty of nerve.”

“Well, he ought to be bucked,”
remarked Frank glugant. “There isn't
a man in the Farm whe wouldn't 3‘-",“£
at the chance of changing places wit
bim.”

“What-ho I said Bob.

“The jumpialness would be prepos
terons!” sighed Hurree Jamset Ram

Ein%{h. : :
“Well, it's something to have a
Remove man in the Fiest Eleven® said
Ogilvy, “Even 1f you don't happen to
like him, Wharten 1 he added. with &

rim. )
.E'i‘hu Greyirinrs fellows were coming
out after second school. Every fellow
was thinking of the cricket match.

In the siroumstances, considering the

lory and distinction that had fallen to
Jgi:m iut-. Tialph Stacey might have heen
axpected to !i'nﬂk “ bucked.”

ut Wharton was not the only fellow

who mnoticed that he did wunot look
bucked, or anything like it. :

In the Form-roorm that morning he
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had been very quiet and thoughtful, and
mors than once s doep cloud had

settled over his brow, He had been, for
once, inattentive to Quelch,
But Quelch was very considerate. He

supposed that BStacey was thinking
about the First Eleven match.

Certainly, fellows were not snpposed .

te think about games in the Form-room
—though, as a matter of fact, they often
did. ut this was & vory preat Ia.m:'l
special occesion. Quolch was gratified
by the distinction that had fallen to his

head boy, and cnly too pleased to give
him the necessary leave from ird
school.

Stacey, coming out with the Remove,
walked away himself, his hands
thrust deep inte his pockets,

He had to change for the gams, but
he did not seem to be thinking of that
His face was thoughtful, clonded. Some
of the fellows who noticed it wondeared,
like Bob, if it was stage fright. It
was no light matter for a Lower Fourth
junior to join up with the giants of the
éixth and Fifth.

That kind of dubicty, however, Was
pever likely to trouble Stacey ; he had,
as Wharten said, nerve enough for any-
thing. Nobody in the Remove dreamed
of what was on his mind. :

Hard as he was, unscrupulous as he
was, Stacey was deaply uneasy at
what lay before him. Apart from his
natural desire to distinguish himself in
such & match. he would have liked to
Lesp faith if he conld.

Te keep faith at all risks, he knew

erfectly well, was what he nug{a; to
Eme done. But he had to pay Loder
of the Sixth the price of silonce.

Ho was going to do it] According to
his own eelfish view, he had no choica
inn the matter. But to his credit, be it
snid, he was not going to do it without
deep twinges of shame and remorse.

Stacey, envied by all the Lower
School that morning, was not, in truth,
much of an object of envy. ]

Russell and Ogilvy did not leave him
long to himeelf. They ran him down
in the quad, and marched him off to
help him change.

Mozt of the Remove went down to
Big Bide in reak. Most of the other

'

HIS axe 1s so mighty that it takes

two normal men to lift it
from the ground—but he can
easily swing it round his head

with one hand !

He 1s GATUNGA, the one and
only of his kind,-and he appears
exclusively in the RANGER, the
super book for boys.

Follow his breath-taking adven-
tures and read of his amazing
feats of strength in the sensational

story that is brought to you from
the heart of darkest Africa.

Every week, read

"GATUNGA, the AXE-MAN"

The RANGER ]

Every Salurday. Al all Newsagents -

Forms gathered there al:p. The High-
cliffe seniors had come over, and overy-
hudi: was anxious fo see the beginning
of the game. If Higheliffe took the first
knock thﬁ}r might have a chance of
seeing  the move recruit bagging
H‘lghc:hﬂ‘e wickets befors the boll E\ﬁ:-nt.

I say, you fellows!™ Billy DBunter
ave & fat chuckle. #I asay, ook at
ricey ! Ilave you scen Pricoy "

The TFamous Five smiled as they
glanced at the sportsman of the Fifth,
who had come dewn to the field wilh
Hilton.

Price had & damaged look.

lis nose was swollen, and there was
& dark shade under one eye. Prout, in
the Fifth Form Hoom, had asked Price
what had cavsed the damago, and Prics
had teld the old punch-ball story, which
was good cnough for Mr. Prout.

He dared not mention that Coker had
punched him, lest it should transpire
why Coker had done it. It was all very
well for Price to regard betting on the
school matches as the sporting thing to
do, buf he hardly dared think of what
would happen if the Head heard of it.

“There's & picture for you I* griuned
Bob erry, alluding te TPrico's
decorated visage. hear he was

ecrapping with Celker in the gamcs
E-tud& vesterday.”

. “Ile, he, ho 1" from Bunter.
jolly well tell you why, too !

“Oh, of course, untar’s heard 1?
remarked Johnny Bull. #“What key-
hole were you at, Bunter #"

“Oh, really, Bulll I happened to
hesr Coler spva!—:ing to Potter and
Greene. Of course, I wasn't listening
to——"

“¥You hear things without Iistening 1™
remarked Nugent.

“Yes. I mean, I happened to henr
Coker tell his pals why he pitched into
Price, quite by accident, of course. You
see, Coker found out that Pricey had
been laying money on this inateh.
B“I‘II'ha dingy rotter |" grunted Johuny

ull.

“Prico all over!” remarked Bob
Cherry. *Coker's & howling ass, but
if he punched Pricoy for that, more
powor to his giddy elbow.”

“Well, that's it!” grinned Bunter.
" Coker said he'd like to find out whao
JFrice made the bet with and he'd
punch him, too! He thought it was
one of those sporting men in the Sixth.
Wheever it 18, he must be backing Iligh-

“1 can

cliffa, as Price backed Greyfriars

Frightfully u::Entrmtm, you know.”
“Loder, or Carne, or Walker, if it'a

a Sixth Form man,” eaid DBob.

“ MNabody else in the Sixth weould do it.”
“Pity the Head doesn't know 1™ said
Ilarry Wharton, with a curl of his lip.
4 Hallo, there's jolly old Coker !™
Horace Coker came alﬂng] with
Greens  Lhe latter was not looking
vory bright. lie had hoped for the
place that had been assigned to Staccy
of the Remove, )
“Lot of rot!” Coker was saying.
"I*in[ym% a meazly fa‘E:r and leaving out
a Fifth Iform man ! Wingate's a fool [V
“Well, I'd have liked a ghow 1" said

Girecne.
“Eh? You! You're no good, old
chap !” said Coker. “No more pood

then Potter, old fellow! That asa Wip-
gate has put Potter in. Now, as a
candid fellow, would you may, for a
minute that Potter's bowling was any-
thing like mine?"”

“1f it was,

“No fear!” said Greene.
ke wouldn't be pla.yingl."'

And the juniors chuckled at that

repiﬂ;’ ; X

‘Don’t bo a chesky a3, Greeney!”

said Coker, frnwninq. *“Hallo, here's
'va

that worm FPrical & jnlf;r rrood
mind to lick him! I told you why I



punched hitn yesterday in the games
atudﬂ—-—-’i

“Don't tell all the zchool, you assl”
grunted Greene.

“Well, T wish I knew who the other
rotter was! Ile's preity thick with
Lader,” said Coker. *I've a jolly good
mind-——"

The juniors grinned at one another as
the great Horace passed out of hearing.
Perhaps it was just as well for Coker
that he did not know who the “other
rotter * was; for he would have been
booked for very bad trouble if he had
handled a Bixth Form man as he had
handled Price of the Fifth.

“Hallo, hallna halle 1 exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Hers's Stacey 1"

There was a cheer from the REemove
as Ralph Stacey appeared among the
cricketers. Sturdy as he was, he looked
“mﬁ slight smong the big seniors,

They noticed that some of the ‘ngh-
cliffe men glanced at him cunously.
Some of themn heard Langley, the High-
cliffe capfain, spesk to Wingate:

“Is that young Wharton? I've scen
him playing in junior matches at High-
cliffel You're playing him?"

“It's not Wharten—it's a relation of
his, named Stacey ! answered Wingate,
““Yeos, I'm playing him, He's rather
hot stuff.” )

Langley stared at Stacey. Certainly,
ho locked every inch a cricketer; but
that he was such “hot stuff * as to bae
worthy of a place in a First Eleven
match, tha Highcliffe capfain was not
likely to believe—till he saw with his
own eyesl

Wingate won the toss, and, on a
perfect wicket, elected to bat. It was
rather a disappeintment to the
spectators who wanted fo see Stacey
bowl. But they had the satisfaction of
seeing Wingate and Blundell  begin
knocking up runs before the bell went
for third school. Then the Greyfriars
crowd trooped off unwillingly to their
‘orm-rooms, and left the cricketers to
get on with it '

THE FOURTEENTH GHAPTER.
Not as per Programme !
R. QUELCH had a far from
M attentive class in third school
that morning.

: Almost every man in the Re-
move was thinking of what was going
on on Big Sida. .

Mot elways did the juniors take so
keon an interest in a First Eleven game.
But the fact that & Remove man was in
1t made zll the differenca,

The Remove recruit was well down in
tha batting list; he was playved for his
bowling, not his batting. But he was
s0 good a bat, that Bemove men ex-
pected him to make a goed stand, even
against First. Eleven bowling, and they
wanted to see him do it. Every fellow
wag anxious to be out of tha Form-room
in fime to see Stacey take his knock.

Me. Queleh had to exerciso patience
in that lesson. PBut he was in an un-
usually mild and benignant mood—no
doubt because he was so pleased at the
distinction awarded to his head boy.

Seldem had the Lower Fourth heen
52 inattentive to the words of wisdom
that fell from the lips of Henry Samuel
Quelch ; seldom had they asked so reck-
lessly for lines snd dfatentiuna. But
there were no hines and no detentions;
and Ay, Queleh was still mild and
benignant when he dismissed his Form.

With a rush of hurried feet, the Re-
moye swopt out and raced down to the
cricket field, All Forms were concen-
trating there. A sem of evos turned on

the scoreboard.
" “Eighty for eight|” said Bob Cherry,
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“They'll be through befora tiffin, at
this_rate i _
“ngihc]iﬁa are bowling welll” re-
marked Havry Wharton.
“Wait till they ses Stacey bowl 1M
“Let's hope {m‘ll come off 1" said
Nugent. :
“Oh, he'll come off all right 1 said
Bob. “Thank goodness it's a half-
holiday to-day! Stacey will be worth
watching ¥
“Yes, rather ¥’ said Ogilvy. ;
“The ratherfulness is terrific!”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ‘There goes
Bancroft—he made first slip a present
of that 1" grunted Johnny Bull,

“Eighty for ninel!® =aid Vernon-
Smith. “Last man in—*"

Dﬁi]?]{ grunted. ]

“Rather fatheaded of Wingate to

leave Stacey to the end of the tail,” he
said. "IIa can bat better than a lot of
these Sixth Form men.” _

HWe'll see him do at, 1f Potter gives
him & chance I said Russell,

Potier of the Fifth was at the other
end when Stacey came in as last man.

Stacey had the bhowling.

Plenty of the Removites agreed wilh
Oggy that Stacey was worthy of a more
honoured place than the “end of the
tail.™ Still, as le was last on the lst,
they were out in time to see him bat,
which was something. They only hoped
that Potter would survive long enough
to give him a chance, Potter of the
Fifth was a bowler: as a bat, he was
in the tail. All the Remove agreed that
1t was rough luck on Stacey.

“.&n];r‘lmw. he's got tha bowling,' said
Ruszall, “ and if Potter has senze enough
to  keep up
OVer 3

“Well, it's Stacey’s bowling that Win-
?:ata wanta,® remarked ths Bounder.
“Hia batting isn't the point.”

Bniff from Ogilvy.

“They haven't g}ne g0 jﬂl]’? well at
batting=—nine down for 801* he an-
awercd. "I can tell you that Stacey——"

Ogilvy broke off.

He stared, his eyes sceming to pop
from hiz head.

The Highclife man at first slip was
undoubtedly a good man, but nobody
had expected him to cateh Stacey out
first ball.

But that was what he did,

Stacey snicked the hall away, fairly
into his hands, and he caught it and
grinned as he held it up.

"How'e thati?

ﬂ‘l:'utl !.U :

“Oh erumba 17 gasped Hussell,

“Btacey—out tor a duck!” gasped
the Bounder. '""Oh, gad! Is he going
to crock up now, as he did in the St.
Jude's match for us?”

“Duck’s eggs mre cheap!” cackled
Billy Bunter. “1I say, you fellows, 1
can jolly well tell yvou I shouldn't have
landed a cateh like that! Tallk about
making them a presont of it——"

“I've said all along that that chap
has a lot of luck !” zaid Hazel, with o

his sticks for & few

¥

shrug of the shoulders. “It's let him
down now."”

“Nerves, perhaps—first time iIn a
First Eleven match !” remarked Bob
Cherry. “His bowling will be all
r:gﬁht. ’

Look at that ! came Coker's booms-
ing voice. "I wonder what Wingate
aexpected | Raotten ¥

“Shut up, Coker, you fathead I

“After all, it's his bowling that's
wanted I said Ogilvy, recovering from
tha shock. * Perhaps Wingate was right
ta leave him for the last man. Never
mind that—wait til} you see him bowl I”

“All down for B0 1” said the Bounder,
“Notliing to write home aboutl
Stacey's a queer fish, Bometimens you'd
think he ought to be playing for his

2

county, and next day he fumbles a ball
like & Bccond Form fag 1

Harry Wharton's ecyes were on
Stacey curiously. Hae knew why the
fellow had r:miatl up in the Hemove
nmatch at 8t. Jude’s. Was there zsome-
thing of the samo kind the matter with
him now? True, he was underﬁainﬁ a
big ordeal for a jumior, but he had
fairly made Higheliffe a present of his
wicket. :

“Rough lugk, Stacey|” said Wingate
gunmlly when the Remove recruit came

ack to the pavilion.

. The Greyfriirs captain was disap-

pointed, but gw. was not the man to dis-
ayer,
not r_-,xgcc{e. I & junior to make much of
& stan af;a.mat. bowling that had taken
severa toll of First Eleven wickets, He
was not wholly surprised l:r¥l that duck—
ng far from sharing the great ex-
pectations of the Romovo men.

“Borry I muttered Stacey,

“My dear kid, it’s sll right!” said
Wingate, dsme him a cheery tap on
thoe shoulder. ™It's your bowling we
want, you know! Right as rainl”

Stacey bit his under-lip hard.

The unsuspicious confidence of his
skippor mede him fecl hot all over with
shame, Nobody knew that he had
threwn his wicket away or dreamed of
suspecting  it—except Loder of the
Sixth | r had expected it, and
grinhed when he saw jt1 Stacey was
glad to get away from Wingate's eyes.

The Greyfriars innings, had ended un-
expectedly early, and there was time
for Higheliffie to get going befors lunch.
q%\;ivy gave Russell a joyful dig in the
ribs when Greyfriars went into the field.

“Now we'll seo1” he remarked.

“We jolly well will | agreed Russell.

The Remove cheared when Stacey was
ut on to bowl the first over, againsg
angley.

They watched, all eyes!

Now for the fireworks!

Keenest of all, watched Trice and

Gl

The farmer, like the crowd, expected
fireworks. Tho latter did riot. And it
was the latter who was right.

The fireworks did not meterialise,

Whether Stacey was suffering from
“nerves ¥ under the ordeal of & First
Eleven match, whether ho was off
colour, or whatever the reason was,
his bowiing had lost all its sting.

The Greyiriars fellows could hardly
believe that this was the same man who
had mopped up Wingate at the nets.
He did not mop up Higheliffe wickets.

That over gave Laogley:ten.

Larry Lascelles, whoe was umpire at
one end, gave him very curious looks.
Wingate's face lengthened. Both of
them wondered whether s mistake had
been made—whether they had expected
too much.of a fellow who was, after all,
only a junior. Stephen Prica's face
lengthened more. than  Wingata's.
Longest of all were the face: of Ogilvy
and Russell.

Potter of the Fifth bow.:d the next
over, and captured a wicket. Stacey
bowled agarin—and failed agsin. There
was no fall of wickets—there wears no
catches in the field—there was nothing.
The Remove men wetched in glum
silence. "

At lunch-time Higheliffa were 30
for one wicket. And the Greyiriars
fellows could only hope that Btacey
would pick up his lost form when the

ame was resumed after lunch. That

ope was doomed to disappointment.
Tag Magrsr ~—No. 1,420,
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Traltor in the Ranks? -

ARRY WHARTON rose from
H hiz seat in the grass.

“Coming ?* he asked.

“QOh, stick it out 1" said Bob,

“Fed up!” snswercd Harry briefly.

And he walked away. 3

After lunch the resumption of the
Hiihcltﬂ'a innings had given Btacey
a chanea to display his form, if he had
recovered it. ]

“Eyvidently he hadn't.

Wingate, hoping against hope, un-
willing to realize that he had made so
serious s mistake, gave him over after
OYver,

But it came to nothing.

From whatever cause, Btacey was
. putting up s very bad show. Mot
merely was he not good enough for a
First Eleven match. He was hardly
gonud enough for & junior game. ia

wling was about worthy of the “small
gams * of the fags ,

Wingate finally took him off
FPotter did 1
bowlers to help him out.

Tho Hemovites, at least, hoped that
Stacey would briog  off some of his
brilliant catches in the field. Instead
of which, he missed every chance, drop-
ping two or three that were perfect

gitters.” | .

Even Ogilvy and Russell had to admit
that he was absolutely no geod, and that
the First Eleven was practicelly a side
of ten men.

Stacay. it zeemed, was hopelessly off
colour, throwing away the chance of his

and

lifa.
There were other thoughts in
Harry Whsiton's mind. A evnical

whisper froin the Bounder had brought
him there. Vernon-Smith, keen and sus-
picious by nature, had formed his own
'!h&:}rf to account for Stacey’s lament-
able failure to fulfil expectations.

“You've heard the talk about Pricey
betting on the school in this mateh?”
he murmured to Wharton. * EKnow who
:he other man wasi"

| ¢4 Hﬁ."

“ Bomebody’s
what 1

“I suppose s0." . ]

* And somebody’s trﬁng to help High-
cliffe win I said the Bounder, with an

backing Highcliffe—

unpleasant grin. g
harton stared at him, hardly
understanding for & moment. Then hs

felt & thrill of something like horror.
Waa that 1t?

Evidently the Bounder suspected it

*What awful rot, Smithy!” ha
breathed. * For the love of Mike, don't
let anybody hear you talk sueh piflle.”

The Boupder shrugged his shoulders.
Wharten lay in the grass for some
time, thinking it over. It was impos-
sible—it was too ufterly rotlen, even
for & fellow like Stacey!| Besides, a
Fifth Form man, even a rotter
Price, would never make bets with a
Remagve junior. 8mithy was & rotter
to think of such a thing. It was wildly
impossible. And yel—

harton walked away from the field.

He was, a3 ho had told hia friends
ed up. He was not keenly interested
in zeeing Higheliffe pile up runs at the
expense of Greyiriars. Btill less was
ha q:spused to see a Grevirviars fellow
p'[%;nng into the hands of the enemy.

or, though he discarded the suspicion

and strove to drive it from his mind,
it was not to be got rid of. Nobody but
the Bounder, probably, would have
thought of such an ides, but it did
explain Htacey’s hopeless failure in the
game where 50 much had been expected
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Harry Wharton walked back to the
Housa, ;

Nearly everybody else was on Big
Side, including all his friends, and 1t
was rather dismal *“meoching ¥ about
by himzelf. But nothing would have
drawn him to ericket again, with such
thoughts in his ming.

As it happened—frequently—ha had
lines on han ]
to his study to write them, to fill up
tlm%éapd ‘decided after that to go down
to the junior nets and get the grounds-
man to bowl to him. He had to fill in
the afterncon: snd he was more than
fed up with the Higheliffe match.

Meanwhile, the Highcliffe innings was
gomng strong. i

Potter was doing his best, but Sykes
of the 8ixth, watching from the
pavilion, mournfully regarded it as a
very .poor best. The change bowlers
could not damage Higheliffe. :

The fact was that the Greyiriara
First Eleven was weak in bowlers, and
the loss of Sykes had put the lid on,
now that it had been proved that the
move recrujt was no good.

With Highcliffe seven down for 110,
the most hopeful men on the home side
could not help being pessimistic. =

Indeed, Lan%la:r & Co. were thinking
that they would probably not have to
bat a sccond time at sll

It was then that a change dame over
Btacey. y

The traitor in the ranks was feeling
sbsolutely sick with himself, ore
than once he had been tempted to l::!y
up, as he knew that he could if he liked,
and defy Loder.

But he dared not.

Loder of the Sixth was in the waich-
ing crowd, hiz eyes on him. Mora than
once Stacey glimpsed him there.

Perhaps it was because Loder strolled
away, to go to his study for a quiet
smoke, that o change came ovar Stacey.
MNo longer under his watchivul aye, he
had & feeling of relief. )

He dared not break his compact with
Loder It was a report to the Head,
and the “sack ® if ha did.

But hs told himself that there was no
nead to overdo the thing.

After such a pitiful display as this,
he would, of course, never be tried in
a penior game again, It was dubious
whether Tom Brown would ever trust
him to play for the Remove. That wes
utter disaster to a fellow who, with all
his faults, was the keenest of cricketers,
So long as Highelife won,, the bully of
the Sixth would be satisfied. There was
no need to make their victory an ovar-
whelming one. And Etnce% was yearn-
i to show what he could do if he
llkad.

As the field crossed he came up to
Wingate.

C*Will you let me take a fow overs,
Wingate ?"" he muttered,
The Greyiriars captain locked doubt-

like ful

“1'd like
Stacey. _

“Well, I'm not blaming you, kid, for
crocking HEI like this,” said Wingate
kindly. “It was my mistake. ut
what's the good "

“ Just give me another chance.”

Wingate smilad faintly. i

“Well, it won’t do any harm, if 1t
daocsn’t do a.n{ pg:rud," he conceded.
“ Hare, Potter, let Stacey take the bell.”

There was a movement of soma

to try again,” muttered

interest when it was seen that Stacey
was going to the hﬂwlinﬁ end.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol They're
exolaime

1 utkin
Stacey on againl” Bo
Chercy. :

And he sat up and took notice.

“Fat lot of good!” grunted Johnny

Bull.

for Mr. Quelch. He went

[

h, you.never know!"™ said Bob.
“Hope for the best till you see the jolly
old worst,”

The Bounder watched, with a sneer-
ing grin. But he stared after the first
ball. There was s roar from the

Remove. :

“Dh, well bowled! Well bowled,
Staceyl ¥

And a Highcliffe man walked out.

“ Hurrah I” roared Ogilvy and Russell.

“He can handla the Highcliffe tail 12
said Johnne Bull

It looked as if BStacey could! For
the next wicket went down to the next
ball; and the next to the mext!

Electrified, the Greyfriara crowd
roared applause for the hat-trick |
h‘ﬁ;ingdte thumped his’ bowler on the

ack.

“Good manl Good man!® he
exclaimed.

" Bravo, 8tacey

“(ood man |”

“Hurrah 1"

Stacey had iumc}:ad back into popu-
larity st & bound. Three wickets in
s singla over—it ghowed what he
could .del The Highelife innings,
instead of going on fill tea-time, col-
lapsed suddenly | All down for 110.
Langley & Co. had to roverse their
opinion about not having to bat
f Ealn. :

Stacey was surrounded by rejoicing
friends when the field came off. Frice
of the Fifth, who had been suffering
anguish, breathed again. And Leder
of the Sixth, when a fellow atrolled into
his study and told him of the hat-trick
by Btacey, nearly had s fit.

s

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Cat Out of the Bag !l

1 J young rotierl” breathed
Loder.

Harry Wharton looked at
im.

Loder's face was dark with anger,
which he seemed to find it hard to
control, though he lowered his voice
lest other ears should hear”

Wharton was zim astonished.

Ha had not spoken to Loder, and
had hardly seen him since the affair
about the “catch™ at the Cross Keys.
He had almost forgotten hiz  exist-
ence, i

Why Leoder come up to him now,
his eyes glinting with suppressed rage,
was just & mystery to him.

The Higheliffe match had stopped
for tea. with Greyiriars two down for
twenty on their second innings.

Wharton was not thinking about it
After finishing the lines in his study,
he had changed into flannals and gone
down to the doserted nets, where s

roundsman gava him some bowling.

ow he was coming back to the House
to tea.

From talk among fellows he passed,
he heard that Stacey had wound up
the Highelife innings with the hat
trick, and that Grayiriars wers in. It
did not occur to iﬂim—ﬂh‘:ru Was no
reason why it should—that Loder was
disturbed iy’ the news, and watching
for a chancs to speak to Stacey aws
from the other ericketers, Neither di
it ocour to him that, being in cricket
flanpels, he wasz taken for Stacey.

Ho he was simply puzzled.

“If you think_you can play
tricks——* went on Loder, in the zame
tonea.

* Tricks I repeated Harry.

“¥Yes, vou double-dealing woung
rascall I want to w what you're
up to. Come this way!® muttered



** Let go my arm, Wharton, you fool 1 snarled Stacey, his eyes gleaming.

all the sehool 7 **
templuously.

T.oder.
hear.”

“But what—"

“Do as I tell you,”

“Oh, all right!”

In sheer wonder Wharton followed
him under the elms. A prefect’s order
had to be obeyed; littla ps he
respected that particular prefect.

ut ha was utterly perplexed to
know what was coming.

Stacey, as a matter of fact, did not
want to sce Loder, and was taking care
to keep out of his way while the
ericketers were off the field. If that
hat-trick gave the bully of the Bixth
dubious qualms, he was glad of it—
his feclings towards Loder were bitter
encugh,

Had Wharton been, like the other
fellows, in his Echl:-ﬂi clothes, Loder
would not have mada this mistake.
But seeing him in flannels, Loder,
locking for Stacey, had no doubt that
he had found him |

Naturally, he did not guess that

“1 don't want everybody to

Wharton had left the crowd and
changed for a liti's cricket practice on
hiz lonely own! Ie was not thinking
of Whartont He was looking for a
fellow exactly like Wharton, but in
fanrels! And he had found one |
“Now, listen to me,” said Loder,

when they wera safe out of other hear-

LY

ing. &'ve got to have this straight!
You earried on as arranged as long as
I was on the ficld—directly my back

was turned you started showing off.

This was Greck to the wondering
Wharton.

“If you faney I don't mean to get
you at it, get that out of your mind
ot once,” went on Loder. "My report
Et;es fn:t to theihﬂead} ﬂ.ﬁ' EI:;EI'II]IE' if

eyiriars get through. Make no mis-
takke about that!” 2

“Your reporti” gasped Wharton

** Do you want all Greyiriars to know you're
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“¥es, you tricky young rascal!
Whether it’s the sack -or a flogging,
yow'll get one or the ut!mr—angg Fol
can bank on it that I'll try my hardest
to make it the sack if you let me
down !

“Let you down!” repeated Wharton,
parrot-like in amazement.  Who's let-
ting you down—and how "

“What do you menn by that hat-
trick, then 7 snarled Loder.

“That hat-trick 7™

“Yes, you young rotter! If wou

were only waniing to show off what
you could do, if you liked, all very
well—so long as you keep to the

arrangement  Bub 1t’s risky—too jolly
risky! Don’t you take any more risks
like that! Higheliffe have got to win
—with plenty of margin, 8ee?”

Wharton gazed at him dumbfounded.

“If Wingate gets sway  with  this,
after chucking me cut of tha team, I'll
make you sorry for it!" muttored
Loder, *“Mark my words, you know
what it means if I report you to the
Head for going to the Cross Keys!
ny gad, I'll make you sorry for yourself
if you let me down 1 '

Wharton stood as if stupefied. But
tha meaning of all this was dawning
on him now.

“Look  here,” muttered ILoder.
“you've heard the talle about Price's
bet, owing to that fool Coker gabbling
sll over the shop. I dare say_ you've
guessed whom he bet with, Is that
what you've got in your mind "

Wharton stood speechless,

“If that's it, T'll do the fair thing !
I stand to win a temner from Price
over the mateh! I promise you a
whack in it if that's what you're
thinking of. T don’t want to bs mean
ebout it.”

“Oh!” gesped Wharton.

“But if I iose a tenner to Price, look

“ Do you want me to knock you down before
** Do you want me fo go t¢ Wingate, and open his eyes io what you're dolng ? ** asked 'Wharion con=

rowing away & match to help Loder win a filthy bet ? *

out, that’s alll” said Loder. “Now,
put it plain, you young sweep! Aryg
you sticking to the arrangement op
not

It was clear enough to Harry now,

He had wondered why Loder had let
Stacey off over the Cross
Now ha knew |

Stacey had not been lot off—rather,
he had been “played * like & trout on
a line. He was to be let off, if he
gratified Loder’s grudge against Win-
gate, and helped him to win his bet
with Prieo, by gi'-‘ingil away the High-
cliffe mateh!  Bmithy had guessed
fairly accurately, after all—though he
had not, of course, guessed that Loder
was pulling the strings.

fAnswer mo, ﬁrﬂu littla  idiot 1"
snapped Loder. “We can't stand hers
talking—somebody will notiee! Can't
you speak 1

“Oh, yes!"™ gasped Wharton, “I'll
fell you something, Loder——-"

“What do you meani”

“You're making another mistake! I
suppose you fancy you're speaking to
Stacey——"

Loder jumped.

“What ? What do wyou mean?
You'ra Stacey——"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Ind you think so because I'm in
flannels? I happen to be Wharton—"

“You vyoung liar!” hissed Loder.
“Are you trying to put the wind up
me—"*

“I'm Wharton!” said Harry coolly.

Loder looked at him as if he could
He could hardly
helieve that he had made such a dis-
astrous error.”

Keys affair.

have bitten him.

“What have you chenged into
flannels for, thent What—" Hbe
broke off. “Wharton! Oh ﬁ&d I If

you repeat a word of this—
THE Macner LiBrarY.—No. 1,420,
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He choked:

“1 shall repeat exactly.as much as I
think fit!1” said Harry coolly. “And,
first of all, Fm goiog to speak to
Btacey | I know now why he's throw-
ing tf;a ?'ume awsy, and I'm going to
gtop him I And if you take him to the
Head afterwardse Loder, I'll come, too,
and 1;-'zIIlF the Head what you've just said
to me [*

"And with that Harry Wharton turned
and © walked away. leaving Gersld
Loder transfixed.

- Loder's face was white as chalk as
he watched hir go.

He had given himself away utterly,
and thers was somcthing very like
terror in his heart as Wharton left him.

Wharton walked back to the House.
Price of the Fifth spotted him in the
quad, and cut across to speak to himg
Seeing him in fennels, Price, like
Loder, took him for SBtpcey -

“Hold on & mimute, kid,” said Price
apxiously, .“I eay, I've been watching
your game,  and T was jolly glad. to
sce you bring off that hat-trick! Look

kere, for goodness” sake pull yourself
together afte tuh—thﬁmdr’}s fenr-
fully disappeinted—="

Wharton looked at him and laughed.

“PDon't worry, Price!” he answered.
“I think yew'll. win your tenner, from
Loder! ' I don’t think you'll b
nllowed . to stick to it—but you'll win
it all right, 1 fanecy ™

And he walked on before Stephen
Price could answer, leaving the Iiith
Form sportsman staring after him
blankly. '

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Play the Game |

bb TACEY 1™
g “Don't bother!”
“Must ! said Wharton curtly.

Stacey
double an evil lo j

The cricketers were gathering at the
pavilion again, and Stacey was not In
8 happy or pleasant mood.

The cheering that had greeted his hat-
trick had been like wine to him, and
from the bottom of his heatt he longed
to play up and do his best for Grey
friars. But he knew that he dered not,
and the prospect before him was dismal
venotich. Apart from the {reachery
which weighod on his mind and his con-
science, he had to throw away a unigue
chance of distinguishing himself—as a
junior winning glory in & First Eloven
match, He was in no mood to be
bothered by anyone, least of all by the
relative whom he bitterly disliked,

“Leave mo alone!™ he snapped, and
would have swung on, but Wharton
weized his arm an%smnpud him.

Btacey’s eyes glittered at him.

“Let go my arm, you fool! Do you
want me to knock you down before all
the school ¥ he snarled.

"o you want me to go to Wingate
and open his eyes to what you're
doing ?” asked Harry contemptuounsly.
“To vouw wanbk all Greviriars to know
vou're throwing away a match to help
Loder win a filthy bet from a Fifth
Form mant”

Stacey stopped dead.

“Are you mad ! he breathed. *¥What
do you mean "

“J mean that that fool Loder, takin
me for you, has gabbled it all out, anc
I know the whole game!™ said Harry.

Stacey almost staggered.

" Come with me.” said Harry guietly.
"“VTou're not wanted till the end of the
innings—lots of time. Come "

Stacey followed him without a word.
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Many glances fell on the two jumiors,
g0 strangely alike, as they walked away
from pavilion.

Wingate went out to the wickets with
Gwynne ;. Stacey, as before, was last
man. Fe was not likely to ba wanted

yet. . .

Russell and Ogilvy and the famous Co.
stared at the two juniors, astonished to
sea them walking away together., Heed-
less of curious glances, Wharton and
Stacey left the field, and stopped under
one of the shady old elma.

“Now what do you mean?” breathed
Staeoy., “If vou mean that you've got
hold of something wrong and mean to
make a tele out of it—"

“Cut all that out!” gaid Harry scorn-
fully. “I've had it all fromn Loder—and
I know ecxactly what you're doing.
You've got to stop it

“Stop what?™ asked Stacey fiercely.

“What you're doing—playing for the
other side!™ said Harry. * Loder’s not
pomng to win his bet on Highcliffe.”

“1 know nothing about his bets.”

“That may ba true. But you've failed
Wingate deliberatoly, and vou mean to
go on as you've started, ” You've pot to
stop ®! T'll do you the credit of beliov-
g that you're doing it unwillingly.”
Wharton’s lip curled. * You're afraid of
Loder taking you to the Head. Well,
that's over.”

“You seem to know all about it!"
muttered Stacey. I faney you couldn't
prove anything, though. And if you
think I'm going to be sacked—"

“Can't you seo that Loder’s teeth ere
dravwn now " snapped Wharton. ;H_n

LSI-
ness now. I've told him that if he does
I shall go . to the Head, too, and you
know what that meanz! Do you think

Loder wants the Head to know that he *

offered to let 8 man off on condition
that he betrayed hiz zide in a cricket
match ™

tacey stood silent, looking at him.

“By gad!” he snid at last. “You're

right! You mean to say that Loder let
it out to you ?”
_ "“Ha let the cat out of the bag think-
ing he was speaking to youn, That hat-
trick alarmed him," said Wharton scorn-
fullv. “He was afraid you were going
to do the decent thing, Well, he gave
himself away pretty completely, and I
left him shivering with funk. You've
nothing to fear from Loder now. IFf he
goebs off with losing a tenner to Price,
ho~gets off cheap—and he knows it {”

Stacey nodded slowly.

His ayes danced.

“By pum! Thevy'd lynch him 1f they
knew, and you eould tell them—-="

“T'm telling youI”

Btacey laughed,

“I nover thought thoere'd be o time
when I should feel grateful to vyou,
Wharton[” he said. *But one never
knows! I can tell vou this. I'm as
keen on beating Higheliffe as any man
in the field, and I'd have gone all out
to do it if T hadn't been under Loder's
thumb.”

“You'ra not under hiz thumb any
lenger., You can play the game now.™

“T1 know. You watch me in their next
irminﬁal” ald Stacey, with a deep
breath. *1 tell you I'm at the tep of
my form, and I've teken the measure of
their batting—I know what I can do.
I never knew Loder had a bet on it-—I
thought it was nll spite against Win.

ate. But U'm glad of it. I wish he

ad his shirt on it—he'd lose his shire!
By gum! Leave it to mal®

Ho walked back to the ericket feld.

Wharton saw him laughing as he went.

Evidently he was looking forward to
the rest of the match now—with very
different intentions.

Wharton made a gesture of repug-
FIfEEaEs.

The whole affair made him feel sick;
but ho was glad, at least, that he had
been asble to put paid to Loder—glad,
too, that had saved his relative irom
playing the traitor at Loder's dicta-
tion. ‘There was this much to be said
for Stacey—that he had been an un-
willing traitor. Now that he no longer
had anything to foar he was glad of the
chance to do the decent thing.

Wharton rejoined his friends on the
ground.

“Gomng to see the finish 1" esked Bah,

I;‘?Fea; it may be worth secing, after
Bll. :
“You scem to be getting pally with
Stacey.” '

“YWhat rot!”

HWell, I don't know what you've been
jawing to him about., but he looks all
the better for it!” grinned Bob., “Look
st him now.” - ‘

Stacey, standing at the pavilion with
the waiting batsmen, certainly looked
very merry and bright. A load was ofi
his mind. .

The Greyfriars innings went on till
last man was called, and Stacey agein
partnered Potter of the Fifth at the
wigkets, 4 ,

The Greyfriars batsmen had failed
agnin, and the score stocod at 60, and
nobody expected it to be much incrcased
—another duck was looked for,

But thers was no duck this time !

“By gad !” said Wingate, when Stacey
lcnocked the ball away for 4.

Ogilvy gave s chirvup of gleo.

“Seo that?” ha demanded.

“Not blind, old man!” grinned Bob.
“He's picked up s bit."” _ .

The next was for 3, and being the last
“ball of the over, Htacey still had tha

bowling, 'The over gave him 12,

“What about that 1** choriled Russell.
Ouce more Ogilvy and Russell wore
proud of their chum,

“ Oh, ripping !" said Bob.

“The ripfulness is terrific.”

1 tell you, it was a mistake to put
him in last ! declared Ogilvy. “But if
Potter only holds out——"'

Unluckily, Potter did not hold out-—
he went out! The score was at 79,
Stacey not out for mineteen. Price of
the Fifth smiled! Loder, if he had been

here, would certainly not have smiled.

ut Loder was not there. Loder was
sticking in his study in a very un-
enviable state of uneasiness of mind. :

“ Now wait till you see him bowl[”
said Oggy blissfully. L

And it proved to be worth warting
for |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Well Won !

RICKET is well said to bs a
q game of glorious uncertainty.
MNever had its glorious un-
certainty been more  clearly
exemplified than in that match—owing
to the very peculiar circumstances,
The Highcliffe second innings kept
the Greyfriars ¢rowd in an almost con-
tinuous roar.
One name was on avery tongue.
It was the name of Stacey of the
Removo. ]
Higheliffe, rather contrary to themw
early expectations, had to bat a sccond
time, but they looked on it rather as a
matter of form. Having taken 110 in
their first innings, and wanting only. 49
to tie, 50 to win, in their second innings,
they regarded the thing as all over bar
shouting.
It wWasn't!

(Continued on page E8.)



OUR ROUSING STORY OF THRILLING CANADIAN ADVENTURE !

ISAAC SHYGCER

HWHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Having been informed that their
Uncle Ampas, a gold prospectfor, has
been mnurdered in Congda, Selwyn
GHore and khis brother, Colin, sei gut
for Mooge Call, determined to seiltlle
aocounts with the murderers. En
route, the boys meel Mountain Lion,
o Sioue ndion aond an old friend of
Ampyas Gore, who leads them to
the Greal Chicf's Head, in the Sunrise
Mouniainsg, wwhere they discover the
murdered man's cloim. Ledaving the
Indian fo keep tcotck, Sehoyn and
Ceolin makea for the homeward troil
io register the claim. They aore grn-
bushed, however, by o gang of toughs,
chief among wwhoermn are Majoe and
Musty, fwae villainous rascels who

ure termined to gain posseasion
of the claim. The boys are tied hond
and foot and given until the morming
te divulge the whercabouls of the gold
clairm or suffer the consequences.
{ Nore read on.)
The Stampedse !
T EEL any pain?’ asked Selwyn,
F when the toughs bad settled
down to sleep. :
“ﬂulf. that my limbs are
swollen and my head is thrcbbing.”
“Poor kid [¥ murmured Selwyn sym-
pathetically. “And I can't help.”
Ho wanted to talk about Mountain
Lion, but feared the conversation might
ba overheard. What had happened to
the Bioux i Could he have been watch-
ing on tho hills? Had he been lazily
sleeping when the gang of murdersrs
rode hy? Of courze, if Mountsin Lion
had seen them, he might have gone back
to the mmg and roused up Red Bull and
his Sioux braves. Bubt would Hed Bull
bother about two white men? Mountain
Lion might care, for ha had been Amyas
Gore’s Red brother, but the rest—
"A sudden scraping noise on the clhiff
not far away caused Selwyn to roll over
and look. At first he could see nothing
unusual, But as his eyes grew accus-
tomed to the glow of cooling embers and
the rising moon, he noticed that the
horses had scattered and wers peering
ppward at the clif face. above them.
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BELWYN COLIM

They stood tense, strained, watching.

Following the direction of their gaze,
Selwyn cxught his breath, for he sew the
figure of a man spreadeagled like & bat
against the steep cliff face,

Y Colin,” he whispered tenscly, *look
up at the cliff 1"’

Colin in turn rolled over and looked,
and he, too, saw. )

The figure came slowly down, feoling
with moccasined foob for a grip at the

and

narrow ledpes and fissures. A loose
stone rattled down and the figure hung
motionless. But Blackbeard and his

gangd were sleeping souudly, and nome
eard.

Tha figure was clad in leather trousers,
fringed along tho outer seams. Selwyn
zaw a knife in a case strapped to the
body belt. :

Copper-coloured hands gripped the
cliff, and every now and then the man
dropped hiz head to east & glance below,
Selwyn and Colin heard him murmur
hissingly, a sound the borses scemed to
understand, for though they pricked up
E;{;ir cars, they made no attempt to

. F

Feathers showed in the band about the
man’s straight black hair, and his
leather jacket was both fringed and
beadad. The man was a Red Indian,
It was the faithful Sioux, Mountain
Lion, and Selwyn had not a shadow of
& doubt but that he had trailed Majoe
and his murderous gang to this place,
and was gow bent on reseuing their
prisoners, "

Selwyn tfraye:i that the Red Indian
might i‘ﬂn safely.

sarer and nearer to the ground the
climber came, and just when ho had
only ancther twenty fpot or so to go, o
jutting, bushy ledge om which he had
get his weight suddenly broke away from
under him. Roek and shale and dust
came hurtling to the bottom, followed
by the Indian, who landed en his fcet
like & cat, hizs hawklike face boldly
gshowing in the moonlight.

Glancing around him, Mountain Lion
saw the two brothers lying bound, both
hand and foot, within a few short strides
of him. His hand sought his knife and
ha whipped it out. He flourished it, indi-
coting that ho meant to cut them free,
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Before he could do so, however, a
torrified horse broke away from the rest
and went careering madly past the
toughs and rousing them from their
slumbera.

Mzjos shot s glance at the boys, saw
them still lying whera tho gang had
placed them, and scemed relieved,

“Who in heck raized the rict?” he
bawled. *“Can't you let a man sleep
in peace, you slobbering lot of prairie
polecats? What's the row 1"

At & second glance he saw a be-
feathered Indian le«apinggi to  where
Selwyn and Celin lay, a shining, bare-
bladed knife in hand.

* Look 1" he cried, firing his gun. “An
Injun I

‘he Rioux ducked, swung aside, and
then rose again.

Y Get away while you can, Mountain
Lion!* shouted Selwyn, *Never mind -
about nsg 1

A sccond shot pierced the darknosa
and a horse dropped where it stood.
Mountain Lion had eight armed men to
deal with, and thers was no chance of
rescuing the boys now.

With a shrill war-whoop that sent the
blood racing through Belwyn's veins, he
leapt upon the smtu pany he had
brought from Red Bull’s camp, and,
yelling like & madman, drove all the
others out before him.

Seven stampeding horses, on one of
which the Sioux clung, crashed hend!ang
into the hali-dazed and runming crow
of toughs. Blackbeard snd his geang
went down as if & hurricans had struck
themn, and when they rose again and
looked, the horses and the Red Indian
who was driving them had vanished
along tho. mesa.

Majoe began to fre haphazard, and

the others joined in. Thay were
prigwered a mﬂcku% laugh and a
high-pitche iecn the hoof-

whoap,
beats drummed du]};}' to silence, and the
only sounds Selwyn and Colin heard, as
they lay grinning on the ground, wera
the loud and violent curses rapped out
by Jolmt Majoo and his gang of killers,

“Curse the flamin’ Injun|® roared
Majoe. “Woe've lost our nosses! Why
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ﬂiﬂ?’t some of yer keop a sharp look-
out

“That was Mountsin Lion, Majoe”
Selwyn called out, unable to conccal his
delight., * And he'll fatch Red Bull and
the Indians down on yvou!l How do you
like that " ' et

Majoe swung round with & savage
oath, his gun pointing at the bound-up
prisoner. But he did not fire.

*I'll show you and your brother what
I think of it—to-morrow!” ho said

turiously.
N as did the arrival of Mountain

© Lion'and the stampeding of the
gang's ponics, -

_Although his body was just one throb-
bing ache through the pressure of the
tightened thongs upon his wrists and
ankles, he let out one great triumphant
cheer. And Colin joined in with a shout
which added to the exasperation of the
gang of toughs, 5

“Col,” laughed Belwyn, “that dyna-
mite explosion and the _a.maahmﬁ up of
Majoe's shack was pretty good, but this
beats . The gang haven't & pony to
ride. They'll have to foot it. And did
vou see the grin of Mountain Lion's face
when he rode past us on the back of that
pony ¥ 3

“I'd say I did,” smiled Colin, “and,
#el, if thet reck hadn’t slipped, he'd
have freed us and weld have got away.”

“He'll come back,” returned Selwyn.

Lut Colin did not anawer. 'The Sioux
Indian would come back right enough,
but would he come while they were yet
alive? : )

Within a few minutes the eight men
came straggling from the open,
dangling their guns, and cursing iuud]ia.
Their evil faces looked positively
devilish as the dying glow of the fire
plaved upon them, showing eyes heavy
with sleep, & week's growt u% gorub omn
chin and upper iig, skin creased with
dirt, and hair and beard matted and
strageling.

“*Pile that fire up]” roared Majoe
Emrngcl,j'. “Curse it, why didn't one of
ver keep guard, like I told yer? And
not one of you could plug that Aamin’
Injun [*

he man 8lick piled wood upon the
fire and stitred it to a leaping blaze.
Bullenly the other seven gathered round.
Musty was playing with his gun as if ha
would like to use it, his slits of cyes
slanting evilly this way and that.
- *Waal, keep guard now. I ain't
gonna. do all the work I snapped Majoe.

He bent over the tied-up prisoners.

If he expected to find them wilting and
seared, hie was mistaken, for Belwyn was
openly mocking st him, and Colin's
smile of triumph almost maddened him
into using the gun.

“That's one to us, Majoe,” laughed
Selwyn.,  “You and your gang may
murder and kill and Tilltreat helpless
prisancrs, but you can’t have it all your
own way. Now you'll have to walk.” '

Majoo whirled his revolver by the
fnger-ring, his eyes darting fire.

“IF it warn't that want you
Britishers to show ma whar Amyas
Gore's claim%s, I'd plug you stone dead
hyar and now [ he snarled.

“You'd better consider what you do 1
Colin shot back contemptuously. “The
Sioux Camp is not so far away, and
Mountain Lion has ponies to ride. Ha
may bring Hed Bull and hiz braves
down on gﬂ-u before you khow where you
are. And don't forget he knows we are

g, T A

The Long, Long Trall |

OTHING had happened in all his
life to give Helwyn such a thrill

THE MAGNET

priseners. He knows vou and Musty
are with this gapg of murderers. If we
dlsafmgenr,,that ‘won't be the end of it !

“1'd take s chance at that. We'd
?ls_mt yore bodies where they'd never be

ound, We'd swear we let you Eo, and,

whatever people might- think, they
couldn’t prove anything. You can't
frighten me, kid. If you refuse to show
us that claim, you're both as 'good aa
dead.” :

The powerfully boilt brute swaggered
back to the fire.

“Bome of you git breakfast ready
he snaIEped, addressing  his  toughs.
“ And, Musty, hand round the bottle of
rye. “We're gonna move up the moun-
tain at daybreak.” .

In half an hour all the gang had fed,
but no more food was offered Selwyn
and Colin. By thiz time Colin was
Iving prone, his body hunched up in
pain, his face white under its tan.

Belwyn's E»hghl; was not quite so bad.

“Bad, Colin?” asked the older
brother,

“Pretty bad, Sel, old bovy,” Colin
answerad, “If they den't easzo these

cards soon, I shall faint.”
Selwyn called out to Majoe.

“My brother’s in much pain, Send a
man to case his bonds, will you?* .
“No!” snarled Majoe. “Let him

suffer.” g

“And if he does any more whinin’,”
added Musty, “I'll come right over and
tie 'em tighter.”

Luckily for Colin, one of the other
teughs interfored.

“It don't sound like sensa to me keep-
in' the kids tied up like this, I don't
mind bumpin’ "em off, if it's a question
of thom or us; but they’ve got to climb
the mountain, and how ken they if you
cripple 'em 1

. Blackbeard and Musty had
thought of that.

“Durit me, if he ain't right ! snarled
Majoe, 85 he drank raw rve whisky
liberally from s bottle.  * All right,
looze 'em. And one of you stand by and
shoot if they attempt to run.”

Belwyn and Colin were freed, and
when, half an hour after day broke, tha
gang started up the trail, they were ablo
to wallk briskly encugh in spite of tha
gevera bruising of their wrists and
ankles..

Their sufferings and the keen moun-
tain air had made them ravenously
hungry. One of the men, who was walk-
Hug abreast of them, seemed to sense

118,

“Hungry 7" he asked.

“¥Yes,” Selwyn answered. “Can’t we
have something to eat 1"

* Eat the sir and grow fat on that!”
snarled Musty, who came trailing be-
hind, the flap of his holster thrown
back, and the gun butt ready to his
hand. *It's all yo're likely to get I”

Then Majoe began to boast.

“ After :di, what do we want with
penies I he cried aloud, “Thar ain't a
cayuse what could climb this trail, and
later the ftrack grows stelper. Boest
thing the Injun could de for uws was
clear off with the ponles.”

“What about when we come down
again and want 'em ?” asked onc of the
gang.

“Why, we'll come down careving so
much gold, we'll be able to buy up all
the hosses in Canada,” said Majoe,
Erinning‘

Whenever the trail narrowed, the

arty went on in Indian.file, the black-
searded John Majoe taking the lead,
for he knew the ground. IHe was tol-
lowed by two of the men, one of whom
was the burly Blick. Then came Selwyn

not

-trail opened out and they

pnd Colin, the others bringing up the
rear, Musty the last of all.

going was not so easy for the
gang a3 1t might have been, for they
were loaded with packs, and some of
them carried mining tools and a eradlo
besides their rifle and revolvers,

Musty had his Winchester sirung over
his shoulder as well as his pack. The
men had divided the contents of Scl-
wyn's and Colin's packs among them,
and ‘thrown away what they did not
J}?nht?? that the two brothers walked

],g ]

As they toiled upward, Sclwyn looked
about for a chance of ecscape, If the
ad half a
chance they were going to make a dash
for it hey had talked that over
together before the climb hegan.

But whenever a chaneg offered, one
or other of the men would trudge alon
beside them, always on the open side o
the trail, a Colt in his hand.

After & long, hard trudge, they came
to the cliff from which Amyas Gore had
been shot and hurled to his death, having
reached it by o route other than the one
Mountain Lion had shown thein,

As they saw the flat plateau stretching
before them, Slick uttered & vell.

“Here's 8 place to rest,” he bawled.
‘Nico an’ sheltered.” Gives us a chance
of seein’ wha's comin® up, too, I vote
wa eat hyar.”

“And { vote wa don’t,” snarled Majoe,
glowering at him. *I don’t |ike the
place. 1 wouldn't stay hyar if you wuz
to offer me all the gold thar iz in the
Sunrise Mountains. e're ponna push
on till we find & better an’' safer place.
Supposin’ thar's pryin’ Injuns down on
the slopes? Woe don't want to be seen, I
tell yer,”

The men had gathered in a group.
They looked sulky and disasppointed at

Majoe's decree.

“t's eating time,"” grumbled Slick

“Waal, we're pushing on," snapped
Musty., *1 don't like this place sither.”

“Why not?” asked Selwyn. “Is it
because it was here you murdered Amyaa
Gora?” ; .

With s snarl, Muosty whipped his
revolver out and turned its gleaming
barrel full on the bav. The villaims
teeth were clenched so hard thet Selwyn
could hear them grate as he moved his
under jaw.

“Ghosts,” said Selwyn. " You hata
the place, even in daylight, don't you,
Musty? ¥ - ]

Musty’s finger trembled en the trigger,
but Majoe, just in time, hauled him
along, dragging his arm down.

“Cut out the shootin’ and kem along,”
Majoe snapped, impatiently. “We'ro
gimin' at reaching the Great Chicf’s
Head before dark, It's up thar the
claim is. We'll give the kids what's
sure comin’ to them after they've showed
us the claim,”

He led the way from the plateag up
the trail among the bushes, and half an
hour later called a halt. This time,
while the men ate, Sclwyn and Colin
were grudgingly given soma hard biscuit
and bully beef.

The boys ate the food greedily and
hoped for more, sceing which, Majoo
laughed eoarsely.

“g’I‘hat’s all you'ro ponna get," he
jeered. “Not enough for a year old

aby, is it? But wo only aim at keeping
you two bovs alive till you've told us the
great secret; then, over the mountain
sitde you go, pronto! ™ o

He spoke as if he meant it, and with
this prospect in view, the bovs resumed
their march with the gang.

It was as the shadows began to creep
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across the mountains and the air grew
chill, that they came within view of the
great Head, 3 ;

AMajoe halted the moment it came n
view. They were now following the
steep and stone strewn track up which
lIgugtain Lion had led the two boys
and Snugger,

. Lmk‘?’ﬁrfnd Majoe. “ There she js—
the Great Chief’s Head., And behind
her somcwhere 1s gold worth millions.
The dust the boys carried and that
nugget kem from somewhere up thar.
They can't deny it, 'cos me and Musty
treiled 'em so far. DBuot they fooled uvs
and disappeared. All the same, they
had the dust on 'em when they kem
down,™ ]

With their haven in sight, the men
trudged on without complaint, and as
the sun sank and it grew too dark for
further progress withount they
pitched camp for the night. ;

Iwyn and Colin were again tied up,
and this time one of the gang, with
rifle ready, was set fo watch the traal.
They had got a little behind the Head
and - were dangerously near to the place
where the slide hele ran from the parrow
rocky ledge down into the arena where
Amyas CES:E had staked his claim.
Sclwyn bogan to fret about it.

With that uncanny second sense which
helped Majoe so much, the bearded
villain scemed to know thak the key to
the secrct was close at hand, for he
camo and squatted by Belwyn and began
to wrench at his arm.

“Whar's the way in to Amyas Gore's
claim, boy?® he asked “You tell me
and I'll see you right. Up thar, ain't
she? But which is the point? You tell
me. Never mind about Musty, I'm
your pal, see.”

His coaxing fone was sbhout as con-
vincing as the snarl of o wolf to the
lamb it 13 about to eat.

“Me tell you,”” said Selwyn,
contemptuonsly. “I'll never tell, Neither

risk,

will my brother. You wasting your
breath, Majoe,™
“Am It We'll see,” rejoined ihke

a - horrible
You'll

blackbearded willain with
leer. “Wait till to-morrvow.
rell.”

He screwed Selwyn’s arm again il
the boy could have shricked with agony,
then got up and turned to the men.

“Not one serap of grub for the durn
Britishers,” he ordered, “Not a drop of
water. Weo'll pazs on a trial, sentence,
an’ execution in the morning.'”

THE ONLY WAY!

T was a leng time before the two
1 brothers fell asleep that night,
Hunger  kept  them  turning
uneasily. Besides, the wind was
moaning round the mountain and strange
sounds came cchoing out of the depths.
* Belwyn wondered what had happened
to Mountain Lion. Had he gone back
to the Sioux camp?! Would he brin
thern aid? Perhaps, after driving off
the ponies, he had ridden into
Tomahawk to report; in which easé the
Mountics wonld very hikely come riding
to the rescue,

The fmlﬁh who had been placed on
guard strode to and fro when the moon
awrlz?g' up, and then sat down, facing the
“Ltratl

It was daylight when Selwyn fell
asleep, But scarcely had he closed his
eves when the toe of a thickly soled
boot dug brutally into hizs ribs.

Ho awoke to find Musty leering at
him,

WWake up,” snarled Musty, " time for
breakfast !

It was only another trick to tovture the
boys, for though food was handed

EVERY .SATURDAY

s il - e

* I’m giving you a last chance ! ** boomed

Majoe. *' Tell me whar your gold claim is

and I'1l let your brother %u free. Refuse,

and over the mountainside he goes,
pronto ! **

vound, Selwyn and Colin were left out.

They had
watching the villains eat,
taunting them the while,
They said nothing, however, for to
hava answered the brutes would only
have made matiers worse.
Presently, Majoe came over

the agonising pleasure of
the men

witn

Musty, and the other six mien lined up

behind. )

“Now,” szaid Majoe, poiniin
wards “I'va warned yer.
Gore’s claim ain't fur away.
the way to it.™

“Never I answered Selwyn,

Majoe swung round on Colin and
lunged out with his foot.

“What about wyou?"” he snapped,
“¥You know. I've bin hyar before an’
tried, and it baffled me. ‘Thar's nothing
else but solid rock. How do we get to
the gold " .

Colin zat with his knees drawn up, his
tied hands drooping over them.

“Find out, you villain!” he replied.
“Neither my brother por I are telling
ou "’
¥ *“Is that your last word 7" DNMajoe bit
at his underlip savagoly.

“ My last word.”

Majoe turned away.

4 Blick,” he yelled, “bring that length
of rope T told you about.”

Slick came sauntering forward, the
coiledd rope in hiz right hand, It
measured about eighty feet over all
Slick’s evil face was stretched in a
broad, seli-satisfied smile. ]

“*Drag that kid up " ordeved Majoe,

Two of the brutez hauled Colin on to
his feet.

It was impossible for the boy to offer
any resistance, for his hands and ankles
were tied together.

Rolling over, SBelwyn bent hiz knees
and rose to his fest. But his wrists, too,
were tied together, and he could only
hop. A big brute seized him by the
arm and held him.

Majoo laughed at the
burned in Selwyn’s cyes, ‘

“Thet's right, Joe,” he said to the
man who pripped Ealw;q:} by the arm,
“you look after him. Musty, tie that
rope round the other one's waisk. That's
the ticket! Four of you git hold of the
end of the rope and hang on to it like
glue. Musty, you an' Slhck march the

]
myas
Show ns

rage that

:-e-:-.a:t 5 5 I- 'l 'I !, it
:id to the edge of the ¢lif and stand
him thar. An' if he or his brother don's
talk, shove him over when I give the
signal. We'll leave him dangling there.
How's that i

Thea men only laughed. - _

“That's right, L osaid  Slick.
# Emng_l te treat tho other one the
gama ?’

*“ No,” answered Majoe, with a coarse
gath. “Too much trouble. We'll heave
bim over and let him foat down teo
Mountain Lion, for I s'pose the Sioux
Injun's waitin’ for him somewhar down

below. Go on, march that kid to the

brink."

Belwyn, suffering agonies, watched
the toughs lift and carry Colin to the
very edge of the mountainside and stand
him there. The rope hung loosely about
Colin's waist. Four men caught hold of
the freo end, letting the slack lie in
foldg between.

Majoe, viewing the preparvations with
undisguised  satisfaction, twned to
Seclwyn. :

“I'm givin' yon a last chance,” he
baomed. *Tell me whar the claim s
and I'll let the kid go free. Refuse, and
over he goes, pronte. Now, which 13 1%
to be?"

“Don’t tell him, Bell” Colin im-
plm;ed. “1 don’t care what they do to
me”’

“If I tell you and show vou where the
elaim i3, Majoe,”” sald Belwsyn, “you'll
kill me and mél.r brother just the same.™

Majoe looked hurt.

“When I make a promise, I keep it,"
he said, with a hypocritical sigh. *You
boys hev got me all wrong. Well, ara
you going to tell ¥

“No!"” shriesked Colin. “Neverl
Don't tell him, Secll Mountein Lion
will avenge us.”

Musty and Blick were staring at
Majoe, waiting for the signal.
stood just behind Colin, with hands hel
ready to hurl him over the brink,

‘Belwyn felt sick and weak with horror,
For a second his brain reeled. He could
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not let Colin die like that, no matier
what happened afterwards.

“I'l tell,” said  Selwyn  brokenly.
* “Found seomse at last, have ver?”
chuckled Majoe. * Bomehow, I thought
vou would. Called yore bluff at last,
bhave 17 Waal, whar's the claim?”

“First bring my brother back here
and release him,” said Sélwyn.

“Bring the boy back ! roared Majoe.
_ Blick and Musty bore Colin back from
the brink, and Aluosty very reluctantly
untied the rope.

The eight men gathered round, their
faces alight with ecager expectation.
Majoe, looking mighty pleased with
himself, bLent over Se‘hr;,'n, who had
dropped to the ground,

“Get goin’,™ he saiwd, " we've waited
long enougl !

“First of all cut away these bonds,”
sald Selwyn., “They hurt too much for
me to answer., Set my brother free as
well, Wby be afraid? You've got
your guns!"’

*Makin' conditions vourself now, are
ver 17 growled Majoe. ¥ 0h, well, loosze
‘em, boys !
¢ Opee more Selwyn and Colin found
{hf:mseh'cs freec to move their arms and
5 L

‘“Fo're free now!" stormed Majoe.
“Whar's the clamn?”

“Up there ! answered Selwyn, point-
ing to the rock face which appeared to
present an  unclimbable front at all
points,

Instantly the meon seattered and went
running along the rocky wall, trying to
celimlby it wherever foothold offered,
Majoe velling {o them in vain to come
back.

When four or five of them had shpped
and fallen heavily, they limped sullenly
back to Majoo.

“The Brtisher's pullin® yore leg,
boss, ™ melcd Slick, *Only a fly could
climb them rocks. It wasa trick to save
hiz hrother 17 . 3

“If I thought it wuz,” said Majoe,
bending over Selwyn and flourishing his
gun, “I'd blow hiz brains out. soon's
wink ! Were vou kiddin®, kid i

“No!”  answered Selwyn. “The
clatm’s np there., And there’s only onc
way to find it, If you wait, my brother
and I will show yvou the way.™

(fz Selwyn pluprng for time, or apill
he diselore the whercabiouts of the golid
clatm?  Pon’t wizs next weel's exciting
chapters of this grand yarn, whateeer
son do, boye!)
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A TRAITOR TO HIS SIDE!

(Cantinued from puge 24.)

Wingate had his doubts abount cntrust-
ing Stacey with the ball! Howover,
that hat-trick encouraged him to do so.
The fellow scemed extraordinarily un-
reliable—wonderful one minute, rotten
the next! DBut vou never could tell!
Stacey was given the first over—and
}‘f'ringate rubbed his eves as Lhe watched
it .

He had hardly darved hope for another
howirick! But that was what Lo
beheld !

Stacey was always good—when he
chose ! At the top of his form he was
amazingly good—and he was at the top
of his form now.

In his relief at the load that had been
lifted off hiz mind, he scomed twice as

eod as he had ever scomed before, at

is very best,

All Greviriars gathered to watch that
innings.  Even the Head came down
Withn%h'lr. GQuelch. Remove wmen roared
themselves hoarse. IFor Higheliffe. who
only wanted 50, never looked for a
minule like making them. They wero
mown down like hay !

“Blacey ! Stacey !

“Good inan !

“0h, good man!™

Larry Lascelles cxchanged a gleeful
grin with Wingate, They had not been
mistaken, after all! Three wickets in
the first over, a cateh in the second, two
wickets in the thivd—it was Blacey's
game !

“8ix down for §!7 sanl Bob Clerry.

“Hurrah !

Higheliffe batsmen went in like men
going lo execution. Poiter captured
a wicket on easy terms, Wingate eaught
a man ouf, Blundell made a good cateh
—but it was the Romove recruit who was
the “ roods.”™

“ Last man in !"

“Last man won't last long!” said
Bob. *Btacey’s going to bowl !

And last man lasted exactly as long
as it took Btacey to send the Lail down!
Higheliffe ware all down for a iotal
of twenty., After the stavtling vicissi-
tudes of that game, Greyfriarvs had won
by 29 runs.

Immediately the feld was black with
a swarming crowd.

“*Shoulder-high ! roared Dol Clerry.

“ Bravo |’

Bravo ™

Uy went  Sacer, on  they broad
shioulders of Wingate and Gwynne.
Round him the mob surged and roared
and cheered, Stacey, az he swayed
aloft, caught sight of Harry Wharton
in the swarm, cheering and waving his
hat. When he was able to get away
from the crowd he foind an opportunity
of speaking to Wharton.

“Thanks " he said.

That was all.

He was gone before Wharien ecould
ANSWaor,

= = ] L [

Greyfriars celebrated the victory that
evening, and there was very little in the
wav of prep. Price of the Fifth, in his
study, had hiz own reasons for rejoicing
~—over a tenoer he had received from a
savagr, scowling, and disgruntled Loder,
But Price's rejoicing was siorl-lived.
His study door was kicked open, and
twe jJuniors eame in—twe juniors &o
much alike that Price hardly knew one
from the other. He stared at Wharton
and Stacey.

“What do you fags want?" lhe
snapped.
“ This,"" said Harry Wharton, with

cool conternpt.,  “ You've won a {fennoy
from Loder over the match to-day.
You've going to pubt it in the schoo!
hospital box, and we're going o sce you
do it."

Price glared.

“Get out of my study !

“As soon as vou like,” drawled
Stacey. “If vou'd rather sce zonebody
elee about 1k, All the Fifth will be in-
fevested to hear, 1’11 call Coker to
begin with—"

“Bhut up ! hissed Price,

A ten-pound noic enriched 1the ool
lection in the hospital box. Wharton
and Stacey went wp to {the siudies
together. They passed Loder of Alic
Sixth on the war—and he gave thewn a
look that a demon in a pantomime might
have envied. They laughed, and woent
cheerfully on their way.  And Wharton.
i his study that evening, wondered,
for the first time. whether it might o
possible, after all. for him ever fo
Leeowe friends with his double.

THE EXD.

{(Phe newt purn in this serics 48 belber
Fene cver, chume! Male o note of the
titlg: YA DANGEROUS DOUBLE!
and De gure o order yowr copy of the
MaGRET well in advance?)

REAL CRICKET BATS

-=_,_,.,__.ﬁﬁ_
—1

’.
4

/

RUBBER, =l =

up Handle, zizes 3, 4, 5 and 6.

These are surplus of our 3. Bals, Willaw i
Blades, fubber Handles. Cane Bullt-

e ——— s e

XMAS CLUBS

SPARE-TIME AGENTS WANTED

for QLDEST, LARGEST, AND BEST CLUB. Write for Giant
Art Catalogue and full particulars.

No outlav. Excellent

FREE GIFT TO ALL APPLICANTS.
SAMUEL DRIVER, Ltd., Burton Road, LEEDS.

Your Helzbt focreased o 14 doys or Money Hark,
Amazing Course, 5/-  Scod STAME NOW fur
free bk, —STEBBING SYETEM, 28, Dean
Road. LONDON, M. W.2.

200 DIFPPFERENT, incl. Airmail, Barbados,

Old Tedia, Nigeriz, New Sl Wales, i

Frice 60 —W. A. WHITE. ENGINE LANE,
LYE, WORCS, -

LEG GUARDS. WICHET .
Good ~Canvas White | GLOVES. Comimission.
: Leg Guards, well[Real All-
TR Em“d' Strong canes. | Leather Gloves,
Aurpluz of berter | padded palm,
_ nuality Men's 4 14 Cate added
? ! Pads A |I|I ?r]-ial: 4;11 BE TAL L
o Real Leathar] 0" /
CRICEET Write for
| @ BALI BEargain
: Wonder- Criclket Liat ST M
; fulvalac2/3| " FREE.
! GEORGE GROSE,
w 8, MNew Bridgas St., Londan, |
= LUBG_ATE CIRCUS. Some spbendid illos.

'
A ing. o

STAMMERING, jioerios. o

Dep:. A.P., 28, Dean Boad, LONDON, W.

i i

v—

remarkable,
nri’ralr%;ﬂ?ﬂﬂl.ﬂ.liis T

Froo,

Cortaln  Cure, SRR,

Or send IO,

17- for First Fart
House,” Bedlont Lane, Feltham, Middx.

DON’T BE BULLIED!

Tesgoms  tn Jujitsu.
Eotler 1han Boxing.

Articles and Twil parlicodars
24, slamp for postage. Learn {6 fear ne
fe: AP, " Blenheim

R Your Height inereased in 12 day: or oo coat, Now dle- ¢ :
GCOFEET de 2-5 jms. I galoed 4 ips, Quaranteod foundiagd (Prinre), Tramanta, Kedah,
gafe.  Full Conrse, &=, clails : ¥, B. MORLETY,

g. BREAM'E BUILDINGS, LONDON, BE.G.4.

THE ** MERSEYBIDE ¥ PET, PREE

Yinge slampy, izcluding How-
576 cents Cevlom, Monlchegro, Faxeiat

atamp, Hepya, over 7O differcnt, Guatomala, Xepau!, ete. Free. Scnd 24,
s LARE, ]"I':'n'l.ll'ﬂ-'ll‘.'IE appravais —Lisburn & Towuzend, LOAAT.T.B), Liverpool.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

‘Bend a stamp and you will learn how to rid yoursell of such a
Lerrible afliction freo of ¢liorge.

Adderes i coifidence: T, 3, TEMPLE, Specialist, " Palace House,"
128, Bhalteshury Avenue, LONDON, W.1, (Ezb. 30 pears.)

LL

All applications for Advertisement Space in this publication ghould
be addréessed to the Advertisement Manager, The MAGNET,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strest, London, E.C.4.

R R R R R R R P R R R e T oo o oo oo s et

6-7-35



has arvived, sir. I # 8& you haven't seen it "
Bhﬂr._ hﬂmhamnll coffed and looked decidedly
. H [ ]

TEA WITH

By DICKY NUGENT

“Coming down to -the gates, wou fellows "
asked Jack Jolly of the Fouﬁh FI)I'.‘E; at St. Som'a.
“I'm aggcapacﬁn & tuck-hamper, and I'm rather
uneezy becawss Dr. Birchemall overherd me telling
Fearloas about it at dinher-time.”

Merry and Bright looked alarmed.

My hat I We'd better go and see if it’s {here,”
remarked Bright. “If the Head gets it he won't
leave s & crum ! "

“No fear!” chimed in Bright. " We'd better
trot down to the %at&a at once beforo he gets that
hamper into hig klutches! 2

And Merry and Bright fell in with their leader
Enliy hurried down to tho gates without any more

e L

As soon as they came in sight of the porter’s
lodge Jack Jolly & Co.’s worst fears were reslised.
Thﬁf’ were just in time to see the Head tiptosing
up to the pils of parcels the carrier had left inside

e gaten. " The next instant, without even trubbling
to look at the label, he lifted up o big tuclk-hamper
and atarted to sneak off with it |

Jack Jolly & Co. barred his way up the drive,
wearing somewhat grim eggepresaions on their dials,

" Good-afternoon, sir | ¥ said Jack Jolly, © Wa've
come down to see if a tuck-hamper I waas expecting

' " Haven't seen a sign of it, Jolly,” he answered,
" By o strange coincidence I came down to pick up
o hamper I was eggapecting mysell. It was the only

one there, so yours must have been held up., Either | 8

that or else some dishonnest person has taken it.*
“Can we help you to carry yours, then, sir "
asked Jack Jolly,
The Head grinned feintly.

“ Thanks, Jolly, but I can mannidge sll right by
rayself | But I’]?I' tell you what. A% :.rnu’vag boat
let down over your hamper I'll make you an offer.
If you like, you can all come along and share mnine
with me 1

* It’s awlully good of you, sir! " mermered Jack
Jolly, with a sarkasm that was wasted on the Head,

-“Not at alll" grinned Dr. Birchemall, **1
always was jennerous. It will be & plezzure to enter-
tain you, I assure you. We can have tea in my
privatd garden and perhhps a little game of crozky
on the lawn. Coming 1"

The juniors hezzitated for a moment, Then they
decided to axxept. Alter all, they reflected, half a
loaf was better than none.

- “Thanks wvery much, sic!" sajd Jack Jollv,
winking at his pals. * Weo'll come ! ™ i

On their way to the Head's garden the juniors
did all they could to gat a plimipse of the address.
label on the tuck.hamper. But the wily old Head
Fept the hamper well-covered by the iolds of his
gown and didn't give them a chance to confirm their
suapishona.

they reached the croalky.lawn, the Head
earefully put the hamper out of sight under a rustick
table and piloted his guests on to the lawa.

" While the maid is laying tea, beys, we will
amuse curselves with a game of croaky,” he said,
with & nervuss glance back to make sure that the
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Dervish for & cupple of minnits,
at him in grate scrprize.
** Is that what we have to do, sir 1" asked Jack

The juniors looked

Jolly, innosently. ** Ifitis, I don't think I shall care
mﬂﬂh for croaky. Rather a dangerous game, if you
ask me | M

- The Head had a second try and suxxeceded in
aocking the ball, though he nocked it & good many
yards wide of the hoop! -
The juniors began to ses that the affair of the
tuck-hamper waa putting the Head right off his
stroke, and they antissipated little difficulty in
beating him. Their eggspectations were fully
reqlised, for they wacked him hollow sevveral times
| before tea was gerved,
When they returned to the arber where tea had
been laid they found that the maid, after estting
out the good things from the hamper on the table,
hod left the empty basket in & more eggsposed
position than before. Dr. Birchemall grew very
agitated at tho thought that the juniors might now
be able to read the tell4alp address label. Then he
hnddn sudden inspiration that ended the danger for
CE, -
“ Bless my sole 1 ! ha eride, in fained eggsitoment.
“ Just look at that air-:::p'l&uan’up there ! *Egﬂ *
Jack Jolly & Co., of corse, promptly looked up

in the afr ; and while they did so, the H \
thae label and put it in tﬁﬁ Pﬁﬂkﬂttu : o
“Sorry ! he then said, calmly.
an airoplane affer all, My miastake !
voo, my boys, and wade in | >

The juniors, who guessed the reason for the Head's
pelsulinr * mistake,” needed no second invitation.
In & cupple of jiffies a feerce competition was in
progress to sco who eould eat the most before tho
contents of the hamper were eggahauated,

The Head had fondly imajined, when he invited
Jack Jolly & Co. to tea, that he would pet the lion's
share himself. But he now found that the juniors

“ There isn’t
Now squatty.

label could not seen. "' It's quite simple, . All
you have to do ig to weeld one of these
mallets and nock the balls through the hoope.
I'm rather an eggspert at this game, my boys,

were able to keep up their end better than he had

. s __'IF__H.—I_
atties and sirawberries and at & speed that
eft Dr. Birchemall brethless. ﬂ i

At last the time came wherfsre wasn't & crum
left on the festive board, and ti gead rewlully had
to admit to himself that, far } having the licn's
share, he hadn't hed more thyy, meer fraction of
the tuclk |

* I must remarl, boys, thau g a little serprized
L&t your bad manners in eating; guickly,” he re-
marked, rather coveerly, aa hﬁrpﬁd away the jam.
emeara from his mouth., ° 111’{:: that I waa
the—'hem I—founder of the tqy, t.l%ink I might
have been given more of a looky han I woas, Well,
Binding 1 i

Binding, the pzﬁa, had juat JIaﬂrad on the seon

carrying a buff.cullered env. # hiz gri AW
" Tellegram for you, sir 1. Eid, tm:erl]':glgp his
faurlocls, gier Jolly, reminds

. “And 5 uuéﬁ you:
me I've just took a tuck-hampegndo your study 1

“What 1" yelled Jaok hhila the Head
looked up from his tellegram §F syes that almost
bolted out of their sockits. £

" A—a secind hamper 1" ypered the Head,
feintly. " Then—then in thatg:ss whose hamper
Was——"] :

He stopped suddonly, realizig he was giving the
game away, and returned to hftwegram, which he
read alound.

“ CONGRATULATIONS O YOUR HAPPY
RETURN TO 8T. BAM’S. ANSENDING YOU A
TUCK-HAMPER TO SELIN HRa¥E ON.—FROM
YOUR BROTHER BILL.™ -
The telegram dropped from §- JHead's nerveless
handa. Ortomatiically, he difd s hand into his
et and drew out the adgreqilabel ho had taken

rown the hamper. -

One glance at it was suflishan] “The nomne on the
label was hia own 1
“M-m-my hat | " groaned thi Tead.
hamper was mina all the time §?
* Ha, ha, ha 1 :
It was a roar ‘of larfter g Tk Jolly & Co.
They simply couldn't hﬁgg - They knew Dr.
Birchemall had only invited thya to tea becawso
he had imajined the tuck belagyad to Jack Jolly.
And now it had turned out to ¥ aig own tuck after
all | The juniors saw the if side of it and
roared. 3
“Ha, ha, ha " i
Y ou—you—— ' pagped the road.
Words failed him. He gralbed:a croaky mallet
and made a rush, Jack Jolly & Co. bolted, larfing
as they went, and they were silifarfing Gt to bust
when they got baclk to the Skoof Heuse.

FISHING IJEWS

We've just heard that Cokel ¢ engling™ for o

“ Then tho

foreseen. They polished off cakes and tarts and
WOULD YOU BELIEVE 1T?

place in the First Eleven !

=0 I shall probably be putting you through
the hoop, too, before we've finishad 1 ™

“ Ha, ha, hal™ roared Jack Jolly & Co.,
larfing dewtifully at the Head's little attempt
at hewmour.

The Head, who was in an unusually
nervues state, gob hold of one of the croaky
muallets and started to show them how the
game was played, .

" You raise the mallet like this, boys,’ he
raid. *Then you sirike like this ond—

In his econgern aboul the hamper, the
Head hed put less skill than usual into his
croaky sﬁnﬂw-n with the result that, instead
of hitting the ball, he had hit his pet corn !

Dr. Birchemall dropped his mallet like a
red-hot poler and hopped about like a daneing

weird
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Wun Lunng, the Chinese juonior,
yaroaadh | 2 is light ]
kymnastics. He
movites by taking a run_ and
turning several somersanls, doing

landing on hiz feof avery fime I
Just balance—plus nerve,
Lung isn’t * yellow |
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asnd sure @z a cat at
amused Ha-

flald apo meeting.: The fao

twists in midair and

sheer bulk thromgh a bun
W competitors, causing them

for Bunter—overlooked |

W. (. Bunter startied evershody
by carrying off first prize in the of
nd-spoon race &t a Courts

that Buonter pushed his wa I,}ﬁ
to

drop their eggs, was—Ilortunately

H., VERNON-SMITH
Says—

HAVING TEETH |
Out Is EAsy

The school dentist bas just
taken a tooth out for me, and
for the beoeflit of those who
have to go through the same
thing in the future, I'd like to
say that there's nothing in it
Abzolutely nothing !

All that happenas is this :

Tirst, the doclor in attendance
tests your hoart to soe if you'rs
fit to have gas. After finishing
the test, he gsigha, shakea his
head and shrugs hopelessly, then
tells the snsesthetist to turn on | it.
the dape.

The suuzesthetist, with a sly
sort of grin, promptly claps a
maslk over your face and turns
on a puff of gas that nearly
blowa you cut of the room.

So far, there’s nothing in it

TODD.

T can give you my word for
it, ehaps, having teeth out is
dead easy. :There’'s nothing in
Absaolutely nothing !

WHAT A WET IDEA!

““ Buoter might meke a good
second for a boxer.”
Eats!
knows Bunter will tell
an * awiul sponger '’ he is |

FETER

Anyone who
you what

WHY SNOOP
TURNED SCRAPPER

By BOB CHERRY

hought I was sesing things last Wednesday.
Paasing the Courtfiold L%inﬂma. 1 spotted Enncfrp
coming out. I stopped to chip him for rooting
about in a stuffy * talkie " show on such a tip-
afternoon. .And then I got a very severe shock,

Instead of giving a sheepish grin and sneaking
away, &8 per Sooop’s ususl programme,
scowled ferociously and started squaring up to mel
After that he said, in a grinding sort of woice:
“Come on ond take what's coming to wou, big
boy 1™ Finally, to crown everything, he gave me
one on the boko !

In g kind of daze I steggered alter him.,

It wasn't long before I realised that something
had happened to Snoop !

On hiz way to the station he barged several people
out into the road, while in the atation itseif he knocked
a careless porter who tred on his toes haif-way down

I tho

the platform I
But that wasn't the end. When he got out ab
Friardale, 8noop ran into Pon. & Co., from High.

cliffe, and Pon, & Co. took it into their heads to start

ragging him.

A fow seconds later Pon. & Co, were lying on their
backs, wondering dizzily whéether they Eﬂ.{l been
struck by & cyclona or a hurricane, It was Snoop
who had done it

Even then Snoop hadn’t finished. Back at Grey-
friara he fell foul of Bolsover major juat inside the

ates. I nearly collapsed when I saw him give
olay one on the jaw that made Bolsy disinclined
to continue the argument for several minutes t

I began to think I waa suffering from mirages or
daydreama. It was a real relief to find that there
was a very simple explanation of Snoop's amazing
truculence. '

Tha fact was—Dbelisve it or not, old '—that
Snoop had been watching the Big Fight film, ** The
Knock-Out ""—and it had got right into his bones |

He'a gquite his normal self again now, so don't geb
alarmed |

at all. Apart from feeling par-

.

alvsed with fear and ovorcome
with nausca, yvou've had no
sensation whoataver.

You now reach a etage where
vou're admittedly conscious of
g slight disturbance. It's =a
mere trifle, hardly worthy of
mention. Just ping and needlea
all over, a deafening roaring
noise in the ears and a feeling
that you're Tfalling down a
hutt&rﬂaﬂﬂ pit—that’s all.

Of course, you don’t feel the
tooth coming oub. Ik just esemsa
sz though you're being broken
in half—nothing more.

You then have about half-a-
dozen wild and whirling night-
mares one after the other. After
that, you suddenly wake up to
the fact that you're in the chair

WHY

BUT AT

out.,

the smme time, and that the
dentist i3 assuring you that it's
all over,

JOHNNY BULL asks—

NOT AN
OPEN-AIR GYM 2 o o e e e e

An open-air gym. is just the thing
that’s n%id&d at Greyfriars during o
months, ;
chaps to keep on attehding
when there’s a June sun tempting t
But an open.air
o different proposition altogether.

Chapa I've mentioned 1t to put up
the objection that cricket should supply
all the exercise we need in the summer.
But if this were true, there’d be no
need for a pym. at an}rftimﬂ. qlnc? we
agoin, lasughing and corying at | get the same amount of exercise from

b Siine e gﬂﬂfﬂl‘ in the winter, .

My own idea ia that am occasional

spot of gym. work is just ae necessary

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

ou

expect

ym. would be

Higheliffe’s resistancs, knows |

and the an.tl_rqilfmhm of ‘their: 14Won Lung, whom be has often
“star ** batsman *' broke uy ' pmiected from bullving, well
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in the summer as in the winter. And if an
open-air gym. wore established at Greyfriars,
I} f:li one, would be a jolly frequent patron

o4 1
Matter of fact, what gave me the idea waa
sacing a tip-top u?ren-nir gym. at Mauleverer's
had it bult

downright certainty he'll never raiss aufficient
argy to use it himeelf. But whatever his
reason for erecting it, it's a rattling gy
There's everything an athletioc chap could
wish for—bars, trapezes, alides, treadmills,
swings and & dozen other weird and wonderful
devices whose names [ don't know. And the
setting for it is ideal—irees and grm which-
ever way you face and a lake in tho distanee !
That open-air gym. of Mauly's has made me

the
yra.

voery keen indeed on open-air gyme. in
&eruaml. Why shouldn't we have ocne at
reyfiriara 1 aes the idea on to the

authorities here free, gratis and for nothing |
(Johnoy's lmgsa&tiun is & very interesti

one, hut-ﬁrws find, on puttmg ft? fnrwurdmt-ﬁ
the authorities, that it doesen't meet with
everybody’s approval. Next week we

to print an artiole by Mr. * Larry "' Lascellce
on the -subject, in which he will say just
what he thinks about it.—ED.)

e —

Great Snakes!

Wharton’s atfention—and, thanks
to the Famouni Five, th
found himssH badly * bijlen ! ¥

Lasceiles, maths. master, reporting

Mr.
Othersa

on 8kinner, says he's & borm adder.

11r = )| express the opinion that he's a born viper |
L LG 1 .' ! ¥ RS . g ""'.:'_'::'l-_‘w:“ﬁ " f?f _ e ]
Harry Wharton I the m : viah € still bears a mark on Canght lampering with Mr, When tha Head’s torries
the moest accurals * thm’*"lﬂ ul&f en when the Be- Queleh’s Hwﬂitar, Billy Bunter was missing, Hatry ton and Appeal !
among Reniove arickobers. - wiovites Beld a °f barring-out® said he only waunted to learn how Co. organised & search " T
i broke Fraok Court ‘s wi m t.a tyrannical temporary ¢o use it Mr, Queloh produced and located it in the yard of a ortamen ars re:queate-d to stop chipping
with a direct Mﬂ%agﬁnnn . Bob is always ready to an old machine and made Bunter villager who had puricined it. Dol Rake over his recent error in selling
ysrds in the Highclife matel—- 1dake a flrm stand for justice— put in a whole bour’s practice | The terrier's bark aftracted .. o ropee for hair-tonio, Now thet he has

admitted his mistake they don't need to rub

thie? @4l
it in any mora |



