


READY FOR A CHEERY CHAT? THEN—

E IEI- L

FRIEND of mine showed ma a
rather amusing trick lagt week,
which 1 thought worth passing
on te you. ore b 18 ¢

Firat af all, asl your ghum if he oan
strike & safoty molch on the sole of his
boot. Ef he triea to do it, he'll find it
imlpmaihl&, and will probably tell youn that
satoty matches can only be struck on the
box. Then, if you know the trick, you
calmly proceed to strike aa many mate
a8 you like on the sole of your boot. This
is the secret : First rub the striking side
of a matchbox on the secle of your own
boet. This will transfer some of the

chernical ta your sole, and thus make it |

ible for the match to struck.
are only two amall pointa to
remember. The firek 18 that your hoot
mugh be perfectly dry. The second is
that you must strike the match on the
exsct part of the sole where you have
previcusly rubbed the bex.

be

Im this chat ef mine I have told you of
cursig places i the world, kut 1
don™s think 1 & previcusly mentioned

TRE E‘I’HAHG% BIYER IN THE

whiek, lIilke o pumber of cther stror
things, existe i Amexren. To Dogin w:'i
% Bows both above amd ynder the gronnd.
Then—i Eakew same believing, bok it'a
troe—recks aetually float o ik, while logs
pink te the bottom ! Ice has mever heen
Engwn fo foriz on the surface,

(Come Inro .Y,
. Boys~anp Gmis./

Your Editer iz always pleased to hear fram
his readevs. Write to him: Editer of the
»Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Fleetway House, Farringdan Street, Londom,
A stemped, addressed envelope wil

i

poart of the year it covers tho bed of the
viver. The colour of the water in one
ploce is boght yellow ; m ancther place
red ; and m a third place light bioe |

Now for the ﬁizphnatmn of these
strange tRimgs. fivating rocks are a
kimd of pumice clinkers, which are lighter
thow water. The loga which sink are from
a particolaely heavy tree, the wood of
whick is of a heavier speciflo gravity then
water. The peculiar rocky lormation &t
the bed of the rivez holds back the motion
of the water, but makes the surface move
faster. Freezing temnperature s esrried
to the water below by air bubbles.

Where the rivez ia yellow i eclour, it is
caused by glociers winch feed the strearm ;
where it ia red, it passes through red
elay; end where it is blue, it is because
there are deposits of copper quartz in the
stream.

This river ia called Bear Creek, and it
i a tributary of the Columbia.

OME time &ﬁbl
lake. ow, from a Eridport
resder, comes @& parsgraph con-

cerning
A SINGING RIVER,

which, ltks the lake I told you about, is
also in Amerien. It is the Fascagoula
wiver, in Missisaip

been akla to asceount for the wmtrange

yeb mosat |

pt, and no one has yet |
F

phenomena. At night-fall soft straine of |

ensure a reply.

from any particular apot, but all along
the stream. ‘The music sodnda as though
it was being played on an Aeolian harp.
It starts with o faint whisper, and then
rigoa to loud nj.l,r['u]'m::lﬁng'1

America certainly seems to have soms
curicus rivers [

Who arm

THE FASTEST RUNNERS
WORLD ?

IN THE

That is the question which Tom Grant,
of Harwich, asks me. The greatest
runners who ever lived are the Mexican
Indisng. They think nothing of ruanin
all day, and can actually run dowm & wil
horse. Though the horse can run faster

than thess Indiana, it has not the same

the firat fow miles. A man can run atd
24 milkes per hour, and keop the same

much lo thar the horse ean. ay
are, the able to oventake the wild
horaes, and tore theme

Many men have rue over & hundred
miles b & day, and & meord is claimed by
8 Senora Indiem who ren from one town
to another four hundred miles aways. and

then retnrmad. He did the whaole jawrmey
of 80@ mailes i Eve days B
There is a tecord of a Borse havisg tun

at the exd of thet diatonce

Moat of my readers who have visited
Lomilon hawve seen those dapper blue-
nniformed boys, with pill-Dox hats eceled
at o rakish . One of my provincial
readers aska me to tell him something
about the work of

LORDON'S MESSENGER BOYS.

It s foxty-five yvars ago since the London
‘Drinirict Mosaonger Boys were started, and,
although the service was siarted with only
gix boye, more than 20,000 of them have
since been employed. Their job is to do

got some curious adventures. Some of
thern are emplo
to achool, exercise dogs, and even to chase
butterfiies for infirm collectors who can’
‘run themselves! (ne boy wes enga

to buy toye for a foreign potentate, while
snother was sent all the way from London
to Chicago, New York and Philadelphia.
Another boy escorted a dog to Con-
stantinople—and the Sultan of Turkey

clal decoration.

certainly do ses something of lifa !

N

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE ]
The Strest of Many Lamps! London

OW, in pogponse to requests from
varioua repders, hers are a few
mors

weird musja come from the. river—not
Tre Maguer Liprany.—No. 1,430

has -what iz probably the most-lighted

j Fumning

F

endurance, and beging to slacken after |

for a hundred miles—buot it dropped deac |

snything they are told—and they certainly |

to take small childrem |

was 8o pleased that he gave the boy al|g
told you of a singing | spe
3 idpors |  Yos, the London District Mossengers | miss

bekind the Reys! Albers Hall,
has torice asmany lampa &5 any other strest
of the same gize iIn London [

No Sleep for 78 Years! An old man
who lives in Trenton, U.B.A., has never
glept in the whole of his lifat Doctors
from all parts of the world have examined
himr. He works during the day, send reads
newspapers sll night. He reads soven
newspapers—and is then ready to begin
his next day's worl !

There aro White Negroes | They wore
discovered in Manoremango, Esst Africa.
They sre afflicted with a peculiar iropical
disesse which causes s change of colour
in the pigments of their skins. Other
negroes shun them.

Iron e¢an be Made to Fleat ! An iren
Ball will Hoat in mercury, the renson being
that the specifie gravity of iron i less
than that of mercury.

GRAND NEWS, BOYS |

How does model-gliding appeal to you ?

I know you'll all want to try this latest of
sports, and you're tucky, because there's o
splendid model glider, made in wood,
being offared free. It messures 14 inches
from wing-tip to wing-tip, is fitted with a
riul sling motor and does ol kinde of
gtunts exactly like an asvoplane. All you
nead do to i':v the glider is send two packet
tops from Puffed Rice or Puffed Wheat—
they both make taspin brenkfasts. Now
turn to page }I an out exactly what

[to do to get your Glider—you'd better

b
and T

though, beeause it's a real beauty
m thinking there'll be rather & rush
on therm.

SUPPOSE most of you know that
whou & producer wants the camera-
mar to start takimg a film, he says;

=SHOOT!"

Bud do you koow that the latest cameras
mighd muke yoo skip herriedly out of the
‘way if you ome pointed at you and
bueganck tgg erder givem to shoot? For
!:i' & impossible to tell thesse cameras
apart from real weapons. Aeroplanes
im varioua Air Forces are now bemng
‘fitted with & mew type of camera. To
'all intents and ses these are guns,
but when ihey t thay ooly * shoot ™
picturea | Jx othex words, they tuke
photographs, end are nsed for ohservation
purpopes, Ower in America they have
_gone one better. A polieeman will suddenly
whip oot a revolver, it at someone
ond presa the trigger. Bub the victim
iz mf} “ ghot ™ in & photographic sense,
for the *“revolver' is a camouflaged
camera, which takes a photograph of

& suspected crook.

That's all for this week, chums. Now
for next week's liat of saper atiractions.

“ STANDING BY SMITHY I ™
By Frank Richards,

is another top-hole yarn of the chums of
 Greyfriars. Our famous school story
‘author ia at the top of his form, and he
has certainly twrned out a real top-
notcher for you next week. You'll enjo
every line of it—and your chuma wili':
too, if you tell them to got a copy of the
aod -:nirﬂ Macxer., Thrlls and chuckles
alternate in thia splendid story. Dou't
“ Moose Call 1 ** our mﬂgnliqﬁmnt- E-Brilll:l.'l.
is going " great guns.” Next week's
chapters are packed with thrills.

o “ QGreylrisra Herald", anothex
cantribution by the Greyfriars Rhymester,
and my own little chat c¢omplste the

rogramme. Why not make sure of your
copy of the Maower by going to your
newsagent and ordering it in advance—
that s, if vou bave not already done sa,
All the mat, chums,

atrect in the world. Prince Consort RHoad,

YOUR EDITOR



INTRODUCING HARRY WHARTON & C0., OF GREYFRIARS, AND RALPH STACEY-—.

DANGEROUS

1)

black eye—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

One in the Eye |
AD I
“Ehi
4 ﬂ-tl IFI
“What 1"

“Rotter I roared Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton atared at the. fat
junior in blank surprise.

Why Billy Bunter was nﬁ)plgmg thesa
fancy names to him, at the top of his
voice, was & mystery to him,

Bunter was wrathy. That was plain |
His fat face was red with wrath. Tis
eyes glesmed behind his big spectacles.

. brandished podgy fists at Wharion
as he addressed him,

¥harton was afiandmg in the doorway

of 8t No. 3, in the Remove, when
Bunter happened.

He- was speaking to Ogilvy and
Russell, who were in the study. e had
& letter in his hand.

That letter was from his uncle,

Colonsl Wharton. He had & message
imaa on to his relative and “ double,”
Ralph Stacey.

But for that, ha would certainly not
have been thore, for the doubles of
Groyiviars barred one another. Hﬂ'-'-’
aver, Yharton had toc pass on
eage, 80 he had looked into Study Hn. E

ﬂw was telling hign that Stacey
d not ﬁal: come in from the cricket,
whan William George Banter came roll-
ing along from the Remove atmrma

Thé Owl of the Remove headed direct! 0%

for Btudy No.. 3, snd at the mght-

Wharton in the doorway he let loose

the flood of elogquence.

Whtch wap really surprising,
harton wau qmta Unconscious

roused ire of

& had lr.mkmi him the day befors,
haﬂng esught him enaflling tuck in
Btudr No. But that was twenty-four
hours ago; and, besides, Bunter was
used to being ‘kicked when he was

for

ha‘r:

{Copyzright in the Tnlted Siates of mmg.

cupboard.
raidaer had

caught at a fellow's stud
That was a risk that a gru

to take. It couldn't ba that that stirred
the deep wrath of William George
Bunter, But what i1t was, Wharton
could not begin to gness

“Coad! Boeast! Rotter 1* continued
Bunter. "“"Worm! 8Sneak! Outsider!
Dut tick! ¥Yah!”

ad 1" inguired Wharton.
"Wm'm I* roared Bunter,
“HBHut what's the row!” asked the

amazod Wharton. -
“Toad ¥ i
Bunter seemed to be cudgelling his

o

In looks, Harry Wharfon and
Ralph Stacey, his poor relation
in the Greyiriars Remove, are
as like as two peas in a pod.
But the two juniors are as
d:fferent in character as chalk
from cheese—which Is very
awkward for Harry !

fat brains for a variety of uncompli-
mentar:r epithota.

Ogilvy and Russell came to the door

nf t o wtudy and stared at the wrathful

B was quite uncommon to ses

Blﬂj- Bunter: in such a state of

infuriated excitement.  Other fellows
came to other doors. Peter - Todd
locked out of Btudy No.

Smith out of Btudy No. 4§,

Hazeldena

of and Tom Brown ocut of Btudy No. 2.
the fat Owl -

Bunter was getling quite an audience.
“Tick! Toadl Worm!" hooted

Bunﬂtﬁn “I’twif Y ]-t.'::-"j" ‘good mind to
unch you in the eye

2 g ¥ ighed; and backed

Harry Wharton y s

sway a stap into Btudy

'w:rrﬂt- of terms w:
. Vernon- Q

0

RicCHARDA

from Bunter, was not a thing to be
arod—the Owl of the Remove was no
ghting man. But tha fat Owl for once
looked herce and warlike, and Wharton
did not want to have to damage him,
S50 he backed away.

i Whnu tha matter with the fat
fm“g'-’" d Ogilvy.

OMF hur rocker | suggested Russell.

Billy Bunter gave them o gli~
thmugh hiz big: spectacles.

;L’E’ou shug up I”iammha "fim,
talki ta that rot at becast—thnt
tﬂadigmat tigR——*"

“ But what—" gasped Wharton.

“ Baaak 1™

“What on earth have you been d'm
to Bunter?” asked SBmithy, from i.h-'
doorway of Study No. 4.

& Hut.hin,% that I Know of 1" answazen
Harry. Gone off his rocker, T sty
pose. Ho hadn’t far to go |

“(Tad !“ roared Bunter.

“Look hers, you fat freak, I'm

getting Eed -up with this! Do you want
me to b %yuur head on this depori™
demanded Wharton,
“Greaser I howled Bunter. "Graal;r
beuu Grassing up to Quaiehl ¥ah ¥
Wharton r?-:m F stm'
“Groasin k waz an un-

popular sort of thmg at Groyfriars, as
st any othor school. But it was reslly
tho very last offence with which Harry
Wharton could have been charged. .

8o far from gressing to Mr. Quelch,
the Remove master, he waa on the very
ith Quelch thsl term,
pelech hed turned him out of his posi-
tion a8 head boy of the "‘Remove, in
favour of Btacay.. It was fairly
known that approved of the
Form *“chucking * him as captain and
electing Tom Brown in hia place.
tha Remove Form-room, Wharion whs
more often in trouble 'than- evén the

Tug MaionET LIBIJ.E!iju{ 1,430,
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Bounder, and so fer from seeking to dis-
arm-Mr., Quelch b:E a.n:,rthl like greas-
mg, ha {fﬂ.?ﬂ Queloh back al tha trouble
he could. So this accusation was reslly s
astonishing.

“Wm:dcrmi in your mind, old fat
meni” he as oo aurpr:sed te be
angry. “That ‘is, if you've ons to
wander in"”

“Tad P’ roared Bunter, }mg Tary epec-
tacles gleaming with rage. * You ought
to ba sent to Coventry by the Form|
That’s what you want Graasmg upntc:
Quelch and sneaking about s fellow |

“Bneaking 1" gasped Wharton.

“What do you call it, then” bellowed

Bunter. “I've had six from Queleh—
six fearful whacks——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” came along the
pesiage.

“You can cackle!” velled the infuri-
atéd Owl, “I can tell you Quelch laid
them on | Like beating odrpet |

'El“ A.r?d T've got a book!” shricked
ter.

E*nﬁe book 1 exclaimed a dozen voices,
A “book ™ was a fearful punishment,

Fellows had lines often enough—a

hundred or two hupdred. Only on very

pecial and awful oceasions was a fellow
mn & whole book to write. Any man
fanded with a whole beok of Virgil to
write out was likely to have kis leisure
hﬁ“’fi taken up-for quite a long time
shes
1f Bunter had a book, in addition £
six on the bags, 1t was no wonder that
Bunter was in a'state of fearful eoxcite-

ment and -wrath: . S#ll, that did not
explain why hia wrath was directed
towards arry Wharten. Wharton
cﬂuliihhnm haB-i ?ﬁthmﬁ to do with

e iving Bunter a
Q‘E}‘ All thrqflgh ﬂ;la snqumg tqadm
roasing .up to ch, giving a
Ewnjr ta.:-Ea. b%ak 1 raved Bunter, l'_'Ead
Wormnl. Toad!" Bneak! Ti
Rotter 1

«You fat chump!”? rosyed Harry
Wharton. “Uhuck it! Sesat That's
enough [ If you 28y oy more, T'll bang
your silly haad ¥

"Beast!. Rotter]! Worm! Cadl!
P itar st

unter was going strong.

But Whartfn ]fad heard enough—

indeed, theire waa hardiy a fellow in the

ove who would have listened to so
much without kicking Buntar from one
end of the passage to the other.

He made a ah:lg out of Et.u&j' No. 3,
and grasped the faf Owl b tha enliar,
with tha intention of kn E his fat
head an the wall, aa a hint t-hn the rest
of the speech could be taken as resd.

Bunter hit out.

That was rather unexpected! Un.
pr for s suddon punch, Wharton
uﬂgﬁht it in hie right eyoe.

1
€« Qw 1# guped Whart.ﬂn

H& staggered hack.
nﬁgwmh Billy Bunter’s extensive

) gu ahmd ;t, was soma punchl
Carfu ha wou u:II m:lsct ]:tn}ra Iande% it
had Whurhnn been locking for it. ut
Wharton had not been !m]:mg for 11.—-
and it was landed ri ht in :r; as'a
staggered back, stumbled, u.n sst 'd m»:p
bard and he&v;r in tha study doorway.

Bunter blinked at him,

He had knocked him down ! .

Knocking a fellow down waa all right
if the iﬂ]lﬂw stayed down, The draw-
back was what the fellow might do
when he got up sgainl

Bunter realized that! Utterly scared
at what he had done, the fat Owl
blinked at the fallen junior for one
spellbound second. = Then he whirled
round and ran for it

“Owl Ohl Ow!”® Wharton clasped

Tas Micxsr Lipriry.—No. 1,430,

.eool, but inwardly

THE MAGNET

s hand to his eye as he staggoered u
“Oh! Ow! I'H—1'll— Stop him]
“Ha, ba, ha!” yelled the Removites
s Bunter flew along the passage. -
”Etnp him! I—1L
Whartor staggered out inte the pas-
?ﬂ still with a hand to his oye; but
Billy Bunter, to whom terror lent wings,
was already going down the Remove
staircaze twe ot a time, Bunier
vanished into space, and Harry Whar-
ton wns ln:rl'!- garessing an eye which waa
uﬁ ly blackening, and the other
follows yelling with laughter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Six for Smithy |

{1 EBENON-SMITH
“Hallo 1" Smithy looked
round a3 His pame was
called.

Hurry Wharlon, st the tep at the
upper end of the Hemove passage, was
hathm‘ﬂr his damaged :

Bunter had vanished, almost like a
host at cock-crow; but it was the
smaged eye, not Bunter, that re-

quire immediate attention. The slay-
ing Bunter could wait—the cye
couldn't.

Wharton had a faint hope that it
wasn't going fo be black—Dbut the ho
was very feint! Which was fearfu
disconcerting and irritating, as Colon
Wharton's lettor had state " that Whar-
ton’s uncle was coming to see him at
the school B::a:plﬂf’mﬁ & black eye to
his avuncular stivo was neither
grateful nor comforting.

‘The Co. were at cric 'Ei:- ractice, but
Smithy came along fo lend Vebarton a
hand, He drew watbr -from the tap
mtﬂ 8 basin and found him a sponge—

&ethetm, but smiling. Billy Bunter

wild warpath was rather enter-
.tmm fellows who had not cap-
tured his punch in the eye! To Whar-

tm:- there was nothing dmusing in it.,
He was going to atiend to- - Bunter
after attending to the ﬂja—and there
Was no dnubt- that tha fat Owl was
gmn to repént him of that pum:h
hut Lg_eas !!:-E Jhmkﬂ- l;fhei” asked
Harry, as er of the Sixth ecams up
to the Remove landing and glanced

ala the passage.
hold it 1s blmk but comely 1
grinned Smi

thy.
Then, as Loder caﬂe& his name, the
Bounder looked round and answered,

“Quelch wants you in his study!”
armgﬁed the prefeat.

iy all right |

Em:li)y handed. Wharton t’.hn sponga

“Not much -:uﬂ mop it he
said. “You d nak Mm I&e bla
for a beefstenl t.a on 1it."

Wharton grunted. e was not dis-

posed to wear & beefoteak on his oye
if he could help it. He went on mo
ng it with cold water, while the
Enun&er went down the stairs and
hoaded for Mr. Queleh’s study.

Ha found the Remove-master frown-
mg rimly.

ou sent for me, sir,” ‘murmured tha

Bounder meckly. He was perfectly
he was wondering
which of his many sins hed come to the
knowledge of hia Form-moaster,

Evidently th&m waa troubls coming—
and SBmithy wondered, too, whether it
WBE due to Stacey, the new .head boy
of the ove. Smithy was nobt on
Eood terms with Btacey—and a head
oy had & good deal of power in his
hnncln if ha chaose to magke himself

un%hnrt Hi?e&dhbgy isst term, {E}ﬂﬂ
Pqp“ 1
tha delica :rﬂznndui%g i:!:?a hengtgam duty

to his Form-mascter and lovaliy to his
Feorm. But Stacey, though so like

-Wharton in looks that he was often mis-

taken for him, was not lika him in
other msg«aohs. Btacey was the fellow
to make his focz * mt up " 1! ha could
without being frightfully particular
about the means,

Smithy at frst had been on Stacey’s
side in the feud between the rivals of
the Remove, Like the rest of the Form,
he had been down on Wharton for ex-

cluding that wonderful cricketer from
the Form eleven,
He had taken an active hand in hel
ing to get Wharton turfed out of ﬂ?
captainey of the Form. But he had
changed over since then,
Wharton was in disgrace as & “black
alm-: p,” and Smithy knew—at least, he
kad no doubt—that it was Stacey who

wae the black sheep, cunningly con-
triving to land his misdeeds on his
double. The Bounder rather prided

himealf on being a “bad  hat' but
trickery of that sort was far cutside his
limit, and now he was jone’ of the most
smphatic on Wharton’s side in t-!m
feud. And he qu a::;iectet! that
Quelch’s new head would give him
& knock if he uuuld And thara were
many—very many-—chinks in Smithy's
ATTHOUT.
B0 now, assuming his meckest and
mildest expression, but alort as s cat,
ha waited to hear what tha trouble Was,
portentous  frown indicating

&uﬂ]ﬁh
that it was something serious.

Quelch egorted over papers on his
st-udy tabla; apparently he was looking
for one special paper.

Ho selected & paper, held it up to
th;r s view, and anapped:
“Is - that. your writing,
Smith ¥
The question was rather superfiuous.
Quelch know that it was Emth{
writing, or be would not have sent for
Smithy, The Bounder's bold, firm hand
was <asily recognisabla,
Tha paper contained a translation of
& seotion of Buetonius, which the Re-
move bad had in Form that afternoon.

There were fellows in the Romove,
guch as Billy Bunter, to whom Suetonius
?mmnmd tmmeﬂduun difficulties ; othar

llows, like Wharton, or Mark Linley,
or mlt-hj*, took it in their stride, sas 1%
were. It was not unkoown fér a fellow
who found a task easy to lend a helping
hand to a fellow who did not.

The Bounder compressed his lips.

Schoolmasters and schoolboys natur-

ally took diﬁemnt views of such mattors.
The schoolmaster's ﬁfons of view was
undoubtedly right, the schoolboy’s
conld not mnmdared wholly wrong,
gt least by the boys themselves.

Clertain it was that if a fellow like
Bunter eu;imati & papoer lent him by a
cleverer-fellow he was not likely to learn
much—and it was a Form-master's
business to sea that he did learn.

On the other hand, there was some-
thua gnndanatur&ﬂ in_helping a lama

over a stila; and gquite & lot of
falfnwa regarded the tongue of Cicero
and Horaco %a “tosh ” that they had to
eram in somehow, much ugamat the
grain.

Smithy had sorjbbled that paper and
passed it along the desks from a variety
qflntwea i T ﬂ?

t was parily good-nature; partly,
perhaps, & desire to show off his elever-
ness; and partl:rf it was certain, a
desire to ecore off Quelch under that
goentleman’s nose. .

Quelch’s gtm!at—ﬂpﬂ missed littla that

Vernon-

went on in his Form-room It was
risky tu play trmku under that gimlet-
eye., And the risk a to - the

reckless Bounder. It ahpuwa& the other
fellows what a devil of a fallow he whs,



But that surreptitious aid to know-
ledge was not expected to meet official
eyes. How it had got into Quelch's
hands was a mystery.

Still, there 1t was, and the Bounder
was spotted ! .

What howling ass of a fellow could
have lot that %:pﬂr hang about to be
found? That benighted idiot Bunter,
of courzse! That was the kind of idiot
ha was! SHeveral fellows in the Remova
had benefited from that paper passed
along the desks—Bkinner, who waa lazy,
Snoop, who was obtuse, and Bunter,
who was lazier and more obtuse than

both of them put together. That ass
Bunf.er-—-_ . . )
“That iz my writing, sir,” said

Yernon-Smith calmly.
At the end of the hour the Remove

EVERY SATURDAY

Do vou deny that you passad it to
anather boy to copy 1"

The Bounder was silent. He had, un-
fortunately, wory little seruple in deal-
ing with o beak, but he realised that
Quelch knew.

“ Bunter's translation is word for
word the same as this, which vou eall
8 rough draft,” said Mr, Quelch. * Even
two or three mistakes, which you have
cvidently intrgduced by intention, as
they do not ocour in your own paper,
have been reproduced by Bunter.”

A

The Bounder suppressed a grim,
aper copied by Bunter had to have a
ew errors in if, or it would certsinly
have excited suspicion.

“But for Bunter's cerelessness,” con-
tinued Mr, Quealch, I should never have

Ir.,.__

]EII I
-—

aaaaaaaa
-------

Harry Wharton grasped Bllly

however, the Owl of the Remove hit out.
* 0w | ** he gasped, staggering

5:9&:'3 had been collected by the head
y. Bubt thab seribbled shest ought to
have found a safe resting-place in the
ocket of the fellow who bhad used it
ast. Evidently it hadn’t. Had that
fathead Bunter left it on his desk?
Could Quelch prove that it had been
passed along the Form at all?  Bmithy
wondered.

“¥You wrota out this paper, Vernon-
Bmith, to assist another boy to deceive
his Form-master by pretending that he
had done work which he had not done 1"

“(Oh, sir!”™ murmured the Bounder.
Quelch, of course, would put it like that !

** ¥our own paper, Vernon-Smith, was
quite good.”

“Thank wou,
demurely.

“*Apparently you had time in the
hour to write the paper twice.”

“The fact 13, sir, that's & mugh
draft,” eaid the Bounder calmly, *1I
knodked that off, and then did
papar'.”

sir,” said Smithy

my

_I:__._.._'_.ﬂ__-

-

= = -

s L
[

it

'"”’”ﬁﬂl

T e

5

he wa:z not supposed to pive a fellow
away to a beak. Wharton, as head
boy, would have got rid of that paper
and told the Bounder afterwards not to
play such tricks sgain in the Form-
room. That would have been all right!
Stacey preferred to let Quelch get hold
of the orib. )

“Have you anﬁfthlr;E to say, Vernon-
Bmith ?**  Quelch's sharp voice inter-
rupted the Bounder's nnggsjeﬂwhum.

“Nothing, sicl” said Smithy. “1
helped Bunter ause he would have
been bottled. That's all I* ' :

“I have already dealt with Bunter,”
said Mr. Quelch grimly. “I have canad
Bunter severely and given him s book.
I"shall deal with you in dpmma—ely the
same way, Vernon-Smith. ;

“Yery well, gicl™

o,
H

hackwards,

known bf this. This paper was col-
lected with the other

Smith—Bunter having forgotten tp con-

ceal it, 83 no doubt you intended him
to do.”

The Bounder breathed hard.

That put the lid on!

That unspeakable idiot, Buater,
having copied - out the aid to

knowledge,” had ndét had sense enoug
to-shove it in his' pocket, but had left
it to be epllected with his own paper
by the head boy when he came round,

Stacey had gathered it in with the
real.

Had he noticed it?

f course he had!

And instead of keeping it dark, hae
had passed it on to Quelch with the
other papers—to astonish that gentle-
man when he went through the pile 'im
his study after olass,

Bmithy gritted his teeth.

Heo owed this to Stacey !

A head bay, certainly, “was not aup-
posed “to connive at “oribbing,” but

apers, vernon-’

Ty

Bunter, with the intention ol knocking his Iat head on the wall. Before he could do s
Unprepared for the sudden 1311!11:!1. Wharton caught It In his right eye. Bift

There +was nothing to be said,
Smithy had broken s strict rule—and
& necessary and sslutary rule, - He had
to_take what was coming to him.

He took it guietly. .

Bunter, when he had taken his six,
had roused all the echocs of Masters
Passage! Vernon-3mith did not utter
a sound—though every stroke in the six

h was & swipe !

His face wasz a ]ij;tié pale aftor the
infBiction, and his il%: hard set. DBut
the Bounder was tough. Not a murmur

came from him.

“J shall expect the book next Batur-
day, Vernon-Smith (" said the Remove
master. “ ¥You may go."

Yernon-8mith went. :

Ha breathed hard as he went,

He. was not resentful towsrds Quelgh.
Queleh had done his duty—the Bounder
ktew that well enough! But Btacdys—
The he of the Hemove was going
to- pay for this if Herbert Vernon-
Smith could make him | ;

Tes Maiaxer Lisrany.~Nao, L4W.



THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Whose Eye ?

" ALLO, hallo, hallo 1™
“ Zo it, Bunter!”
“Put it
esteemed fat Bunter !
Pha (o, wers coming away from the
cricket when they sighted Bunter. Bob
Cherry and Frank Nugent, Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh and Johpny' Bull
eeted him all at once, laughing as
oy did so. It was uncommon to sce
Billy Bunter, who generally resembled
the tortoise, understudying the hare.
Bunter was going strong, 5y
His fat face was red and perspiring.
His hair was rufled. His spectacles had
elid, unheeded, down hiz [at little nose.
He ran as if he fancied that he was
up for the schoal hundred yards! He
burst out of the House like a pip from
an orange, and Hew, .
Obviously Bunter could not be domn
this for exercise. Hea nceded, but di
not like, exercise.

Only a fierce pursuit could account
for the amazing speed that Bunter waa
putting on.

But, loocking past him as he few
towards them, the chums of the Remove
eould’ see no sign of purswit.

They expected to see Coker of the
Fifth, or golsnwr major, or some other
heavy-handed fellow But
there was nobody.

The guoilty flee when no man
pursueth | 3‘:}] it seemed, it was with
Bunter. nyhow, he wes fleeing in
desporate haste, Ho panted, hn puffed,
he gasped, and he flew.

“Hold' on, fatty!” roared Bob
Cherry. “¥ou'll burst at this rate ™

onfully, my

m  chase,
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“The burstfulness will be terrific!™
chuckled Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Urrrgh 1" gasped Bunter. IHe was
winded. He came to a stop as he
recognised the famous Co.
fellows~—~gurrrgh

“Coker ‘after you'!" asked Bob,
[aughing. * Have you been pinching a
cake from Coker's study againl?”

“Urrgh! Nol Wurrgh!” pgasped
Bunter, “I say, you fellows, stand b
mel You're not afraid of that ca
Stacey.”

“Not a lot 1" assented Bob, *Dul
what——"

“¥You haven't been rowing with
Stacey I asked Framk Nugent, in
astonishment. The chums of the
Remove had just left Stacey at junior
nets, where he had been for some time
past—ever since class, in fact. And
the fleeing Owl had just emerged from
the House. Whoever might, or might
not, be after him, it certainly could not
ba Stacey.

“0Oh, yes!” gasped Bunter. Tha foad
—tha cur—the rotter—m-="

“What has Stacey done?"” asked
Johnny Bull, in w-nnu‘?;r.

“The beast ! The snealk! The worm I"!
gasped Bunter,

“But what—""

“1 say, you fellows, keep him off |
1 sav, vou stick to a pal, you know |”

asped Bunter. “I'm not afraid of

im, of coursg——"

“MNo, you look as 1if vou're nol
afraid 1 said Bob Cherry gravely.
“ Bursting with pluck, as usuall You
look it1*

“Ha, ha, hal”™

“Oh, really, Cherry!” Bunter
blinked round anxiously. “1I say, is he
coming t**
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“1 zay, you

' you

“Nowhere npear!” said Bob re-
assuringly. “MNot even in sight!
Stacey's not after you, old fat bean—
not in the offing at all™

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter. “I—I say,
I hit him in the eyg——"

“Oh erikey ™

* Knocked him downp—"

“Creat plﬁ i

“I fancy he'll have a black eye—-—"

“Oh crumbs ™

“J—I—] wasn't running away from
him, you know " gasped Bunter. "I'm
not afraid of the cad | Bui—but—"

“Is that fat idiot dreaming, ot
what " asked Johnny Bull, in amazes-
ment.

“ Oh, really, Bull—"

The four juniors gazed at Bunter in
utter wonder. They could not begin to
make head or tail of hiz extraordinary
statements.

“When did
aye?" demande

“A few minutes ago—""

“MadI* said Johnny Bull.

Really it looked like 1! Bunter was

widant{y in earnest. But as the juniors
had left Stacey at the cricket nets only
a few minutes ago, it was certain that
his statement was unfounded. Whomso-
ever he had hit in the eye, it was not
Etamﬂ.
“The rotter sneaked to Queléh [
gasped Bunter., “You know that foul
translation we had to do in class this
afternoon—-=" ]

“It didn't worry you much,* zaid
Nugent. *“I saw you copying out a
¥apur somea fellow passed a ong. Lucky
or _Enu Queloh didn't spot it.

“You ses, I loft Emi&‘v'a tip on my
desk,” gssped Bunter. * When Stace
cama round for the paper he collacted
it with my translation.”

ou hit Stacey in the
d Bab.

“You blithering idict 1™
“Q0h, really, Nugen e
- Well ¢ wouldn't giva it to

Queleh,”. sdid Bob, “That would be
rathor thick.”

*“But he did I" howled Bunter. “The
beast passed it on along with all the
papers, and Quelch found it among
themi and sent for me.'*

“P]I.-B'H "

“He made out that I had cogied the
tip,. becauss my paper was word ior

"~ word with it, you know—"

“S50 you did oopy it, you fat
slacker,”

“Beast]!  Mado out that I was

cribbing, you know—>""

“Well, 1t was cribbing.”

“¥ah! He gave me six and &
boolk 1"

“Poor old Bunter I'* said Bob.

“Poor old S8mithy, too!™ said Frank
Nugent., “If Q_ﬁﬁlﬂi‘l haz got hold of
that tip. he will know BSmithy's fst.
It means a fearful row for Smithy.”

“Youn fat ass!™ said Johony DBull
“You've got Smuthy inte & row with
your fatheadedness.™

“Ehl ©Oh! Yes, I supposa zol
Bunter, ovidently, had not thought, so

far, about the probable result to the

Bounder. “ Yes, it’s rotten for Smithy,

" too. I dare say he will get it hot! I

hope he will take it out of that cur
Stacey. (Giving a man away to a beak,
now—the eneak, the toad, the
cur, the rat, the rotter—— Woll, I've
olly well punched him in the ai'a. I
opa he'll have a black ayal 23T,
you fellows, you're sure he ism'h
coming?”  Bunter blinked round
anxionsly. “He looked Eenrfu!!; wild
when I knocked him down—' !
“Mad as a hatter I’? said Johnny Bull.
“You never knocked Stacey down, you
{at duffer "
. "Didn’t 11" gasped Bunter. “I can
tell you I jolly well did! Hit him right



in the eye and knocked him in hia
study.”

“When " shrieked Bob.

“Not ter minutes ago. You see, [
was wild after Quelch had wh{:g:ped e
and given me a book |” gasped the-fat
Owl, *As soon ms 1 got away from
Queleh 1 went straight up to
study——"

“But he wasn't in his study ¥ .

“He was! He waa there with Ogilvy
and- Bussell 1"

. “"He wesn't!" howled Bob.
at the cricket o :

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter.
“How could I have hit him in the eye
if he wasn't thera "

“You didn't—-"

*I'tell you I did | raved Bunter.” “1
hit him right in the eye and k
him down 1np his own study. I—I didn't
stop to seo hime get up.” .
My only hatl” said Bob blankly.
“The fat chump. seeams to believe that he
has hit somebody in the aye I™

& Et-lﬂ.ﬂ,‘r""—” . i

“You benighted bandersnetch, Btacey’s
at the netsl” roared Bob., “ We've only
just left him thera”

“Rot! He was in his study——"

“ Holy smoke I" gasped Nugent. *Can
that bhithering idict have taken Whar-
ton for Stacey " =

“You silly ass!” gasped Bunter.
“Wharton wouldn't be in Btacey's study,
would he! He bars Btacey, &nd never
goes to his studyp.”

*"Wall, no. but—"

“ It was Stacey I”

“It wasn't!”

“It was !” yelled Bunter. “I tell you,
I went straight up -to his study, and
found him there with Ogilvy and
Russell, and—" e

The chums of the Remove gsazed at
Bunter. : :

Wharton and Btacey had heen mis-
taken for one ancther more than once.
The short-sighted Owl "of the Remove
was more likely to make such a mistake
than anyone elss. Certainly, if he had
found Wharton in Stacey's study—a
room he never entered—there was some
exouse for the error. Nobody in the
Bemove would have expected to find
Harry Wharton in Study Ne. &

Yet it certainly was not Stacey whom
Bunter had.punched in the eye, if ho
had punched anybody.

“Oh, come on!” gesped Bob. *Let's
go in end see what that dangerous
manisoc has been up to. anyhow?

“1 say, you fellows—"

But the Co. did neot heed Bunter
further. They ran for the House,
anzious to know what had
If ona of tha “ doublea * of the Bamove
had been punched in the eye, it was not
Btacey. .

They raced up the Remove staircase.

They burst into Study No. 1. .

There they gazed at what met their
evas—and gasped |

Harry Wharton, seated at the study
table, was bending over a bowl of water,
bathing a black evet

LE Hﬂ' WASR
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter All Over!

ATLPH STACEY strolled into the
school shop.

The pew fellow in'the Remove

looked very handsome and fit 1n

his Bannels, with a flush in his cheeks

after practico at the nets. Two or three
Bemove fellows came in with him—
Bquiff and: Newland and Wibley, Stafey
was popular in his Form—imnore pﬂfsuhr
than ever since the day he had played
origket for the First Eleven and helped
Greyiriars to beat Higholiffe First.

tacey's.

happened. -

EVERY SATURDAY

Fellows liked to be seen with the won-
derful cricketer, who, though in  the
Lower Fourth, could play the heads off
many in the Fifth snd Sixth.
had suggested ginger-pop after the prac-
tice, and they came into the school shop
for the same, and as they came in there
was a startled sauealk.

Billy Bunter was there| -

Bunter had found Lord Mauleverer in
the schoal shop. His lordship was
slowly travelling through an ice. Bunter
was travelling fast through several, at
hiz lordship’s expense.

Bunter's chief object st the present
moment was to koep out of the way of
the fellow he had punched in the eya!

As he sat eating ices, he kept his eyes
and his spectacles on the door. If his
hapless victim locked in, the fat’ Owl
was prepared to dodge.

Buntar was still. under the impression
that 1t was Stacey whom he had
punched in the eye. ad he not gone
direct to Stacey’s study to find him, and
found him there?

. Naturally it never occurred to his fat
brain that Wharton, for once and for &
special reason, had entered the study
which he was never known to enter. In

the circumatances, it was not surprising

that the resemblance between the Grey-
friars “doubles ¥ had caused Bunter to

make a mistake—to “slang ¥ Wharton
Stacey, andfinally -to land-
-that unlucky punch. jin his eye.

mstead of
2o far,
Bunter had no idea that a mistake had
gocurred—it was no use the Co. tolling
him he hadr't punched Stacey, when he
knew he had|

At the sight of Quelch’s head boy

coming into the tur:kahgg.- Bunter
é‘:}mmd. _with &  startl squeak,
hethor it was Wharton or Stacey he

did not know for a moment. In flannels
they looked even mores alike than in
their school clothes,

But the fat Owl was relieved the next
moment.

There was no sign of damage on the
face of tho newcomer. And the follow
Bunter had punched in the eye myst, he
knew, be damaged, His belief was that
he had blacked that eve! Blacked or
not, it was cortain that thers was
damage done!  This fellow was not
damaged. So Bunter concluded that it
was YWharton ! ;

Ztacey and hiz friends glanced at him
as ha half rose—and then sdt down
again, rolieved. 8o did Lord Maui-
avarar,

“Anvthin’ the matter. old fat topt”
yawned Mauly: ]

“No—all right!” said Bunter. "I
thought for o minute it might be that
beast Stagey coming in.”,

“Bh, what?” ejaculated Lord Maul-
evorer, And five or six fellows in the
school ehop chuckled. '

Like as tha doubles of the Remove
weare to one another, and often as mis-
takes had been made for that reason,
most of the Hemaove fellows picked them
out easily enoush. Indeed, so did
Bunter, as & rule: but in taking Whar-
ton for Stacev that afternoon he had
been misled by sceing him in Stacey's
study—and now, taking -Stace or
Wharton, he was equally misled by his
balief that Stacey had a damaged oye!

Btacey laughed. !

“You fat owl!” he remarked.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—** :
ih:}{r};:lk ha, ha IL Fﬂééﬁq the iallu;]:;wad-i;

shop. ' ¥ was har
six feet from Bunter, it was. entertain-
ing to sea oven the short-sighted Owl of
the Remove mistaking his identity.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” grunted Bunter,  puszl “I aay,
Wharton, old chap——* '

Squff
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“That's Stacey, old fat bean!” mur-
mured Lord Mauleverar. :

“Oh, don’t be an ass, Mauly!"” said
Bunter peevishly. “Thiok you can pull
my leg like thab?”

“Oh gad!” said Mauly.

“1 say, Wharton.” went on Bunter,
blinking at Stacey through his big spec-
tacles—"1 say. old fellow, you never
finished thrashing that cad Btacep,
owmg to eld Quelch barging in that
time. L say, 1 wish you'd jolly well
thrash the smeaking worm !

“Ha, ha, hal” wvelled the juniors.
Et-&mg himself laughed.
“Oh, shut up ecackling!” howled

Bunter. *’'Tain’t a laughing makter, I
can tell you. That cur Stacey's E::t moe
six from Quelch and a %mu {1 ]
shouldn't. wonder if Smithy gets the
same, owing to that sneaking worm
Stacey [

“You fat idiot | said Stacey.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—!

“I'm not Wharton, wyou blithering
fathead!{ And if you- want ‘me to slip
that ice down the back of your neck,
vou've only to go an calling me names1”

growled -Stacey.

“Look here. Wharton——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" -

“1 tell you I'm pot Wharton!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton's doubla

angrily. . ©Shut up!” )
Blessed if I see why yop're trying
to pull roy-leg, Wharton.” said the fat
Owl of the Remove. “I _EI}-:}W you're
Wharton, of course, because I dotted
Stacey in the eye, and your eye's all
right.” : '

Stacey jumpead.

*You whatted 1” he gasped.

“Woll, look what the rotter did I said
Buntor warmly. “1 left S8miithy's tip on
Suetonius on my desk, and that cdur
Stacey collected it with the papers and
ﬁamd it on to Quelch. ¥You'd never

ave plaved a dirty trick like E(h_lt,
Wharton, when you were head bay.”

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maul-
Everer. .

Stacey coloured a little, =

He was not, perhaps, quite satisfied
with himself for that action., though he
had not been able to resist the tempta-
tion to land the -Bounder into trouble
with Quelch. Towards Bunter he was
utterly indifferent; certainly he had not
done 1t on Bubter's account.

“1 don’t know. what you're driving at:
you fat duffer,” said Stacey, as’many
eyes turned on him, some in surprise,
some in disapproval: _

“ Bmithy passed me a paper to copy
in class, and I foigot to get it out of
gight. That worm BStacey collected it
along with ~my ' paper,” ‘explained
Buntﬂr: “I've been up before Quelch
for it.” _

“Dash it all old man-~—" began

uiff. .
i If there was another paper on
Bunter’s desk I never mnoti it,""

said Stacey. I don't count the
Form papers” i
“Noet you—Btaces,” esaid Bunter;
“It was Btacey—"

“Idiot I

“It was that cur—that worm—that
toad—that rank outsider—S3tacey, old
chapt” said Bunter.

“Hn, ha, had” .

“And 1 j?]lz well punched him in
the eye for-it!' went on the fat Owl
“1 went up to his study and told .him
what 1 thought of it. sud hit him in

.the eyo—

“Ha, hs, ha!” _

“And I—1 say, Wharton, if the
bruta gets after me, I expect you as
a psl to stand by me, you knowl”
said = Bumter, hli.niing# anxiously sk

Tee Micuzr Lieizy.—Ne. 1,430,



b

Stacey. “You dont’t like that aneak-
ing cur Btacey any more than I do!”
. “Hes, ha  ha 1*  shrieked the
juniors: : _ ;

“That sneaking, wormish, crawling
toad—" went ‘on Bunter.

Ffa was interruptéd. .

Btacey made o stride towards him
and | gu!:rbed him- by _the collar,
Bunter's fifth jce was before him—he
was about to begin on it. But the
fat Owl never began on_  that jcel
?1“?3 grabbed it up with his left
and:

“Here, I say, Wharton—" howled

Bunier,

Stagey, with a black- brow, dropped
the ics "down. the inside nf Bunter's
collar. ” There was-'n fearful howl
from Bunter as it slid down his back.

“Yaroocoh1" - - :

“Ha, ha, ha I

“Urrghl  Oh crikey!  Wharton,
you -Haq.a#—)éuu’ra » worse beast than
that beast Stacey—

“Ha, ha, hal"-

“Woor-roooogh! Urrgh1®

Bunter “wriggled - horribly, with the
clammy ice shiding down his back.

Stacey slammed him back into his
seat, and walked gut " of the tuck-
shop. He left Bunter squesling, and
the rest of the fellows roaring. -

“Ow! Wow! Grooghi!” ~gurgled
Bunter. "Oh, the heast! The awful
rotter | I'm all clammy down the
back-—£

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, gﬂu fellows—— Owl! I

. say, what did Wharten pitch.into ‘me
for 1" gasped Bunter. "“He doesn’t
mind & fellow calling  Stacey
names—""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You howling ass!” roared Squiff.
“It wasn’t Wharton—it was Siscey.”

“Grooogh! How could it |be

Stacey when he hasn't a black eye—

and ava Btacey a black eye——
Coogh l’§ '

“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Maule-
wverer.. “You pernicious porpolse |

What on esrth have you been dein'i

That was Stacey—"

“Rot 1"

“Honest Injun. old fat man!" said
Mauly.

Bumter blinked at him. “Honest
Injun * from Mauly meant that it
was 80. And the howls of merriment
from every fellow im the school shop
had an enlightening effeck on Billy
Bunter. It began to dawn upon his fat
brain thet there was s mistake some-
whera,

“Oh crikey!” gssped
~v=if that was Stacey—

"It was, ass|?

“Then—then whose o have I
blacked 1" gasped Buntie

There was a  yell of merriment.
- That question did not really need an
answer. There waa cmli one fellow at
Greylriara who could have been mis-
taken for Stacey |

“0Oh erumbs!® osmed  PBunter.
“I—¥ say, you .fellows, d-d-do you
think I—I've given Wharton a black
eyel”

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the juniors.

Thera was a rush from the tuck-

"Bunter. g

shop. Every fellow wanted to ses
Wharton—especially his eyel! Billy
Bunter hlin after them as they

went in horror and dismay.
“Oh lar'!™ said Bunter,
That wae all he could say.
TEx Maiarer LirRikx,—No. 1,430,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Wants to Know |

HE Remove roared over ik
All Greyfriara Hchool
chuckled over it
Skinner declared that it was
tha jest of the term: and most
fellowa agreed with Skinner- that it
WES 50.

When the next day Harry Wharton
was seen with & black eve, that black
eye _Ity_u tha cynosure of all other
ayes | i

Even the Co could riot help smiling.

The thing was so absurd, so ridicu-
lous, that it ‘struck everybody as
excessively comic—except, naturelly,
Wharton himself, :

The possessor of the black eye did
not sea the joke |

But Wharton was sbout the only
fellow at Greyiriars who didn't)

Hiz resemblance to his “double™
had caused all sorts of mistakes smce
Stacey had come to Greyfriars that
terin:, On the first night of the term
Coker of the Fifth had mistaken the
En_aw boy for Wharton, and whopped

11T, .

On another occasion Pon & Co., of
Higholiffe, had made the same mistako
nnd regged him. Buch mistakes had
caused " merriment—but this was the
limik |

More serious mistakes had been
made, too—as when Stacey had been
spotted. out of bounds and had con-
trived to prove an “alibi,” with the
inevitable result that it was believed
that i+ wax Wharton who was
black sheep in the Remove flock.

All through that <troubled term
Harry Wharton had been in the wars,
in one way or another, owing to that
unfortunate resemblance between him
snd his relative. .

But this put the lid onl )

Why Billy Bunter had slanged him,
called him a long list of faney names,
and wmccused him  of  * greasing,”
Wharton did not know—or carel
But a fellow had to care when he waa
landed with & black eyel

The wretched Owl was sorry encugh
for the misiake—when he loarned that
he had made it! But that d4did not
oura the eyel

ashing Bunter would not have
cured it, either; . and Wharton
refrained from edgwmg the fat Owl
what he deserved, in view of the mis-

take | Bunter, indeed, had reason to
be glad that he had blacked the wrong
fellow's eye! Btacey, it was certein,
would not have let ham off lightly.

Btacey found the incident extremely
smusing. But he was not alone in

that—every other fellow found it
amusing.
Greyfriare  fellows were not sup-

¥ﬁmd to_be adorned with black eyes,
n the. Form-room, in MOrning,
Wharton was called to account by Lﬂ
Quelch, :
“You hava been fighting,
Wharton I said the Remove-master,
with a grim look at the junior, who,
last term, had been his trusted head

boy.
ﬁis lock and tone implied thst W

nothing from Wharton surprised him
this term. He was down on the sup-
sed black esheep with & heavy
own,
"No, sir,” answered Harry gquietly.
“¥Your eye is discoloured, Whar-
ton I” snapped Mr. Quelch,
“Yes, pr!l”

ﬁl; tell!L me that you have not
1
o, sirl

"

*Then what has cawsed ihis dis-
graceful disfigurement, Wharton?*

" An accident, sir.”

Mr. Quéleh’s lip ourled.

“¥ou will- explain the nature of tha
accident, Wharton, which has caused
;li:;u to look & disgrace to the Form [”

said acidly.

“A fellow knocked me in the eya by
mietake, sir™

Mr. Quelch glanced over the Form.

o Remove sat silent; but there wero
half-supprossed gring on most  faces.
Only Bunter dig not grin. He was
afraid of being apotted as the suthor
of that black eye.

The Remove master pursed his lips.
In- the case of almost any , other
fellow ha would hava let tha matter
dgp at that point. But his feelings
'tjnwnrdu Wharton were very scid theze

ays.

I fail to understand you, Whar-
ton!” he rapped. “I - hope that you
are telling me the truth.”

“Y¥ou know I am, sirl"” answered
Wharton coolly. :

Thet answer brought anxzious looks
ta ]&ha é&cﬁh of his rig&edmﬂ*

r. elch’a éyes glittere

“Na impartinaiﬂa, lil:'m"«i"hu.:rt'l:m !  Last
term I should have taken your word
without squestion; this. term I am

sorry to say thet I can do nothing of
the iin}:.} ff you have nobt -been fHght-
ing——

I have said that I have not!”
answered  Wharton sullenly. *A
fellow knocked me in the eye by mis-
take 1"

“Hig name?”

Wharton did npot answer. Thunder

athered in Mr. Quelch’s brow. Peter

odd gave Bunter a nudge.

“ Wharton,” thundered Mr. Quelch,
"“unless yeou _fiw me the boy’s name
immediately, 1 shall conclude that you
have besn fighting, and that you have
answered me ‘mnrutilfu!fir.’!

rton said no wor '

“If you please-sir!® Tom Brown,
the new captain of the Bemove, spoke
up. “A lot of up sew it happen, and
it's just as Wharton lazf.’ '

“You need not spes
Yery well, sir

* Wharton—-"

“Yow-ow-ow | roared Billy Bunter,
suddenly interrupting his Form-master.
Toddy, having nudged him in vain, as
a hint that it was time to apeak, pro-
ceeded to pinch him. It was a rather
gsavere pinch, and, though Bunter did
not speak, he roared.
h_Qu&lch‘a gimlot-eyve gleamed round at

im.

“"Bunter | How dare vou! What—"

“Ow! Leava off pinching me, you
B hat 1 ensaed . Quolch

e at aspe T.

“ Ha, has, 'fm L

“Bilence | Banter——"

“Ow ] I—I mean—it—it wasn't mel”
howled Bunter. *“I didn’, sir—1
mean I wasn’t—that is,.I never——"

“"What do vou mean, Bunteri"
shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“Owl Nothing, sir! Wow! If you
pinch me agsin, Toddy, ':mu' heast—
wow! I mean, it was quite an acci-
dent, =sirl
harton’s

Brown |""

Il)

I never meant to black

Mr. Quelch jumped in his astonigh-
ment. ; . -

“What! Tt was vou, Buater "' he
exclaimed. It was vou gave Wharton

that_discoloured eye, Bunter I

. “Ohl No! Y mean yes, sir! That
is, certainly not!” ghsped Bunter, “I
mesn I took him for asnother chsp,
girl It was all & a! I mean to
say, I—I never did it at all! Nover
touched him . Did I, Harry, old chapl™



meant to black Wharton’s eye——*'
coloured eye  **

-lﬂ

“Ha, ha, ha iﬂHEﬂ the Remove,

* Bunter,” Mr. Quelch, “am
I to understand that you atruck
Wharton——"

“Oh! No, sir]l I-—I unched

himp——" stammeraod Bunter, " I—I—och
lor't It—it was all & mistake—— ©Oh
dear "

Mr. Queleh pglanced at Stacey! Ho
understood,

“You utterly absurd boy, DBunterl
You struck one boy in mistake for
another—"" _

“You see, sir, they're so much alike,”
groaned DBunter, “and the =illy ass
was in the other beast's study, and how

was & fellow to know——"'

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And it was all- Wharton’s fault
roally, sir—he might have known that
1 muin him for Stacey when I called
him a and a sneak and s worm

and a toad,” gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“ Bilence 1" thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, gir!l I say, sir—"

Quelch glared at Bunter. Then he
stared at Wharton's black eye! Then
to Billy Bunter's infinite relief, his
grim, stern face relaxed. .

The Remove master did not smile!
But the relaxstion of his stern visage
almost smounted to a smile.

Even Henry Ssmuel Quelch seemsd
to see a comio side in Bunter’s extra-
ordinary mistake, and in_ one fellow
getting a decorated eye that was in-
tended for anocther fellow.

“Very welll” he said at last. *'As
the matter appesrs to have been acei-
dental, Wharton, I shall say ho more
about it,' ]

“Thank you, sirl"
sarcastioally. : )

“But you will realise,

said Wharton

Wharton,
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“* What | ** gasped Mr. Quelch, In astonishment.
“ Oh, n-no | ** stammered Bunter, **1 mean, yes

ha, ha I ** yelled the Remove.

that with your eye in that shocking
state, you cannot be allowed to go out
of gates! You 'will remain within
gatea until your eye presents a normal
appearance.”’

harton made no reply to that. It
was rather hard to be “gated '’ because
an obtuse fathend had bunged him im
the eye in mistake for ancother fallow,
But he certainly did not want to take
that eye out of gates for the entertain-
ment of the general population, . It
was causing quite enough smusement
within gates!

The matter was dropped, much to
Bunter’s relief. But when the Remove
went oubt 1n break, i1t seemed to
Wharten that all the achool came slong
to look at his black eye. He was
almost glad te get back into the Form-
room egain for third school.

A —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business!

TACEY smiled.

Harry Wharton frowned,
Another day had passed, and
the decorative eye was as  con-
gpicuous 83 ever—indeed rather more
g0 as it was changing colour a little,
and the hlack was shot with shades of
green and purple. ’
No fellow liked to look like & bat-
tered prizefighter. And & bruised eye
was inful and wuncomfortable, too.
As a jest, the affair had died a natural
death by that time; the fellows were
used to Wharton’s black eye, Stacey,
however, smiled gs he glanced at 1t,
perhapa becsuse he knew that a smila

would have an irritating effect. -
-Hé was in his study whem Wharton

« Yow<ow-ow | ** toared Bllly Bunter, as Todd procesded to pinch his fat leg. It was quite an aceldent, sir | I never

“ You gave Wharton that dis-

I mean to say, I—I pever did it at ail |**" ** Ha,

loocked in after'olass. Wharton frowned
and eompressed his lips, but otherwise
took no notice of the smile. . He had
not come to Study No. 3 to row with
Stacey.

But never had he distiked the fellow
roote.
da

After the ¢ when Stacey had
E::.iy%é fg:r f-hﬂb uglt- Eleven, 'lni glori-
is Form by playing & great game
with tha big men of the ‘Fifthgamrd
Bixth, Wharton had felt his hostility
relax, and had even wondered whether
it would be possible to make frienda
with Btacey—as his umcle keenly de-
aired him to do. :

He had made it & point to be eivil
to the follow, and Bt . on his side,
had been civil also, and for & few days
it had lasted.

But 1t waa scarcely possible to aveid
bitterness. Wharton was in disgraoe in
his Form because ho was supposed fo
have done things that his deuble had
done—and it was clear that Stacey had
not the slightest intention of making
sny move to set that matter right. :

H;:m came the affnir of the black
aye

Certainly, Sta was not responsible
for Bunter's idigtic blundering, *Dut it
widas his action that had caused the fas
and fatuous Owl to go on the war-
yath, And "there was Smithy, tool
mithy had & “book ¥ to write, and he
ha;i_.hnf! n‘l t'lirhnp;iilng. ‘thﬁfl!:“ﬁm :i'lma
not particularly pally wi e Bounder
but he felt that Eo had .h_td-l‘zirc_i-
measure. He had no doubt, in fack,
that Btacey had jun:ﬁ?d. at the chanca
of paying off an | score’ ageingt
Smithy, taking sdvantage of Lis posi-
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tien ms head boy to do so. How could
one I::: friendly with such a fellow?

“Want anything 2" asked Etac;a wl‘t-h
A yAawWIL ¢ smiled agein, " You'ro
not safe in this study, i Bunter goes
on the war-path agam, Rather lucky
that vou dropped in the other day,
wasn't it ¥

“ Luycky 1 repeated Wharten. %

“Well, T might have had that eyel
said Stacey, ﬁnughingu “I'd rather
vou had it!. By ;tht wWay, 11.r’h3.t did
vou come in that time for! I've won-
dered.”” \

“Tor the same reazon that I've come
now 1* answered Har eurtly. "I
came to tell you something in a letter
I haed from my uncle on Monday."

“ Anything concerning mei” _

“Waturally, or I shouldn't come fo

I you.™ :
" %hen,l think you needn’t have left
it till Wednesday to tell me.”

“] pcams here on Monday afterncon,
and then that fool Bunter—~

“ And you've been feeling sore ever
sines 7'’ grinned Stacey, “ IHardly my

fault that you bagged that eye, was

it i :

“We needn’t go into that!” said
Wharton dryly. I sghouldn't have
come here now, if I could have helped
it

“T know that!” answered BStacey

olly, *“But if you've got any mes-
?ign-ﬁ? for me from the old bean, cough
it up, and vou can clesr as soon as
vou like.”

“ From whom?” _ A

“The old bean!” said Stacey. Th’a}
jolly old fosstl, if you like that better,

Wharton hreathed hard. Stacey's
manner of referring to Colonel Wharlon
was carelessly disrespectful, It was the
old Colonel who had taken him off the
hands of his shiftless, impecunious
father and sent him to Greyiriars. But

ratitude did not scem to be strongly
ﬁem]apeﬂ in Ralph Btacey, He locked
on the old Colonel as a stuffy old fossil,
and did mnot think of concealing his
opinion from the Colonel's nephew.

“ WMy uncle's coming to Greyfriars!
said Harry abruptly.

fiWhat a bore!” sighed Stacey.

“¥ou needn't see him unless you
choose " eaid Harry sarcastically.
“ He seems to think that you'd like to
gpe him, but there’s nothing to prevent
you from, telling him the truth, if you
Iike.” :

Stacey laughed.

“ Likely—when he's p&:ggg my fees
here, and I've nowhers but Wharton
Lodge to for the helidays!’" he
said. “If he's coming, I've got to ses
hiui.”I suppese.  He told you to tell
e .

¥ Y’E.‘E-.ﬂ . .

“#Wall, when is the calamity happen-
ing?"* yawned Btacey. “It's.one of the
things a fellow. has to stand. I shall
have to give him some soft sawder in

return for what he does for me; he
expects that, and I suppose he 1’1*53 &
right to it. When 18 he comng?
“This afterncon, as it's a half
helidsy.” :
Stacey started.

“*Thiz afternoon! Look here, why
the dickens couldn't you me
before ' ha exclaimed irritably, “I've
got something on this afternoon.”™

“ If it’s cricket, my uncle will be glad
enough to see you at it—he’s jolly
keen on i ’_'

“It’s not cricket|” snapped Stacey.
“7 was going outl”

Wharton's lip curled with contempt.

“The Three Fishers, or the cEs
Kers 1" he anugfnd. “Or banker with
Pon & Co., of Higheliffe
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“No bizney of yours.™

“¥ou muast he a mad foal, Stacew, to
run these risks. You can't always get
by with landing it on me. Loder of the
Sixth found you out, though he's got his
own reasons for keeping his mouth shut.
But——"

“Have you come here to give me a
sermon ¥

Wharton compressed his lips. )

"No! I suppose you can’t help being
a rotter,” he sard, “DBut you'd belter
cnt it out for this afterncon. My uncle
will expect to zee you when he comes.
Bt please voursclf, of course.™

“You ought to have told me before,”
said Btacey savagely. “How can
wus_}l out an engagement at 2 minute's
notice I

“Ask Quelch to lend you his tele-
phone ' said  Wharton, with  eool
seorn, “Hae trusts you as his trusty head
boy., You can phono your sporting
friends at the Cross Keys.”

SBtacey stared at him angrily for a
maoment; then he burst into a laugh.

“By gum, that’s a tip!” he said.
“ Thanks I*

Wharton stepped back to the door.
He had spoken in scornful sarcasm, cer-
t-a;n]:.r}nat. intending to give Stacey a
it i rj

“That's all!™ he snapped. My
uncle’s coming by the half-past three
train at Courtheld, Please yourself
what you do.”

“I intend to ™ said Stacey coolly.

Wharton left the study. He wondered
how 1t conld ever have crossed his mind
for & moment to make friends with such
a fellow., }e went up the Remove pags-
age to look in at Bob Cherry’s study,
No. 13

The door of Studs No. 4 was open ss
he passed, and the sound of volces came
from within., An argument scemed to
ba proceeding between Bmithy and has
chum, Tom Redwing.

" VYou ailly ass!” exclaimed Redwing.
“I tell your—"

“Chuck it, old bean!” drawled the
Bounder. “I'm goin®

“You've gob your book to write for
Quelch [ ]

"%ggich can wait |?
“Look here, Smithy, let's go on the
river—

“Rats |"

“1f you can't be decent—"

“A fellow must have a free kick every
now and then, old bean |

“Look here——*"

Harry Wharton put his head in at the
study doorway. What he had heard wes
& i};irIy clear indicstion that tha
Bounder was going on one of his shady
excursions that afterncon. Redwing
was afguing with him—as vanal, in vain.

“PBetter not tell all Greyiriars, you
fellows,™ said Harry. “ If a prefect came
up and heard all that, he mght want to
know more.”

The Bounder laughed.

“Ouite 1”  he a!;rﬂ.ed. “8hut up,
Reddy! I haven’t a double in the
Rermove to land 1t on, 1f I get spotied.”

Wharton went on up the passage. But
he pauvsed ; and as the Bounder came out
of Htudy No. 4. he turned back to speak
to him, ] . : .

“Hold on a minate, 3mithy,” he said,
in a low voice. “Look here, old chap.
I suppose it's no use my talking to you,
when Bedwing can’t make you see sense,
but—" i :

“But you'ra %:::! to do it all the
same " grinned Smithy. ;

“Well, yes! I hats to see you playing
o rﬂtt:a]? g‘m;a, and running such risks,

1

Wharton umpged. -

“Like your jolly old relation Stacey!”

“Yeos,” guici ]):;'.aﬂr “What's the
good, Smithy? You've kept preity

atraight all this term. What's the good
of breaking out now "

The Bounder gave him a enrious loak,

“That's jolly good sdvice, from n
fellow that Quelch believes ought to be
sacked I he remarked.

“MNever mind what Quelch believes!
You krnow the facts, if Quelch docsn't,
or doesn't choose to,"

“I°ll tell you something that I haven't
told old Heddy!” said Vernon-Smuil
guietly, " I'm geing into some shady
company this afterncon, but it's not be-
cause I want to play the E;Jcra.t.”

“Then why on earth—

The Bounder’s face hardened, and a
glitter came into his eyes, i

“I'm going to get some information.”
he said. “I know as well ag you do
what sort of a blighter Quelch’s precious
head bov 15. Most of the fellows scem
te think he cen do no wrong, becnuso

‘he’s played for the First Eleven. You've

in disgrace with the beaks, and I jelly
well know who cught to be. Queleh is
going to know, too.”

Wharton gave a stark,

“Bmithy! I—I suppoze you can fini
out about Stacey, eazily emough, as you

I:'I}m\r that gang of rottera at the Three
Fishers. ut-=but, Bmithy, old man,
rou eant

g;jve a follow away.”
“IDMdn’t he give me away " said the
Bounder, between his teath.

“Wall, yes; but—"

" Bauca for the goose 18 sauce for {he
gander |” said Vernon-S8mith; and le
walked away to the stairs, whistling.

Wharton stood looking after him. e
knew the Bounder’s system of ethics.
Smithy would play fair if the other
fellow played faie, If the other fellow
played foul, he would play foul. That
system wae not good enough for Harry

hatton; but it was good encugh for
Zmithy, and it was not much use argu-
g with him. It had been s bad day
for Ralph Btacey when he made on
enemy of the Bounder of Greviriars.

[,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Called Away!

i ELEGRAM for somehody " said
I Baob ffnerxg,

Harry Wharton & Co. wera

at the nets when Trotter, the

House page, came along with a buff
envelope 1n his hand.

In that bright summer weether, maost
of the fellows were merry and bngilgt;
but Harry Wharton was not feeling
happy that afternoon.

n the first place ha had a black eys
for his uncle to see when he came, and
that was far from agreeable. In the
second place, the interview with his
uncle was likely to be & very disagree-
able one.

Colone]l Wharton had not stated why
he was coming: but Wharton had littla
doubt on the subject. His half-term’s
report could not have been of a compli-
mentary nature.

Cenerally Wharton's scheol reports
were good; he was no slacker in class,
any more than at games,

But that term he had not done well.
Tha sense of injustice, end undeserved
distrust and censure, had & tather
netural result. In the Form-rcom he
had thought more of _shﬂwm%_tluelc]l
that he didn’t care a straw for him, snd
hiz opinion, than of obsorbing instruc-
tion,

Weither was that all. Quelch, in the
firm belief that he was Eﬁiﬂtﬁ to the bad,
could hardly have kept that belief o
scoret from i;is uncle and guardian.

Wharton had a “pi-jaw ” to expect.

No schoolboy was ever known to liko
& pi-jaw! Dut in this case it 'was par-
ticularly discomforting — for Harry



EVERY SATURDAY I

%‘,’]mrmu could only defend himself by accusing Ralph
tacoy,

Aceusing Stacey of being the “black sheep™ waz not
agreeable in itselt, and was, morcover, uaeless,

One of the “doubles ¥ of the Hemove was a rank rotter,
that was fairly elear to evervbody., DBut Quelch was satisfied
that it was not Stacey, 1 :

Was Colonel Wharton likely to belicve otherwise than as
Quelch believed? What was the use -of accusing Stacey,
without an atorn of evidence? Which of the doubles it was
who had been seen out of bounds, and in disreputable
company, was a matter of opinion. As the fellow had not
been caught, there was no proof. Until he was caught,
there could not be proaof.

Wharton's own friends believed in him.  But they were
outnumbered by the fellows who took Stacey’s side. Q;I.J:Elcll's
opinion &s Form-master carried great weight; and he had
made his opinion pla:n enough by turning Wharton out of
the position of head boy and putting Stacey in,

What was Colonel Wharton going to think? ’

Harry looked forward to the coming visit with deep
uneasiness and repugnance.

He would have done almost anything to escape it. It was
useless—it was going to be unpleasant—it might cause a
breach between him and the wnecle who had been like a
father to him and for whom he had s deep respect and
affection. As Trotler came down to the field with the
telegram in his hand, and Wharton glanced at him, he
hoped that it was a wire from his unele to say that the visit
was cancelled. It would have been an immense relief,

“Master Wharton ! called out Trotter,

“It's for you, Harry,” said Nugent. :

Wharton nodded, and ran towards the page, lus [ace
hrigju,ar; | If only it meant that his uncle was not, after all,
soming !

Tmﬁ:‘:r handed him the envelope. It had already been
slit open.

“AMr. Queleh openad it, sir!” said Trotter. “Then he
says, says he, take it to Master Wharton, he says.”

“'hat's all right, thanks ! said Harry. .

But he set his lips bitterly. Quelch, naturally, exercised
supervision over the correspondence of his Form. Dut he
mrrht, at least, have let a fellow open his own telegram,
Wharton considered. He wondered savagely whether ﬂileich
suspected him of getting wires from bookmakers !

“And Mr. Queleh savs vou "ave leave to go, sir!” added
Tratter. “He tells me to tell you so, sic™

Wharton nodded, and Trotter went back to the House.
He unfolded the telegram and read it. It was not what he
had hoped to sce, however. It did not cancel the colonel’s
vigit,

It was marked as handed in at Wapsheot, which was
several miles from the school. It ran:

“Delays here. May not be able to reach Greyfreiars.
Come over as soon as you can. Wapshot Hotel.

O Tamrs Woanron"

Wharton's face clouded :

Atiached as he was to his uncle, and ﬁlad as he always
was to sce him, he would have been glad to wash out the
visii that day.

Instcad of improving matters, however, that telegram
made them rather worse. If he had to ses his uncle,
Wharton would rather have seen him in the school than
have displayed his black eye in public &t an hotel.

However, it could not be helped,

He was “gated ™ so long as that black eye lasted, but
Ctuelch had let hum off, so that he could go to Wapshot to
see his uncle,

He looked up at the clock tower. It was three o'clock.
%_I.E nluuld get over to Wapshot mm half an hour on his

1eyele,

“What's the jolly old news?™ asked Bahb,

Wharton handed him _the telegram,

E;;J'ﬁ'"uﬁu't he coming down by train to Courtlield? asked

*“Bo he told me in his letter, but that was some days ago.
1 suppose he has come in the car, as he's at Wapshot,” said
Harry. " He has some old Army friends in the camp there—
way be secing them at the same time.” e passed his hand
over his diseoloured eyve. “Bother that fool Bunter!”

“Better get off 1 said Nugent., “ Iz Stacey going, too?”

“Stacey ! Wharton knitted his brows. “Yes, [ suppose
0. He said in his letter that he wanted to see both of us
I suppose he must mean Stacey to go with me. I'd better
tell E]I'H:r”

Leaving his friends at the ericket, Wharton went to the
House. He looked for Stacey and found him in the Rag.

Stacey .was standing at the open window, looking out into
the juadranglﬂ. when Wharton came in, the telegram in his
hand. Ile glanced round at his relative and rivael with a
peculiar glimmer in his eyes,

::T"E"!IEE’ rom Colonel Wharton 7" he asked.

Yes.
{Continged on next puge.)
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“Not coming?” asked Stacey.

“ Better réead i6™

Btacey read 1% _

“What the thump is he delayed at
Wapshot for1” ke asked. "“He can't
be there for the races, I suppose.”

“Bon't be a silly ass | snapped Whar-
ton. “I doo't suppose he even knows
the races are on at Wapshot. He has
friends in the camp there.,” =
. "@h, yes, I remember-—old militar

hnnies he knew in the War,” yawn
ana . “"Must have come down by
Car, tignlh 1 supposa 1'd better stick in

tes, in case he comes on to the school.

e deesnt say dafnmely.”™

doesn’ definitely.”
“Aren't you coming to Wapshot "

*“Anxious for my company!” sneered
Stacey.

“"MNot in the least; but he must mean
you to come, as well as me.” i

Htacey locked at the telegram again.

“"He doesn’t mention me,” he smid.

“But he must mean——"

“1 don't see that. If he wanted me
he would say so, I suppose. If he
doesn’t want me I'm not going to barge

in.
“Well, I told you what he ssid in
his letter. He was coming down fo see
both of us.” : i
“May have forgotten me since then,”

ELEE Stacey. “Anyhow, I'm not
gui.gg to £ over fo Wapshot to be
asked what dooea I came for when

I get there. Rubbish | If he wanted me
he would mention me I”

“You're not coming !

i Nﬂ'."

“ Pleasa yourself.”

Wharton left the Rag at once. Ha

was no ‘means displeaged to lose
a8 s company. It was for Stacey to
decida whet he came or mot; and.

Wharton certainly was relieved that he
had decided mat. ) )
‘ He went down to the bike-shed for his
machine. From the window of the Rag
Stacey watched him leave the House
and kept his eyes on him till he was
- out of sight. :

There was a bitter, ironical grin cn
ftacey’s handsome faee—much lessz like
Wharten's when it had such an expres-
slon on 1k

Evidently Stacey derived some mock-
g amusement from Wharton's inu'rnﬂy
to Wapshot—though why, it would have
puzﬂg? anyone to say. .lﬂj.ny-:um$ that
18, who did not know that Stacey's dis-
reptutable - 'aegunintanca; Mr. Boapy
Sanders, had dispatched a telegram for
him that -afternoon from apshot,
signing ' the. sama with the name of
Jamas Wharton | '

But +Etnm1 was the enly fellow at
Greyfriars who knew that, and he wgs
not likely to mention it.

THE EICHTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise !
OLONEL WHART O N shook
. hands with Mr. Quelch, who,
. whiles f the old

' military genileman with pclite-
ness and respect, wondered.

Hardly an hour after the telegram
from Wapshot, the colonel arrived in &
taxi from Courtfield. Which was sur-
pricing in a steady and methodical
gentleman like James Wharton, not at
all given to chop mi and chan ET:

Trotter show im ™ to &ua h's
study. Therée wasz a somewhsat -grim
expresgion on the bronzed old face.
This visit was no pleasure to Colonel
Wharton. Bad reports of his nephew
durinf thae term had  disturbed and
teoubled him greatly, and he had been
only & little solacad by equa.i]i good
Migwer LisrarY.—No. 1,430,
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reports that had reached him regard-
mgzﬂtace . -

e sat down, and Mr. guelch litely
put his own affairs aside. ut the
colonel was not there to cecupy a busy
man’'s time, The interview was agree-
able to neither, and there was little to
add to what Mr. Quelch had already
told the colonel by letter.

“I had better see my mnephew at
once,” said Colonel Wharton, “1 cannot
understand the change that seems to
have taken place in him this term. A
talk with him—" i

Mr. Quelch wondered still more.

“Will vyou wait for him?” he asked.

“Wait for him " repeated the colonel.
" Burely, he has not gone out, when he
has had several days'
commg [” .

“ But.your telegram, sir—"

“My what

“Your telegram—="

“I do mnot understand you,
Quelsh. I have sent no telegram.”

Mr. Queleh almost jumped.

“You did not send s telegram from
Wapshot 1" he exclaimed.

T Good i&ﬂ 1 T have not been at Wap-
shot. I have not seen the plece for
months! ~ What do you mean, Mr,
Cuelch I

“Tpon my word 1" said the Remova
master, *This ia extraordinary ! ‘Whar-
ton has, I belisve, ponea to Wapshot.

Mr.

At sll events, I gave him leave to do

80 in answer to your telegram——="
“I sent nao telegram 1" _
“It was sig with your name, sir,”

aaid Mr. Quelch tartly. *“I cpened it

Eermmn]ly.. In the circumstances I
ave explained to you I comsider it

necessary to keep some observation—-"

“Quita so. But I repeat that I have
not at Wapshot, and that 1 have
sent no telegram!” said the colonel
grufly. “If snyone has sent a tele-
gram in my name it's an impudent im-
posture.’ .

“Y fail to understand it at all,” said
Mr. Quelch. “I will inguire whether
your nephew has gone.”

Heo rang for Trofter. The page was
sent to ascertain whether Wharton snd
Btacey were still in the school,

Colonel Wharton tugged at his
grizzled moustache. He was astonished,
and intensely irrita};ed.

“Can I see the telegram " he rapped.

“It 18 in Wharton's hands. I sent it
to him. Naturally, I had not the
remoteat suspicion that it did not come
from you, as it was addressed to your
nephew and signed with your name.”

. “Tt is some ridiculous hoax " growled

the colonel. "Some trick—some prae-

tical joke! I came down by train, as

I told Harry in my letter that I should

do. If the boys have gone over to Wap-

shop I cannot see them. I must go by
the five-thirty.®

Mr. Quelch set his Jips. Who had
dispatched that telegram? Homeona
at W t—a distant place. And
why! The Remove master thought that
he zaw light.

“¥olir nephew, of course, knew of

our intended visit to-day, Colonel

arton T g

“T wrote to him several days ago on
the subject, Mr. Quelch.”

“Have you any reason to suppose that
he desired to avoid the interview 12

The colonel pursed his lipa.

“Probably he did not lock forward
to it,” he grunted. *“He must have
konown that I was coming in reference
iﬂq the bad reports you have made of

lm." L =

“Quite s0 ! And he is not here to see
you I’ ‘eaid Mr. Quelch gume..‘ i

“That is hardly his fault, eir, if he
has been hoasxed by some rascally
practical joker with a false telegram.™

notice of my

"“That telegram, sir, arrived so very
conventently to save ‘Wharton from a
disagreeable interview— from being
called to account, in fact, by his
guardian—>"
Efngtnneii Wﬁrj:nn started, that Hs
ou ¢fo not imagine, sir, tha rry
himself sent the ielegram!” he ex-
claimed. )
“Himself, no; but he could certainly
have contrived it easily enough,” =aid
Mr. Quelch. "There iaa been ample
time since class for a bciy to cycle aver
to Wapshot—moreover, I have only too
believe that your
uta.hjiu aoquaint-

much reason to
nephew, sir, has disre
ances outsida the schoo
.;:Gmd gad !” said the colonel.
Wapshot is out of bounds, exce
special leave,” added Mr. Quelch.
“Races are held there, and when the
races are on, the neighbourhood swarins
with the dregs of humamity. In the
belief that you were waiting there for
the , I gave him leave to go.” Mr.
?Iuelcl_l bit his lip hard. "I only hope
that it may nﬁ% prove that he has
tricked me into giving him leave to
visit the races,”
“{zood gad|™ repeated the colonel.
He sat silent, his brow wrinkled and
erih :iwm had _smtf thati telagrn.mﬁ
¢ had-any motive for playing suc
& trick—except Wharton _F_bhimf, to
escape seeing the pguardian who had
ﬂpmaftu inquire into his conduct that

rm
“II he has gone out of the school
specially to avoid me——=" breathed the
colonel

There was a tap st the door, and
Trotter locked in.
- " Master Wharton has gone out on his
bicyele, sir,” said Trotter. " But Master
Stacey is in the House,”
“Tell him to come herel” said K.

Quelch.

“"Yessir I

“Then Stacey did not ge with
Harry I said the colonel. "It would

have been natural for both of them to
go, if the telegram was believed to be
gendine, [

“Quita so 1" said Mr. Quelch dryly.

8 re !;Em dnt;.iap n::i_thq door,
acey entere e stuay.

Colonel Wharton rcge and shook
hands with him.

“I am Elad to sed you, Ralph!™ ke
eaid. “I have heard very good reports
of you from your Form-master.”

“Mr. Quelch is very kind, sir 1 said
Stacey meekly.

“IDid Wharton show you a telegram,
Btacey 1” asked Mr. Quﬁch. with & very
genial glance at his head boy.

“Yes, sir!” said St . "He au&-
ﬁ'szl;e_ d that I should go to Wapshet wi

im

“But you did net go?" asked the
colonal.

“No, sir, as I was not mentioned in
the wire. 1 thought, from the way it
was worded that only Harry waa
wanted,”

Mr. Quelch gave an audible grunt.

“1 have no doubt that the telegram
was intended to give Btecey that im-
pression, lonel Wharton,” he said,
“I remember that there was no sllu=ion
to him i 1"

“Ralph,” maid the colonel abruptly,
“had you any idea that that telegram
D s et Myl

i ralse 18 ayabDrows,

«“ A hoax, sirl on't understand {*

] never sent it " rnqu:e& the colonal.

“Y have not been at Wapshot! It has
been sent in my name by some unknown
person. You had no idea of this1*
_ “"None, sirl I thought it was odd
that I was not mentioned, as I supposed
vou would like to see mo, I never
thought——" :

“Naturally, you would not 1* assented



hd ]

deny knowledge of this telegram——

the hands of the police for inguiry,*’ resumed the Form-master.

“Mr. Quelch, I will take
Ralph, come

the colonel.
up no more of your time,
with me 1"

Mr. Quelch was not sorry to get back
to his own ecccupstions. But he sat for
some minufes with &8 knitted, thoughtiul
brow before he took up hiz pen again.

Who had sent that false telegram?
Who could have caused it to ‘he sent
but the junior who had done wrong,
who was in danger of expulsion, who
dreaded the interview with a justly
incensed guardian? Very little doubt
ramained in Mr. Qualch’s mind on the
matter.

Porhaps thero was lttle doubt in
Colonel Wharton's as he went out of
the study with Stacey.

Certainly he was deeply perturbed
and irritated. He had made a long
journey epecially to see his nephew—
and his nephew was dbsent, and he
eould not see him. .

Hea walked in the guad with Btacer.

Stacey’s meanner wss _respectfully
attentive to his elderly relafive.

Certainly no one would have guessed
from his manner that he regarded that
?]de_til;: relative as & bore and an “old

ossil.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's Whar-
ton's jolly old nunks!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. , :

Four juniors, coming away from the
ﬂri:g];?;; igeld, ecapped the colonel az they

assed.

Colonel Wharton gave them a kind
nod. They were heading for the tuck-
ghop, for refreshing ginger-beer, after
a.]hqg'ging a ball about in the hot sun-
shine.

“Then he came, after allt” said

Frank Nugent, puzzled. “Harry must
have missed him at Wapsh

*“Looks like it!"

“That's jolly queer!” remarked
Johnny Bull. '

“The quesrfulness iz terriflo 1™

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Listen to me, Wharfon ! ' sald Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice. “ am giving you an opportuniy io confess. . If yon
** Then, in that case, It will be pm in
punishable offence to send a telegram In another’s

““Of course 1 do [ ** panted Wharion.,
“Itisa

name ! **

Colonel Wharton, apparently dismiss- -

ing Harry from his mind, talked to
Stacey about-his school life. He could
not suppres: a sigh over the contrast
between this boy and his nephew.

Wharton wunder suspicion and the
shadow of disgrace—Stacey well up in
class, great at games, high in his Form-
master’s opinion! And Btacey was
there, respectfully attentive; and Harry,
to all a pearance, had played a miser-
E!::le!tric to get away and avoid sceing

im

Tha colonel was -:Luite- unawara that
the young rascal by his side had a very
clear idea of his thoughts, Certainly it
never crossed his mind that Ralph
Stacey designed to cut his relative out
at home as he had out him out at school.
He had no suspicion of the rancorous
enmity of the rival and poor relation of
his nephew.

When the time came at last for the
colonel to go for his train, Harry had
not returned. Unwillingly and very
unamiably the colonel put off his de-
parture for a later train.

_But it booted not. At a quarter past
six Harry had not returned, and the
colonel had left himself barely time to
catch the six-thirty. He stepped into
his taxi with deep feelin

But, angry a3 he was,
kind good-bye to Ertur:aﬁa_

he schemer of the Remove watched
the taxi roll out of the gateway. There

was & oynical amile on his face, but a
lingering oloud or "vis brow.

tacey was hara and unscrupulous:
but he had s conseience, and it troubled
him a little. - But it did not trouble him
sufficiently to make him change his plans
or his intentions,

Wharton had ever thing}—ha “had
nothing ! It was worth while to stifle
his conscience a little, he told himself,

8
%E said a very

for the prospect of becoming heir of

Wharton Lodge—of changing - places

|

i

with his rivel, and leaving Wharton as
the © T rcfat.mn."" He shrugged his
shoulders and went into the House.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Who ?

i HARTON 1
w “ Adsum [
Prout, master of the
Fifth, was calling the roll
in_Hall

Mr. Quelch was present, and he
glanced at Wharton, as that gunior an-
swerad to hiz name. Wharton had re-
turned in time for calling-over—but
cnlfl just ! He had squee in. last in
Hall.

He looked tired and far from happy.
Ii had been a wnmmg afterncon to
him. He had arri at Wepshot and
called for his uncle at the hotel. Thera
he had found no expecting him,
and he could only conclude that he. was
to wait till his uncle came. He waite
not comfortably, as his black eye drew
many amused fnnm in his direction.

He #as utterly puzzled-and perplesed
by the fact that his uncle did not appear
at all. Appafently the colonel had
changed his plans without giving .his
nephew a hint. of it. Wharton waited
till - thers was only time to get b to
school for calling-over, and .then he
cyoled back to Greyfriats, puzzled ﬁﬂ
worried and irritated. Bo far he
not the faintest idea that his uncle had
been at Greyfriars that afternoon,

That, however, he learned from his
friends while Prout was calling the
niames, ; ;
_“You missed your uncle at Wap-
shat | Frank Nugent whispered. " How
on earth did it happen]” i

{Continged on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)

“How do you know?" asked Harry,
in surprise. “Yes, I miszed him—he
never came. UGoodness knows why 17

“He's been here——"

"HErE " exclaimed Wharton, almost

e .
. “FYE:, we saw him with Stacey——"

“Ha came to Groyiriars!” stuttered
Wharton. _

“Yes, he jolly well did I”

“ Blessed 1f I ean understand it, then!
I've becn waiting for him at WaEBhnt
all the afterncon. Sure he came?

“Wa saw him [ said Bob Cherry.

“Then it beats me hollow,”
Wharton blankly. 1

Wingate of the BSixth spoke to
Wharton as the fellows went out of Hall
after calling-over, .

 Oneleh’s study ! he said curtly.

“All right, Wingaie.”

Wharton went to his Form.master’s

snid

study. He wondered rather wearily
whether this summons meant more
irauble. Tired and worried, he was 1n

no mood for more injustice from Quelch.
And Quelch’s look as he came In told
that there was trouble looming ahead.

“Wharton,” said the Remove master
grimly, “give me the  telegram . you
received this afterncon.”

The junior fumbled in a pocket and
drew out & crumpled telegram. He laid
it.on the master’s table.

“ Now, Wharton, I recommend you to
make a full confession.”

“What is it mow, sir?” asked Harry,
with & bitter emphasis on the “ now.”

Mr. Quelch tapped the elegram with
his fore r.

“That igaa falze telegram, Wharton!
I fear that you know it ‘without my tell-
ing you.'

arton stared at him,

“] know nothing of the kiond,” he
retorted. ““And I don’t know what you
mean, sirl” That telagram came from
my unele.” =

%Gnlnnni Wharton has been here, and
he informed me that he has not been at
Wapshot at Bll, and certainly sent you

o telegram,”
7! Whngt-n:m could only stare. He felt as
if his head was turning round.

“Colonel . Whaiton,” resumed the
Remove master, * was very disappointed
and, I fear, angry at not scelng you.
He can scarcely ﬁe]mva_an thing but
that vou deliberately avoided the inter-
view, Wharton.”

“T had to go to Wapshot,” stammered
Wharton. “I can't understand it! Do
you mean that that telegram is a hoax

“It is a false telegram! If you have
anything to confess— S

What can I have to confess?” zaid
Harry, in sheer wonder. “If some
rotten practical joker has made a fool
of me it's not my fault, is it? You saw
the telegram befors I did, and you
believed it genuine.”

“T certainly did!” said Mr. Quelch,
“Wharton, I will speak plainly! If
you arranged with some friend or
acquaintance to send this telegram as

T're Maeyer Lipgay.—No. 1,430,
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a pretext for avoiding sceing your uncle
to-day—"

“What utter rot 1

" Wharton ¥ thundered Mr. Quelch.

“ You have no right to suppose such &
thing for one moment!” panted
Wharten, with flashing eyes. i

“Listen, to me, Wharton!” said the
Remove master in a grinding voice. “1
am giving you an opportunity to con-
fesz. But if you deny knowledge of this
telegram—--~

“OF course I do”

“In that case, it will be placed in the
hands of the police for inquiry. It is a
punishable offence to send a telegram
in another's name, a8 You must be
aware. Do you understand me boyt
Oneo the matter is out of my hands 1t
must take its course.” '

Wharton clenched his hands.

“Let it take its course! I'd be jolly
#lad to find out the cur whe sent that
wirn:zl and pulled my legl Of course I
would. "

Mr. Quelch regarded him dubiously.
If this angry indignation was assumed,
the hoy was a good actor. Was ik
possible, after all, that the affair was
simply a senseless practical joke and
that f’k’hartﬂn had no Imc;-i-elacfge of it?
M, Queleh’s prejudice against that
member of his Form was deep an
strong, but he desired to be just. ;

“Very well, Wharton,” he sald
guietly, “if you persist that you have
nothing to tell me——"

“Nothing 1" -

“Then I shall send this telegram fo
Inspector QGrimes at Courtfield,” said
Mr. Quelech., He watched the junior
closely as he spoke, but only anger and

indignation wersa to ba read in
Wharton's face.

“¥ou may go ¥ he added.

Wharton {E t the stizdy with crimson

checks and glinting eyes. His look drew
a good many eyez on him when he went
into the Rag., The Remove fellows
ware used to seeing Wharton in trouble
this term, and they could see that there
was mora trouble now,

“What, did Quelch want?" asked
Frank Nugent quietly, as Harry jJoined
the Co.

Wharton explained.

There was blank amazement in the
faces of his friends as he did so.

“Who on earth can have played such
a rotten trick ! asked Bob.

“Quelch thinks 1 did—to get out of
seeing my uncle [ said Harry bitterly.
“Qf course, I didn't want to see him, as
he came down to rew me—but the idea
of playing & rotten: trick. like that—"

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “Does your
um:lf: thin Eci; tcéu';:_qu i il

* I suppose he do elch would pu
it into his head1” said Wharten
savagely. “I'll write to him at once,
but He must have been fearful
annoyed mot finding me here, and—an
what does it Jook like? 1 don’t know
what he'll believe”

The Co. were silent.

“But who—" =zaid Bob at last.

Wharton opencd his lips, but eclosed
them again, The name of Stacey was
on his tongue; but he would not utter
it. Bomeone had played a rascal
trick, which, as he knew only too w
had made his uncle angry with him q:m:i
caused him to look like a cunning
trickster. What could it be bui_ his
enemy—the fellow who hardly made a
secret of the faet that he had set out to
oust him at Wharton Lodge?

But it wailuseless, as well as un-
justifisble, to utter a suspicion that had
no stom of proof. Wharton realised
too, that his dislike and suspicion of
Stacey might easily lead him_ nto
errors. Ha said nething. But Frank
guessed his thought. and said quietly:

‘fow minutes later Wharton looke

“RBtacey was in gates all the stter-
noon, Harry1 He's been nowhers noar
Wapshot—and the wire came from
there.”

" Somebo was put up to it.. of
coirse,” eaild Harry. “The fellow
wouldn't fool enough to send it
personally—he might bo 1dentified after-
wards. There's bound te ba an inquiry.
Stacey has frionds outside the school
who would do that for him, or any other
rotten thing, for a fip."

“You wmean fthat he fixed
yesterday——"

“Well, no; he never knew till to-day
that my uncle was cqming,” confessed
Wharton. "I was g‘ninf to tell him on
Monday, when that fool Bunter barged
in and made an ass of himself when I
was in Stacey’s study. So, as it
happens, I never told him till after
dinner to-day.”

“Then that cloars Stacey—we ell
know that he hasn's been oot of gates
thiz aftarncon,” said Frank. “ He's seen
nobody outside the school.”

Wharton nodded slowly. L

“T can’t imagine who else would play
tuch a rotien trick,” he said. "But I
don't want to do the fellow an in-
justice. Who the dickens can it have

m'ﬁl]?

But to that the Co. could make no
answer, It had to remain a mystery.

it up

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Knew !

EREERT VERNON - SMITH
H was smiling over his prep in
Study No. 4 that evening.
The Bounder of Greyfriars
geomed to be in high good humour.

Redwing noticed 1%, but made ne
remark on 1t. ]

He knew that Smithy had spent that
half-holiday out of school hounds,
gmong his shady ecquaintances outside
Greyfriars. )

It worried him, because all that term
the reckless Bounder had been keeping
straight, and Redwing had hoped that

the change in him would prove
ermanent. Now, it seemed, he had
roken out again. DBut 1% was not

Reddy's business to preach to his chum,
and he said nothing.

When prep was over he rose from the
study table. il ]1 -

“Caming down, Smithy " he asked.

“I've g‘gt my book for Quelch to do,
old man[” answered Vernon-Smith.
“The dear old bean wants it by Satur-
da&r, ou know.”

I'll staz here, then—
“Don’t1” said the Bounder. ~Trot
glong, old bean| Tell Wharton that I'd
like to speak to him, will you?”

R Right I.::l

Redwing left the study.

The Bounder did not seem to be
bothering about his “book * for Quelch
when his chum was gone. He walked
about the study with his hands in his

ockets and & sardonic grin on his Iace.

k d 4 doni ]5 his f
er. was waiting for Harry Wharton,
and he did not have to wait long. A

inta
S2tudy No. 4.

“Heddy says you want to speak to
me, Smithy 1”

“Yes; trot in, and shut the door.”

Wharton came in and closed the deor.
He was a little surprised and not wholly

leased. It was clear that the Bounder

ad something to aai'l which was not to
reach other ears. Wharton, black sheep
as he was supposed to be, was not keen
on hearing confidences from the scape-
grace of the Kemove,

““Well, what is it, Smithy " he asked,
rather restively.

“Byguat down.”



Wharton took a seat on the corner
of the study table, The Bounder stood
leaning on the mantelpicee, his hands
in his pockets, looking at him.

“I told you what I iad on this-aftes-
noon, Wharton I’ he began. “I've been
pretty busy, and I've had some Juck.”

Wharton frowned a little.

“Look here, 8mithy, I don’t want o
kinow about it 1" he said. “I dare say
you're justified in getting )

tacey—irom your own point of view,
at least. Butl—"

“Mind lettin’ & fellow speak ?” asked
Yernon-Smith sarcastically.

“Oh, get onl”

“I'va heard all about that telegram,™
satd the Bounder. “ It's been talked up
and down the Remove, as I dare say
vou know. Some of the fellows think
yvou fixed it up to get clear of vour

nunky.” .
“Queleh  thinks so, too!” said
harton, his lip curling. " Let them

think what they like.”

“I'va made two or three cails this
afternoon,” went on Smithy. * The first
was at that jolly old resort, the Three
Fishers. 1 was talking ta Banks there,
when he was called to the phone.”

“I'm really not interested, Smithy.”

“You will be!” sald the Bounder
coolly. "After Banks was through on
the phone he-spoke to 8 man named
Sanders—s& beery blighter who hangs

about the place—"
“I've heard of him | Hazel had some

trouble with him last term. But—"
Wharton looked more and more
restive,

“ You see, I was waiting for Banks te
finish a hundred uwp on the billiards
table,” s=aid Smithy coolly., “LDon't
make faces at me, old bean—I"m really
goin' to interest you. I caught a few
words between Banks and Sanders—
without, of course, tekin' any inmterest
at the time. But one of the words was
Wapshot.” :

“ What the dickens—"

" And Sanders cleared off at once on s

bike,"

Wharton stared at the Bounder,

“Are you talking riddles? he
asked.

“I'll elucidate the riddle for you!™
grinned Vernon-Smith. “I tock no

notice of the thing at the time, and
never ]%ﬂ.‘rﬂl it another thought—till after
I heard the fellows talking about that
?lymf telegram you got this afternoon.
Then I put two and two together,”
“I dan’t see—" _
“I'll put it in words of one syllabla
suitable to your intellect. Banks gets
s ﬂphun&ca!f. sends Banders hiking
off to Wapshot. You get s spoof tele-
gram from Wapshot ! gﬁe it now 7
Wharton iump&d’ off the table.
' Smithy 1
“Stacey, I hear, hasn't been oubt of
ates | sneered the Bounder. * Bui has
o been on the phone? What??

Wharton caught his bresth, Hae
remembered his own sarcastie sugges-
tion to Stacey in Study Ne. 3

“The cur!” he muttered. *“Oh, the
cur | I thought of him at once, but it
seamed that he couldn't have fixed it ("

“There’s no proof that he did!”

rinned the Bounder., *The dear boy
pesn't leave a trail behind him, But
Quelch was with the Head this after-
noon, and I've not the slightest doubt
thatw?tacejr used his phone. Have
you ? .

“"Nol” gsaid Wharton, with a deep
breath.’

“ Angther thing, Fon & Co. came
slong from Higheliffe later, and they
expected to see Stacey there. I got
that from Pon! But he got it from

back on:
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Banks that Etm{l wasn't coming,. How
—unless Stacey phoned 17
Wharton nodded.

“I thought you were off with those
Highcliffe cads,’ he said.

“Bo I was, but I specially made
friends with them again tﬁia afternoon,”
said the Bounder coolly. “ Banks was
as close as an oyster—I fancy he's been
making a good thing out of your giddy
relation, and he's keeping hiz secrets—
even from an old p ﬁfe ma [ ‘The
Bounder grioned. “But Pon didn't
mind talkin'—Fon's a talkative chap!
I went back to Highaliffe with him and
his friends and we had tea in his study
—tea and bridge——*
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The Bounder smiled &
deadly smile, “Havin' beon dis-
ap;;::-mte_ni thie afternoon, the dear boy
can't wait till Liext ha1f~hﬁ]}ﬂl;’ to have
his - hittle fing—besides, there's cricket
on Saturday, and heo'll be wanted! So
be's breakin’ bounds to-night.” '
““And if he was seen it would be put
down to me!l” said Harrpy Wharton,
between his testh.
“He won't get wway with that thia
time! Even a blind Owl like Bunicr
g::i.}ld Tﬁﬂh nﬂ apari;f now—with that
jo o ack eye of wvours.™
Eln‘j’ Wharton laughed.

“Yes, =0 long as this eye lasts, Stacey
can’'t trade on being my double,” he

“Exactly t~

Remove.

(1)
I find {his week I’ve gol to speak
t  To one who's hright and merry ;
When dismal ehumps are In the dumps
They need & dose of Cherry ;
His eheerful face about the place
Is ke a daily senbeam,
I*d walk & mils {0 see his smile,
His eyes with heaps of fun beam |

(3}
The Famous Five with him sonirive
Ta be acknowledged feaders,
And Bob's the key of every sprea
Which so delight our readers
Whe gives & yell ai rislng-bell
That wakes ns to our senses 7
Why, Bob, of course—until he's hoarse,
And blow the conssquences.

(5)
“ Keep off the grass, you silly ass ! **
Was Chorry's genial ing,
“ I must get through this interview,”

I.answered, not retreating.
" So tell me now &x how

You play the game of erfeket | ™
Ha’rﬂml-_l to stop a wide long hop
t somehow missed the wicket

Where

Hning received more kicks then
he'pence during his job of
viewing Greyfriars celebrities, our
clever rhymester
pleasure in featurin

£
BOB CHERRY,
the sunny-tempered junior of the

{m
The bowler, Brown, nexi bali sent dows,
A [ast one on the off |
"Kipps mn{l & tip to secend slip,
*d begun to seofl |
** No e¢hap at all could miss that ball,
Why, even my poor granny—— "'
Then Kipps® shot roge and hit my nosa |
I woke up In the sanny [

nter-

real

fnds =

{2}

He's not content with merriment
When everyihing's Io clover,

Ha's just ke this when life’s amiss
And muorky elouds reil over.

We all ean eheer when skiss ara clear
Apd ywmmer suns are glowing,

But Bob kesps oB whean summer's gobs
And winter winds are blowing.

()
So when I spled on Liitle Side
My vielim playing ericket,
1 made & irlp to seecnd oilp
And joined him near the wlcket.
The patsman, Ki preferred the slips
When he the bat was wislding,.
And that's why Bob was on the job,
He's pretty hot at felding,

(8)
“ Well, Airsl of all, T field the BaB
Like ihis," Be sald—and got i1 1
““I {hrow it back and lapd
On the silly ass whe shoi I8 1 **
H!g}‘l-!lﬂl owl and beliowed *' Foul 1 ™
Ehm:'.hoadl}im 2
“* We geis "em out of m'inal_t,l
And thus make suré of winnlog I ™

-smack |

Wharton made a gesture of repug-
nance. ‘N ]

“And Pon talked!” gaid Smithy.
“Talked guite a lot! I may have led
him to believe that I knew more than
I did ! He chuckled. “Anyhow, hn
talked! (Guess the message he got
from Banks?'

“Oh, rot

“I'11 tell you, then!
Eoimg to join that crew this afternoen,
ut egomethin' kept him in—"

“My uncle's visit, of course.”

“Quite! But the jolly old meetin’ is
only postpomed ! Pon & Co. are gettin’
out to-night and meetin’ Stacey.”

“The rotten rascall” eaid Harry.
“Quelchy’'s bead boy—breakiog out
after lights out [™

Stacey wos

remarked. * It makes it all the moere
ritky for him,™

*Little enough risk from Quelch—he
truste the dear boyl But s lot of risk
from a fellow he poached on to the
beak 1" said Vernon-Smith. * Stacey ia
?m::-' out of bounds to-night to meet the .
estive Fon and his orew and paint the
iown Ir:zdt And—Quelch is goin' o
now |,

“You can't do it, Bmithy! I know
the cur gave djrf.:ru away over that trans-
lation you did for Bunter, but you can't
do it1” Wharton spoke ocarmestly.
“The fellow is a rank rotter—he ought
to be kicked cut of the schooll! But—
it's sneaking, Smithy! You can's tell
Quelch 1" B
Toe Macxer Tiezany.—No. 1,430
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“Who's talkin' about telling Quelch "

“Oh!l 1 thought—"

“Sneakin’s mot in my line! T'm
sayin' nothin’ m_Quehh, or anybody
olse. But I'm goin’ to land my fish—
without sneakin’. I'll tell you how if
vou ecare to take a hand in the game,
Wwill you?"

Wharton shook his hebd.

“¥ou won't?"

113 Nn_li

“Vou fobl!” said the Bounder, with
bitter contémpt. “That's cur's dished
vou with Quelch; he's got you into &
row with your uncle; he's landed you
jolly near the sack! He's a snake-in-
the-grass, and I'm offering you a
chancs to draw his fangs, and yvou won't
do it, on a point of honour.'

“¥ can't, Smithy, and you can't
either J' )

“Can't T?" said the Bounder grimly.
“You'll see”

“It's not good enough, Smithy. It's
good énbugh for him, but not good
enough for youl” said Wharton
earnestly. “Don't drep down to his
level, old chap, You can't give a man
away."

“1 know that! There's a limit—even
for me I'* Vernon-3mith sneered. * But
I can fix him to give himself away.”

“1 don’t see how you'll do that,”

L 4 Jell you—if you join up.”

No ™

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Leave it st that, then. But"—
Smithy's eyes gleamed—"I've been
speaking to you in confidence, Not a
word outside -this study of  what ['ve
told you.”

“{f courze notl But—*"

WiNuff  said!™  interrupted  the
Bounder. “Like to lend me a hand
with miy book for Quelch? He won't
spot  filty lines among nearly eight
hundred.™

“Oh, all right 1"

Wharton did not sco Stacey again till
tha Remove went to their dormtory.
He was chatting with Ogilvy and
Russell when the juniors turned in. His
manner was carelessly cheerful as usual ;
ihers was certainly nothing to indicate
that he was planning a wild and
reckless escapade whilst Greyfriars
slept that night. Wharton wondered
whether the Bounder was mistalen.
And, deeply sz he disliked his unscru-

ulous enemy, ha hoped that the

ounder was!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Tit for Tat!
HE half-hour chimed from the
I clock-tower.
Silence and slumber reigned

in the Greyviriars dormitories.
But the chime reached wakeful ears
in the Remove dormitory.
Ralph Btacey sat up in bed.

He listened quietly for a full minute.
Then he s]ipged out and began to dress
himself rapidly in the dark.

In the silence of the night, there was
2 sound of steady breathing from many
sleepers, and & deep snore from Billy
Bunter.

Bed-time for the Remove was half-past
nine, ‘and before ten the last fellow was
usually fast asleep. At half-past ten
there were not likely to be open oyes.

Stacey had no doubt that the whole
Form was deap in sfumber. DBut he was
cautious. He made hardly a sound as
he dressed, and slipped on rubber-soled
shoes.

Then, stooping over his bed, he
arranged pillows and blankets and a
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rug under the coverlet, to give it the
appearance of containing a sleeper,
he work was carefully done. Stacey’s
bed looked as if he was still n it
" Unlesz a cloze examination was made
he had nothing to fear, even in the un-
likely case of a wvisit to the durmitﬂri.'.
Stacey was the last fellow Quelch would
have suspected of being absent, had he
made a round that night. Anyone
looking in and switching on the light,
would have been satisfied that every
bed in the dormitory contained a
slecper,

Thera was hardly a sound as the door
nfmnnd and closed again—after Stacey.
IHe was gona.

Neither was there a»n-¥l sound for a full
five minutes after he had gone. Then
another fellow sat up in bed.

Vernon-Smith was grinning in the
darkness,

Had he not purpesely stayed awake
he certainly would, net have been awak-
ened by any sound that Stacey had
made. But the Bounder had mnot
clozed hiz eyes since turning in.

Ho had known what to expect—and he
had waited and watched for it. Now he
slipped out of bed and drew on trousers
and slippers. '

Again the dermitory door opened and
closed softly.

On tiptoe the Bounder trod away.

Btacey was gone—he would not be
back for a couple of hours 1 all pro-
bability, perhaps longer. Bmithy had
plenty of time,

He had -little doubt of the way the
breaker of bounds had gone. Many &
time Smithy had used the window of the
Remova box-room for the same purpose.
He trod softly down the stairs to the
Remove passage.

All was in darkness, i

Below there were lighted studies and
passages—some of the masters were up,
and some of the Sixth had not yet
turned in,  Bubt in the junior quarters
all was dark and silent,

The Bounder groped his way along
the Remove passage, nothing doubtin
that Stacey had trod that way ahead o
him ten minutes agd, He d given
the fellow plenty of time to get clear,
before following him,

Ho reached the Remove box-room at
tho end of the passage, and stopped out-
side it to listen. All was silent,

He pushed open the door and entered
the box-room, e

Softly he crossed to the little window
which locked out on Hat leads, from
which descent to the ground was casy—
as the Bounder had ample reason to
Eknow.

The window was shut. But it was un-
fastened, and the lower sash was an inch
up. That was how the Bounder had
bheen acoustomed to leave it when he had
?sed that window to break bounds last

ST,

That waz the way Stacey had gone.

Had ha wused any other means of
egress the Bounder was prepared to
search-for 1t and find ik; he had plent
of time. But that was the easiest an
safest way out of the House, and that
was the way Stacey had gone.

Silently Vernon-Smith pushed the
snsh down, complately closing 1t. Then
ha fastoned the cateh.

Stacey, on his return, would find the
window impassable. He would be shut
out of the Houso! And Mr. Queleh’s
dutiful head boy could explain that to
Mr. Quelch, the best he could, when he
wae caught,

There was no merey for him from the
Bounder. He had given 3mithy sway,
and now he was going to give himself
awav. He could take what was coming
to him. A hesd boy who was so0 ex-
ceedingly dutiful that he had to hand

over a “orib” to a Form-master and
got another fellow a whopping and &
‘book,” should have been too dutiful te
brealk bounds after lights out.

Hn'-"hlilg carefully secured the window
Smithy left the box-reoom. But he wasg
not finished wvet.
enemy no chance,

He transferred the key to the outside
of the box-room door, and turned ik,
If, by lueck, Stacey succeeded in getting
in . at the window, he would find the
door locked against him. Smithy was
not the fellow to do things by halves.

The Bounder's work was done now.
He tiploed back to
dormitory.

All was silent there,

With a grin on his face the Bounder
turned in.  As he lay he pictured Stacey
—stealing back after his “night out "—
finding himself shut out of the House.
The Hounder had no pity for him. The
fellow—a worse fellow than himself—
had the best reputation in the Form—
hiz whola life was a lie and a decet.
Let him take what was coming to him.
Thoe Bounder's eyes closed at last—and
he slopt.

Ha was giving his

the Hemove

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Face at the Window !

TACEY caught his breath,

S Midnight had chimed when he
left his Higheliffe friends and
seuttled back by dark ways to his

schoal,

Mow, at half-past twelve, he was
standing on the leads outside ithe
window of the Remove hox-room, his
hand on the sash,

And the sash did not rise.

Up to that moment Stacey had been
cool and careless. His escapade did nok
lie on his conscience, nor the deceit 1t
involved.

There was the slight excuse for him
that in his wandering life with his ghift-
less father, belore Colonel Wharton had
taken him up, he had been accustomed
to keeping all sorts of hours, and mixing
in all sorts of doubtful company. "The
change from such a shiftless lli&, had
made the restrictions of a decent school
seemn unendurable to him,

But he was well aware of the conse-
quences of discovery. DBreaking out at
night meant expulsion at Greyiriars or
any other school. All the more because
Cueleh had trusted hin he would have
no mercy on the young rascal who had
betrayed his trust.

And the window was shut.

He had left it unfastened and an inch
ajar. Now it was shut—and he could
not doubt that it was fastened within.
Whoever had shut it would have secured
the catch, ;

He breathed hard, his heart beating
unpleasantly. ;

At that hour the last light was out in
the school: the latest master had long

one to bed, Not a glimmer of a single

][?’i It came from the great pile of the

school buildings. ]

That at least was a mumantar{ reliel.
No one was staying up for the breaker
of bounds—there would have been a
lighted window in that case.

Home beak making & late round had
found the window unfastened, and con-
cluded that a careless servant had left
it so. That scemed likely., Or a ser-
vant might possibly have come to the
box-raom for something and noticed
that the window was aj)ar,

It was ploin, at least, that it was nob
known that a Greyiriars fellow was out
of the House. If that had been known
g beak would have been sitting up for
him, and he would have seen a light,

B¢ far he was not discovered,
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Stacey tpnf. both hands fo the sash and pushed up, sofily and carefully. Suddenly, he
ing In the darkness just inside the window. A thrill of uiter {error ran through him, as he realised what it was. It was the
face of Mr, Capper, the master of the Fourth |

Ha had time to think—and to act!
And after the first 1::1'113ma.%‘!it'l%1I shock he
was his cool self again. He had to get
out of this somehow, No good getting
the wind up. He had to save himself.

He opened & {Jmket-knifa and imserted
the strongest blade under the sash. He
sonn satisfied himself that the catch was
fastened ; the zash did not stir a fraction
of an inch, )

Withdrawing the blade he inserted it
betweon the sashes.

It was not easy work; but he was cool
angd patient, and he got the blade
through at last. Then he proceeded to
prgis 1_t! against the catch.

ap

It was not the caten that uﬁened‘ Ik
was the blada of the pocket-khife that
snapped off short,

lfl’a gritted his teeth,

But thera was a second blade fo the
knife, Quietly, patiently, he did his
work aver again. This timme he was

moro careful, With a slew and stead

pressure he felt the window-cate
Moving. . ]
It was slow, difficult work. TFia
fingers ached from it, DBut he kept
steadily on,

Snap !

This time it was the catch. It shot
back under the pressure, and the

window was unfastened,
He panted with relief.

To force up the sash was now only the
task of a few minutes. The way was
open, and he orawled in at the window.

Heo was in the House, .

Quietly he shut and fastened the
window after him, and crossed to the
door. He was utterly unprepared for
what come next,

The-door did not open,

Puzzled and alarmed, he pulled hard
at the handle. .

The door.remained immovable,

“Good gadl” breathed Stacey,

He felt for the key. It was not there
The deoor was locked, and the key was
on the cther side. Whoever had fast-
ened the window had locked the door
after him when he left the hox-room.

That discovery was overwhelming.

Btacey sat  down weskly on Lord
Mauleverer's big trunk, and for several
minutes he remained tizm:e, motionless,
very nesar despair. Hiz heart was
almost sick withid him,

One I—boomed out from the clock-
tower. He had been back half an hour
—and this was the end, He could not
get out of the bex-room. He might as
well have remained out of the House.
It he was found there in the morning
it was the same thing as_ being found
gut of doors. All his trouble had gone
for nothing. He was no nearer safety
thar when he had started.

He pulled bimself together at last.

He had to get out of this fearfu]
scrape somehow. He was shut out, and
his game at Greyfriars was up, unles
he could get in, Three or four times
hiz resemblance to Harry Wharten had
saved him—throwing suspicion on Whar-
ton. Bot it could not help him now,
If he was found ocut of the Honse after
midnight, even Mr. Quelch could have
no doubt which of the doubles of the
Remove was the black sheep. He had

to get in,
8 rEn the window, and climbed
out on the leads, closing down the sash

after him. Frem the leads he dgﬂpﬁ:d
to the ground. Some other way in had
to be tound,

But how—and where? .

He was determined not to give in un-
less he was absolutely beaten; and he
was not beaten yet. But hizs heart was
sinking.

- The =schocl was locked up for the
night. No doer could have been left
unfastened ; no downsteirs window could
be unsecured. Ouly if some fellow had

0 B
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bocame conselous of something glimmer-

gone out of bounds and left s window

Blar—

At that thought Stacey cut round the
House te tha door of the Sixth Form
lobby. He had heard of certain mannera
and customs of Loder and Carne of the
Sixth., If one of the senior sportsmen
happened to be out—

But the lobby door was locked: the
lobby window fastened. If a Sixth Form
sportsrdan had g out hé had s key,
and bad locked the lobby door after
him. There was nothing doing,

Stacey stood and looked up st the
great facade of the House in ]:he gil?rhn-
mering summer starlight. A good ma
windows were open at the top; buf only
upstgirs windows,

What was he to do?

Ena-eki and bo let in, or wait outb of

doors till the Houte openied in the morn-
ing. rIvml_iueiil:hm- casre discovery and the
sack! He

ﬂtted his testh. He wb

et in somehow—at any risk, Even i

e gavp the alarm getting im, it was no
worse for him—if he was to be caught,
anybow, No risk was too grest for the

hapless breaker of buq}gds, and his nerva
and courage were, at least, equal to any
emergency.

One of the master’s rooms had a little
balcony outside the window. Stacey
remembered having heard that it was
Capper’s bed-roomn. He remembered
too, having heard that Mr. ﬂa;\;par was
great on mountdineering in the holidays,
and rather a fresh-air fiend. f fvlil
window was open—if a fellow ecould
climb to the balcony—the baleeny made
it easy to get in st the window, at any
rate.

The idea of passing through a room in
which 8 Form-msster was sleeping, was
euouﬁh to shalke any nerve. But Siacey
wag desperate now. .

He had to g in, or face expulsion #n
the morrow, Ha could no chanos
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but this—if it was a chance.
the Fourth Forin master was a sound
sleeper or not, he did not know. He
hoped that Capper was. Quelch, he
konew, was s light sleeper; but luckily
?}ielnh’n quarters were at some little

1stance. i 3 )

A rain-pipe, half-hidden in thick
tendrils of fvy, ran close by the h_lalmin_iv.
Stacey ‘made up his mind to it. o
grasped the rain-pipe snd climbed.

It was not an easy climb. The pipe
was thick, and gave him a held, and
the iv hﬂl[.::d. But it was hard and
difioult work, and only & fellow strong
and fit and determined could have
dragged himself up to the height. But
Stacey succecded at last; grasped the
littla iron rail of the balcony, and
clambered on fo 1l

There was & thud. A flower-pot
knocked by his foot in the dark, fell an
cracked. . :

He crouched in the shadow, hu!dmg
his breath, The window, a3 he ha
hoped, was open af the top, a foot or
more, That made entrance fairly easy.
But it also made the passage of sound
¢nsy. Had Capper awakened? The
flower-pot, falling and cracking, had
made quite & noise in the deéep silence
of the summer night.

For long, tense minutes 8tacey re-
mained erouched, silent, listening. But
he heard mthmﬁ.

Surely Capper had not awakened! He
approached the window at last. As the
top sash was lowered, the lower sash, of
course, waa not fastened, It was simply
a matler push:r}l% it up; easy from
inside; not very difficult from outside.

Stacey put both hands to it, and
pushed “up, softly and carefully. He
was close to the glass. )

He could not see into the dark room
within. But he became conscious of
something glimmering in the darkness.

Something that was whiter than the
surrounding g-lm:m} glimmered just in-
side the window. 1t was not a foot from
him, with the pane of glass between.
And it was—

A thrill of utter terror ran through
him as he realised what it was, It was
a facal

Yhether
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A face, looking at him |

As he stood outside the window press-
ing up the sash, Mr. Capper stood inside
the window, staring at him in almost
stupefied astonishmment.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hunted !
CAPFEE master of the Fourth,

had never been so astonished in
his life.
At nearl half-past one
Capper naturally had been sleeping. Ha
had been awakened by a noise, He
fantied that it was a noise from the
direction of the window,

Capper sat u “in bed, and looked at
the window. ?t was uncurtained and
open at the top for ventilation. Capper
waa not thinl-nn% of *burglara, He was
wondering whether it was the House
dame’s cat among his flower-pots. But
as he gazed he had & glimpse of a mov-
ing shadow against the starlight. It
vanished in a second; but it was not
the shadow of a cat.

The Fourth Form master slipped out
of bed, and crossed to the window. He
was not exactly alarmed; but he natur-
ally wanted to know the meaning of this
mysterious occurrence.

Close to the glass he peered ount.

Ha could see nothing at first. Then
he detected & fallen flower-pot. He did
not detect a crouching figure -at the side
of the window, blotted a%amsl:- the wall.
But he saw the cracked flower-pot.

It was not the wind that had knocked
it over. ‘The July night was warm and
still. There was no wind. ; 2

Mr. Capper was thinking out this
problem when a figure appeared outside
the glass. He gai)ud.

His first thought was that an enter-
prising burglar was umrég his window
as & way in. The second glanes, how-
ever, showed him, from the size of
figure outside, that 1t was a “8s

Then he understood.

Sothe young rascal had been out of
hounds, and had been unable to get

back into the House. Obviously it must
‘b a Greyfriars boy who was thore on
his balcony trying to get in.

Mr, Capper stood staring.

The bﬂi was striving to' pusk up the
lower sash. Who was it? Obviously a
junior boy from the height. Capper
could not make out the face distinctly.
But what he saw of it seemed familiar.

But & cap was pulled down low over
it, the peak shading it. He could not
have identified the it)j’ though he was
quite certain he knew him by sight.

He waited,

Let the young rascal open the window
and step in. Then the hand of
authority would drop on his shoulder.
The lower sash wag rnising to the steady,
cautious upward pressure from without.

Suddenly thet pressure ceased. The
ﬂu;li cegsed to move, g 2

r. Ca r saw tha ure give 4
sudden, v?-:iﬁnt start, and back away

from the Fla,ﬂ.

He realised that the boy must have
glimpsed his face through the pane. The
young rascal had taken the alarm!

Instantly the Fourth Form master
grasped the sash, to pusk it up from
within. Already with lightoing swift-
nesa the boy outside was lﬂipmg for

Heo had to

the i1ron rail of the balcony.
be secured,

Up went the sash with a bang, and
Me. Capper Iplun ed out, But the
junior was already off the balcony,
clinging to the rain-pipe, and elithering
down it with reckless speed.

The ivy eagged and rustled as ho
went. Capper leaning over the rail,
grabbed at him and missed him by a
yard as he flow.

“ Btop I"" panted Mr. Capper. * Stop!
Do you heari”

The flecing junior elithered fast, mnd
dropped to the ground. ‘There he
vanizhed in shadow.

Mr., Capper stared down after him.
He did not think of following him by

way of the rain-pipe. Capper was
rather elderly—long past the age for
such acrobatie stunts.

“The young tascal!” gasped Mr.

Capper.
e stepped back into his room, and

All about the coming
=l Football Season!

'i.EﬂiP'
:Lﬂll%| Here vou are, Soccer enthusiasts] A
wonderful book giving you all the
information that matters about the
coming scason—facts and figures,
English League Fixtures arranged
under Club Headings, Cup Tie and
international Match dates, and really
interesting details about new players,

switched on the light. Then he hurriedly
threw on his clothes. A Greyfriars boy
was out of the House—in the middle
of the mnight! That boy had to be
secired. hether it was a boy of his
own Form or not, Mr. Capper did not
know—but it seemed probable that it
‘was & Fourth Form fellow, as he had
chosen the Fourth Form beak's window
as his way in: There were one or twa
fellows in the Fourth on whom G'sf:rpur
had a doubtful eye—Aubrey Angel for
onc, Kenney for another, how, he
was certain it was 8 junior—Fourth or
Remove or Shell—or possibly some well-
grown fag in the Third.

Mr.. Capper considered his plar of
campaign pﬁrhilu he dressed.

..............
-----------
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thought of. That means of identifying
tha grenker of bounds was a very last
rC30Uree,

To leave him, unpursued, out of the
House, was not to be thought of, either.
He would get in befora rising-bell by
gsome mcans ot other=his attempt at
Capper's window showed that he was
both resourceful and desperate, Once
he got back to bed, he was safe from
diseovery.

He had to ba found. _

Mr. Capper went downstairs. :

He switchel on the light in the Sixth
Form passage, and tapped at Wingate's
door and opened it.
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“Wingate 1

There was & movement.

“Wingate ! repeated Mr, Capper:

“Hallo !"” came a surprised and sleepy
voice. 'What the thump——"

The Greyiriars captain sat ap in bed
and starcd blankly at Mr. Capper, as
the Form-master came in and turned
on his light,

“Mr. Cappeor!” ejaculated Wingate.

“I'm sorry to disturb you, Wingate,”
said Mr. Capper, blinking at the
astonished Sixth TFormer., “A boy is
out of the Housc—"

" A boy—out of the House ! stuttered
Wingate. He looked at his wateh. It
was turned half-past one.

YA jumor boy,” asaid Mr. Capper.
“IIe attempted to gain admittance by
weans of my bed-room ‘window =

“ (ireat Scott !

“Will you get up, Wingate, and call
some of the other prefects®” said Mr.
Capper. “The boy must be found and
brought in at ence.’”*

W Cortainly, sir2 :

“I will wait for you_at the door.”

Mz, an][]f:r rehrc-_:i Ho switched on
lights an

: ‘removed bolt and chain from
the big door of the House.

In a few minutes he was joined therc
by four sleepy and astonished prefects—
Wingate, Gwynné, 8ykes, and Walker.
The Sixth Forin men were half-dressed,
and did net look good-tempered.

“Who wae it, sir?” asked Gwynne.

1 did not recoguise the boy st my
window, Gwynne, 1 could only see that
he waa a junior,”? said Mr. Capper.
“Please search for him—probably you
will find him in a few minutes, { will
remain at the door and wateh.”

Four Sixth Form mien went into the
quadrangle. 2

It war 4 clear, bright summer's night:
the sk{ sparkling with stars, snd a
crescent of moon showing over the clock-
tower. There was plenty of light for &
search, so far ms that went: but if the
voung rascal had taken cover in some
secluded corner,. it was not so probable
¢ Mr. Capper supposed, that the
prefects would find him in a few
minutes.

Mr. Capper stood in the doorway,
watchful.

It was quite likely that, when the
hunters roused their game, the young
rascal might attempt to dodge into the
House—and Mr. Capper was there to
sea that he did not do so undetected.

Wary and watehful, Capper stood in
the doorway, looking out into the hriﬁht
starlight, while the prefeetz hunted for
the breaker of bounds. He heard a
shout :

* Look 17

“Bag him ™

“After him!”
fThEra- was & rapid patter of runmning

ect, R

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Desperate Device I

TACEY ran desperately.
He was quite desperate now.
After  escaping rom  Mr,
Capper’s balcony, he had taken
cover under the black shadow of an elm,
and tried to think out another move,

But the outlook was hopeless.

He was known to be out of the
Ilouse, whether they knew who he was
or not. There was no way in—and he
would bo searched for. He stood breath-
ing in gulps, his heart beating almost
to_suffocation.

He saw lights flash on in windows,
Hea saw the great door swing open, and
light stream out into the quad. He
saw four stalwart Sixth Formers leave
the House: -

For a second, he hopéd that there
might be a chance of dodging in, while
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they were on the search. Then he saw
thet Capper was standing in the door-
way—ovidently on the watch for such a
nave.

He hugged the black shadow of the
elm and tried to still his bresthing.
The game was up—up at last! He had
chanced it once too often, and now he
was done for! Still he would not give
in! There was too much at stake to
asbandon hope sp long as the [eintest

leam of hope remained. Sacked from
Greyfriars—the door of Wharton Lodge
closed against him4 Not till & hand was
cn his shoulder, would he give up hope.

The prefects separated to search. It
Wwas mﬁnt& who spotted a shadowy
figure under a shadowy tree—and then
Stacey was running, with the Sixth
Forma men in pursuit,

As he ran he came out clearly into
the starlight, and t.hl:s{l saw him—all of
them, clearly. But they saw only his
back, Ewven 2o, the figure secmed
familidbr to their eves.

"Btop " roared Wingate.

Staccy was not likely to stop! He
fewt

“1 believe 1 know that kid I” panted
the Greyfriars captain. “It's not one
of Capper's mob—"

“One of Queleh’s!™ said Gwynne.

“I believe so!- If wo lose him, we'll
go up to the Remove dormitory, and see
whether Wharton's in bed | growled
Wingate.

The running fgure vanished in the
shadow of the sachool chapel. The
prefects panted on.

But Btacey was gone,

'They hunted round the chapel for
him, tempers pgrowing sharper and
sharped as they hunted.

2tacey had left them et a distance.

‘Keeping in what cover he could, after

dropping the pursuit for the moment, he
wound his way back towards the House.
Heo stopped to get his breath under a
darl elm. Hizs heart was beating in
great throbs.

Was there a chance vet? ;

Capper was at the door. But if there
waz & chance of getting back to Capper's
haleony, climbing the rain-pipe again—
Had he time?

That hope was quickly dashed.
Capper had come out on the House
steps, and from where he stood, he
c::-yl& zee his hed-room balcony and the
rain-pipe beside it. He would have
spotted a climber, instautly,

A shout came across the quad:

“Beo him 72

“He's doubled back!?

“Oh, come on!”

They were coming back towards
the House. Stacey gritted his teeth.
Ho could not keep this up long.

A window was thrown up. A surprised
and frowning face looked down from
Mr. Quelch’s réom. The Remove
master had awakened, . :

“What 13 all this? What iz golng
on? What——>"

Quelch’s voice came clearly to Stacey.

Mr. Capper blinked up.

“Is that vou, Quelch? A junior boy
1= out of the Housg—the prefects are
searching for him—*

“ Goodmess $raniun:! One of your
boys, Capper? -

“More probably one of yours,
Queleh ! enapped back- Mr. Capper.

Quelch sniffed and stared from the
window,

Stacey could have greaned sloud 'in
sheer misery. The game was up—hope-
lesaly upl At this rate, the wkole
House would soon be awake. Masters
wottld be coming down--his own Form-
master among them !

In sheer desperation he fixed his eyes
en Capper. nder the elm, a dozen

21
yards from the Fourth Form mester, he

wis invisibla to Capper, but Capper
stood oyt elear against the light from
the doorway.

Was thors a chancel

If ha dodged Capper and gof in—f
he wup-ended the Fourth Form master
end ‘eluded his grasp—was there not a
¢hance 1 ' He would be seen—seén clearly
in the light—but if he eluded capture,
would ‘fiot his likeness to Wharton save
him, as it had saved him before?
Would not everyone believe that it was

Harry Wharton who had been chased in
the %‘ad-—if enly he sucéeeded in geot-
ting ‘back to the Remove dormitory

uncaptured ?

To the consequences to Wharton he
gave not & single thought; he was only
thinking of saving himself if he could.

' Theri like a flash eams the remem-
brance—nobody could take him' for
Hﬂrl thal.gr]tfn now, ‘That chicken
would not fight agein. Wharton had a
black &ye; ona glance would be enough,

Stacey groaned.

He hanzigl the enlling voices of the

refects, Im{ had not found him yet—

ut they would find him. . It was &

matter of minutes. And when he ran
again in the uésm bright starlight he
would ba run down, He had dodged
them onee; they would not let him
( them again. He groaned aloud
in_his despair and misery.

No chance—no chance! He had
laughed over Billy ﬁ;‘mt&r*u idiotio
blunder amd Wharton's black eys; but,
except for that—-

His thoughts raced.

At the end of his resources, came
anocther flashing thought. It was born
of utter desperation.

He gropod i1n his pocket with a
trembling hand and took out a fountain-

n; he unscrewed it and dripped ink

rom it to his finger,

He rubbed the inky finger round his
right eye.

f ho waa seen now——

His eyes glittered.

There haﬁ been an element of doubt
on previous occasiong when ho had been
taken for Wharton, but there would be
ne doubt now if he was seen with a
black eye. Only cme of the doubles
had a black eye. And tho ink rubbed
mgg;it h‘i& aya il.[‘u"ﬂ- himh precisely the
LT ab” a fellow whiose was
blackened, e

He screwad up the fountain-pen and
slipped it into his pocket. If only he
got %nut- LCepper uncaught !

1f he was grabhed and held, the game
was up; if he got by, he was safe. He
had to take the chance.

“"This way|!” came Wingate's shout.

Had he seen him?

Stacey hesitated no more,

Leaving the cover, of the elm, he
raced towards the House steps, “right
at _the astonished Mr. Capper. .

Capper, standing on. the steps, stared
at him face to face as ha eame,

He knew him now--or thought he did.
What he saw was a fellow who was
exactly like Harry arton in form and
f;ia.tum, and who had apparently »

_aye.

Wharton’s black eéa' had been soen by

every other eye at Gteyiriars. He was

the only fellow in the school who had

one; such adornments were ratheér rare

at Groyiviare. Capper. staring, panted
“ Btop, Wharton—stop 1™ -

From Quelch’s window above came g
roar: he had seen, too.
i 'ﬁfhnrtcm ™

From the starry quad came a veall
“Therao he is I,"Jir e
“ Aftor him [*
‘é tﬂi‘.ﬂp him, sir 1" .
seey tushed up the steps. T
Migrer Imul.—!'ﬁ!:—}.ﬂ 1,450,
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Capper grabbed at him and caught him
by the collar. L _

Up went Stacey's arm, striking aside
tho grasp of the Fourth Form master.
E&I{d:jpﬁr gave & startled gasp and lost his

ol

Stacey was past him the next second,
tearing madly into the House. Capper
was left spluttering.

“Wharton ] Doy ! Goodness gracious |
Boy [ )

giﬂucj' raced up the stairs.

He heard a sound from the direction

of the masters’ rooms.  Was Quelch
coming !
Dut he was in the dormitory passage
-{_rr.;anin : He reached the Remova
oor,

aiﬁpcd in, and closed the door
softly behind him,
His heart boat like a hammer, They
knew it was a Remove man—beliaved 1t
wag Wharton—they would come. If he
waa found out of bed—

The dormitory was silent; all were
B-l::ﬁpingﬁ Stacey was vonl again—ho
had to keep cool. Bilently, but swiftly,
he reached his bed. Naver had he
stripped off hia clothes so awiftly. There
was no gsound round him, save the
steady hma-.thing of sleepers and the
snors of Bill unter. But at every
moment  ha i readed to hear footstcps
coming up the passage.

Ha ﬁ-h-‘:ﬁpe&t ¢ dummy from his bed.
The Bounder, who had been awake when
he left, was fast asleep now. All wore
asloep, Tho calling voices in the quad
did not feach the dormitories, and n%
fellow was likely to be awake at nearly
two in the morning. :

Stacey dipped a handkerchief into the
jug on his washstand snd rubbed the
eve he had inked. He listened intently,
but as yet thers were no footsteps. But
they would come.

o rubbed hiz eyo cloan. _

The damp and inky handkerchief was
twisted and shoved into a pocket. He
slipped into bed. Footsteps were com-
inﬁup the passape now.

e laid his head on the pillow and
closed his es: and his eyes were
closed as if in slumber as the door
opened and the light was switched on in
the Remove dormitory,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing I

ke HARTON 1"
W Harry Wharton stirred in

his glumber,
“Wharton 1"’

He opened his eyes sleepily.  The
cold, hard, contemptuous voice of his
Form-master came to him, but he waa
not sure, half-awake, that he was not
dreaming,

“Yan need not affect slumber, Whar-
ton. You cannot, I presume, hope to
deceive me now ¥

Wharton sat up in bed. .

He rubbed his eyes and blinked at
Mr. Quelch standing by his bedside.
The light was on in the ove dormi-
tory. What time it was Wharton did
not know, but he knew thet it must be
very lata,

Quelch etood by the bedside, Capper
just inside the doorway, Wingate of the
Sixth at the door; the other prefects
had gone back to bed.

Three pairs of eyes ware fixed on
Hm‘rg -as_he sat up, still hali-asleep,
and blinking in ths light. His' black-
ened eye showed up prominently.

‘Nobody else had awakened so far.
Stacey, moticonless in bed, seemed as
sounid asleap as the reat.

“Wharton!” came Quelch’s doep
voien,
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Harry made an affort and pulled him-
gclf together, banishing the drowsy mista
of sleep. He could not begin to under-
etand what all this moant.

Tt Aashed into his mind that a Re-
move man might have been caught out
of bounds; he romembe what tho
Bounder had told him of Stacey, He
did not know whether Stacey had gone
out or not, but this midnight visit from
the beaks locked as if somebody had.
But that was no reason why Quelch
should awaken him If they were alfter
St aoay—

“What i3 it, sir?” asked Harry.
*Has anything happened 7

The cold contempt in his Form-
master's face stung kim like the lash of
a whip. Ho was wide awake now.

A flush ecame into his face and a
glint into his eyes. What waa he sup-
posed to have done?

“You need not affect ignorance,
Wharton 1" Quelch’s tones were cutbing.
“You were seen out of the House——"

“ut of the House 1" repeated Iarry.
“TRubbish! I haven’'t been out of be
I've boen fast asleep——"

* 1 will not listen to falschoods, Whar-
ton 1 interrupted Mr. Quelch icily.

Several other fellows had awakoned
now at the sound of voices. Frank
Nugent sat up in the next bed.

AR Bounder sat up staring  and

rinning. Stacey had been snaffled—
that was the Bounder's first thought.

Then, as he saw that attention waa
concentrated on Wharton, he simpl
stared. Ifad the fools seen Stacey an
taken him for Wharton, as they had
done before? How could they when
Wharton had a black eye and Stacey
hadn't? If they had seen a fellow close
enough to recognisa him the]y must have
scen whether . he had a black eye or
not,

The Bounder had counted it a cer-
tainty this time that Btacey could not
derive any advantage from his likeness
to Wharton. Then what had happened 7

More and more fellows awoke. They
listened in amazement to the cold, hard
voice of Mr. Quelch.

“¥ou have bemn out of bounds,
Wharton, at this hour of the night !’

“1 have notI”

“YVou were seen—not only by me
from my window, but by Mr. Cepper 1"

Harry Wharton broke inte an angry
lavgh. .

“ YVouve seen somebody, sir, I've no
doubt! You did not sen me, as I have
not been out of bed.”

He guessed now ! Stacey had broken
out, as the Bounder had declared that
he intended to do. And they believed
— a8 usual—that it was Stacey's double
who was the culprit.

Wharton, for the moment, was sBar-
donically amused. . Was there not, as
it happened, due to Billy Bunter, so
marked a distinction between him and
hiz double, that deception was impos-
gibsle ¥

Quelch glared at him.

“Ta wou . think this a laughing
matter, Wharton?” ho exclaimed.

“Yes, sir!"” snswered Harry coolly,
“1 do! You've seen somebody you
hava taken for me—you've done the
same thing before! But I suppose that
the fellow yvou've scen out of the House
didn’t have a -black cye ™

“What " y ;

“You can see that my eye is black,
1 suppose, sir!” said Harry. “It's
plain enough to be seen, I think.”

Ha looked at Quelch mockingly.

The Bounder grinned.

If they had seon Stacey, and taken
him for Wharton, they must have for-
gotten that black eyel They had to
remember 1t Dow.

‘have got in.

But Mr. Qaelch did not look con-
fused and disconcerted, as Wharton
iull;i' expected. His glare grew sterner.

“T hardly understand you, Wharton!
What do you mean?"

3 should think my mecaming was
clear ﬂnﬂugkh," reforted Wharton. “I've

ot a black oye—nobody else at Groy-
riars  has. I you've seen sny fellow
out of the Houss, you can pick from
all the school, but you can't pick on
mm]‘l

Many glances turned on Stacey's bed.
Thero was no movement there. Was
ha thera and asgleep—or was that figuro
of a sleeper a 1:*{!.1-«31‘»111%‘J contrived
dummy? The Bounder believed the
Iatter.

He had shut Stacey out of the House,
and he did not see how the fellow could
No doubt he had been
spotted, in trying to get in somshow.
DBut Smithy was ignorant as yet that
he had got in.

“Is thiz sheer impudence, or what!"
oxclaimed Mr. Quelch,

Frank Nugent broke in.

“It's lghi" enowegh, =irl
has not beeu out of the Hou

“ Hava you been awake, Nugoentt”

“ Mo, sir” 2

"Then you can know nothing about
tha matter. Ba silent.”

“I know that Wharton hasn't been
out of bounds," exclaimed Frank hotly,
“and if a fellow’s been seen, it's easy
efough, to prove. If you saw & fallow
and recogmised him, you must have
seen his black eye if ha had one.”

“1 did, Nugent!"” said Mr. Quelch
icily.

“What1”" gasped Frank.

Wharton stared, stupefied.

“You saw a fellow with a black cye
out of the House!” he stuticred.

“I did, Wharton ["

Wharton panted.

“¥ou did not I he shouted.

“ Wharton {"

“T say you did notl® Wharton's
face was crimson, his eyes blazing. “I
say you did not, and 1 will appesl to
the EHead]! ¥ou shall nob shield your
favourito by putting it on to me, Mr.
Quelch.” |

“What I'* gasped the Remove master.
“What did you dare to say, Wharton "

“71 said what you know to ba true!”
shouted Wharton, utterly reckless now.
“You've seen Stacey out of bounds,
snd you are pretendipg to think that
it was I—and vou know it waa not.”

Mr. Queleh stood thunderstruck.

There was a murmur from bed to
boed along the dormitory, Never had
the Removites heard their Form-master
addresséd in this fashion before. DBut
Wharton was past caring what he said,

Quelch had been mistaken beforel
He could not have been mistaken this
time! How could he have been?
What could Wharton think, except that
his Form-master was determined to
gave his favourite at all costs? 1t was
a wild and unjust suspicion, but to the
angry sod indignant junior it seemocd
a certamn truth at the momant.

“(Good Theavens!” breathed Mr,
Quelch. *“This boy's insolence and de-

ravity seem to pass all boundsl

harton, such wunscrupulous false.
hoods—"' .

“It's the truth, and you know itl"
roared Wharton, *And the Head will
see that justice is done.”

“Phe Head certainly will ses that
justice is done!” said Mr. Quelch in
& grinding voice. “You will receive
stern justice, Wharten—you need have
no doubt of that.”

“That's all 1 want!” retoried
Wharton, *You've scen Stacey out of
bounds before, and fancied that you

Wharton



As Stacey rushed up the steps, Mr.

Capper
Form master. Capper gayve a siaril

EAW IIE.
wasn't 1" 3

“Tz the boy out of his sensesi” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch,
wildered &sa angry.
Whartcn,

This time you Enow

almost &as
“If it iz possible,
that you dare to cast doubt
on your Forme-master’s word, you were
seent by others aa well as mysclf.
Capper saw you face to face.”
* Cartainly I did1” said the Fourth
Form master. :
Wharton' loocked at him.
“You, sir§ You saw a fellow out of
Housg—"*
* Certainly pped Mr, Capper.
“ A fellow ke mo—"

fellow you saw have &
black eye?” hissed Wharton.

“I saw you, too, Wharton "
Wingate, quietly, from the door.
saw you a8 you ran at Mr. Capper.
I saw that your eye was.black in the
light from the doorway.
usa of all this?**

Wharton

black eye they had | .
wondered whether this was a night-
Quelch was tryin
his favourite, Ca
nor Wingate! ¥
it all mean?¥

A dead silence followed.

It was broken by the Bounder.
new development had taken Vernon-
Smith entirely
they fancy a

What’s the

szed at him dumbfounded.
ad seen & junior with a

to ghield
¥ Was no
t did it—what coul

How could
ow had a black eyve
when he hadn't? Had Stacey got nto
: is might out, and b
some amazing chance come bhack with a
black eye! The Bounder, at'all events,
would not remain silent while Wharton
waos condemued, -
ped from his bed,
“ Mr. Queloh—g'’

surprise.

s row during
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Into the Honse !

“You need not apeak, Vernon-
Smith I snapped the Remove master.
“T've got something to say, sirl
snswered the Bounder coolly. * Whar-
ton’s not going to get it in. the neck
for Stacey thiz time. You're geing
to know who was out of the House!”

Heo stepped quickly to Stacey's bed,
grasped Fg:a h%dnlntim, and- whipped
them off. He had no doubt that a

dummy would be revesled in tha bed.
The next moment he stag red hack
in helpless astonishment. era was
no dummy in the bed. Ralph Btacey
sat up, rubbed his eyes, and yawned.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Condemned !

T%QE*!E' gat and stared round
i,
S Hiz look wan that of a fellow
suddenly awakened, who did not

understand what was gomng on.

Vernon-Smith stared at him like o
fellow in a dream,

Stacey was theral

If he had been out he had got back!
There he was! Smithy felt as if his
head was turning round. Hed he made
an egregious mistake, and wsatched the
wrong fellow in the dark breakin
bounds? He had been certain, ho ha
taken it for granted, that it was
Stacey who had left the dormitery at
half-past ten. Was it, after all,
Wharton that he had shut out?

His bed was some distance from
Stacey's—and the dormitory had been
very dark. He might have made such
a mistake—if it was not, after all,
Atacey ywho had gome., But——m

The Bounder! stood bewildered.

Btacey was there—and o fellow like
Btacey, but with a black eye, had been

i
il

I:ll at him. Up went Stacey’s arm, siriking aside the grasp of the Fourth
ed gaag,ﬂ:mi lost his hold, and the next second the junior was past him, fearing madiy

seen out of the House by two masters
and a prefect| The Bounder stared at
Stacey—almost gibbered at him in his
amazement. r. Quelch's voice came
sharply and angrily.

“Vernon-Smith! Go back to bed at
once ! How dare you intervena in this
matter i _

“I—1 thought——" Tha Bounder
stammerad helplessly.

“Is anything the matter, sir?* asked
Stacey meekly. -

“Yes, Stacey; something is. very
iitch the mubtati® pasd: Me.  Ouelen
“I am sorry tu-mg that your relative
has been discovered in the very act of
disgracing hinself and the school, and
that he will be taken to the head-
naster in the morning for sentence..
But you, my dear boy, must not con-
sider his disgrace as reflecting on you,
You are in no way answerabla for the
misdoings of vour relative.”

Stacoy winced; be bhad a comscience
of sorts. ; :

The colour came into his checks, and
he sat silent. Ogilvy's voice was heard.

“"You silly ass, ithyl Did you
think it was Stacey ¥

“ Fathead | said Russell.

A resonant snore, which had been
gninn* on all this time, coased. RBilly

unter. had awekened, last of the

Remove. He sat up and blinked, and
squeasked In alarm:
“] say, you fellows, what's up? I

say, is it burglars? I may, is the
on fire ¥ Hnﬂ%“

“Shut up. Bunter ¥

“T sa p 1* yelled Bunter. “I say,
somebody go and call Queleh! "I'l bet
that old ass .is fast aeasleep, with ihe
House on firg——" \

“Bunter 1” came a startling voics.

“0Oh lor'l J—I didn't soe you, sir—
oh crikey I Y
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“Rea silont, you foolish boy I*

“0h crumbs!™

Billy Bunter realised that the House
was not on fire. He groped for his spee-
tacles, jammed them on his fat lLittle
nose, and blinked at the scene in great
astonishrmoent.

Mr. Quelch turned back to Wharton.

Harry was silent, dazed. His outbreak
of fierce anger had passed, leaving him
in & state of hopeless bewilderment. He
was condemned—he know that; and con-
demned, as it seemed. on 1nn§|43putahlﬁ
evidencs. Somsehow or other his double
had “wangled " this—but how, he could
not begin to guess. IHis chums were
looking at him—in silence. They simply
did not know what to think.

“Wharton !” come Quelch’s hard
Youce. :

Wharton looked at him. He did not
ﬂpEjik. What <guld he Eﬂ}fi i

previous occasions,” said r.

Quelch grimly, “some shadow of a doubt
might have existed, owing to your re-
semblance to another boy in this Form.
Vou have been given the benefit of that
doubt, such se it was. - On the present
occasion no shadow of doubt exists. You
cannot pretend that it waa Stacey out
of the Housp when your blackened oyo
was seon by three different perscns.
Leave your bed and dress yourseli.

Wharton found his voice.

“T've not bean out, sir—" "

“Silence! Dress vourself at once,
said the Remove master harshiy. * You

will be taken to the punishment-room

for the remainder-of the night. T shall
not trust you, Wharton. Wingate, will
you kindly eall Trotter, and ask him
to prepare the room "

1 ..?Eﬂq Iir‘ﬂ :

Wingate went down tha_pmaafa.
Capper, after & last curioua loo
Wharton, followed. .

Harry dressed himself quickly.

Mr. Quelch waited. .

His faco was as hard as if moulded
in iren. Every. fellovw, looking at hiin,
knew that the culprit had no mercy 1o
cxpect. Wharton was to be locked in
“punny " for the night—to be taken
thence before the Head in the morn-
ing—and sacked. Most likely the
Romove follows were seeing himi for the
Iast time! Frank Nugent's face was
white. Ho did not know what to
balieve, but his heart ached for his
cham.

“Follow me, Wharton I

“Very woll, sir."”

Wharton glanced at the pale, troubled
facas of his friends.

“You fellows—" he began.

“You necd say nothing to the other
bovs, Whartonl!? said Mr. Quelch
harshly.

“T will speak to them before I go,
sir,” snswered Harry, “‘and you shall
not stop mel™

" Boy 1” thundered Mr. Quelch. He
made & grasp abt Wharton's shoulder,
and the junior sprang back and eluded
him.

“Harry |" panted Nugent.

“Yaou fellows, it looks as if I'm going
to be sacked! That cur Stacey has got
away with it this time—how, I don't
know I*

“Qilence I roared Mr, Quelch.

“Ha's done me this time-——done me to
the wide I’ said Wharton steadily. I
dun*ﬁ know how he's worked it, Eut he
hgs.

He turned his eyes on Stacey.
© "You rotter!” he sid. “You've
away with it somehow, but I'd rather
be in my place than yours. And you'll
ba found out some day—you won't have
a double to land it on when I'm gone.
You—" ot
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“ Silence 1™

Mr. Quelch made another grasp and

caught him by the shoulder. Wharton’

was almost dragged to the doer.

“Cheerio, Wharton |* ealled out Lord &

Mauleverer. “You've got friends here
who stick to you, old bean”
Mr. Quelch’s eyes flashed
him.

" Mauleverar [

“Yaas, siri”

“Take five hundred lines(”

“¥aas! Thank vou, siel"

The light was turned offi—the door
shut ” Wharton was gone | ' The Remove
weora left to go to sleep again—if they
eould. But it was long before even
Billy Bunter's eyes closed again.

round at

e ey

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up for the Sack

i HARTON—"
W
 Backed =

“(oing to be sacked—"

“YWall, I"va geen it coming, for one”

“Same herel” i

It was all over the school. in the
morning. Every fellow, from the head
of the Sixth down to the smallest end
inkiost fag, talked about it

Many werae the comments—most of
them unfavourable to the hapless junior
locked in the punishment-room,

Which of the “doubles™ of the
Remove was the black she¢p had been
a disputed point. But how could it be
disputed now? )

A majority had backed Btacey, in-
fluenced by Mr. Quelch’s opinion and by
Stacey’'s wonderful exploits 8s a
cricketer. But fellows who had clung
to their faith in Wharton had to doubt
now. When a fellow was actually spotted,
how could there be further dispute?

The Co. remained loyal., They could
hot and would not believe that Harry
Wharton had deluded them. It was as
Bob Cherry said, all rot; -and . Hurree
Joamset Bam Simih declared emphatic-
ally that the rotfulness was terrific. Bul
even the faith of his best friends was ppt
to a.iam-erﬁlatrain. For the evidence was
IrrefraEa e, 3

The DBounder, was puzzled and
troubled. Tha Co. were deeply wor-
ried, though determined mnot to
doubt their ghum‘ In all the Remove
only one fellow was sercnely un-
shaken. That was Lord Mauleverer.
Mauly had no use for evidence. Mauly
did mot undertake to explain_ _the
matter. He was not good at riddles.
But no amount of evidence was going
to convines him that a fellow he
trusted was unworthy of his trust.
He knew that Wharton was all right—
and he said so.

“Don’t you men worry!” Mauly
told the . after breakfast in the
morning. °*The Head can’t sack 2 man

for what he hasan’t done.” :

“But they've proved it!” said Bob
Cherry dismally. "“I=1 jolly well
know it isn’t frue, and can't be—but
they've got proof all the same.”

“The evidense i3 terrific!” agreed
Hurree Singh, with a doleful shake of

his dusky head
“ Evidence,” said Lord Mauleverad
oracularly, “is all rot! If I ever

'

become a ju
“Oh, my hat!’
“If I ever become = i'pdge, " gaid
Mauly calmly “I shan't listen to any
evidence | ok &t the evidenca in
this jolly old case—absolute proof that
oor cld Wharton was out of the
ouse, when we jolly well know that

he was in bed and fast asleap.
Evidence is all bunk!” _

“I hope the Head will think sol”
said Johnmy Bull, with a dismal
rin,

“The Head't a downy eold bird["
said Lord Mauleverer confidently.
“He won't sack & mean for nothing!
Depend on it !™

he Co. could only hope that
Mauly was right. But they could not
help feariny that the Head would
attach rathez more importance to
evidence than his lordship did.

There was & buzz in Hall at break-
fast. “Hackings® were extremely
rara ot Greyfriare—hardly a fellow
remembered one. TFellows had come
near ik,  somelimes—indeed, it was
often wondere? how the Bounder and
Price of the Iifth eluded it. But it
seldom . happened—and now it  was
going to hapg-enl Wharton's friends

U

might hope; but they knew that the
h“.?‘“ was faint—very faint |

Caught in the act!” Skinner
remarked to a ecrowd of fellows.

“His uncle being a governor of the
school won't .make apy difference—
Wharton’s going to get it in the neck.
I can't say -I'm surprisedl I slways
iunc'ied that chap was a bit of a-hum-

u y

ﬁﬂhtﬁij’ knew. so far, whether it was
to be a public expulsion or not.
dome of the fellows, perhaps, would
have preferred the excitement of one.
But wher Greyfriars went in to frst
school, it was known that Wharton
was still locked in * punny,” snd had
not yet been up to the Head. Tellows
peered round corners, to sea the Head
on his way to the Bizth Form BRoom
that morning.

Those who saw Fim reported that
the Big Beak was loocking very
solemn, Quelch, no doubt, had
already made his report to the Head,
though the culprit had not been taken
up for judgment yet.

Thera was s vacant place in the
Remove-room that morning.

And four faces, at least, were woe-
fully ‘dismal.

a Co. were wondering missrably
wheather they would see their chum
again belora he left. For, in spite of
Mauly's cheery assurances, they had
hardly any doubt that he was
leaving.

Mr. Quelch was very grim, and a
little perturbed that morning. An
expulsion in  hiz Form could be
E‘leasing to ro Form-masier. And he
ad not forgotten that the condemned
junior had once been his trusted head
oy, and that he had hoped great
things from him. It was & blow to Mr.
Quelch, little as Wharton guessed it.

In class that morning Herbert
Vernon-Bmith glanced many timegs at
the calm, sedate face of Btacey. The
fellow looked grave, as was natural
when bis relative was going to be
sacked. There was nothing else to ba
read in his face. ]

How had he worked it?

That was the question the Bounder
asked himself. . ]

For, in Smithy's mind, reflection
had banished doubts. He had made
no mistake in the dark—it was Stacey,
not Wharton, who had got out of the
House, and whom he had shut out. It
was Btacey who had been seen and
chased in the aquad—and they had
fancied the black eye! Or—

Bmithy's mind followed a mew train
of thought. Ho¢ gave no sattention
whatever to Mr, ﬁuelnh in class.
Twice he was called to order—then

(Continued on page 28.)
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jl.ﬂlﬂ SNUGGER

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Fearning ithat their Uncle Ampgas, o

gold prospector, has becn m

in Canads, Selwgn Gore and his
brother, Colin, set out for Moose Call,
detertmined to sgetile accounts woith the
murderers. En roule, the boys meet
Mountgin Lion, a Sionx Indion and
friend of Amyas Gore, who leads them
to ithe Greal Chief's Hewd, in the
Sunrise Mountains, ichere they dis-
cover the murdered maoan’s claim,
Leaving the Indian to keep twcaich,

Heleeyn and Colin make for the heme-

ward {roil o regiater the claim. They
are ambtished, however, by o gang of
toughs led by Majoe ond Musty, woho
kave «f rvegistered the cleim,
but do mnot Eknow {ts tohereabouls.
Majoe threalens to throw Celin over
the mountainsids wunless the hoya
divulge the whereabouts of the claim.
E’uﬁn iz defiant, but Sehoyn gives way.
i Wail," he says, ''and I'll show you
Wﬂﬂf ¥ 7

{Nowr read on.)

Solwyn Hax a Plan!

o AIT ! stormed Majoo, “ Why
w wait 1"

“Well," answered Selwyn,

siiling in spite of grim-

nees of the ordeal, **wa've got some

climbing to do. Unless we have some-

thing to_eat we'll be too weak to climb,

It would be no good vour frying to find
tha place without us. !

Majoe eyed Jelwyn suspiciously, but
gave the order,

“Give 'em something to eat|” he
said.

The food wu rough—hard blmuf-

rT 'E}mad and water, ate,

5 n's brain began to clear, ind &

blem which had seemed impossible

uf solution B few short minutes before
became urgﬂtal olear,

With a bit of luck they could get the as

better of Majoe end his murdercus
p,ug. They might fod the gold, . but

Eﬂiin hat'l edged close to Selwyn. He
looked inquiringly at his brother, He
bsd pever known 8el to sell a pal, lose

MOUNTAIN LIOM

q"? /’"’ m

,.,; g.J

SELWYN  and COLIN
g game through faint-hesrtedness,
betray & secret, or show funk, Of

course, Sel had promised to show Majoo
and his murderﬂts the Amyas (ore
claim to save his life, but Colin won-

dered whether he would fulfil that
prooiise. .
“Don't forget they mean to kill us

whether we show them the way to the
claim or not, Sel,” said Colin.

Salwyn nodded, and his blue eyes
ghone rs he locked at his brothar, ¥

“T know they do—but they may not,”
he answered: “ We've got to show them
the slide hole, Col; but I'm going to
make my last bargain when we get up
there.*

“But——" Colin wanted to ask s lot
mors quéstions, but refrained, for the
g were hoveri hear, wa:tmg
mmpatiently for them to finish esatin

“ (et outside that grub,” ssid
1m§uat1entl " far we want to atart!”

elwyn finished eating, and then rose.
Hea turned {o Colin with an encouraging

simile,
M 8tick ik, Col 1™ hea said. And keep
want f
we raach tha slide

close by me in the climb.
noticad  them

a.]qﬂ

next to me when
hole,
Majoa,

howaver,
whm

I"III

eap them Bntm’-mrs apart 1" he
rapped ouf “They' ra lanning some-
thing. Bring the un over hyar
Now, kni get busy, a.mi show us where
this claim 13 '~

Belwyn, who was feeling much
stronger and beiter, &t once took
command.

“ There's only one way to the claim,
and ence vou get in, there's only one
way out. You'd never find the way in
unless wa EhﬂWud ou.”

ki uure tricking us," threatened

Mazj ‘it’s the last t-hmg you'll’ ever
du‘TE ﬂl:l;:h L
! rm ave ing you've go en,
a:m 13 ham to return by annthar
ick up your s &nd guns
and keep your hands fp res, bacause it's
a etiff climb.”

“You're tellin’ ua!* sneered Musty,
“I should hate to tell you ghlng,
you poisonous ratl” answered Selwyn.

“ Now, if you're all ready, follow me !

Selwyn ‘led the way &rther up the
trail, conszctous that he was cove
frorn behind, Colin, too, had a fun
trained on him. At the foot of the
rork up which Mountsin Lion had
swarmed to show the two brothers the
slide hole, Salwyn halted.

“We've got to get up there I" he said
“Colin, show the wai{
ajoe. "I'll go

“Wait [ snapped
Erst ""

you can go first if you ]:'Il:e "
amd éeiwyn impatiently, * gut. yoir'll
never find the way |™

“T'll go pecond, then,” snapped
Majoe, *and if the kid ?]lj’! any tricks
I’H ump lead inte him |’

p you go, then, Col, if you think

Fou can manage it mui Selwyn,
The gang wers staring up dﬂubﬂullg
ah ihe ateep face ﬂf tﬁa clii. They
no faothold, Tittle to
clm\% h:: But it waa the d'r] aven tnnﬁ
a rock whichk gave that imprassmn,
as Selwyn knew.

Colin remembared the climb as clear :z
as if he had only just a.mmugh
Hﬂh ga]:nedh th&:, ﬂrﬁt tn-:iml dgmtged
wit 15 hanh ri an

ulted himself upwfrdgp Agsin he felt
or foothold, found it, and climbed.
He was nprﬁada led agairet the rock
faco in the lrﬁu:laéE that. Mountain
'Lion had been on 1: e night of the
stamprede.

Majoe followed him, encumbered by
the pack on his back and the rifle and
guna he carried. H-u made much slower
f‘mgtam, Colin to the narrow
edge sbove far iIn admnm of hifm

After Majos, came Solwyn, chmhmg
easily, his eyes shining a.'hﬁy.
Eelwsrn & heart wa-l huatmg n]i:dlm for

his plnn was mg shape, It was &
groat plan, .'r.t' oply he counld manage :t-

Colin was in fmnt a.mi the gsnf

all trmlmn: ‘? ey

ad slipp m

lgl'mu at- ﬁ:ﬂ first attemp ?‘ and '!rﬂrﬂ

cursing loudly from a; val 'balﬁm
usty came next 10 Wy

nok mt-am:l tuﬂ#l the boy aut}:&ﬁm
Lmmuzr.~—No. 1,



26

sight, and bis evil face registered doubt
and suspicion.

As scon as Colin was able to stand
erect on the narrow ledge which ran
past the slide hole, hs paused and
turned round.

One false step and he would po hurt-
ling over the adlge to the hard rock
below, which would mean broken limbs
if not certain death. _

Majoo gained the ledge, gripped 1t

with his dirty hands, snd peered along
Ehllz.] narrow, irregular pathway doubt-
ully.

“Heck ! he snorted. "“Are wo

expected to go along thar?”

* Please yourself,” answered Selwyn,
from behind him. *"But you want us
to show you the war to the claim, This

15 1t. (o back if you don't like it.™
Lﬂgnﬂ ‘haunled himself up higher,
fou the ledge with his knee, and

gropingly scrambled to his feet, Hoe
was so big that it was difficult for him
to maintain his balance on the narrow
ledge, and the sweat was pouring down
fus grimy face. Fear shone in lns dark
eyes. It +was plain to see that he did

not like it.
“What now?" he asked.
'* Better let me come by and go on

with my brother Colin,"” said Selwyn.
But Majoe demurred, his crafty eyes
glhinting cunningly.

“Na!™ he snarled. *You two go
separats 1™

“All right! O.K., Colin,” said
Selwyn. “Carry on.”

Colin asdvanced ecautiously, feeling

every step, and mounted up the rising
track to the place where the slide hole
was bored through the cliff face,

Ho reached it at last.
“ Here we are " he said cheerily,

“ Hore we are, where, an' what?”
growled Majos, &8s he laboured up
P e Siad been ob

o h en obliged to slip his gun
back into its hﬂhmg]."* and .hf wis Etmt
at all pleased with things. He glanced
aound at the toughs com: +gmg~e‘:rliv o,
their packs eticking out behind, shulfling
their feet along sidoways. One man's
hat blew off, and he cursed as it went
soaring away on the wind. Certainly
Msjoe was not pleased with the way
things were going.

“Move along 8 bit, Col, and let
Majoe got a lock in,” said Selwyn,

olin obediently made room.

John Majoe was immedistely in front
of the slide hole, and here the path was
not only wider, but was protected by a
stone edging which rose a foot or two
above the track. . When it rained the
water gushed along the track and
poured down through the slide hole,
gradually deepening and widening the
channel in the arena below as it had

doing for ages.

“Do you see that hole?™ said Belwyn,
pointing, while Majoo bent to look.
“Well, that’s the way to the claim.
¥Yon slide down the tackle you want to
take with you, and then slide down after
it. It'a like a shoot, and you como ripéht.
out into a wide arena which 15 chockful
of gold.”

Majoe looked down into the hole, then
get back his head. 2

“Do you expect me to believe that®”
he asked, la.ughmé derisively. "1 sea
the little game. You want me and the
boys fto g{w):s slidin’ down thar to our
deaths.  Oh, po, we're too old to be
caught 1 that little net IV

The moment SBelwyn had hoped for
had arrived. ;

“Then lot me and my brother slide
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down first and show the way,” he said.
“Apd you and the others can follow.”

selwyn spoke as if it were a matter
of little comsequence, But Majoe was
gll guspicion.

M Not likely,” he jeered, “Let you
two _ Britishers fool us like that?
Nothing doing! You show the way,
and I'll ‘bold your brether hostage. And
if° thar's any .trickery, out goes his light
like a snuffed candle ™

The trouble was that Majoe stood
between the two brothers, otherwise all
Selwyn had to do was shout to Colin to
follow and slide down through the hole,
If they were quick about it they could
race to the waterfall, and perhaps even
gain the way out before the gang
spotted them. Everything was in their
favour, They carried no packs, no
guns. But Selwyn had to give Colin his
change, i .

“Rubbish ! he gaid. “I told you that
we can't come back this way. If you
want to reach the claim you've all got
to slidé through this hole. What does it
matter how we go? We'll show you the

wﬂﬁ,-ﬂ .

ut Majoo was stubborn, suspicious,
he did not believe. Whipping out his
gun, he held it threateningly, and
turned to leser at Colin. .

“MNo,” he said, “I'm keeping this kid
hvar J::;,.- me, You can go through that
hole if you like; and you've gol to po
and shout to me all clear before I go
bumpin’ down intoe trouble I don't
know. I might go slidin’ to my death
down thar.”

Selwyn sighed wearily.

“If that was the case we'd have to
slide to our death, wouldn't we, If we
went first? he said.

“I don't want any argument. You
slide, and we'll see what happens.”

”ﬁump ‘am off and have dome with
it, Jack!” bellowed Musty, who was
growing tired of clinging to the narrow
trail like & mountain goaf.

Majoe turned his six-gun on Belwyn.

“Show us the way to the claim '™ he

- roared,

Braced to action, and having thought
it out, Selwyn suddenly stormed inte
battle. Transferring his weight from
his right foot to his left, he hit Majoe
under the chin with every ounce of
strength he had in him.

The blow was unexpected, and Black-
beard recled over.

Before he could receaver his balance,
however, Salwyn gave him another and
deciding punch that hurled him. back-
wardas over the brink. As he dis-
appeared, with a shriek of dismay,

ajoe’s gun went off, the bullet flying
skyward as hizs body hurtled to the
rocky place forty feet below.

It was now or never.

“Come on, Col!? cried Belwyn, a3 he
dropped down and slid his feet into the

slide hole.

Musty fired at him even as he
dropped, the bullet whistling over
Selwyn's head, The next second Selwyn
was in the hole and sliding from view,

Colin saw that gun in Musty's hands,

and, with & lesp, got in front of the

hole, dropped, and slid aiter Selwyn,
the second shot roaring out as he
vanished.

Musty came on, to bend and stare
down inte the hole. The entrance was
polished by countless reinstorms and
many centuries ©of melting snows.
Musty gazed through the opening un-
believingly. As he strained his ears to
listen he thought he ecould hear the
happy, triumphant shoute of the bo
somewhera on the other side of the
rocky wall through which the hole was

bored. For half a minute he crouched
there, hesitating, 5~

Then he pushed his gun inid ita case
and began to slip off rifle and pack.

“The claim must be somewhar!” he
sported. *““Why not hyar? The kids
knew the hole. And Mountain Lion
must hev showed it to 'em, OF with
your packs, boys, and take care of your
guns. We can’t help Majoe -mow. But
you an’ me mean to git them boys and
wash that gold.”

80 saying, he slid hiz pack down
through the hole, and then, dropping
down feet-first, edged himself into the
bole, holding on to his Winchester,

“ Hero she 1" he roared, and next
moment alid from view like a toboggan
along an icy slide.

————

A Dash for Safeiy!

ELWYN slid down through the
hole with feet spread wiga snd
the welts of his shoes gripping
tho smooth, worn rock.

His progress was swift, yet controlled,
and, having been down the slide before,
he landed on his feet when the run
hurled him out, kept his balance, and
ran down the boulder-strewn slope to the
level ground bélow., There he turned
and watched for his brother.

Colin shot .inte view a_ few seconds
later, stumbled as he landed, regained
hiz feat, and then came le&ﬂging down
to Selwyn. His eyes were shiming, his
face was flushed with excitoment, and
he was breathing quickly.

“Thanks, Sel, old sport!” he gasped.
“That was a near thing. I thought it
was all over with us when those brutes
threatened to hang me over the cliff.
Crumbs| When you said at first that
you'd show those villains the way here 1
thought you were going to sell the
F"E'“.’j-'_'" ::lnlclycl'ui]:uJur .

“The plan came to me in a flash”
answered Selwyn. “PBut let's hide
quick, for the whole lot of them will
come crashing through in & minute.”

Belwyn's keen eyes espied a jutting
wall of rock about & hundred yards
away. It lay in the direction thea
waterfall which marked the only way
out of the amphithea.tie.

“Thiz way ! he yelled, as he darted
for cover with Colin &t his heels,

The two brothers darted behind the
rocky wall and crouched there, scarcely
daring to peep out.

Colin grinned happily.

“If we have to go out now it won't
ba so bad,” he said., “because you fairly
gettled with John Majoe.

Helwyn nodded, then wheeled round
suddenly.

“Look [* he eried. " Thay're coming I”

Colin erouched and peeped out from
behind the roek. He saw Musty
Wilmot, who had just come down Lhe
Elide, bounce é.m hilf beam end with feiat

1 upwards, then try to rise, only
tglgﬁtanpgle- his rifle between his legs
and come down a purler which left him
breathless.

As Musty ﬂtngdgered, cursing, down to
the level ground below, another of the
' came sliding into view. It was
the fellow called Blick, He bumped
upon the rocks, turned over, and then
serambled up, gripping his Winchester,

A pack hurtled through the slide hole
on to the rocks, rolled over, and was
retrieved by Slick. A miner's cradle
followed. Then came a pick, a shovel,
another pack, a second cradle, and some
bundles of stores and other things in
ewift successzion,
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After these had been gathered amd
removed another of the gang came
down the shoot. He was Icllowed at
irregular intervals by the rest, and, to
the brethers’ surprise, the last but cne
of the ﬁ&pg to arrive was—their enemy,
John o6l : :

Majoo brought his rifle with him and
hmped painfully down to where Musty,
jaws agape and eyes staring, waited.

Majoe glared at him, and, setting his
hand to a gun-butt, barked out so londly
that the boys could hear every word:

“Thepght I was done in, didn’t yer,
Musty? Thought that was good for you,
thinkin’ you could steal my share of the
gold, But I'm hyar! And I ain’t hurt,
barzin’ a scratch or two [V

“f saw vou fall, Jack,” answered
Musty, “but I never thought nothing.
We'd got to go after the Britishers, We
were hangin® on to that iedgﬂ like flies,
Geoin” back to help you didn’t look 20
enzv. ™

“Waal, I landed light, bounced off
the rock on to some sciree, and that
broke my tumble. Blid down to the
track with a scraped knee, an’ o
seratched face, and that's all.” _

Majoe glared around the amphi-
theatre, somewhat surprised to sce the
muuntain stream running through it
and then scanned every near-by place
for a sight of the two brothers,

“Them Britishers kem through hyar,
didn’t they 1" he bawled. *Waal, then,
whar are they?”

Musty fingered his guns to make sure
they were O.K., tock a peep at his
Winchester, and then peered along the
uneven wall of rock behind which
Setwyn and Colin had hidden, ]

“Don't vou worry, boss,” he said
viciously, " them boys.said thar wuz no
way. out of here. We'll get 'em. They
can’t be far away. I kem through right
on their tails, and they wasn’t in sight
when I bounced on to the rock.”

“Waal, hunt ‘em out!’” shouted
Majoo. “An' the moment you spot "em,
shoot !  Don't give ‘em & chance.
Réckon they ain't fooled ws this time.
This must be Amyas Gore's elaim right
enough, We'll bump them Britishers
off and then get the gold.”

The men were about to seatter for the
search when one of them, happening to
look down, eaught the gleam of bright
golden specks shining in the ground
about them. Dropping on to his knees,
he began to scrape at the seil, turning
it over and eyeing it almost unbeliev-

il'l%l}‘ .
he others, seeing what he was at,
hesitated, dangling their guns,

“Gald 1 bellowed the man excitedly.
*Gold! CGold worth millions! We're
rich for life! Cold! Gold !

The rest of the toughs glared at him
for a moment incredulously, then one of
them, in his greedy panie, smote the
gold-inder under the jaw, hurled him
away, and, kneeling on the damp seil,
began to gather up the particles. The
rest of the gang dropped their guns,
All thought of pursuing Selwyn and
Jolin was forgotten.

The man who had been floored pulled
sut & revelver, but another knocked his
zun up as he pulled the trigger.

Musty tore down on them.

_“You crazy loonies,” he shouted.
“The Tﬂld will keep. There's enough
for all. We've got to find them
Britishers, Can’t have them carrying
argund no fairy tales ™

Majoe eame up, his lined and dirty
face scratched and bleeding where he
had scra it on the seree in his fall,
He had lost his hat and his matted hair
tumbled about his face 8aT3 N
tangled disorder. His lips were pulled
dewn in a devilish grimace,

“T'll fire on the first one of you that

EVERY SATURDAY

Selwyn's fist shot out suddenly,

catching Blackbeard under the chin

and sending him hurtling backwards
over the brink !

won't obey orders!” he yelled. "'Who's
boss hyar? Tell me thati”

The gold-seckers stopped their scrap-
ing at the soil and peered up at their
leader sulkily. Majoe had alweys
dominated them, and they were still

afraid of him.

“Nose them Britishers out and shoot
at zight,” he ordered.

At that very moment, Musty, who had
walked on a ﬂttlﬂ way, saw Selwyn and
Colin rumning close in to the wall of
rock towards R place where the stream
ran rippling over the edge.

In a second he had his rifle pressed
against his shoulder, and—braang!—a
bullet whistled closea by Selwyn’s ear.

“There they go!” bawled Majoe.
“Traip your guns on 'em ! After 'em !
Shoot 'em down! They can't get away !
We've got "em |”

Selwyn and Colin had hoped to be
able to reach the tremcherous winding
rocky pathway leading down to the
falls before the gang spotted them.
But the luck didn't hold. Revolvers
ceacked, and rifles rang, and then, with
loud oaths and wild shouts, the eight
men camie racing after them, RMusty
keeping discreetly to the rear, Majoe
running last because he had been lamed
in his tumble.

“Beat them to it, Col ! shouted Jel-
wyn, a5 he dodged behind his vounger
brother, seeking to protect him from the
bullets. It isn't far to the way down.
If we can only reach shelter before they
reach tho top of the fsll, we may be
able to get away.”

“But we'll be showing them the way
out, Hel,” replied Colin, 83 he quick-
ened his stride.

“Poesn’t matter. Ones we can get
down the mountains we'll soon get In
touch with Mountain Lion. If we can
only trap Majoe and hizs brutes up
here—'

. Bullets whistled past the heads of the
boys, hit the ground close, by, and
chipped fragments frem the rocks., But
they ran on and outdistanced the

ey

heavily built
toughs.

Selwyn uttered a shout of joy as he
saw the way turn round the rocky cliff
and lead steeply down to the fall.

snd clumsily clothed

“Go it, Col!” he urged,
Colin saw the promise of shelter and
sprinted. He slithered pantingly* from
view of the pursuers-and in a moment

“Grand ! ssid Belwyn, his eves
shining hopefully as hs saw the trail
leading steeply down.

OUNTAIN LION had shown
M the two brothers the way out
of the amphitheatre,

Selwyn thought he could re-
Colin had no doubt about 1if.

But when they had descended about
eighty feet, the mountain torrent, which,
wag running with nothing like the speed
they had seem it, ran shallowly and
smoothly over a worn rim of roch and
plashed into a bhasin below. .

Az he came to the spot, Colin hesi-

“Which way do we go, Seli” he
asked. “T think Mountain Lion turned
to the right here.”

Selwyn joined his brother and looked

“1 almost think you're right, Col,”
he returned. “ But if you remember we
splashed through the water here.”

“0Of course we did,” rejoined Colin.
the right. Don't you remember, some
distance lower down, the fall breaks
up, turning - right and left? We took
the right-hand path down.™
division of the fall. Below, where the
wator tumbled into the natural basin,
it poured smoothly out and went roar-
mg musically down the mountainside.

Selwyn was ind him.
A Near Thing !

member every point of the route, while
and volume it had attamed when last
tated, :
warily at the fall.
“And vet I could have bet we went to

But the two could not see the

Tue Magwer Lisrary.—Na. 1.450.
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“You stay here, Col,” said Selwyn,
“T'Il go down and look, and then I'll
sing out which 15 the right way.”

Just as he was aboub to move, how-
ever, a shout from higher up the fall
told him they had been scen,  The next
rmoment and a bullet ruffled his hatr as
a revolver-shot rang mimmg gy above.

Turning. Selwyn saw one of the men
standing right out in the fall, poised
on a spur of rock, aiming deliberately
at him and his brother as they made
big stationary tavrgets down below. It
was no time for hesitation, no time for
them to go exploving. They must act,
and quickly. - :

Remembering that Mountain  Lion
Iad led them through a splash just
about here, Selwyn led the way through
the smooth fast-flowing water that
raced over the rim of polished stone,

The ice-cold mountain water reached
half-way up to his knee, and twice he
lost his balance and might have gone
hortling to his death, had not _ljl!'l
srcadies him with a touch frem behind.

The man above saw that the boys
must soon escape himn, for where the
houlder-strewn and jagged track led
down on the left they would soon gain
sielter, He fired three move shots in
swift succession, and then came leap-
ing down the fall. Here rocks jutted
out above the cataract of water that
tumbled frothing down. Some were
round, some were pointed, while others
were flat or ragged. and whereas, when
SHelwyn and {"'.{?lm had first seen them,
they had been covered by (he thunder
of watér from the melting snows,. they
now stood out bold and clear, formin
stops, from onc to another of which
the bearded villain came leaping down.

Caining & fivm foothold on a square,
flat rock, and gaining. a better view of
Selwen froin there, e took steady aim
and fired again. ]

Selwyn threw Colin aside and dodger!
But the bullet tore his coat, and he feit
binod trickling warmly from a wound.

Moving hiz arm, he foupd Lhat neo
hones had  been  shattered, and  he
seaveely felb the sting of the slight fesh
w .

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The man let out a vell of disappoint-
ment as he saw the boys spring away
SEait.

“Stop !” he yelled. “Come back ™

Selwyn turned and peered up at the
burly rascal. He must have weighed
thirtecn stones at least.  His clothes
were worn and dicky, his riding boois
caked with mud. Ilis  shapeless,
weather-stained hat was pulled down
over & mat of shaggy, uncombed hair,
and his face of copper brown made a
decp contrast fo hia tawny, bleached
beard. Hao stood balanced upon his
heavy, nail-studded soles, and below him
the steps of rock ran down to the rim
over which the water rolled sinoothly to
the pool.

To all appearance these rocky sleps
promised frm foothold. Home of them
wore s1x feet square, the smallest two or
three feet. By leapimg down them, the
bearded villain judged he must soon get
level with the boys. No doubt he meant
to follow then down the rocky trail. If
onee he got close, he would scarcely be
likely Lo miss shooting them.

“Why not stay and take what's comin’
to vou !” he reoared. © Want me to plug
you from behind @ ;

Selwyn laughed back at him.

“Balt '™ he shouted.  “ ¥ou couldn't
hit a haystack !

That did it! With an oath, the man
leapt down to a rock six fcet below him,
steadied himself, sprang to another
boulder three or four feet away, and
then toa third right down in the middle
of the falll a large, flat-topped rock
which divided the rushing walers.

He did not take the same care when
he landed on this laiter boulder. It
dark, greenv-black. dull surface was de-
coptive. The weed on 1t was dry on tap,
bt moist and slimy underneath. He
did not land upen it square, but with his
fect a trifle in fromt of his body. In =
flash his heels slipped from under him,
he bumped down upon the treacherous
boulder, and slid off it, cluiching vainly
:ut]lthu stone as hizs body hurtled 1nto the
fall ®

(Wateh out for furiler cxetting ehap-
tere of thiz popular advendure sfory in
werd weck's NACGKET, cfitms/f)

A DANGEROUS DOUBLE!

(Continued from page B4.)

he was piven lines! He paid no
heed. o ‘
When the Remove were dismissed in
break the Bounder went oub with the
rest, his mind made "up, Ie followed
Stacey and faced hum Tin the c!und*
under the star. of a crowd of fellows.
Smithy had somecthing to say that he
wanted other follows to hear. :
“ Wkharton's not gone yeb, Staceyl™
said Vernen-Smith
Stacey Jooked at him.
“Not" he said. ]
“No! And,” went on Vernon-Smith
deliberately, ‘"he’s not going ! i
“(lad to hear it, if 1t's true ! said
Stacey, unmoved. .
“And L'l tell you why he's not
going !” saicl the Bounder. “He's not
oing—becaus: 1 know who was out of
ﬁﬂunds last wight=—I know who shoved
some black on his eye to mako it look

like Whartoa's Flack eve—and I'm
going to prove it " .

Stacey’s heart stond still for a
moment. .

“Do you faney-— - ]

“T ‘don't fancy—I kpow!” said

Smithy grimly. “Apnd what I know
I'm going to prove. Wharton's not
going, Stacev—or if he goez "he will
come back! DBut when. you pack your
Lox yvou'll pack it for good !”

And the Bounder swung round on

his heel and walked awav. He left
the other fellows i a buzz—Stacey
silent as  slone. What was the

ﬁ:‘rmmdur goinry to do? What could he
Qi

It was said of old that great is
truth, and it must prevail ! And the
schemer of the Remove, valwardly so
sucecssfnl, feli with a shudder that it
was true!

THE END.

(Next wrek'y gtory of Harry Wharfon
o Co. iz entitled: “STPANDING BY
SMITHY ! and is undoubtediy the best
in  the series, Make sure of next
Safurdey s Maexer, by ordering 1 from
your wewsegent to-dayl)
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CAUGHT
NAPPING!

By DICKY NUGENT

“I'm afraid I won't be able to play kricket this
afternoon.” ’

Jack Jolly, of t.hahch"th Form at 8¢ Sam’s,
stared A t at Bright. . _

The F%mu;h were dew to play St. Bill's on Litile
Side in five minnite and 8t, Bill's were looked on
as the tuffest proposition of the term. Yet here
was Bill Bright, ono l;:-f tho E}eﬂt Pla:.r:rs In tl,ha]
F calmly sayi e waso't going to play I’

%T!:Thy, yn::; mn.:f:f %a otty ! " gasped Jack Jolly.
# Why won’t you be able to play, prey 1"

Bright larf pekuliar, m gg larf. _

“ Can't toll you,” he said, ' I've got my reason
for not playing ; but it’s & privit and confidenshal

al™
nﬂThe kaptin of the Fourth turned as red as a
Fﬂ‘r}?his is & new stunt, isn’t it—keeping things
back from wyour pals?™ he eride. ™I suppose

ou're mot going <ut blagging with Snarler & Co.

any chence ! Well, if you won't play, you

won't. I'll get Weakling to Sl the vakancy and
hoap for the best.”

With that, Jack Jolly staraped out of the study,
glamming the door after him with a slam thab
echoed t.%rnugh the House like a thunderclap,

Bill Bright winced, as he sank weerily back
into & chair. It was pretty tuff, he reflected, to
ba on bad terms with Jack Jolly after all these

ars of frendship. But it couldn’t be helped.

o had & task to perform that aftornoon that
waa much more important then a meer Lkricket-
match ; and perform it he would, though every
one of his ﬂldp pals turned their backs on him -in
consekwence 1

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle !

It was the old skool clock, booming out the
hour of three—which meant that the right time
was bout five-past-two. Bright jum to his
feat.

“ Tweniy-past-two I herd Snarler say they’d
begin their—game of nn]i-] in Hugg]a;m Woods ! °"
he muttered. **I shall be just in timel "

Putting on his cap, Bright went out. But if
yvou've jumped to the conclusion that he was
going out to pl&;?r nap with Snarler in the woods,
deer reader, you'ro grately mistaken, His object
was guite a different one!

The fakt was that Bill Bright was going to
Muggleton Woods for the eggapress purpose of
saving his minor, Bertie Bright, from gomng to
the dogs! :

For some time Bright major had known that
his minow was pla ing the giddy ox with Snarler
& Co. of the Faurt%, ut this was the first chance
he had had of stepping in at the right moment
and putting an end to the alliance !

There was a grim smile on his face as he walked
out of the pateway and turned his footsteps in
the direction of Muggleton Woods. He knew
what he was golng to do. He would cateh Snarler
& Co. in the act of playing nap with his yung
brother, then thrash them till they proromised
gollemly never to lead Bright minor astray
again! That was Bright's programme, and
he tully meant to carry it out—or be carried
out himself |

In a matter of minnits, Bright found
the sheltered glade in the woods where
Snarler and Craven and Bounder minor—
the three worst fellows in the Fourth at St. |-
Boam's—wera p]n}'in%‘enafp. His face darkened
as he reckermised the fourth member of the

arty. Ashe had eggspected, it was his young

rother | N

Bright stepped beldly inte the midst of

L
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His clenched fist landed on Snarler’s nose with a
deffening crash, and Snarler, yelling with aggerny,
shot back into a bed of stinging neitles. :
“And now you take this!™ added Bright,
turning to Craven and Bounder minor.

He gave them a cupple of terribul blows to the
chin and sar Oﬁecbiwiy, and Bounder minor
?mi l Craven ed to the ground, moaning
eebly.

Er?ght looked round for his minor. And then
hﬂﬂ%ﬁiﬂ&nu{lﬂ actiadahmk.+ 5 _

ing in the place preeviously ocoupied by
Bright m%%-:r. who Ead now fled, was a majestick
figger in cap and gown whose appearance made
Bright farely jump. It was Dr. Birchemall, the
headmaster of 36, Sam’s !

* The—the Head ! ed Bright.

Dr. 'Birchémall st at him sternly.

“ Yes, Bright, it's me,” he said, with bia vsual
faultless grammer. * What, mite I ask, is “the
meaning of this ¢ " , ]

He pointed to the cards and the coins. Bright
started violently. Surely, he thought, it waan't

pssibul for the Head to suspect him of being a
lads t

“ [—J—I—"" he stutiered.

“Is ji—can it be possibul that you are the
leader of this wretched crew of

that I have caught you napping ?'
like 1t to me !

bollers and
Fﬁundamd tha
Head., *“ It looks very mue Well,

Snarler, what s it § 1

Snarler gerambled out of the stinging-nettle bed,

wearing a very cunning look on his dial. He bad
suddgn%y seen & way of getling his own back on
Bright.

If you please, sir, it wasn't our fault—meaning
me and Bounder and Craven!” he wined, * It
was Bright who taught us to play nap and roocked
us of all our munny ! Wasn't it, you chaps 1V

* Yes, rather | %! corussed Bounder minor and

5 ..-:‘- . - ) "" o = :II_ o
" = ! H = -
‘ “'."; g b - " I'l."'-

Craven, eagerly.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

3

The Head eyed Bright grimly,

“* 8o that's it, 18 it 1™ he eride. “Not content
with being depraved yourself, Bright. vou have to
make these innersent youtha ¢ depraved [

8
1'll make you rew this, bust me i.t‘q.t wm't| Come !
Weo will return to the skool at onco | 2

« Eut't' - Bright 1 " d th

“ Don't argew the ; Bri snapped the
Hoad. And Dright gave it up as hoapless and
mads s move. Snarler & Co.,*griniug all over
their dials, fell in behind, and Dr. Birchemall,
after swiftly sccoping up the scatbered coins left
in the grass by tﬁﬁlaﬁm and transdferring thermn
to his trowsis pocket, brought up the rear. In
this order they reached St. Sam's, »

When they arrived at Bt. Sam’s, *ho first thing
they notissed was the Fourth Forn, ¥ncket team
stending at the gates, wavi farewell to the
St. Bill's sharabang. Dr. Birchemall pawsed to
agk the reason for this early departy, %

“ Did something go wrong with the -maich,
Jolly T ** he inquired,

Jack Jolly's eyes turned skornfuliy on Bright.

“Yes, sir, eomething did ! " he seid. " Owing
to Bright leaving us in the lurch, cur team lost
hart and gobt seuttled out twice wver without
scoring & single run. We lost a two-iinings match,
by two solid innings—sclely becwwse DBright
refewsed to play 1™

Tha Head's brow grew simply thund®rons,

“ My hat! What a rank outsicer he is!" he
ceride. “ Do yvou know how I found ‘ym flling in

‘the time he should have spent play W kricket 7’

" Give it up, sir "

“ Brawling and fighting with these hire juniors
over a game of penny nap!” L

““ Shame ! ** yelled the Fourth, fesrdsly.

‘“* Bhamo® ig right 1 It's simply ssandalous ! ™
anorted the Head. Turning feercels; wo Bright, he
said : " Bright! You have hrought jishonner on
vour akool. You have been a cadd and a rotter.
For that you must pa% the penalty, I am not
going to eggepel you. But I am geiag to punish
fon in a way that will hurt you even more. Take
%ff-}r lineg ! "

Bright boughed. He had tufned Yeadly pail,
but there was a amile on his face-t-a bitter, mocking,
sinnical, snsering smile.

“ All sereen | ¥ he drawled, as the Head stalked
off. " When would vou like them-—nsst week, or
when you get "em Y

“ Grate pip ! " gasped the lissenin-guniors,

Forchunitly the ead failed t& hear the
question, But the Fourth herd it and realised

(Continued at foot of next coluiam.)

NEVER TAKE
CONJURERS
PICNICKING

Says WILLIAM WIBLEY

Last Wednoeday I
ran a picnio sod in-
cleded  Kipps, ~ the
Remove conjurer,
among the party. DBe-
lieve me, kids, it’s the
last time I ghall make
THAT mistake !

From the time we
started out till the
time we sat dowm to
grub, Kipps insisted

on making himsslf a

complete and general
OUIBANOE, He made
most of our luggage
dizappear in instal-
monta and  caused
hours of delay one way

—axa. =

and anothoer., OF

course, eVery-
thing he had
made to dia-
appear twrned
up again in the
most  unlikely
places.

When we sat down
to tea and Eipps
started playing ducks

and drakes with the
tuck, I came to the
conclugion the joke had
gone far enough. -

" Look here, Kipps,"
I paid. "' If you're so
jolly anxious to do

your copjuring stuff,

{Continued from previous n-afﬁ-mm]
what a nasty, inplezzant mood Bri%::t WwWas in ;

and this made them farely glare at
He's lost us the match and

““The cadd!

tm.

now he's as cheeky as wyou like over it | » cride
Frank Fearless. * Let's send him to Covéntry 1

“* Hoar, hear |

A time-table was obisined and somebody
looked up the trains and arrangements were
dewly made for sending Bright to Coventry.

Whether he would go or not remained to be

gean.

But in the meantime, Bill Bright had

made up his mind on one thing.

The

ool had beleeved him to be & rank

outsider when he was nothing of the kind.

Now ho would be one!
one of the biggest cadds and rotters

becomi

He would aset about

3t. 8am’s had ever seen |
{Don't miss the next yarn in this amazing

and anmusing
3% Sam'’s ! "—EDp.)

When Bolsover major

and

L),

Cacil Raginald Templs

seriesg—" The Worst Chap at

PFE-_J_I_I 1 e

- riftin i i As an sadvocate at Remove - fither T, Fish purchased a crystal, wWas vety
the gambollers—end as ho did so, there was Dritvog CoRn fis Bineh St B S0t o met in fho Remove  mock frials,” Peter Todd in- imd professing fo tell formunss, eager fo lick bis Upper Fourth
1 :.?'E". of alarm from BSnarler & Co. ne Gir and listeming to Lord boxing championship, Bolsover variably snocésds in swes tha 1!!!1 R FOAYIOE 8 while, ¢ gight ™ imto shape this term,
glance at the newcomer was suffiehant 10 i focorery ble radio set, succeeded in semding Bulstrode jury off its feet, When Bunter Jut when he told Bolsover and beat Harry Wharton & Co.
tell the cadds of the Fourth that Bright jp." FPamous Five ked up & down., Skinner, eager to curry commissioned Toddy to duf ;anjor that be would have a He talked proudly ol his orew
mesant bizziness ! tival station in the shape of Iavonr, leaped inte the ring and him against s charge of pur “ilesgant surprise on the day belorehand. Bat, jodgzing by the

u » 1 lor, Ponsondby & Co., of Highglife. held up Bolsover’s hand in & pie, Toddy ‘was hard put fo ik .Melswyer collected a record licking  agonised exprassions on their
, " What do you want ?Z snarled Smarler, W SR ¥ ol & cheeky victory—whereapon, Bulstrode, to gzl his olient acquittsd, That Ieom Mr. Queloh, it was * cxystal” faces during the race, they could
jumping to hia feet. .+ remark, though, Bob OCherry daszed, but séill Aghiing, staggezed he did so, was mﬁnh t0 " his s to Bolsgver that Fishy was have dome with the breath

“You, to start with!® pretorted Dill o500 ount m& a paddle and op and Enocked Bolsover out! eloguence—not o Bunier's inng= 1 spoofer, Fishy waa soon expendsd on. boasting, Remove
Eright. * Take thatl" i flgttened ** Pon's steaw boater, Skinner, foo, was *fout ™—of cence, which was open to doubt | ‘*roaring "'—fhough frade wasn’f] won by two Iengtha |

Bang; ! Ponsonby wad4 ‘*fout onf™ lavour |

you'd bettor make a
proper turn of it and

have done with
Why not get u
your hind legs an
a ten-mminutes
while wa're
tea 1%

No sooner had Kipps
begun, than & couple of
S8ir Hilton Popper's
gamelkespers appeared
in the o . And ne
sooner had they ap-
peared, than ipps

roduced & couple of
ive rabbita from an
ompty tuck-hamper !

The result was in.-
evitable, The game-
keepers tried to arrest
the lot of us; there
waa & dust-up, followed
by a burried fight;
and finally Sir Hilton
raged up to the school,
demanding  floggings
all round |

Fortunately, Kipps
was able to prove that
the rabbita were tame
ones and his own pro-
}mrt and thero was no
urther trouble,

it,

Iﬂn
ahow
10W

scoffing

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
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MYSTERY OF
ICE-CREAM BOAT

By BOB CHERRY

There’'s something frightfully mysterious about
the ice-cream vendor wﬁa has suddenly ap
amongzt Groyiriars river-crafd on ' halfers.”
Everybody remarks about it as soon as they ses
him, There's something familiar about him,
somehow-—a haunting likeness to someone. Yet
at the same time he looks quite unlike anyone
¥ou ever gaw oulside n nightmare !

He wears a long beard, does this strange cove in
the ice-cream boat, but that’s not the feature
that's familiar. What do scom familiar are the
hatchet face, tight lips and shifty eyes—though
why, it’s hard to say,

He's certainly business from the word “ Go ™

There’s not & boat on the river between Popper's
Island and Pegg Bay that the old ice-cream man
missos. That seems familiar, too, in a vagus way.

¥Who and what he is, no one can say. We don't
even know his nationality, He speaks a queer
dielect of his own. BSomething like this :

“I'll tell the pop-oyed world this ice cream’s
oné grand sweet song of & wow | Yes, sires ! ¥

Another clue to his identily is the initials on
the suitcase that's always lying at the bottom of
his boat., They are “F, T. f"

One of these days some amateur Sherlock
Holmes is going to get busy and find out who the
chap really is.

In the meantime, he remains an intriguing
mysatery |

OPEN-AIR GYMS
NOT WANTED

Maintains
Mr, “LARRY” LASCELLES

a

Wharton has asked me to tell you what I think
of Bull's suggestion that an open-air gymnasium
be sat f}?tut reyfriara. Well, I'm afraid I cannot
support it.

have seen open-pir gyms. of the type Bull
deseribea in one or two country houses in Lngland
and in the grmmda of big hotels in various parta
of the world, They are great fun at first. But
the fascination about them doesn’t last, and once
the novelty has worn off there seems nothing in
them. Bull, in his enthusiasm, says he would bo
& frequent patron; but if we starfed an open-air
gtgﬁ:' at Greyfriars, I think he would soon tire
oL 1

That is one of my reasons for opposing the idea.
Angther is that an open-air gym. would inevitebly
attract youngstera out for a lsrk rather than
geouine gportsmen. The place would tend, I think,
to become a paradise for noisy fags—and that
would lead to its being regarded as a sort of plague
spot by evervone else.

Chiefly, however, I am agsinst the
scheme because an open-air gym. is quite
unnecessary. From my Point of view it is
just another example of the modern craze
for making everything too set, and rigid.
Why on earth sghould we want swings
and switchbacks and treadmilla and trapezes
4 to develop our muscles whils we are in the
4 open air ¥ Walking and running and ericketing
and swimming are surely sufficient !

No, Buil ; I'm not very keen on seeing an
open-gir gym. added to the outdoor
attractions at Greyfrizys. And perhaps, if
vou regonsider it long enough, you'll come

Friardale Wgﬁﬁ:ﬂt far from thi: to the eame coneclusion yourself |
school, i3 one of the *‘show — —
places ¥ of Greylriars. Whea it :

waS whigpor

ranes
Fricry
Co. organised

but shut them in ]

that thers was

boried fressure in the sobfer-

B oL e &
8 #eL0D

Go. ! bm" HBHBE*“#L Charcoal.

¥ Wers ¥ moarad when =

Bunter dislodged s stone, aad all believe

For Sale

One Quart of Rat Poison and Six Slabs of

My fag says it's tea and toast, but I don't
im'—J. WALKER, Sixth Form

Passagze.



