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F!uhr*nr

What's move, I've beon a &dqgrqﬂv
of the man ackinlly doing & 1 Needless to
6y, b doocen’t cqub off his nose sod swaBow
» but he certainly peis nbarer
than anyone eles. This partivalar
Ein poSsceecs BA -extremal inent
under Bp, 80 ouch 30 that he can twis |
and pat his nose inte his mouth. |
soont of " stuntists,”™ he s an 1
H:-;.'nmtﬂmmﬁr man who

3 :

however, claims that ha ia |
by man with $esth who cmmmﬁ

{

e
: he's weloome to it, eo far as
&M oonoeTied 1
VER hoard of
TEE RAVEN OF DDON,

chums ! Tt rather & inberemti
Ihis particular paven is & bird of
which baunted the fermer royal family of
Armtria. It is seid to have shown itzelf
jouk belore every t which cocutred !
to membere of that farnily.. Tt appeared

FHITL

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

EC4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

omen | prompily

House, Farringdon Street, London,
ensure a reply.

was expcuted by the Mexican ropublicans,

The most famous credited to
the ravem, however, is that it o
the Archduke Franr Ferdinand st 3

in 1914, and thes asrassination of Ferdinand
followed; which, incidestally, wms the
begimming of the Great War |

tne of my Hm'rngn. ate resders, who i
evidetly likes pulling his chums' legs,
sends me along this amusing

pull oy leg."”
Ho ssks me if I can tell hom which is

THE LIGHTEST SHIF AFLOAT !
The answer may mxrgmiw some of you,
The hipghtest ship sfioa 'mt-h&anﬂhEnﬂr
Normandie, which in the largest boat in |

the world. Beems amazing to call her

pepive her tremendons wdight, be the
%"mwx

Tal sboat 1 have wou ever
kf;x ights, ¥

THE VOLCARG THAT
TOWH ?

Inthaﬂhmnffﬁmhﬂfi y there is a
town oalled LardenoBo, s built on
the pides of an active voleano. The
commeroinly minded townsfolk decided
to meke wes of ths voleane, and they
Wy procecded to -harneas it The
Toauit is that they are sbls 1o get all their
heat, power, and Light from the voloano—
and reuch more then they need themsslves.
They sell the surplus to other towns, with
the rmulﬂ:t.“thtit tl-énr obtai
money ey do not
taxes ‘or ratea. rhutha

SUTPORYS A

giagg
]

e
raven sppeared before him tha
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t-h?% :
doa't thimk T'd like t0 live on a voloano

would yon t

OW do wyou faney wyoursell as
H spelling, chuma ? Hgm’u a way
of taking down any fellow who

prides himself on never mnkin;g

i

mistakes when it comes to ing.

+ ian't & trick, but we might call

A SPELLING PUZZLE |

Ask your chum to write down the following
sentence :

“A harnmsed cobbler mei an sm-
barrasssd pedlar in a cemeteory, meesuring
with un ed ecstasy the symmetry
of his uncle's ankles.

It’s a bit of & mouthful to say, I admit,
bui it's a harder job to write it down. If
anyone can do i without referring to a
they're 1 T oettors ” Bt you'll be

m “asome ™ g - But you
m&ed ab the number of people who flop
when they try to spell some of the
word They won't boast aboub their
upaﬂm&pmm afterwards, unleas they'vo
heard-of the stunt before, and have swotiod
up the correct spelling.

Many. moore readers have written in
asking me further questions about

SURNAMES AND THEIR MEANINGS,

80 bere ig a further peloction :

Bomers is what is known as a “placo
nsne.” . It means that the original bearor
of this surname came from 8Bt. Omer.

Sinelalr is & similar nwme, and comes
from 8t. Clair. Binkler is enother forgs
of the same name.

Tolley cemo from the namo Dar-
tholomew. 1t is & shortensd form of the

1 seeond syllable.

Haneocks comes from the German and
Flemioh Hans, which is another form of
Jobn. Bo, a8 it may ecem, thiy
name is slmost same as Johnson and
othee namee of that type. Hankin is
another form of the same name.

Peliller comee from the word “ foot,”
andd means the man with the small foot,
Petifer 8 another way of spelling the
mame name,

Menkmar originally meant ™ the servant
of the monk." Prisstman is a similar pame.

Packmam was the name given to a
wandering salseman. Copeman is derived
from the same mource.

I am afraid that is all the I have
at my disposal this weelk, so if vour name
has not appoarad, a look.out,
and I do my beet te publish it in dus
course. -

In the meantime, [ expoct the principal
qmmtir::-n you wani me to angwer 18:
“ What is in mﬁl for HmHermadem
noxt weelkk 1 * Well, here goos. Topping
the bill is-

“HARRY WHARTON WINS
THROUGH [ *
By Frank Riehards,
which, incidentally, ia the final story in
our seriss demling with tho fond between
Wharion and h rival snd “ double,”
Ralpk Bisacey. Bringiog every ounce of

to bear, 8 “ gl gut *in
Gy fo Vs Sy g

to his relation,
But Wharton is white all through, and—

but there, T!m mnmyﬂf thﬁ ab
aves pecined, Az a fitting wind-up to this

verion I have pot our ariist to do
specinl bead and shoulders etudio
Wharton. It will appear
aext Beturday's isauo of
the Maexwer. This athne should induce my
place an oorly

arur wmora full-of-
chapters in store for you next
faturday. What's more, you will enjoy
the foull the q:dmé.:d * Greyiriars
Herald ¥ sopplement, the Greyiriam
R::Emataﬁ inl miarview and goother
I chat wi

Yours truly

THE EDITOR.



ANOTHER COMPLETE STORY OF AMAZING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE—

Jlin

Lk
i “H‘r u' * :
: ey

—Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the World-Famous #hums of Greyfriars,

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Got. Him !

1 HAT sportsman loocks excited I¥
remarked Bob Cherry.
Bob was right.
The “sportsman * did |
Ho appeared suddenly in the open
gateway of Greyfriars Echmlmd ﬂﬁod
staring in. .

Harry Wharton & Co., standing in a

gruup near the gates after class, were’

iscussing & matter now ‘of great
interest st Croyfriars — the cdming
holidays. But they forgot all~about the
holidaye a# they looked at the stranger
in the gate,

Ho was & stout, red-faced gentleman
of agricultural aspect. He wore gaiters,
and carried a cart-whip in his hand.
His face, naturally ruddy,; was red with
excitement and wrath, fmc:ﬁir crimson.
He stood ‘and atam&—qr, rather, glared
in—much to the surprise of the Gray-
friars fellows. There was no reason why
a farmer should not stop and lock in
if he liked—and if the nners and
customs of 'Gr&;l.rfrmra intezested “him.
Eut it was surprising to meoet such a
glare of concenfrated wrath from him.

“Y say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled up to the Famous Five. “I say,
that’s old Piker, from Piker's Farm-—

you know, where they have those lovely .

apples "
“You -been, pinching his
asked Harry Whartw :

S0k, really, Wharton—>

“Ts he after Bunter 1 grinned Frank
Nugent. “He looks fenrful!:;r wrathy
about mm&fhmg If ydu've been
maﬂimg his Ezhamn pippins, Buynter,
Fou—

“] haven't!

spples ™

roarcd Buntau:.

: atrnjz

#Iph

couldn't reach them over the fence—I
mean, - I'm not the chap tb pinch
llp'pies I hopa! Nothing of the sort |

I ail.:a, al”?

halle, hallel He's coming

in I“ oxclaimed Bob,

s ﬂommg this -way, ftoo!” said Frack
Nugent. " Look oitt, Bunter ! Perhapa
ho saw you reaching over the fence, and
didn’t know that you weren’t the chap

to pidch apples—*

Giva ‘Ralph Stacey a chance fo
score over his rival and relative
—Harry Wharion, of the Grey-
friars Remove—and he seizes
it as a hungry dog seizes-a bone.
His latest attempt to bring
disgrace on' the shoulders® of
his double is really the out-
- glde edge !

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Billy. Bupter gave the farmer &
startled blink through his big spectacles.
But he gave hiny' only one blink ' Then
ke flew.

Mr. Piker, of Piker's Farm, was
in, 'Hé was grasping his cart-
whip in quife a businesslike manner,
His expression, which in -its natural
state was probably good-humoured, was
now_ ahsolutely ferocious. And he' was
heading direct for the group of junjors.

That was endugh for Bunter, Bunter
headed for the House at a speed which
owed that, in certain -::1fnunmtunnu.

he had-a chance for the schaol 100
vards,

The idgr! farmer twirled his cart-
whip, and it whistled round the tightest
pair of trousers at Greyfriars.

"Yarﬂaﬂh |3 jfﬂlle-ﬂ Buntal‘ his fat
little legs moving like elockwork, -

The Famous Fwe chucleled.

Gosling jumped out of his Iodge
;-:;,red at tiza visitor, and then honted n.i

iz

"Hil Youl”

Mr. P;kar, of Piker's Farm, pm& ive]
heed to the ancient custodise of the
gates of , Gre,y.fnnra. Ha :tm&u on,
regard]em

Bunter vanished. But M:‘ ‘t":!;a‘t :hﬂ

-

not eeem interested in Bunter. Ha
seemed interested ‘in the Famoug Five.
of | the Remave—gr, rather, . in, ono
member of that l}aiﬁ . COTDaTY,.

Hia" glare mnwntrutud on. arry
Wharton as he came #ridm: U

Which was more surprisin thﬁa:,, ;
Billy Bunter might h aﬁa : M
the apples at Pikor's Fnrm, l:-ut

Whm:tcm pertainly had not. He ¢
orcha But though Whnrthn dls! imi
front of him,
surprise,

raskil I*
haven't besn & FOUE npplh! I

even know Mr. Piker by sight,
no acqguaintance whatever wi h:i
know Mr, Piker, it 1 ‘Q;
Piker knew Whp.rl:nn. e ‘stopped

"“{zot you P

“ Eh—what P djaculated ‘Whrten, s

ou ‘Foun

“Wha-at !"E

“It's you I mnrtﬂd Mr, Plkim

" ear man,” said Wharton, 1
prefer my spples ripa I* :

MaguEr 7. ~Now 1,432, -
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“Who's talking sbout apples I roaraed
Mr. Pikor.

Apparently, it was something more
serious than apples that had grma.ght
Mr. Piker to Greyiriars that afterncon,

“Weall, what's the row 1" agked Harry.

“The rowfulnesa appears to be ter-
rifie I remarked ¥urree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Perhaps the estecmed and
idiotic Piker will explain 1™

“Youl” roared r. Piker. "1 &ce
youl With my own eyes I sco youl
Lot you I¥

The next moment he had “gab™
Harry Wharton. Thera was no mistake
about that, for he jumped at hun and
grasped him in a hand like a ham—a
powerfu] hand that there was no resist-
g, In his other hand the cart-whip
whistled. Tt came down on Wharton
with a mighty smite.

Whack | :

“0Oh crumbs I Wharton roared, and

struggled fiercely. “ Reacue, you moen |
Drai him off | Yarobh ¥

Whaok | . Whack |

The Co. seemed petrified for a

moment. Whatever had happened at
Piker's Farm—and it secmed that some-
thing serious must have happened—it
was & high-handed and amazing pro-
cecding for Mr. Piker to come up to
the school with a cart-whip. He had
only to lay & complaint before the heatl-
master, and leave the matter of punish-
ment in that gentleman’s capable hands,

Perhaps Mr. Piker was one of those
persona who beliove that, to have a
thing well done, you must do it your-
self. Anyhow, he was doing it, and he
wag doing it well |

Wharton was strong and sturdy, but
he crumpled up in the farmer’s muscular
grip. He would have suffersd severaly
from that eart-whip had not the Co.,
vecovering from their astonishment,
rughed to the rescua.

Thres terrific whacks had already
been administered. Mr. Piker was not
satisfied with three; he yearned for
mora, lika p tiger that had tasted blood,
But he was interrupted,

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent end Hurree Singh, grasped him
il at once. By main foree they dragged
bim eway fram Wharton.

Wharton tottered breathlossly, .

“Ow!l Oh! Ow!” he gasped, * Hold
the old ass] Wow! Sit on him! Oh 1

It wos not easy to hold tho excited
Mr. Piker.

Four juniors clung to him like cats:
but he was o hefty and powerful man.
Tle surged to and fro, the juniors eling-
g to him. Fortunately, he was not
able to use his whip.

“Gerroff I” he rosred. “Loggo! I've
come here to thrash that young raskil !
I'll thrash the lot of vou! Gerroff 1

“Hold him ¥ gasped Bob.

" Pin_him I panted Johnny Bull.
farmer struggled, and the juniors
struggled. Thers was o roar in the
Greyfriars quad.  Fellows of all Forms
came racing up from all sides, A
swarming crowd surrounded the oxcit-
INg scene.

“What's the row ™

“Who's that bargee?”

*What the thump—-

Wingate of the BSixth, captain of
Greyfriars, cama striding up, frownin
with wrath. Such a scena in the schao
quad was unprecedeniad.

“What's this?” roared Wingate.
“Stop this at oneel Who's that man?
Let him go! Do yon hear

“I say, he's jolly dangerous 1 gasped
Nugent,

“ et him go at once 1™

The Co. released Mr. Diker.
stood gasping for broath.

Tne Mugwer Liseary.—No. 1,422,
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“ Now, my man—" rapped Wingate.
Mr. Piker gave him a stare, and then
a shove. Wingate, big Bixth Former
aa he was, staggered from that shove
and sat down in the quad. Then Mr,
Piker hurled himself at Wharton again,

Vhack 1

_Mr. Piker got in only one whack this
time. The Famous Five grasped him as
one man, vernon-Smith, Peter Todd,
Tom Brown, and Squiff rushed in and
rasped him, too. Coker of the Fifth
ent & hand. Temple, Dabney, and Fry
of the Fourth joined wp. Other fellows
would have grasped also, but there was
o mora gr-ﬂ-ﬁp]ﬂg T,

In 5o many hands, even the muscular
Mr. Piker was done. Ie struggled, he
staggered, and he collapsed.

He struck the guad with a heavy
bump and sprawled, and half & dozen

fellows sat on him to keep him there.
nder them, Mr. Piker heaved and
panted. But he was hors de combat

now. They sat.on him, and =at tight—
snd Mr, Piker was hesving under thom
like & stormy sea ae Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, came rustling up.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Siartling Aceusation !

R. %UELCH gazed at the scene.

The excited crowd of Grey-

friars fellows made room for

him to afp roach, Hea stood

and gazed at the aﬁawn who were sit-

ling on Mr. Piker—and at such portions

of Mr. Piker as were visible. Quelch

scemed hardly able to belicve his eyes,
Hia lips were tightly set,

“Who—whe—who iz that mani”
articulated the Remove master.
“Bome escaped Ilunatic, I should

think, sir 1 said Coker. Coker was sit-
Ling on Mr. Piker's head, and muffled
sounds of fury came from underncath
him. “He's jolly dengerous | But we've
got him safe,”

“The safefulness iz terrifiel? gasped
Hurree Jamset Singh from his seat
on Mr. Piker's heaving ribs.

Wingate staggered up breathlessly,

“Y think it's Farmer Piker, zir |™ he
said. " Goodness knows why he has
como here and kicked up & shindy! A
very respectable man, I believe—"

““ Release him 1" yapped Mr. Quelch.

“Better keep him safe, sir!” sug-
gosted Coker. “Ha was laying about
him with a big whip1”

* Release him immediately ¥ barked

Mr. Quelch.
The juniors got off Mr. Piker. But
(‘oker of the Fifth did not shift. Coker

knew best—as he generally did. And he
did not see taking orders from any
Form-master but his own.
“Yau cee, sic—" argued Coker.
“Do you hear me! hooied Mr
Quelch,

“Oh, ves, sir, I hear {uu all 1':1ght!”.

nszented Coker. “But
say—— Yaraoooop !
‘Coker had not really heen going to
sa? that. He said it quife unintention.
ally as he leaped into the air liko &
kangaroo, :

“"Yoooop I roared Coker., “Wowl

was gomg fo

Yaroop! I'm hitlen | Whoo-ligop 172
‘“Ha, ha, ha " )
“Yowl Owl Wow! I—I'm hitten—

I— OCogoghl Ow(®
Mr. Piker gat up, The other fellows

had got off, and Coker got off quite

suddenly, oker waa nt almost
double and wriggling like an eel. Mr.

Piker, clearly, had tired of havinﬁ
Horace Coker sitting on his face, an
ha had taken quite effieacious measures
to shift him.

“Wow ! roared Coker. “Ow] I
say—— Waow|”

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“Cease that ridiculous neise, Coker [
yagaz:d Mr. Quelch,

wl_ I'm bitten—=2 )

“Stand aside! Now, Mr. Piker—if
your name 15 Piker—explain what tlas
outrage means before I send for the
police1” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Mr, Piker heaved himself to his fect,

He had lost his whip and his hat, and
he was untidy and dishevelled and
breathless.  But- his wrath seemed as
intensa as ever, and he glared round
for Wharton! ‘Wharton was rubbin
the Elaues where the whip had whml—:erﬁ
He had not the faintest ides why Mr.

-Piker had attacked him—but for the

moment he was thinking less of My,
Piker's mysterions motives than of the
damage Mr. Piker had done.

The Remove master planted himself
directly in front of the angry farmer.
Mr, Piker made an effort to calm him-
self. There wera a hundred fellows
round him now, all ready to collar him
if he showed signs of wviclence. Mr.
Piker hadn't a dog's chance, and he
realised it.

“Now explain yourself 1 hooted Mr.
Que}f:ﬁl.

“That young raskil!” gasped M.
Piker. He pointed s fgm nger atb
hHarrjr Wharton, *That young villain,
‘3_..__??‘

"%’hﬂ.’rtun s

“Yes, =ir 1" gasped Harry.

“What have you donse to this man 12

“ Nathing, sir1®

o What? thundered Mr. Quelch,

‘Nothing! T've never seen him
before that know of 1" gasped
Wharton, “I don’t know why he's
pitched into me, unless he’s mad.”

‘Gaw " ejeculated Mr. Piker,
staring af him. “He sayvs he don’t
know! Gaw! Of all the young liars
I!‘.‘rE__H-

Mr. Quelch's face set bitterly. 1la
was not surprised that Wharton was
the cause of this Eﬁ%isgmmful soeTe—lia
was not surpri at anyvthing in
Wharton this term. : g

Was not Harry Wharton, once his
trusted head boy, now the worst boy in
the Remove—indeed, in the wiuié
gchool 7

Quelch, at least, had no doubt that ha
WES,

And it was plain to other eyes as well
as uweleh's  that Mr., Piker was
astonished and disgusted by the junior’s
denial,

The fatmer was excited and angry:
but it was obvious that he waz an
honest man, that he believed what e
stated, and that he had some real cause
for anger.

“Wharton,” rumbled Mr, Quelch, “I
command yvou to confess at once what
you have done™

Wharton's face set stubbornly.

“I'va done nothing1* he snapped.

“ Mr. Piker, tell me what this boy has
dome, Nothing can excuse your action
in coming here end acting violently,”
said Mr. Quelch severely, “but if you
have just cause of complaint——"

“J came hera to thrash him [ roared
Mz, Piker. “I brought my whip along
to give him a good hiding! Where's
ithat blooming whip 1

“If the l:mly has deserved punishment,
AMre. Piker, I shall deal with him as hus
Form-master—or, if the matter 15 ver
sorigus, his lmm.lir;mst:;r will deal with
him 1" said Mr. Quelch sternly, “You
will he allowed to exercise no violenco
here, sir! I warn vou of that! Now
tell me what he has done ™

“The young raskil—"

“Oh; shut up ™ snapped YWharton.

“ Ba silent, arton ™

“I'm not going to bo called a rasecal!”
roared Wharton, “If the old donkey



thinks I’'ve done anything let him say
what ik 15.™ :

“The young villain—7~

* 8uch expressions are out of place here,
Mr. Piker. Tell me at once what this
boy has done.”

“Bet fire to my barn!” roared Mr.
Piker.

“What 1"

“Oh, my hat™

“Great pip "

There were exclamations of amaze-
ment on all sides. Wharton's was the
most amazed face of all. He iairly
blinked at the farmer.

“Goodness gracious I ejaculated Mr,
Quelch. ** 1t is possible? I can scarcely
bealipyve—"

EVERY SATURDAY

He was looking for Ralph Stacey of the
Remove—his * double.”

He understond now—in & flash!

Mr. Piker evidently believed what ha
satd. He believed that he had seen

Harry Wharton smoking in his barn.

There was only one explanation, te
Wharton's mind. It was one more of the
incessant mistakes that had arisen that
term through his having a doubls at
the school. But Btacey was not to be
geen n the surroundmmg crowd,

“You admit this, Wharton ™
claimed Mr. Quelch.

L Nﬂ_ ™ {'ianted_ Wharton., “I've never
been in M. Piker's barn—T've never
been on his land st all—"

2X =

5
“Do not dare to be impertinent,
Wharton! Have you been out of
gpatog ™

“1 hava not.™

*Was anyone with you in your study
while you were writing lines?’?

“Do fellows stick in s study on &
July afterncon if they can help it?™
snapped Wharton, “My friends were
at the cricket till T came out,”

Mr. Quelch’s lip curled bitterly. Tt
was clear that ha did not believe the
statement of the worst boy in his Form,
that he had not been out of the gates
stnce class.

“Send  for Stacey and  ask  him
whether he has been out of gates|™

T
'wa'""xf’

|
!

Harry Wharton & Co. released Mr. Piker, as Wingate came sfriding up. * Now, my man—— ** rapped out the capiain
of GreyIriars, The farmer gave him a stare, and then a shove. Wingate, blg Sixth Former as he was, staggered from that
shove, and sat down in the quad, Bump !

“You like to come along and look at
the ashes?” hooted Mr. Piker. *“ That
there young raskil did it I don't mean
that he set it afire a-purpose ! But what
did he s'pose was going to happen,
=moking cigarettes among a lot of dry

straw? I ask you!™

“Smoking cigareties!” gasped Mr.
Gueleh,

“The man's mad!” esaid Harry

Wharton, in sheer wonder, *I've never
smoked cigarettes or anything else.”

“Gawl He says he ain't smoked
cigarettes I gasped Mr. Piker, “And
I see him with my own eyes, I did ! Sit-
ting in my barn a-smoking like a young
furnace, he was [

“You—you saw him! gasped Mr,
Quoleh.

“Jest as plain as I see you now!”
roared Mr., Piker. “Iiu's the boy.
How'd I know him here if I hadn't seen
him there? I ask you "

“Oh 1" exclaimed Wharton.

He stared swiftly round the crowd of
CGreyiriars fellows gazing on open-eyed.

“Gaw!” gasped Mr, Piker. * Hark

at him "

“You've mads. & mistake!” said

Harry “You saw snother fellow——"

“Gaw! Ain't ha 8 young raskil,
a-lying like that? exclaimed DBir,
Piker., “I tell you, sir, I sce him frce

to face not & hour ago. I comes along
to that barn and hears somsbody
moving. I looks in, and there he was,
smoking cigarettes| I gets after him,
ard he dodges, and I chases him off my
land | Then I sea that the barn is afire.
Hao dropped the cigarette he was
smoking in the straw w%en I chased him
out of the barn! Somebody’s got five
pounds to pay for the damege! And I
fell you—=3=

Mr. Queleh held up his hand.

“Do you deny this, Wharton 1"

“0f coyrse I do!” enapped Harry.

“Where have you been since.class?”

“In my study, writing lines until a
quarter of an hour ago. Yon don't
often leave me without lines to write
this term |” said Wharton savagely,

exclaimed Harry Wharton. *““You've
asked me! Now ask him 1™
“Bilence I thundered Mr. Quelch.

* I will not allow you to drag the nama
of my head boy into this disreputable
pffeir Wharton 1"

Wharton's eyes blazed.

“That man says that he recognised
me! Let him seo Stacey, and then
bear what he sayz!”

“That's fair, sirl"™ ventured DRoh
Cherry. .

“Take a hundred lines, Cherry[”

“Oh

“ Look here, sir,” exclaimed Johnny
Bull, “if that man Piker saw BStacey
in his barn——"

“Take a hundred lines, Bull 1™

“0Oh, put it down to mel” exclaimed
Jlarry Wharton with savhge ~ bitter-
ness. “‘I've got to answer for all tho!
Btacev's done this termm—pub-haunting
and breaking bounds, and now smoking
in & barn and sectting it on fire! I've

Trne Maicwer LiprirY.—Na. 1432,



&
never been anywhere near the man’s
barn—"

“Hark at him!* =aid Mr. Piker.
“ Jest hark !

“You saw another fellow who looks
like me, you fool " shouted Wharton.

“Gaw | You making oéut you got a
twin i* sneered Mr. Piker.

* Bnough 1™ mmlmmed Mr. Quelch.
“Mr., P:Ear, :r:m shall place this matter
before the headmaster, Come with
me ] Wharton, follow me! Dr. Locke
shall decide wfmthar you are a it boy
to remain in this school.”

Mr. Piker, it was plain, would have
preferred to handle Wharton person-
wlly, But the Remové'master drew
him sway towards the House. Hagi.'
Wharton, with a black brow, follow

Tha crowd in the quadrangle was
Ieft in an- excited buze. It was tha
same old question that had caused
troubla at Greyfriars all through etha
term—since Ralph Stacey had come ta
the school. COne of the doubles of tha
Remove was a thorough young rascal—
but which¥

E— i p——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Before the Beak |

& END for Stacey "
S “De. Locks 1"
“Hend for Stacey |” repested
the Head ﬁmziy.
Mr. Quelch compressed his lipa hard.
It was not for him to. argue t‘ha
gint with his chief, but never had h
ftt mora dispoged to do so.
In the Heads study, My, Piker
stood—a little calmer now, awed b
the majestic Head.

tale—Harry - Wharton standing silent
while he told at. TFo Mr. Quelch the

B T told e 4
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tale was convincing enough., The man
had seen Wharton foace to face—mnow
hoa identified him without hesitation.
Harry Wharton'’s denial counted for
nothing with his incensed Form-moaster,

Fortunately for Wharton, it weighed
mota with the Head.

Dr. Locke was intensely irritated
and annoyed. The strange casa of the
doubles of Greyfriars had given him
plenty of worry that term. It was
such a difficulty as be lhad never ex-
perienced before in his lomg career as
a schoolmaster, and the Head, seldom
at & loss, had to confess himself at a
Ioss how to deal with it

Certamnly he wished that Stacey had
never come to the school at all and
caused this strange confusion. Fro-
bebly he would have been relieved had
the new junior left. Bub certainly he
would not send him awsy—a boy who
rejoiced in the high opinion and trust
of his Form-master,

Neither could he esend Harry
Wharton away. unless the case against
him was clearly. made out., And a
headmaster had to ba just.

Until there was certainty on the
disputed point ke could do nothing. It
was troublesorne smpd irritating, but he
was not the man to risk committi
an injustice merely to save himsel
troubla.

“Kindly ring the hél]! for Trotter,
Mr Quelch,” ﬁ-& said.

ppressing his  impatience, Mr.
Quelc}? kindly rang the bell for Trotter.

Houze p c?o. when he apﬁenred.
wu sent to fetch Stacey of the Hemole
to the study.

The Remove-master gave Wharton a

dark lock. Wharton's eves gleamed
ofiance in return. Both of them
knew that when Btacey came, Mr,

Piker, now so certain that the culprit
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was Wharton, would be astonished and
doubtful,

Lately Wharton had had a black
eye, which had enabled fellows to pick
out “which was which ¥ easily encugh.
But that disecloured eye had been
cured now-—thera wea fio trace of it
left, Wharton could have wished that
it still lingered, ‘That would have
made it impossible for Btacey to get
away with trickery in this instance.

There was & tap at the door, and a
unior entered—a juvior so like Harry
{‘dmrtun that Mr. Piker fairly gaped
at the mght of him.

"Gaw " ejaculated Mr., Piker.
Ha stare at  Stacey—then &t
Wharton—then at Btacey sgainl Xe

rubbed his nosa in bhewildermient.

lance at him, and
did not seem to observa that he was
in tha rogm at n]l 1f, only an hour
mgo, Mr. Piker had been chasing
Stacey off his land, there was nothing
in the ijunior's manner to indicate

Stacey did not

anything of the kind. He stood re-
spectfully before his headmaster's
wr:t.mg t-ablﬂ.

“You sent for me, 2irf"”

“Yen, Stacey | said the Head, lock-
mmg at him intently. *“I must quuat.mn
you, my-boy. Have you been out of
gates since ciu.sn in your Form-room "

“ Yes, sirl'" answered Stacey.

Wharton gave him a quick lock.
He had expected an answer in the
nagative.

“ Did you go slone T*

“No, sir.”

“YWho waz with you?"

“Ruﬁsell and Ogilvy of my Form,
Hli'

Mr. Quelch’s bleak face broke mtu a
sm:lal Harry Wharton stared, dumb.

Ogilvy and Russell, who shared
Study %-lm in the Remova with
Stacey, were {ﬂ-anﬂa of his—they liked
him and trusted him. They were his
stoutest champions in the Remove, and
pcouted scornfully the mere idea that
he was & “black sheep.” They were
two of the most deeent fellows in the
Form, and ﬂ-ﬁl’t&-[ﬂl‘j would not have
haen mizxed up ruch a matter as
cqamtmmnkmg in n barn. If they
hm! been with

Dr. Locke’s cyes Eumed on Wharton
nora grjml:f

“You still deny that you were on

Mr. Piker’s land, Wharton?’

“ Certainly do, mir!” gasped
Wharton, **And—and I don’t beliteve
that Ogilvy and Rusaall were with
Stacey cither, decent
chaps, and a:.r‘d flm-:.-:t with him,
he'd never have dared——"

“Silence, Wharton " barked Mr.
Quelch. *It is fortunate, sir, that

Stacey was not alone in his walk after
class to-day. It proves beyond doubt

that the culprit in this case is

Wharton."

“T1t proves nuthmg of the kind IV ex-
ﬂlalmag Wharton. ke will see
justice dome, sir, if you will not."”

“Poy 1” gasped Mr. Quelch,

 Silence, hartn:m i* said the Head
sternly. *“How dare you even imply

that your Form-master wnuld treat you
with anything but justice.”

i | fl ou, air, Stacey 1 lj':m
exolaimed Wharton passionately. ¥,
FPiker nevoer saw me on his land=—so0 he
must have seen Btacey! Nobody clse
could have been takem for me.”

“Mr. Piker has identified you,
Wharton 1" snapped Quelch,

“Let him speak now—now that he
can sea both of usl™ exclaimed Harry.
“Mr., Piker, you are an honest man—
look at us both and zav whether you
can_ tell Dr. Locke which of us was
smoking 1m your barn.”



The farmer gazed at the two jumnior
standing now side by side. He rubbe
his chin and rubbed his nose, and
blinked! It was evident that he was
completely puzzled.

“Caw " said. “Them two must
be twinz! It's no good—I can’t under-
take to say which it was! If I made
a mistake, I'm sure I beg the young
gentleman’s. pardon  for laying my
whip round him. How was I to know
he had & twin? One of them was the
bﬂF_dHJJ

“You cannot say which?” asked Dr.
Locke. .

The farmer shook hizs head.

* Honest, sir, I can’t!"” he answered.
“] thought it was that lad, that I
faid my whip on, and if I was mistook,
I'm sorry. Mow that I see the other,
I can't say, and that's the truth, =ir.”

“ Have wyou seen this man before,
Stacay 1"

“No, sir.”

Dr. Locke suppressed a sigh. It was
a puzzle, and he was no ncarer & solu-
tion than before. Mr. Quelch weighed
im:

“You have heard Btacey’s statement,
gir, that he was not alone! Russell
and OQOgilvy, of my Form, went out
with him,"

“Thtq' will bear out your statemont,
Stacay i’

“Cartainly, sir,”™ said Stacey. " Why
shouldn't they?" .

“Will vou send for them, sir?' ex-
claimed Wharton, o

“It ia %mta unnecessary, sir!™ said
Mz, Quelch, ]

Tha Head paused. It seemed impos-
gible that any follow could have made
a statement so nusil% put Lo the test,
unless it was true. ut the Head was
there to administer strict justice.

“1 will send for them,” he said.

And Trotter was summoned again and
gent for Russell and Ogilvy. In a few
minutes those two youths arrived.

“Rueeall, Ogilvy,” said Dr. Locke.
“Stacey states that you went out with
him aftor class to-day. I desire to know
whether you eorroborete the state-
ment i :

“Yes, gir 1" said Russell.

“ Cortainly, sir 1" said Ogilvy.

Harry Wharton could only stare at
them. He felt ns if his head was turn-
ing round. Mr. Quelch's voice came,
cutting the temse atmosphere like a

knife.
settled now, sir,

“The matter is | .
beyond a doubt. Wharton is guikty 1"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Proven !

ABRY WHARTON stood dumb.
H Hea had not been out of gates.
He had been in Study No. 1, in
tha Remove, wearily writing
lines, ever aince class, till a short time
ago. Seldom a day passed, this troubled
tgrm, without some such punishment
falling upon him. His Form-master
distrusted him, and he repaid distrust
with sullen defiance; and thers wers
fanlts on both sides. Naturally, no ona
had been in the study with him—his
friends had gone down to the cricket,
leaving him to get through by tea-time.
But thera was nﬂthlrhg tc prove that
he had not left the stu
of gates. He might easily have done so
unobserved. Indeed, if he was the black
sheap he was supposed to be, it was very
probable that he had.

Dr. Locke's brow was Frutving sterner
and sterner. Mr. Quelch, already long
epo convinced, only waited for sentence
to be pronounced,

“Have Jou anythin

to  Bay mnow,
Wharton 7%

asked the Heed icily.

and gone out .

EVERY SATURDAY

Wharton fried %o pull Thimself
together. It was—it must have been—
Stacoy whom Mr. Piker had seen in his
barn, No one else in the wide. world
could have been mistaken for Harry

harton He had not believed that
Russell and Ogilvy had been with the
fellow—now he had to believe it. He
tried to think.

“What_ can the wretched boy say,
sir t¥ said Mr, Quelch., ““He 13 now at
the end of his subterfuges.”

Wharton's eyes flashed at him. 'The
words gtung him like the lash of a whip.
Russzell and Ogilvy were looking at him
contemptuously. Their view was that
he was trying to pubt some of hia mis.
deeds on his Enuh]e. as they believed he
had done before. He did not heed them.

“If you have nothing to say,
Wharton——" came the Iead's deep
voice.

“What I've said is true, sir | panted
Harry.

“Do vou east doubt on the evidencs
of these two boys of your Form 1" asked
t.hﬂ Head sternly.

No. I know they'd tell the truth.
But—but they can't have been with
Stace * :

“They have said so.”

“Then they can’t have been with him
all the time, sir!” exclaimed Wharton,
a light breaking on his mind. * Ask
them whother they were with Stacey all
the time he was out of gates.” y
_“Thia boy's _endless &ravhricamﬂnﬁ,
sir—" bogan Mz, Quelch.

“One moment, Mr. Quelch. I shall
certainly put the question to these boys,”
said Dr. a quietly. “No shadow of
doubt must remain before such & punish-
ment 84 expulsion is inflicted. Russell
Ogilvy, did you remain with Stacey all
the time after yoQ went out of Eﬂ.tas
until he came back to the school?

Stacey’s face set a little.

“0Oh, no, sirl” said Russell. *“We
walked down Friardale Lane with
Stacey, but he didn't go all the way to

the village with us."

Wharton could almost have laughed.
It was simpls enough, after all, Stacey
had hoped to get through without that
point betng raised. A vc-rﬂ' perceptible
change came over Dr. Locke's face.

“Did both of you leave Btacey in the
lane 1" ]

“Yes, sir,” said Dglhg. “We wera
going down to Uncle Clegg’s in the
villege, and Stacey went over to EE%F.“

“Then vou were not with Stacey while
he was oot of gates, except for a short
time 1" exclaimed the Head. * Stacey, I
understood from what you said that
these boys were with you all the time.”

“Y did nobt say_so, sir," answered
Stacey calmly. You asked me if I
went out alone, sir, and I told you that
Russell and .Ogilvy went with me.”

“Phat i3 true, certainly,” =aid Dr,
Locke. “But I had the impression—
However——" Ha paused and drummed
on the table with his Gngers. :

Wharton breathed more freely.

He -knew now why Stacey had ad-
mitted that he was out of gates—becauso
twao fellows in the Remove knew. And
ho knew that the trickster had intended
to give the Head the impression that
his friends had been with him all the
time. It seemed to him, too, that Dr,
Locke had the same suspicion. His look
at Stacey’'s face was very keen and
searching.

“Where did you go, Staccy, after you
left your friendsi” .

“1 walked down to Pegg, sir, to look
at the ship in the bay.”

“Did you go to Mr. Piker's farm 1"

“ Na, sir.” i

The Head was silent again. From
Friardale Lane it was hardly more than
s step to Piker’s Farm. at Stacey
had not gone there, rested only on his
own assertion. His assertion, convincing

'

to Mr. Quelch, weighed no more with
the Head than Wharton's.

Dr. Looke made & sign to Russell and
Ogilvy to leave the study. The door
closed on them. ;

There was silence in the study. Mr.
Piker was still blinking in a bewildered
way at the two juniors—either of whom
might have baen the mirroved reflection
of the othor, Evidently he was trying
to make up his mind which of them he
had seen on his land, and was in a state
of hopeless doubt. Dr. Locke turned his
eyes on him.

“You cannot positively identify either
of these boys, ]!Ifr‘ Piker 1"

“Honest, sir, I can't,” answered the
farmer. \

“¥ou will realise that neither can be
punished for what has ha‘.fpf.-nad if the
culprit cannot be identified.”

Mr. Quelch set his lips in a tight line,
He knew what was coming now—no
sentence for the junior he fGrmly believed
to ba guilty.

Mr. Piker scratched his head, per-
plexed. ]

*1 s’pose you're right, sir,” he ad-
mitted. “And I'm sorry if I've laid my

whip round the wrong boy, sir. But
setting fire to & man's bharn—"
“Then ** gaid the Head.

“But the damage will have to be paid
for, sir,” said Mr. Piker, with returning
signs of oxcitement. * It won't be under
five pound, sir, ‘and I can't afford to
lose 16"

“The damage will certainly be paid
for, Mr. Piker,” said the Head. "“As it
happens, the same gentleman is respons-
ible for both of these boys, and which-
ever of them did the damnge, Colonel
Wharton will make 1t good.*

“That's all ri{ht., fur us it goes, sir,”
nssented Mr. Piker. “ But one of them
young raskils wants a thrashing, sir—I
da say that.”

Ana Mr. Piker took his hat and went
to the door. He gave a final glance
back at the doubles of Greyfriars, shook
his head hopelessly, and went out.

“Js thiz matter to remsin in doubs,
sir 1" asked Mr. Quelch, when the per-
plexed farmer was gone.

“I sea no alternative,” answered the
Head quietly. “One of these boys ia
deceiving you, and deceiving me—
cannot undertake to say which. Your
high opinion of Stacey wmﬁha, of course,
very much with me—but I cannot for-
get, sir, that you had an equally high
opinion of Wharton before hid relative
came to this school. But—

There was a long pausa.

“ But,"” resumed the Head in the same
quiet tone, “this state of affairs cannot
continne 1ndefinitely. I shall request
Colonel Wharton to ocome herd and
judge between these boys—one his
nephew, the other a distant relative.
One of thern must loave the school at
the end of this term and not return the
following term. I cannot expel a boy
without absolute proof. But I cannot
allow this prepostercous state of affaira
t0 be renewed next term. Colonel
Wharton must find another school for
one of them after the holidayvs., It is
for him to decide.™ )

Harry Wharton felt his heart sink.

If his uncle stood by him, ail would
ha well. Stacey would be gone, and his
¢roubles at an end. But— )

“Wharton, Stacey, you may go,” said
the Head. ; ]

They left the study, leaving their
Form-master with Dr. cke. In the
corridor they looked at one another—
Wharton with a grim, knitted brow, and
fEta.:e:,r with & rmocking smile on his

Aca.

“A narrow escape—Ifor one of us!”
drawled 3tacey.

"You cur l“{'nreabhad Wharton. * You
plotting rat! ¥ou dare not tall the
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Head the truth, but haven't you the
decency to tell my uncle—"

Stacey laug and walked . away.
Harry rton clenchod his hands—but
he unclenched them agsin. hat was
the use of a row! It would only put
him more in the wrong than ever.

He tramped out savagely into the

quad,

THE FIFTH CHAFTER,
A Study Row !

aISHER T. FISH snarted.
He was annoved.
"The business man of the
BRemove was busy i Study
No, 14, when thers was a tramp of feet
it the passage, and the door was hurled
open. .

The Famous Five l{:paarad in the
doorway. Johnny Bull had a parcel
under his arm.

An it was tea-time, Fizhy really ought
‘not to have been surprised by the fact
thet Johony bad arrived in hiz own
study to tea, dnd brought his friends
Ei{h him. But Fishy, as aforesaid, was

uay.

Fisher T, Fish's favourite cccupation
was counting his money, That was
Low he was ocoupied now. | .

The end of the term being near, it
was & matter of great interest to Fl:l;g
to ascerisin exactly how he »
financially,. It was ome of Fishy's
businesslike customa to make small
sums by lending shillinga and half-
erowns among the fags at a %enn{cnr
twopence s week interest. He had been
cened for it by his Form-master, and
kicked for it by his fellow Removites.
But there was po stopping Fishy for
long—the prospect of a profit had an
irresistible attraction for the oute, spry
youth from New York. ' i

Deep in financial matters, Fishy did
not like being interrupted. He glared
at the j_uniurn in the doorway.

“Git 1" he suggested.

“We've come in to tes, fathesd!"
answered Johnny Bull.

“Took hyer ™ ;agped Fisher T, Fish,
“Can't you tea in Study No. 1, as you
fm&ralty do? Or in Cherry's study?
"'m busy.”

“The busyfulness appears to he ter
rifie,'" remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
?“ﬁ]gh’ with a dusky grin at the study
able, :
Fishy's financial resources were set out
on that table. There were a dozen
little heaps of coppers, several heaps
of shillings snd half-crowns, two or
three, ten-shilling notes, a pound note,
and, under a paper-weight for safety,
s five-pound xote, Fishy evidently
was better “fixed ' financially than
most fellows in the Lower Fourth.

= “Whose money iz that{” asked Eob
Cherry. -

Fizshy glared.

“Mine!” he hooted.
o ?hylmkl” grunted Johnny Bull,
41 ss_-_;_-l

“Worm " remarked Harry Wharton.

“¥You mind your own bizney, Whar-
ton ! enapped Fisher T. Fish. “You
ain't head boy of the Remove now,
nnd‘ you sin't got ro call to horn in—
m k|

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.
Stacey was head boy now, and it was
up to him to see that Fishy did not
carry on  hin moneylending business.

Judging hg the little piles of cash on
IFishy's table, he had done well out
of that liar business dur'm;ﬁ] the
Ee_tm. d Stacey had not bothered
VI,

“ Well, clear that table,’” said Johnny
Bull. “We want it for tea.”

_piles of
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“Y guess yun can ho io

-u.lun%_
nnother study,” yapped Fisher T, Fish.
“Can't you see I'm busy?”

“Let's get out I said Harry.

Johnny Bull gave an angry grunt.
He was standing the spread on this
nceasion, and naturally he was going
to stand it in his own study.

“Rot!"” he suapped. "“This is my
study, isn’t it? We've come here to
tea, and we're staying here to tea.
Shift that rubbish, E‘ish s

“ Rubbish I'"’ repeated iiisher T. Fish.

He was aocustomed to the boneheaded-
ness of the old country. But for a
fellow to describs money as rubbish

seemed to Fishy the limit, even in
British boneheadedness,

“¥ou pesky piecan—"

“Are you shifting it?"

“Nopal” roared Fisher T. Fish

angrily. “Ain’t I in the middle of my
accounts? ¥ou beat it along the
passage [

"I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
blinked in at the doorway through his
big ;_pa-:taclea. “I say, I've been lock-
mﬁ or youl I was going to ask you
fellows to tea in my. si.udsy; anly 1've
been disappointcd about &  postal

order—-»"

L1 ]

“But, look here!" said Bumter. *If
vou like, I'll come to tea with you to-
day, and you can tea with me to-
morrow instead. My postal order will
be here in the morning. I say—
crikey !"” Bunter broke off as his eyes
and his spectacles fixed on the little
if money on the table. “I—I
5AY, F:zl’g, old chap, is all that yours?”

“Yepl” grun Fishy. “And 1
guess 1t's going to stay mine,*”

it | give you two thinutes to clear the
table,” said Johnny Bull. Ha set his
parcel down on a chair, snd began to
unpack., “One of you fellows cut off
and fill the kettle. The spirit atove's
in the cupboard.”

At & tes-party in a Remove study
every fellow lent a hand. While
Johnny tinﬁﬂ. ed the good things he
had brought in from the tuckshep,
Frank Nugent took the kettle to fill at
the tap in the passage. Harry Wharton
sorted out the spirit stove for boili
tho same, and Bob C!Iwr:;!_diaiuterrzﬁ
a bottle of methylated spirit from the
coal-locker; and Hurres Jamset Ram
Sin handled the crockery from the
cu ‘inrd. —_— .

151y rega Lol reparations
with a baleful eye, i

It was fri htfuﬁ;.- annoying for a guy
in the middle of important accounta to
be interrupted and b red like this.
thf had bean enjoying those accounts.
He loved to gloat over little piles of
cash, And the five-pound nota under
the paper-weight was a thing of beauty
and a joy for ever, in the eyes of
Fisher 'f‘ Fish.

Billy Bunter blinked at the cash with
equal interest,

But it was not the seme kind of in-
terest as Fishy’s. Fishy loved money
for iis own sake. Buntor regarded it
simply as & useful means to an end—tho
end being tuck. Bunter, when he had
money, never kept it long. Fishy kept
it a3 long a3 he could, IEB hated part-
ing with it, aven for value received.

I say, Fishy—" murmured Bunter.

“Park it " snapped Fishy.

“1 told you X was expecting a postal
order, old chsp——"

“Pack it up!™

“It's bound fo come to-morrow morn-
ing,” explained Bunter. “It's from ona
of my titled relations, old fellow,”

“ Bwallow it1"

“Well, look here, old chap! You lead
me that fiver—"

“Yorget it ™

Billy Bunter

h Buntar,

"1 don't mind paying interest on it,"
said Bunter eagerly. “Any interest
you like, old fellow,'

_Fisher T. Fish snorted. That sounded

like a good offer; but not to the busi-
nessman of the Remove. He did not
wunt William George Bunter on his list
of clients. Both the loan and the in-
terest would have to wait till Bunter
received his celebrated and long-ox-
pectéd postal order. That was alte-
gether too distant a prospect for a busi-
nesslike man like Fishy.

“Is it & po?” asked Bunter, stretch-
mig out a izt hand towards the five-
pound note.

His little round ayes
r.tm%I through hiz gi round spectacles
at that banknote. 1g_amount of tuck
it I{eprr'esemed dazzled Bunter,

a

Figsher T. Fish grabbed up a ruler,
and brought it down with a sharp rap
ecross & set of fat knuckles,

“Yooop!* roared Buntor.

The fat hand was withdrewn quickly.
sacked his damaged
knuckles, and glared at Fisher T\ Fish
with a glare that slmost cracked his

spectacles,
Boast | Wow L™

“Ow !
B‘:méer. ; i

“You keep your paws off my sppn-
dulics I'' snapped F:Psh:.n

“Ow! Beast! Bhyloek!” howled
“Wow! ‘l'hink I'd touch
your rotten money that you make by
moneylending, you rotter? I'm a bit
more—wow !—particular than that—
Ow ! DBeast|” :

Bunter sucked his fat knuckles frantie-
ally. That sharp rap from the ruler
had hurt,

“Now, then!” Johony Bull came to-
wards tha table. “Timea's up, Fishy!’

Fishy glared at him,

“Ain't I told you to beat it, and leave
off interrupting & guy?” he howled. “I
guess I'm using this hyer table, and I
reckon—— Oh, wake snakea! Jerusa-
lem oricketsi SBtop if, you slabsided

j“ !u

thn:nr Bull e%raspml the end of the
table, and tilted it up. The contents
of the table-top shot off in a shower.

C‘:E ers and silver, pound note and
ten-shilling noctes, and five-pound note
were scattered far and wide over the
study carpet. i

Fishy gave a yell of fury and dismay,

The money, of course, could be picked
up sgain. ut a’ penny or a EIXpenco
might have rolled into some inaccessible
spot. And the loss of a penny would
have given the business man of the
ERemove a geversa pain.

“Ha, he, hel” cackled Bunter.

“You pesky mugwump !* roatred Fisher
T. Fish, jumping up from his chair,
“Took what you've done! All my
spondulics—""

Fisher T. Fish was not, ss a rule,
a Rghting man, There was no sort of
a profit in scrapping. But the worm
will turn, and there wes no gl-uuigt that
Fishy was rather & worm, Fishy's fury
hoiled over. He made o jump o
Johnoy Bull, clutched him, and got his
head into chancery.

Thump, thurmp, thump, thumpl

waere zlmost pop-

roaréed

“Whooohooop " roared  Johnny,
strugghng. :
Frank Nugent came back with the

filled kettle. He stared at the wild
seene in Study No, 14,

“What the dickens—" ha
rjaculated,

Thump, thump !

" Btop them 1™ gasped Harry
Wharton.

The juniors rushed to separate the
combatanta, B:E]E Bunter blinked at
them and grinned. Then his eyes fell



* Look hers, old ¢l&£g,
Fisher T. Fish grab
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Bunier, withdrawing his fat hapd quickly.

on the five-pound note lying almost at
his feat. ] .

He ﬁtﬂﬂ}lbcﬂﬂ and picked it up.

He chuckled a fat chuckle.

Bunter, of course, had no felonious
designs on that fiver. Nobody's tuck
wa3 safe from Bunter, but he would
ne more have pinched a fellow’s cash
than he would have held up a bank.
Even Bunter understood the difference
between “meum ™ and “tunm * when
it came to cash,

The bright ides in Bunter’s fat mind
was to punish Fishy for that rap on
his fat knuckles by making him think
that his fiver was lost.

Such a blow would hit Fishy where
ha lived, as he would have expressed
it in his own language. It would cause
him days of anguish and nights of sleep-
le:aah woel And serve him jolly well
right !

unter, with the crumpled banknote
in his fat hand, blinked round the study.

Nobody was heeding him at  the
moment. Johnny Bull and Fisher T.

Fish were punching one another frao-
tically, and Wharton, Huget}t, Bdb, and
Hurree Singh were grabbing at both
of them to drag them apart.

The fat Owl of the Remove stepped to
the book-shelf. Among the dozen or zo
volumes there, was ome entitled * The
Goodness of '.‘_":&ﬂrgu.”

It was a beautiful
presented to Johnny Bull by his affec-
tionate aunt, Miss Bull, who was, like
many kind old ladies, totally wun-
acquainted with boyish tastes in
litarature.

Johnny, needless to say, had never
aven apened it.

It adorned the book-shelf unread.
Fellows would borrow one another's
“Holiday Annuals * till the volumes
wers dog-eared, but nobody had ever
wanted “to borrow that beautiful gilt

tlt = volume,

"Hurrea Bingh

volume. Neither Johnny Bull nor any
other fellow in the Remove was
intorested in the goodness of George !l

Bunter cheerfully slipped the fiver
between the pages of that volume, and
left it there.

Then he stood leaning on the book-
shelf, surveying the struggle in the
study with a fat grin—looking forward
with happy enticipation to Fishy's fury
and dismey when he failed to Bod his
fiver on the floor.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fearlul for Fishy [

b W, let up, you guys!” howled
O Fisher T, Fish,
B‘;!Legg-:- " roared Johnny
Lil.
The combatants had been drapgged
apark
Harry Wharton had Fishy by the
back of the neck. Bob and Fraok and
were holding back

Johnny.

Johnny neaded more heolding back
than Fishy did!

His nose was spurting red, ahd his
?:eﬂ glenmed with the light of battle.

ishy's attack had taken him rather by
surprise, and some demage was done.
But Johnny had put in a few hefty
unches, which had caused Fishy's war-
ike ardour to evaporate. While Johnny
was burning for the fray, Fishy had
cooled down. Johnny wanted more,
and Fishy felt a5 if he had had too much

already. ]
“Let me get at him!" howled
“I'm going to smash him up !

Johnny.
Look at my nose I

“*You ﬁ:ﬂij" jay " gasped Fisher T.
Fish. “Let up, I'm telling you! Look
at &ll my spondulics, all over the dog-
goned foor [

you lend me that fiver,”” sald Bunter, stretching out & hand fowards the five-pound note. Rap ]
up a ruler, and brought it down with a sharp rap across a set of fat knuckles.

“ Yooop I »* roared

“"Chuek i, old manl!” said DBob
Cherry soothingly.

“The chuckfulness 15 the proper caper,
my esteemed and idiotic Johnny,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“You guys help mo collect them spon-
dulics I" howled Fisher T. Fish. *1f
any of them spondulics get lost, I guess
you'll have to make it good."

Johnny dabbed his nose with his hand-
kerchief, But he calmed down, and hip
friends released him.

“I've & jolly good mind—" hea
growled.

“What about tea?” asked Nugent.

o 0L, all rght!” grunted Johnny.

Fisher T. Fish was alrumﬁ‘ on hia
hands and his bony knees, grabbing up
scabtered cash.

gl | aﬁ_li.', you fellows, let’'s have tea,”
zgaid Billy Bunter. "I say, if you've
got sosses there, I'll cook them for you.™

ifi}b Ih [_H-tt},‘ !u

“I"m tﬂ!lmg you guys, you help me
find my spondulies 1" howled Fisher T.
Fish, in great excitement. |

“GZo and eat coke|™

“I guess—"

“(Fuess again I"

“I'll tell 8 map—"

okt up I

As a hint to Fishy that his convers
sation was superfluous, Bob Cherry
reached out with his foot. Fishy, on
his hands and knees, was well placed to
take the hint.

Thud 1

* Yarooop 1"

“Nﬁw ring off I'* said Bob.

Fisher T. Fish, breathless with fury,
off. While

ran Bunter, grinning,
cooked sausages, and Nugent boiled
eges, and Bob sliced bread-and-butter,

o junior from New York scuffled gver

the carpet, collecting notes and coths.

The pound and the ten-shilling notes
Tae Magngr Lmeapy.—No. 1432,
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were duly collected. Coppers and silver
were gatﬁarad'up and arranged in little
piles on the window-sill for counting.
But one article waz still missing—the
fiva-pound note |

¥i wega not, however, alarmed as
yet, Obviously, the five-pound note was
still in the study, and only needed
further search. :

Having recovered the rest of his
wealth, %‘isher T. Fislh proceeded to
make further search for the fiver.

By that time the juniors were _aittins
round the table at tea. They wante
their tea, having healthy youthful
appetites, and did not waste any atten-
tion on Fisher T, Fish, ecuffling and
serambling over the floor.  Onmly
Bunter, avery now and then, gave him
& sly blink, and grinned.

Fishy searched .and searched.

It was & warm July sfterncon, and
Fish, scrambling sbout the study bent
double, was soon hot and gr&plrmf,

He did not, naturally, think of look-
ing inside a book on the book-shelf. By
no pnmbﬂ:ti could & banknote have
fallen in such a spot! ]

He came to the table at last. Bix
fellows sitting round it filled up sll
the space.

“2hift, you guys!” vapped Fishy.

B"_Ii}:: and eat coke " answered Johhny
utl.
“My banknote's under that table!”

howled Fishy. “I've searched every-
where alse, so 1t must be under the

table ! Shift, and let a guy look |”

“Look, and be blowed!” grunted
Johnny.

*8hift, I'm telling you "

“Shut up ¥

Fisher T. Tish breathed hard. But

ha was not disposed for more war! He
insinuated his bony form between two
chairs and squeezed under the table,
to gearch amid imnumerable feeot,

“Ow " he yelled suddenly.

“What. on earth’s the matter?”
exclaimed Harry:

“Yoaw-ow |
kicked

ha, hal’

" H‘r

“1 guess—" shrieked Fishy.

i“He, he, he " cacklad Bunter.
he landed out again with a foot.

“Yarooop 1"

* Here, look out I roared Bob Cherry,
a3 the tableheoaved and the crockery
began to dance.

@ tea-party jumped up and grasped
the ee of the table to save it. EFieEmr
T. Fish erawled out with a rod, dusty,
furious face. Hae rubbed hiz bony chin,
whera Bunter's second lunge had landed.

“1I guess——" he roared.

“Look here, we're fed up with sou

me doggoned uy
me On Ty year 1" yelled F iﬁ'::r.

And

apd. your putrid money!” shouted
Johmny Bull. “Collar him, you fellows,
and bump him 17 .

I guess I got to find that fiver |
shrieked Fisher T. Fish. "“You galoots
figure that I'm leaving a fiver lying
around loose 1"

“Oh, shift the table!” gaid Harry

The juniors shifted the table aside.
They eat down to tea again, leavin
the space whera the tabla had st
clear for Fishy to search,

He searched—in vain !

Heo rosa to Jus feet at last, and fixed
his cold, fishy eyes on the tea-party,
with a deadly glitter in them.

“Bay, ¥Fou pesky guys—?" began

Fishsy.
“Shut upl*
“1 guess I want that fiver™

“Look for it, then.”

“I'll say I've looked everywhere for
that fiver!?" sald Fisher T. Fish
savagely. “And I'll. mention that ib
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ain't to be found! And I guess I want
the ?uy that’s pinched it to hand it
over |

“WHAT "

The tea-part i'auiﬂ{II glared at Fisher
T. Fish., Hitherto they had regarded
Fishy's frantic search for his scattered
weaith as rather funny, but at that un-
expected accusation the matter ceased

to be funny on the spot.
“Don’t I epeak plain?” howled
Fisher T. Fish. “I've gat tho rest, but

I ain’t got the fiver. That fiver fell on
tha floor, and it ain't on the floor
now, One of vou pesky jays has
gi-::ln:d it up, and I'm telling yvou if you
gure you can pinch my fiver, you got
anmhtla_.r guess conung ! 3
“Why, you—you—you—'" gaspe
Whearton,
“8mash him I roared Johnny Bull.
As one man the Famous Five rushed
at Fisher T. Fish. They grasped him
all together, sweps him off his teet, and
bumped him on the floor.

Iy

Fisher T, Fish velled wildly.

Bump

£ anmp fre

“Now chuck him out!” shouted

Johnny Bull.

“He, ke, he ! chortled Bunter. *I
say, you iellows, I'll open the door!
He, he, he !™

Bunter opened the door wide, Fisher
T. Fish, struggling and wriggling like
an eel in five pairs of hands, was hurled
forth.

There was a crash in the passage.

Alam |

HYurrrggh!” spluttered Fisher T.
Fish. For several moments he lay gasp-
ing on the passage floor; then he
scrambled up, tore open the deor of
Study No, 14, and glared furicusly into
the study.

“Loock here——"" he yelled.

Johnny Bull rnbbec{ the laaf from
the table and hurled it with deadly aim;
it thudded on Fisher T. Fish's long,
sharp nose.

“Wurrrrrrggh 1" spluttered Fisher T.
Fish. ]

He staggered back into the passage.
That long, thin nose felt as i1f it had
been driven through the back of his
bony head. He clasped both hands to
1t and moaned with snguish.

“Lock in again, and wvou'll get the
L:quﬂt next !” roared Johnny Bull, and

slammed the deor.

Fisher T. Fish did not look in again:
ho did not vant the jampot! The
party in Study No. 14 finished their tea
1N peace,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Head Boy is Called In!

ALPH S8TACEY moved restlessly
R about Study Na, 3, his handas
driven deep mto his pockets.
Hiz handsome face, always
calm, and generally smiling when seen
in public, was clouded, troubled,  and
angry. His anger, however, +was
dire chiefly sgainst himself and his
own folly. Beversl times he muttered
aloud “Fool 1" and it was himself that
ha addressed. He was alone in his
study.

Had Russell, or Ogilvy, come in he
would have banished care—at least, its
outward aspect—and turned a smiling,
care-free face to his friends. e was &
finished actor. But alone he could allow
his gloomy thoughts to darken his face
—which in these moments did not look
s¢ much like Harry Wharton'sa,

As he paced to and fro in Study
No. 3 Ztacey had a vague idea that
soine TOW was going on up the passage.
But he gave that no heed; his thoughts
kept him busy.

It was & couple of days since the visit

of the irate f{ . Piker to Greyfriars

dchool. The affair had rather died out

a3 & topie, but both Wharton and Stacey
ad to remember it.

Either Stacey or Wharton was to be
taken away at the end of the term—
close at hand now. That was the de-
cision of the Head; he would find
neither guilty on insuflicient evidencs,
but ona had to find another school to
end the strange and embarrassing state
of affnirs,

It would be a heavy hlow to Harry
Whearton to leave his old school and
his old friends. It would not have been
anything like such a blow to Stacey, a
new fellow in the scheol that tern,
Bul—

His game would be up.
. The bitter envy m.ndP malice of the

poor relation ® had becn gluited by
the harm ho had done his relative and
double that term; but that was net the
end of hia game, 1t was only Lhe
i:ra-gmmnﬁ.

Mapped out in his scheming mind was
& plan to cub his rivel out at home at
Wharton Lodge in his uncle's favour;
to take his place as the rich man's heir.
All hed gone well so far. But if they
separated, if they went to different
schools, how was he to carry on?

Obviously he could not.

Wharton at another sclicol—Hook-
wood or 8t. Jim’s, p'arhapn—wnuld bo
ot of reach of his double’s treachery.

Worse than that, he would seon prove
by his conduct at his new scheol that he
had been misjudged at Greyfriars; that,
i spite of appearances, it was his
double who was guilty of wrongdoing,
And Btacey, unless he altered his ways,
would be booked for dizcovery sooner or
later, having no longer a scapegoat on
whom to land his misdeeds.

fle had the short remainder of that
term to work in to carry out his schemes,
if he could; after that his tecth would
ba drawn.

“%Wool I' he repeated for the tenth or
eleventh time. -

Like many & cunning rascal, Stacey
had over-reached himeelf with his cun-
ning. He had been successful, but hia
success Whs more apparent than real.
Whether he went, or whether Wharton
went, his game would be up at the enl
of that term, and in the long run Whar-
tofi would regain all that he had lost in
his uncle's esteem.

Siacey was not wholly bad. Apait
from mnger and chagrin at the proaspect
of defcat, there was some element of
decency in him that revolted at the part
he was playing; he felt sometimes sick
of it all.

At such times he would have been
almost glad to throw up hia new life
and return to his wendering, shiftless
mode of existence with his disreputable
and spendthrift father.

But, much as ha prided himself on
his astuteness, hiz chief thought now
was what & fool he had been. He bhad
had & varied experience for one so
voung, but his experienco had not taught

im yet that roguery ia always, in the
lomg run, fally.

o knew that he had not passed un-
seathed from that interview in the
Head's study a eoupla of days ago.

What a fool he had been! ussell
and Ogilvy liked him. They were good
fellows; but they bored inexpressibly
the fellow who, only a few months ago
had been accustormed to late hours an
unhealthy excitement. Hs could not
settle down at Greyfriars like any other
schoolboy. He had left them on that
occasion to smoke cigareties, out of
sight in a barn, -and by an unlucky
chance Mr. Piker had found him there,
and be had dropped a lighted cigaretie



in the straw when he ran. And this
time he had not succeeded in landing
it on Wharton; it was left in doubt
which was guilty.

Mr. Queloh believed in him, but the
Hoad doubted. And would Colonel
Wharton doubt? He could not tell.

But one thing was clear—unless he
waa t6 throw up his scheming sltogether
he had to get through by the end o
that term. He muif not afford half-
measures now; he had to take any
chance that came his way. But would
any chance come his wav? There was
one thing that would break the old
colonel’s attachment to his nephew—if
Wharton wes expelled in ‘disgrace. If
that could ba engineered——

Btacey shivered a little.

If it came to the pinch, could he be
so coally, wmkadli' unscrupuloua? e
did riot feel sure of that.

His wretched reflections were sud-
denly interrupted. The study door flew
open with a cras

Stacey spun round savagely towards
the door.

"’E’a}} silly &sal’” he shouted. * What

u‘_- "

It was Fisher T. Fish who barged in.
Stacey stared at him in amazement.
The American junior was wildly excited.

“Hay, big boy, I guess I want you—
and want you bad I panted Fishy.

“{3ot out, you bony freak!" snarled
Stacey.’

“1 guess Jiuu'm_hﬂad boy_of the Re-
move,” howled Fisher T. Fish, *and
T'll gay I want vou to handle thisl 1°ll
tell & man, if I don’t get my banknota
hnckd I'tl ;;;1:- to Queleh! I'Hl go to tha

o f————"

“What the thump de vou meant"
pnapped Stacey.

“You mosey along to my study, and
talk to them guys—Wharton and his
erowd [ hooted Fisher T. Fisgh,

“Wharton ?"” Stacey's eyes flashed at
the name. *“What about Whartom "

“I ain't saying it's Wharton—but it'a
ono of them ¥ gesped Fisher 1. Fish.
“One of them guys has pinched my
five-pound note. I'm telling you.”

Stacey gazed at him. For a second
he felt & throb of wild excitement.
Was it  possible—Wharton--1f* it
was——

But the next moment he was cool
pgain. The wish was father to the
thought—and the thought left his mind
at once. He knew that it was not
possible,

“Don't be a fool " he said roughly.
“MNobody in the Remove would touch

your oy, i_f you've lost a note, go
and lmﬁ %::rr it, and hold your Blﬁy
tongue.™

"I'm telling you!" vellad Fisher T.
Fish. “Ono of them has got it, and
they got to shell out afore they quit.
You're head boy, and you got to handle
it, or I'll call in Queleh.”

Stacey was very near to taking Fisher
T. Fish by hiz bony neck, and bundling
him head and erop out of the study.

But he paused. There was nothin
in this—thero could not be! But i
there was the remotest chance of scoring
over his enemy, he was not going to
let it pass.

“Teﬁ me what's he
anapped.

Fishor T. Fish told him, in a wvoice
almost breaking with cmotion. The

happened [

loss of five shillings, or of fivepence,’

would have caused Fishy deop anguish.
The loss of euch & sum as five pounds
was likely to break his transatlantio
heart.
“I'll come!™ said Stacey, abruptly.
And he went up the passage with
Fisher T, Fish.

EVERY SATURDAY

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Stacey Asks For It!

LU SAY, vou fellows! Any more
I cake ¥’
“No, you cormorant!”
“ Any more biscuits "
“No, vou fat porkor 1”

“A more anything "' demanded
Billy Bunter.

" g I

Bunter grunted and rose.

“Well, don't call that much of a

feed,” he =aid. I should have stood
you fellows a better spread than that
if my postal order had come.”

“Jtill hungry 7" asked Bob Cherry,
sarcastically. ’i:hec well-spread table in
Study No. 14 had been cleared to the
last crumb. - There was seldom & erum
left, at any tea-table, when Billy Bunter
asked himself to tea.

“Well, it's not much I eat, as you
know,” said Bunter, “But I could
manage a little mors.”

“Go and cat coke !” suggested Bob.

¢ Beast 1™

“Taka wour face
growled Johnny Bull. :

“Yah (" Billy Bunter rolled to the
door and turned to blink at Harry
Wharton through his big spectacles,
“Look here, Wharton, if Bull's coming
home with you for the holidays, I'm
not at all sure that I shall come.
can't ﬁﬁ;ﬂ% 3 i;:alluw with manners like
& grizz eal. ;

You won't come if Johnny does?”

asked Wharton. s

“ WNo!” said Bunter. I won't!

“In that case I'll make Johnny come,
if I have to carry him on my back,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

#yon silly ass!? roared Bunter.
“Look here—if vou chuck that nu?*hmn
at .me, Bull, If] —— Yarooooh I

away, anyhow "

L he takes either awsy, it will be

i

Nugent. “You can hardly be at homa
with the fellow without having rows;
and that won't do you any good with
your uncle.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“1 should have to home for a few
days,” he remarked., * M:L uncle's
rather crusty with me now; but Aunt
Amy's the same old dear as ever; and
I don't want to neglect hor. Bub albter
that—" Wharton paused.

He knitted & worried brow; and went
on, slowly.

“My uncle's got to decide between
Stacey and me. Goodness knows
whether I shall be coming back to
(Zreylriars next term."

“ Dach it all, the old bean's bound to
stand by you,” sasid Bob wermly. “If
tacoy.”

“Not if ha balieves that I'm the black
sheep 1” eaid Harry, "bhitterly. *“And
he will get all that from Quelch, if
not from the Head! And the Head's
jolly well fed up with both of us, and
no wonder! I think—"

The door opened, interrupting him.
Fisher T, Fish tramped into the study,
followed by Realph Stacey. _

“Have you come back for some more,

u bony blighter 1 demsnded Johnny
E‘ull. in & deep, growling voice.

“I guess I've come back for my five-

nunﬂgu note ! hooted Fisher T. Fish.
‘And I've brought the head boy to sea
it handed over to me."

Tha Famous Five were all on their
feot at once, arry ¥Yharton's eyes
glinted .at his double. : _

“Keep your wool on, you fellows!”
said Stacey. “It seems that Fish has
lost a banknote in this study—"

“ No bizney of yours |V

“Ag head boy of the Remove, I'm

[Continued on néxi page.)

Runter  dodged
out of the door, the
cushion cdtchin dg
him 28 he dod :
Johnny Bull fielded
it, but the door
slammed before he
could deliver
another shot.

" Ragat " came &
howl through the
kevhola. 4

‘%hen Bunter was

ThE
53“ About the hols,”
aaid Harry Whar-
ton, with rather a
clonded face, “Wo
want ta bBa all to-

gether——"

“The togetherful-
ness is the sine qua
non [ remarked
Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“That cad Stacey
will ba at Wharton
Lodge!” Bal

rry. “1 beliove
his father's abread;
nni'll‘mw, my home
is his now. I don't
know how vyou
fellows will stend
him, if you come,
It will be pretty
rotben, ™

“Cut it out,
then!” suggested
Johnny Bull. “You
coma and stay with
us, one after
another, and give
the rotter a miss all
through the hols.”

“Not a bad
idea |’ said Frank

FINE
TORCH
IS FUN!

Out of doors or In—an Ever Ready eleciric
forch is just what you want for games and
rags affer dark.
+ = + boy, some beaml|
bought an Ever Ready— you can’t do batter
for your money |

Flick the switch and flashl
Yeou'll be glad you

ELECTRIC TORCHES

From a Fountsin Pen Light, 1/4, to Searchlights from & o (8-
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bound to lock Tmto it when Fish asks
me to do 50,” answered Stacey, calmly.
‘“You bknow that as well as I do,
Wharten! Or have you fﬂignl;tr.-n that
you're no longer hee.g boy i

Wharten breathed hard.

“You can cut sll that out, Biacey
said Frank Nuogent sharply. “If you
want to help Fish hunt for his banknote,
we’re.not stopping you.”

“We'll get out, and let you get on
with it I" said Wharton contemptuously.

Htacey gave him s charp look.

“ Better not " be said.

“ What do you mean, better not?"

“1 mean what I sayl Fish says that
he hes searched the whole rcom, over
End over again, without Gnding the

i .JI
“Well, and what about that?” asked
Harry, quietly, but with a dangerous
gleam in his eyes,

“If Fishy is right, the banknote must
have been picked up ! said Stacey. “1I
think you fellows had better turn out
vour pockets befors you go.”

“I guess go!” said Fisher T. Fish

A1

em%nticnily.
“Turn out our pockets!” repeated
Wharton. “Why, you cur, do you dare

ta hint that one of us mi%ht have Fishy's
banknote in his pocket?” )

“I'm mnot hinting—I'm ape&kmg ouk
plain,” answered Stacey coolly. “ Thai
banknote has got to found before
any fellow leaves this study, That's
my order, a3 head boy of the Remove.”

“That's your order, iz 1t7" said
Harry, his eyes faming. “Well, I'll
show you exactly how much I care for
your orders, you cadl Btand out of
uy way, or I'll knock you out of it.”

He strode straight at the door.

Btecey, standing directly in his path,
did not move.

“You're not Lo leave thiz study!” Le

rapped.
Hwill you stand aside 1"
“No I

“Hold on, Harry,” exclaimed Nugent
hastily. ' As that fool Fishy hasn't
found his rotten banknots, perhaps we'd
botter geq it found—™"

“Do you think I'm taking orders
from that our?” roared Wharton, “Is
eny man here going to lot him say we've

inched Fishy's money?! I'd rather

nock his rot cheek back down his
throat ! Stand aside .Etanei "

“ puess— howled Fisher T. Fish.

With & swift back-hander, Wharton
knocked Fisher T. Fish aside. Then
he strode straight at Stacéy; and as
Stacey did not stir, he hit out. 'The
next moment they were fighting. But
it was only for a moment.

Une more, and the Co, dragged Stacey

AWAY,

"'%hat will do, you cheeky rotter!”
said Cherry curtly., “We're going
out of this study, and you can eat
your tﬁnﬂ&’y orders. Bang their nappers
together.’

“ Good egE o

“ Lot go!

olled Btacey, struggling.
“ sy, -:;-uFIﬂt up, you gaﬁﬁats ﬁ’
yelled Fiﬁﬁ i

er T. Fish.
Bantiell
In gr of ' the m?:r]s; comrades,
Stacey and Fisher T. Fish struggled

frantically, but they struggled in vain.

Their heads came together with a
sounding crack.

“Give  them  another I*  hooted
Johnpy Bull.

Crack |

(1) 1”

“"Wow! Wake snakes!”

Then Btacey and Fishy were hurled,
sprawling, along the #Heor, and the
Famous Five walked out of the study,
leaving them there. '

“Ow! My cabeza I™ groaned Fisher
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He sat up asnd rubbed his
“Ow! T'll say this is fiercel

T. Fish.
head.
Wgw | ‘
tacay staggered to his fect. He was
Eale with rage. Fisher T. Fish’s bony
cabeza ¥ had hurt. Fishy blinked up

at him.

W En‘i{, what about my banknote !’ he
gasped. “I'H tell a man, one of them
Eys has got it! What ghout it 1"

“You fool I snarled Stacey. He had
B [;-EI[I. in hiz head, and a worse pain
In his temper.

That one of the Famous Five had
“ pinched ** the missing fiver, he did not
believe for a moment, though he had
been willing to make himself sz un-
pleasant as possible to the Co. The
net outcome of his visit to the study
was an ache in his head.

“Look hore!” howled Fisher T.
Fish. “Pm telling you—?"

“Look for your rotten banknote, you
dummy 1 snarled Stacey. “And toke
that, to help you along!™

He grabbed Fisher T. Fish by the
eollar, "and banged his bony head
agzinst the table- Ig: . Thers was &
fiendish howl from Fisher T. Fish.

Apparently BStacey found solace in
that proceeding, for he banged the
bony head again, and yet again.
Then hs stamped out of Btudy No. 14,
Ieavingezﬁishm' Tarleton Fish rubbing
hiz ¢a and waking the echoes.

Fithy was rubbing that damaged
cabeza for a good quarter of an hour
before he re-started crawling over tha
study carpet, in the vain hope of finding
his missing fiver in some corner |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Condemned !
T : ARTON'S8 got the knock I
murmured Skinner,
It was the following
morning. Some of the

Hemovae fellows had gona for letters in
break; and Harry arton had found
one, addrezsed to him in his uncle's
hand.

Hea stepped aside to the window, and
opened it rather esgerly, and yet with
soma misgiving.

Colonel Wharton had taken his time
to think over the sommunication he had
received from the headmaster of Grey-
friars. But here was a letter fram
him at last. Whether he was comin
down to the school or not, Harry di
not yet know—he regarded the inter-
view rather with dread than hope.

But ss he read the letter—unusually
long for the old military gentleman,
whote missives were generally very
brief—his face changed.

He was g0 deep in the letter that he
did not observe curioua eyes turned on
him. BSkinmer winked at Bnoop.

“By guom. he looks foored [ mur-
mured Snoop.

There was 8 leiter for Stacey by the
same post. He was stending near the
rack, reading it, with a faint smile on
hiza face. It seemed that the old
colonel had mere pleasant things to
say to that distant relative than to lhis
nephew.

rd Mauleverer to
Wharton.

“Not bad news, old bean, I hope?”
he murmured

“Ehl Nol Yeos |

Harry.
Ho Iooked up from the letter. Then
he observed that s dozen fellows were
looking at him euriously, and he
coloured.

He thrust the leiter into his ket
and went out into the sunny *tfu.w,‘fﬂ.c ;

moved  over

sfammerad

“What's up with your jolly old reln.
tion, Btacey?” asked Skinner, with &
Eri

“ Betfer ask him 1” drawled Stacey.

“Ob, youre the fellow o askl”
broke in Vernon-8Smith., “If ho's in &
row at home you've worked itl1*

Stacey raised his eyebrows.

::’.['hmk 80 {"" he said carclessly.

I dont think so—I now ™
answered the Bounder coolly. " You've
landed Wharton into rows hera all
through the term, with your lying and
trickery-—"

“Yernon-8mith 1"

1t was Mr. Quelch’s voice behind the

under, with a knife-like edge on it.
Smithy spun reund in dismay. Quelch
had come along from the Form-room in
time to hear Vernon-Smith's worda to
hi.? 31'&1&& bay.

‘“Oh 1" gasped Bmithy.

“ Vernon-Smith, how  dare
address such words to Btacey?”
Queleh’s wvoica trembled wit
“You will take five hundred lines
Vernon-8mith 1¥

Tha DBouwnder set his lips herd.
Btacey smiled and strolled out into thoe
quadrangle.

He glanced after his double. Whar-
ton, with his uncle’s letter in his hand
again, orumpled and elenched, was
tramping away towards the elms—
evidently wanting to be slone to read
that letter.

Btacey would have
to read it, too.
purpork.

The Co. looked for their leader in
break, but did not see him., Wharton
remamned alone under the eling, read-
ing and- re-reading that letter frem his
uncle, and thinking gver it with a dark
and gloomy brow.

He started as the bhell for
echool reached his ears.

His manper was quite composed when
he joined the Remove, going back into
the Form-room. Ha did not want all
the fellowa to observe that he had had
a letter from home that had, as
Skinner expressed it, given him the
“ kneck.”

But he was very glad when the hour
of dizmissal came, ben the Femove
came out, ho went into the Rag.

The Co. followe: him in, anxious te
know what tha trouble was. They
knew there was goma trouble.

“Look here, what's up?? asked Bob
Cherry.

Wharton took the crumpled letter
from his gi"WkEtt- and handed it to him.
“¥ou fellows read that!" he said.
They read it together, with grave

faces. IbL rans,

vou
My,
ANger.

iven & good deal
But he could gucss its

third

“Dear Harry,—Your headmaster has
suglgaatad that I should see you and
Ralph at the school Last week I came
to see you, and you avoided me, and I
see o purpos. in coming egain.

“I need not say that your conduct
this term has caused me deep pain and
distress. I fear that a foolish and un-
founded jealousy of Ralph is partly the
cause.

“In view of whet has happened, one
of you must go to another school next
term. I am thankful that, at all
events, vou are able to leave without
being expelled. At a new school I ghall
hopa that you will make new resolves
and do betfer.

"I understand that the farmer, whose
Frnparty wai damaged by your reck-
esmess, claimed a certain sum in
a_:m}lianantmn, which is just and
Il
. EI shall leave this to you, as s warn-
ing of the natural result to ba expected
from lawless and reckless conduet.



You must pay it from your own
resources. 1 earnestly hopo that this
will bo a serious lesson to you.
“Your uncle,
“J. WnartoR."

Bob  passed  the letter back, and
Har:& herton put it into his pocket.
The Co, locked dismal enough.
E;'Eal!, that's pretty thick!” said

“The thickfulness iz terrifio!" said
Hurree Jamse: Ram Singh. “But the
blamefulness of the esteemed old nunky
is not great. ‘The absurd Quelch has
been taken im by the unspeakable
Stacoy, and has taken in the ridiculous
coloned in his turn.”®

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I'm not fae]in,a: wild with him,” he
gaid quietly. “It's a bit of a knock, as

ou can guess; but my uncle can only

elieve what my Form-master tells him
—and %u-:!lch believes what he says.
But—
He choked for & moment.

“That cur has wangled this from the
beginning ! Yeou fellows know what
halppene that day my unecle came down
—1 was fooled into going out by a
spoof  telegram. I  beliove Stacey
wangled it; but, of course, there's na
proof—there never i= when he plays his
rotten tricks [

“He's too deep for me—and too deep
for a simple and straightforward man
like my uncle, He'a too deep even for
Queleh, who is twice as keen as either
of us, He's done me—all along the
Iine! This means—*

“It means that you won't be comin
banllg next tarm ?':’F J

“I suppose so.

“And thas cur will ba here ! mut-
tered Johnny Bull. He c¢lenched his
hands. “By gum, I've a good
mind—"

“It's  rottem ™

muttéred N k
miserably. ot Bhphng, o

“The fellow geems ag cun-
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Johnny Bull and Fisher T. Fish were punching one another frantically, snd Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and Hurree

ning as a fox—there's no beating him.
Colonel Wharton must he
upset, of course—look here, how are
you going to manage about Piker?
He clatms five pounds for the damage
to his barn.”

“Damage done by Stacey, by his
filthy smoking 1 said Wharton bitterly,
“1 suppose I can manage it somehow—
I can sgell some things, I supposze, 1
don't care much about that, But—to
have my uncle thinking of me like
this—" He broke off, & quiver in his
voice. “To be cund-emneg like this—
even tho Head thinks there's a doubt;
but my uncle scems to think there's
none. Of course, all the evidence is on
the side of that rotter, and Queleh is con-
vinced about it. I suppose 1 shouldn’t
wonder, But—"

He broke off again.

“Oh, it's too roften to talk about! 1
had to tell you fallows, but lot it drop!
Let's get out!”

They went out into tho quad. Stacey
was sauntering there wiih Ogilvy and
Russell, There was a smile on his face
—that grew mocking as ke glanced at
his double.

A spasm of rage came over Wharton
as he caught his enemy’s look, With
clenched hands he strode up to Stacey.

“Btacey! You cur! I've heard that
Colonel Wharton is not going to pay
Piker for the damage wvou did to his
barn. The man’s got to be paid, Are
you going to pay him?"

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Five Pounds io Pay!

ALFH STACEY faced him coolly.
The amile was still on his face,
_Wharton was engry and ex-

. cited ; Btacey was cool as ice.
Wharton chose to let all Greyfriars
konow that his uncle -:undamnaii’ him,

foarfully h

- -

|
13
i

i
3

-y

h
were grabbing at both of them to drag them apari. Stepping up to the hook-shelf, Bunter fook down one of the WIS:EI‘E
and slipped the fAver beiween the pages |

Stacey certainly had no desire to stop
I,
“1I don’t quite follow,” he drawled.
il | ﬂup}l:psa- iker will have to ba paid
—munst likely he would bring an action
if he wasn't compensated. I've heard
that he put the amage at five pounds,
ou think he's asking too much—"

“I don't think nn;]rthmg of the sort. I
think that the fellow who did thes
damage ought to pay him.”

“That's right, of course!” assented
Stacey, with a nod,

“Well, are you going to do it?"”’

Stacey raised his eyebrows,

“Didn't you say the fellow who did
the damage? he queried. “According
to what you say, your unecle seams to
have decided that you were the fellow.”

" And everybody else, too!” exclaimed
Ogilvy angrily. **You can’t shove this
on Stacey, arkon.”

“I should jolly well think not!" said
Russell.  “ What the dickens are you
gettmg at, Wharton? Ewvery man in tho

emove knows that you're unk;f not to
be sacked for what you did——'

“For what Stacey did!™ said Harry,
between his teeth,

“Oh, chuck it!" said Russell in dis-
gust. “I don't blame the Head for
going slow -about sacking a man; bub
everybody knows—-"

“The knowfulness is not terrific, my
estecrned idiotic Russell,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Rata!" snapped Russell. “I wonder
at you fellows for standing by & fellow
like that! Hardly anybody elss in the

Form does.”

“Look heret” bawled Johnny Ball.

L1 Rﬁ.fﬂ- [”
~ “"Hold on!™ said Harry quietly, “This
iz between Btacey and me. I want to
know whether you're ?Eying for the
damage you did, Stacey."

Stacey laughed lightly.

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
“If vou mean that you want to raise
the wind, I'll lend you anything I can,
for the credit of t{:e family,” he an-
swered. “The man's got to be paid,
certainly. You can't diddle him.”
“¥ou cur [ )
Wharton, guite losing coutrol of his
temper, sprang at him, his fist lashing
ort.
Stacev's hands came up like Lightning.

“Hold on!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“There’s Quelch . staring from his
window——""

Harry Wharten did not heed.  He
ressed Stacey, hitting out right and
eft. His face was flaming.

“Harry, old man—" exclaimed
Nugent, in dismay. . 2

Stacey was a good man with his hands,
and he was by no means sorry to come
to blows. Whatever his faults were, he
had plenty of pluck. .

But Wharion, in his anger and in-
dignation, seemed to be twice o match
for him, and the head boy of the Re-
move was driven back, step hy step, till
a ficrce drive stretched him on the
ground,

He was ugﬂin a gecond ; but before the
fight could be renewed, Mr, Quelch was
on the spot.

“Btand  back,
atand back ! ) _

“Very well, sir!” said Stacey quietly
and he dropped his hands and stoo
back, panting.

Thapﬁamb%a master fixed his eyes on
Wharton's ¢rimson face. :

“1 saw all this from my study window,
Wharton! 1 saw Ei;;'t:u sliberately ap-
proach Stacey, and—"

“The rotten cur I burst out Wharton,

“Qilence ! hooted Mr., Queleh. “I
warn you, Wharton, that if you do not
bohave yourself better, you will not be
allowed to remain at this school even till
the end of the term.” .

Evidently Mr. Quelch had been in-
formed of the old colonel's decision.

Wharton panted. ;

“(ta into the House !” said Mr. Quelch

Wharton! Stacey,

gternly. “ Remsin there till dinner,
Wharton, Go this instang!™
Wharton did not stir. But I'rank

Nugent caught him by the arm, and

almost &mfied him away to the Housze,

g Mr. Quelch followed, with a frowning
oy,

Mever had he been so deelglr incensed
against the hapless junior who had conce
been his trusted head boy. .

Harry Wharton went to his study,
whero im remained till the dinner-bell
ranE.

When he came down all eyes at the
Remove table were turned on him-—as
well as many others from other tables,

Stacey eleborately took no notice of
him, and Wharton tried not to look at
hiz enami[.

He realised that he had made a false
move and played into his rival’s hands,
Most of the fellows were against him—

his Form-master was against him—his
beadmaster, though still doubtful, had
Tue Macgxwer LiBRARY.—No. 1,472
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to admit the weight of evidence. Now
condermnned at home also—that his uncle
and guardian condemmed him. The
fact that he was left to pay for the
demago done to Piker's barn was proof
of that.

Hiz own [riends still backed him loyally.

- The Bounder stood by him—but the sup-

port of a black sheep like the Bounder

I was not worth much to a fellew’s repu-
, tation.

Hazeldene was rather inclined
to take his side, Lut everybody knew
that Hazel was jealous of Stacey's
cricket. Of the rest of the Remove,
hardly a fellow stood by him, except
Lord Mauleverer—generally regarded

in the Form as an ass.

Fellows he liked and respectad, like
Tom Brown and Squiff, and Peter Todd,

ave him cold looks now. He could
wrdly blame them., If his Form-master
believed that he ought to be expelled—if
his own unecle turned him dewn—what
were fellows to think?

When the Remove came out after
dinner, Fisher T. Fish came up to the
(Co. Ha poked a bony forefinger into
Wharton's ribs to draw his attention,

“Bay—"" began Fishy,
“Oh, leave me alone! snapped
Whartan. Ho waz in no mood to be

botherod by Fishy, and in the stress of

his own froubles he had uﬂmplntelg for-
tkenn what had happened in Biudy

ﬁ?n, 14 the previous day, :

“I guess I want my banknote 1 said
Fisher T. Fish. "I guess I've been all
over my study with a small comb, and I
ain't found ik, You guys figure that
I'm gomg to lose 11"

“(iet out of the wayl”

“I guess I want that fiver—
Whooop !"" yelled Fisher T, Fish, as the
Famous Five grasped him, and up-
ended him, and walked on, leaving him
sprawling, in the gquad,

“Heae, he, ha!” came from Billy Bunter.

“ Aw, wake gnakes " gesped Fisher T.
Fish. He scrambled up, red with rage.
“I guess I'm going to GQuelch—I
Fuess——-"

“He, he, hel” cackled Bunter, *1
say, Fishy, Quelch will want to know
where you gob that fiver| He, he, he!”

“You fat clam?’ hissed Fisher T.
IFish., He stalked away—not in the
direction of Mr. Quelch's study.

Fishy was in what he would have
called a “quandary.” The idea of los-
ing that Ave-pound note made his transz-
atlantic flesh ereep. On the other hand,
thare were difficulties about going to
Quelch about it. He did not want to
draw his Form-master's attention to the
fact that he had so much money in his
Possession.

Quelch mig:ht. suspect that the money-
lending business had been going on
again, 4

illy Bunter grinned, s fat grin, as
Fisher T. Fish jerked away. The miss.
ing banknote wag still safely tucked
between the pages of the volume in
Study No. ld—nobody waz likely to be
sufficiently interested in that volumo to
open it.

Bunter's bright idea was to leave it
there till the end of the term.

On the last day of the term he would
tell Fisher T. Fish where to find it.

Which seemed to the fat and fatuous
Owl quite a screaming joke on Fishy.

Harry Wharton & Co., totally un-
aware of Bunter's screaming joke, and
utterly regardless of Tishy's deep
anguish, walked in the quad, discussing
the coming helidays. But the discussion
wag not full of ery anticipations, ss
usual,

Harry looked forward with anﬁf,hing
but pleasure to going home to Wharton
Lodge, in the present circumstances.

Btacey would be there!

And next term—

But he drove the thought of next term
from his mind. It was too bitter to
think of that.

b

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
With the Gloves OfI1

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH

H sauntered in at the school gates

with his hands in his pockets

and a grin on his face. e

lanced round and epotted Harry
W harton.

Wharton was leaning on one of the
old elms, reading his uncle's letter aver
again with a clouded brow. Hia friends
wera at the nets, but Wharton was in
a glum mood, ne mood for ericket. But
he put the letter 1n lhis pocket, and
Lquked up as tho Bounder approached

im.

“Been out?” asked Bmithy.

* Not since class.”

* Btacey has,” grinned the Bounder.

“I don't care what Stacey doca”

“You would if any other jolly old
eve but mine had spotted him while ho
was out of gates.”

-H:I dﬂllff.- WE?_”

“I mean, if Quelch, instecad of me,
had been tottering down the lane beside
the Cross Keys, you'd be hauled over
the carpet 1™

T En “I]E ?IJ

“For getting a packet of cigarelies at
the back door of a pub,” answered tha
Bounder coolly.

Wharton stared at him.

“I've been keeping &n eye on the dear
boy,” said Smithy. *‘He never smolea
where & follow can see him; picks out
nica lonely spots like old Piker's barn.
But ha has to get his smokes somewhiere,
I know now—wheore, Seei”

Wharton made a gesture of distaste.

“Heity-teity I grinned the Bounder.
“¥You're too high-and-mighty to kee;iv an
eye on & fellow—what?—even a fellow
wheo's dished vou all round end landed
you with & I::uilii to pay for his damage |7

"I certainly shouldn't wateh the
rotter 1 ssid Harry.

“Well, I'm not so jolly perticnlar!
I've watched him, and spotted him. He
got me five hundred lines to-day " said
the Bounder, between his testh. “Ha
will ba back scon. He started back efter
getting his packet of cigarettes, and I

cut scross the meadows and got in
ahead of him. Bee the pomnti?™

“Not at all”

“Htacey will ba coming in, In ten

minutes or so, with a packet of cigar-
ettea 1n his pocket.™

“ Nothing to do with me.”

“"Lots to do with youl You and I
are going to bag him as soon as he comes
in and shake the smokes out of his
Eﬂﬂkﬂt under the eres of evervbody wha

appens to be eround. Faney his face 1

arry Wharton laughed.

“You're on?" asked the Bounder

eagerly,
geﬁn* ald bean! I'm not giving him

away {o the beaks, ocur as he m»”
Wharton shook his head. “That’s not
the gamao.™

“You sill fathead 1 said the

Bounder scoffingly. “Has he n 8o
aolly particular with you? Hasn't he
i}iaﬂk&ned your character and made you
a du;’ with & bad name? Hasn't
he '

“I kfiow all that, but I'm not coming
down to his level. It's not good encugh,
Smithy. Wash it ocut I™

“It's good encugh for me,” said
Horbert Vernon-8mith. "I've been
watehing for a chance to show that
rotten hypoorite up, and I'm not losin
this ons, He can explain to Quﬁlﬂg



what he's doing with smokes in his
pocket, Ha can't make out that t.hci"m
m _your pocket.” The Bounder chuckled
“Tla can’t work tha double bizney with
the goods found on him, Look here,
Wharton, don’t be a silly aes. If
Quelch’s eyes are opened it may mean
a lot ituhrc:-u.k I've heg.i:d t?.at. ou’re
Bt o Dbe taken away [fom FeyIDIALS,
andn% know who's worked it. If Quelch
is made to see what a lying rotter the
fellow ig—>"

Wharton shook his head again.

“Are 3you oni” demanded <he
Bounder impatiently.

“No, it's not good enough, Smithy ™

“Oh, rats! Does Stacey play fair?
Does he keep the gloves on i

“No: hut——" :

“Well, if a fellow plays me fair I'll
play him fair! If he plays me foul, I'll
play him  foul!” said the Bounder
zavagely. '""That'z good enough for me.
1f he takes the gloves off, I'll taks them
off, too.”

“Look here, Smithy——"

“Ratz 1" answered the Bounder, over
hia shoulder. He went back towards
the gates, leaving Wharton locking after
him.

It wns cloze on lock-up, and & good
many follows were coming in. A few
minutes later Stacey appeared from the
tirection of the village, and at the same
fime Wingata of the Sixth came in.

Since the occasion when Stacey had
glnj.'ed_t'ﬂr the First Eleven, and helped
ireyfriars to a ﬂcturti, he had been
vory high in favour with the captain of
the school. Wingate joined him as he
entered the gateway, and they came in
together. Alany a.gmiring and snvious
eves fell on SBtacey as he received that
mark of distinction from the greatest
man at Greyiriars.

“1 want you to give me some bowling
at the nets to-morrow, kidi” Wingate
wWaa saying.

L Jnii’y glad to, Wingate | answered
Stacey. "

The Bounder’s eyes glittered. He
atepﬁed directly into Stacey’s Path.

“Hold on a minute, Stacey "' he said.

Stacey glanced at him with cool
disdain,

“Don't bother when Wingate's speak-
ing to mal” he answered. A the
reyfriars captain, amazed ab the
Bounder's cheek, gave him a glare.

“I think Wingate will be interested 1"

rinned the Bounder. " As head pre-
ect ha bas to see that juniors don't
smuggle mm into the »

Stacey gave a_violent start.

Wingate stared.

*What do you mean, you young assi™
he demanded gruffly. .

“1 mean,” suswered Vernon-Smith,
with icy coolness, "that Btacey’s got a
packet of cigarettes in his jacket pocket,
and everybody's going to know that he's
got them. I want fellows to know who
E‘M smoking in Piker's barn the other

Ay,
gtamy’n faca paled.

A dozen fellows had heard Vernon-
Smith's worda, There was a buzz of
voices oy they gathered round.

Wingate gave the Bounder & very
grim look, en he glanced at Stacey.

“I Buppose there’s nothing in that,
Atacey 17 he said.

* Nothi at all,” answered Stacey
lightly. *I eertainly haven't any sinckes
about me, and I ecan’t imagine why
Vernon-Bmith thinks s0. Will you get
ont of my way, S3mithy 1™ )

“No,” said the Bounder grimly, "I
won't! Not kIl you've turned out the
pocket in which I saw you put the
packet of cigarettes.”

Stacey clenched his hands.

Wingate looked from one to the other.

EVERY SATURDAY

As hoad prefect he was bound to take
noto_of such a matler.

“Sncak ! came a voice from the
gathering crowd of juniors,
The Bounder crimsoned.

fierce look round.

“You can call it what you like,” he
eaid belween his feeth, “You know
jolly well I wounldn't ﬁjvﬂ 8 MBN AWAY;
but that cur Stacey has landed it on
Wharton, and I'm going to put it where
it belongs.”

“I think you'd better turn that
pocket out, Stacey,” said Wingate
guietly. “Of couzss, I don’t belicve a
word of this, bot you'd better make it
clear, and I warn you, Vernon-Smith,
that you'll get six for this”

“Not if Btacey's smokes in his
pocket I said the Bounder mockingly.

“No,” said the Greyfriares capisin,

Ho gave a

Nao,
“‘not in that case: but if he hasn’t—and
I don’t helieve for a second that he
has—I chall give you such & whopping
that you won't make rotten accusations
again in a hurry. Turn out that pocket,
Stacey

Stacey breathed hard.

“I—1 don't sea whi I should be made
io turn out my pockets in public like
this 1" he answered.

Wingate stared at him,

ti

“"I've told you to,” he =aid. “Can’t
vow see it's better for you to knock this
on the head st once?”

“I don’t care what the fellow says™

The ¢rowd of Greyfrisrs fellows ex-
changod glances, Wingate's cxpression
altered a little. Tha der smiled a
deadly smile. He had his enamy on the
hip now.

“For goodness' eake, Btacey, don’t be
an ass 1" exclaimed %Ih’jr, who was in
the gathering crowd. “What the
ﬂi":kﬁ% do you fancy [fellows will

iin

“I don’t cars what they think!"
snapped Stacey. -

ingate’s face became very grim.

“Look here, Stacey, this won't do,”
ho ssid. “You're making & fool of
vourself. I order you, as & prefect, to
turn that pocket out! Now then |”

Stecey set his lips hard.

He was fairly caught! Again and-
sgain he had risked it; but always his
-:t_mmnf had come to lus aid and saved
him. It could not save him now.

Any fellow cought with cigareties cn
him_ was lisble to punishment; the rule
against smoking ing very strict at
Greyfrisrs, But it was much more
serious in Stacey’s case than in any other

(Fontinued on neéxt page.)
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He's Temple™s third henchman,
That’s all you can say |

A modest back-banchman,
Who™ not In the way.

He'll naver go farther
Than Temple, but secks

To murmur ; ** Oh, rather ! "
Whenaver ha spaaks.

(4

I paid him a visli,
Before I could speak
He murmured: * What Is 19
It’s rether & fresk I ™
I weighed up Bizs muscle;
And thought, on the whaole,
I wanisd no 1ussle
With Dabney, good soul !

(N
“T1i's not our providing,'

Ho sald. ** Sure eéncugh ]
Waea Iound Bunter hldhg

Iin hers with the stull,
And twisted that joker's

Fat ear—by the way.
That stuff s al Coker's,

Or was, 5ad to say 1 "

Here's another jolly poem b 2
hymester, and this time his subject in

WILLIAM WALTER DABNEY,

Temple's chum in the Upper Fourth,

(3)
If Capper went poilty
And pulled out & gun,
And punctured old
Or Temple, for fun !
Of this grim desirzction
Youn'd hesr him exclaim
"Twzs ‘‘rather ' a ructlon
And * rather ** a shame i

{8)
T gobbled down biscult,
And pasirles, and crost,
And ate tlll my weskit
Was ready to bust.
No word Dabney uiltered,
Until I had dons,
And then he just muttered :
**K's rather good fun ]

the Creyfeiars

{2)
No mora his applagss Js,
No higher his praise,
Whatever the causs ls,
It's ** rather ' siways :
When Wingais Iz hitting
A hundred or more,
You'll hear him admit{in
It's ““rather ' a seors

cotly,

(5}

“ At tea ?* 1 asked genily i
(Ha had guite & spread).

“ What yon aesldentally
Have stated or sald,

I'll guite overlook H—"

nd sesing a seat,

1 very soon toock it

And siaried fo sat

(B}
And Coker came quickly,
Tha iruth he soon spled.
I rose with a siekly
Sad feellng inslde,
What happened thereatier

Is not Wrg elaar.
But Dab said {much lasughter I} :
*Twas **rather ** severe |
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fcllow's. Almost everyone believed that
it 'was Wharton who had smoked in
Fiker's barn and caused it to catch fire
by a spark in the dry straw. But if
smokez woere found on Stacey, it was
likely that there would be a consider-
able change of opinion

“Do you hear me, Stacey?” rapped
Wingstc. ;

He was beginning to heve very stromng”
dwgh &v. old: ¢h ttered
“8Btacey, o che *  mutlere
Ogilvy. FT he Equtl:isg junior had =
startled look on his face. _
“T appeal to 'my Form-master I said
Stacey. “If Mr. Quelch orders mo to
4urn my pockets out, I will do so. Mot

otherwise 1 ]

It was an almost transparent trick to
gain time. Harry Wharton, looking on,
could almost have pitied his enemy at
that moment. Some of the fellows were
grinning now-—gome shrugging their
shoulders. Wingate of the Sixth drew a
‘deep breath. - )

“Wary well, Stacey !" he said quietly.
“1 will take you to your Form-master.
Come with me to Mr. Quelch."”

Btacey followed him meross the quad.
A buzzing crowd watched them enter
the House, The Bounder strolled over
to Wharton. . .

“That cur's game iz up now,” he said.
“T fancy even WQuelch will begin to

wonder who really smoked in Piker's
barn—what 1"
Wharton did not answer. Whether

the Bounder was justified or not in meet-
ing foul _p!a:.r with foul play, it seemed
that he “had * Stacey now. How was
the scheming rascal of the Ilemove to
wriggle out of thist

b e R

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Driven to the Wall!

HARTON, what—" ]

Mr. Quelch broke off in
confusion.

There was a tap at tha
door and Wingate opened it, and walked
Btacey in. Gonerally, the Remove-
master made uo mistake between the
doubles of his Form. But secing
Stacey walked in as a cu]phqit, in charge
of & prefect, he tock him, for the
moment, for hia doubls, :

He coloured with vexation as
realised his mistake. ;

“Stacey, sirl” said Wingate. o

“Yez, ves, I see now that it 1s
said Mr. Quelch hastily.
“What does this mean, Wingate? Why
have you brought my head boy to my
study 7"

Mr, l?ua]crh emphasized the *“head
boy." His tone implied that he was not
prepared to hear any report unfavour-
able to that head boy.

“Btacey preferred to come to you, sir,
and I have brought him,” said the
Greyfriars captain,. “He appealed to

ou from an order I gave him.”

“I hardly understand, Wingaio!
Stacey has get an example in my IForm
of obedience to authority. If you gave
him any reasonable order——*

Wingate breathed rather hard.

“I ordered him to turn out a certain
pocket and let me see what it mnmmed,,
sir| I was told it contained cigavettes.”

Mr. Quelch started violently.

:txlnnsanﬁa I he said brusquely,

ingate reddenead.

Hitherto he had shared Mr., Quelch’s
high opinion of Stacey! He was rather
changing it now.

He wonld not have been hard on some
thoughtless young ass who fancied fry-
ang a cigarette. Butb if Stacey smoked,
it gave away all the careful appearances
{m ad kept up for a term; it revealed

Tae Maiaxer Lisnany.—No. 1,432,

L 1)

he

THE MAGNET

him as & humbug-—as quite probably the

fellow who had un'mkelé in liyirker's T,
d Wingate was by no means pleased

to hear his

“ nonsense.

“The matter's for you to settlo, sir,
as Stacey chose to appeal to you,” said
the prefect, rather grufly. “I had to
act on what I was told—and the boy
refused to empt.? hiz pocket. gee o
reason for his refusal, unless he actually
has cigarettes there.”

“1 am absolutely certsin that ho has
nothing of the kind 1” said Mr, Quelch.
“Had 1t boen Wharton—"

“Well, it is not Wharton, sir—it is
Stacey,” said Wingate dryly, “and his
conduct seema to me suspicious.” He
got his lips a little. “I've believed, like
‘olt, 80 far, sir, that Wharton, and not

tacey, was the rascal of the two—it's
cortain that one of them is  But

MO W=’
“I do not see that you have the
slightest reason to change your opinion,
Wingate " said Mr. ueluﬂ coldly, *1
certainly see none to change mine,”
He turned to Stacey,

“Why did you refuse to obey Win-
fai-ps very reasonable order, my boy!?

t is not like you, and I do not under-
stand it."

Btacey was cool and calm. Tt required
an effort; but he knew how much he
reguired a cool head just then, and he
kept himself well in hand.

No doubt he had hoped to find a
chance, on the way to his Form-master’s
study, of getting rid of the packet in his
pocket. But he had had no chance of
that. Wingate, growing more and mora
dubious, had kept a keen eye on him.

MNow he was standing in his Form-
master’'s presence, the packet still on
him. He needed sll his wits.

“I was sorry to seem disrespectful to
Wingate, sir 1" he said. *“But I thought
it an insult to be ordered to turn out my
E_Inﬂknts on information given by a fellow

wwn to be on bad terms with me.”

“Was it Wharton told
story, Wingate?” ask Mre. Quelch,
with & curl of the ]i‘f' “H g0, I am
surprised at your heeding it.”

“It was not Wharton—it was Vernon-
gmith ¥ almost snapped Wingate.

He was in far from a good humour by
this time. ]

“Yernon-Bmith ! A boy who has been
caned on several occasions for smoking,”
sald the Bemove master. “I am houn
to point out, Wingate, that, though you
are, of course, expected to do your ﬂ:::tjr
a3 a prefect, you are not bound to take
nota of information given by one boy
against another—what the juniors term,
I baliave, sneakij&g.”

Wingate Hushed with annovance.

“Neither should I do so, sir,” he
snapped; “but this case iz & peculiar
one. Vernon-Bmith, right or wrong,
acoused Stacey, and, if he was right, it
was as likely as not Stacey who was
smoking in Mr. Pikor's barn a fow days
ago, when the fire cecurred. Mo prefect
with & gonse of duty would lot slip an
oppotrtunity of ascertaining the truth in
that serious matter.” .

“The truth in that matter is already
ascertained,” said Mre. Queleh coldly,
“At the same time, Stacey, I must aa{
vou have acted wvery thoughtlessly.
fully undeestand your resentment of
such an accusation and such a suspicion,
na your conduct ever since you have been
here has been above reproach. Bub you
should certeinly have 5{:11& us Wingata
directed you.”

Stacey felt hia heart sink.

AMer. Queleh was standing by him all he
could, but not'to the extent of allowing
him to get away with his refusal to turn
out his pocket. It was clear that Quelch
would not go so far as that.

ramarka_ described as

ou this absurd

Indeed, only Quelch's strong faith in
him prevented the Remove master from
secing what Wingate could now see—
his only possible real resson for not
wanting to disclose what was in that
pocket.

But he was cornered now.

“Come, come, my boy,” said Mr.
Quelch, very kindly. “Let the matter
be settled beyond dispute on the spot.
Turn out whatever you have in that
packet, on my table.” He glanced at

"Wingate, as the prefect made a move-

ment towards the door. “ Romain here,
please, until vou have seen with your
own eyes that Vernon-Smith's malicioua
statement was wnfounded, Wingate.”

“Very well, sir.”

Stacoy’s hend went slowly to his breast
pocket. His heart was like lead. He
could see that Wingate saw through him
now, and that meant a great desl to
him. But if Queleh saw through him,
top=——

“There is nothing in cket, sir1”
ho said. “H:}t.hingghut Thfﬁdkerchi&f |
I will certainly turn it out if you order
me to do s0.”

“Please lose no more time 1" said Mr,
Quelch, and even in Quelch’s tone thera
was a touch of acerbity.

Stacey put his hand into the pocket.
Then he uttered a sudden and, appar-
ently, startled exclamation:

“There is something here, sir—"

“ Wha-a-t I” :

Stacey turned out a handkerchief—
and a cardboard box of cigarettes. He
laid the latter on Quelch’s table.

Wingate's lipe curled with eontompt.
%uglah stared at the box of smokes, a3
if it had been the ghost of & box of
smokes.

“ Stacey |” he gasped. )

The wretched trickster pulled himself
together. Hard lying was his only
resource now that matters had reached
this pass, and he was not sure that it
ir.-?ul save him. But it was all that was
eit.

“I he
me.” His voice was calm, though s
heart beat painfully. “I did not know
that that box of cigarettes was in my
ﬁoekett Vernon-Bmith  must  have

nown, 48 he toeld Wingate; but 1 did
not know."”

“You—you did not know, Stacey?”

Mr. Quelch seemed, at that moment,
like a wan catching at straws.

“ Certainly T did not know."” Stacey's
voice grew firmer. “I am sorry to say
it, sir, but I can only think that YVernon:
Smith has deliberately Ifo]a::ed this trick
on me. [ left my jacket in my study
when I went out t¢ the nets, after clags,
and anyone could have got st it, if he
wanted to.  This packet was clipped
into my pocket when the jacket was off.
I never knew it was there.”

Mr. Quelch looked at him.

The story was possible—even
plausible. The Bounder was his enemy
—-and was known to be not very scrupu-
lows in his enmities. It was possible that
he had played such a trick. .

Wingate's face expressed only disgust.

Had Btacey, in the hrst place, turned
out his pocket at the gate when told o
dd so, and tried his story then, probably
Wingate would have been deceived. But
he had not had time to think of it then
—he had not told it then because it was
not true, and he had had to have time
to think somet JEE out. It was, in fact,
a skilful falsehood, uttered by & culprit
driven into his last corner—driven right
to the wall.

That was clear to Wingate. Tt waa
not eo clear to Mr. Queleh, for his seli-
estecem, his faith in his own judgment as
a Form-master, were mingled with his
trust in Staceyl

, #ir, that you will believe
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th his foot.

“ Here, look out | * roared Bob

x
e

] Cherry, as the tabla
jumped up and grasped the edges of the table to save it, as Fisher

“ Yarooop | ** yelled Fisher T. Fish, as Bunter landed out
heaved, and the crockery began to dance. 'The te
T. Fish crawled out with a red and furious face.

If he had been deceived, if he had
Leen deluded, if he had been made a
fool of, what was he to think of him-
self? Yet, hard as he clung to his fixed
opinion, Quelch was staggered. The
silence was long.

“IWhat do you think of this, Win-
gate 7 he asked, at length.

It was almost an appeal.

“I think that the boy iz lving, sir'”
said Wingate, scornfully. “If this was
true he would not have svoided turning
out his pocket till the latest poseible
moment, 1 do not believe a word ha
sayg.”

Ir. Quelch winced.

*“2tacey, if—if this i3 true you have
acted very injudiciously,” said the
Remove master haltingly. “You hear
what Wingate says——"

“I do not care, sir, o long as you
believe me.”

Mr. Quelch coughed.
Did he believe Stacey ? He was frying

hard to do =0, at all events.

Wingete left the study. He, nt all
ovents, had made up his nund. M.
Juelch hardly saw him go. He was
troubled and distressed.

Stacey stood waiting.

“ Leave me, Etaﬂei ™ caid the Remove
master, at last. I will question Ver-
non-Amith on the matter. I have little
doubt that this will turn out, &z you
say, to be & piece of miserable trickery.
But leave me now.”

“Yery well, sir.” )

Stacey left the study. His face was
dark and bitter as he went down the

seage. whether Quelch continued to

elieve in him or not, his position was
shaken—he lmew that.

Mr. Quelch, left alons, sat gazing at
ithe box of cigarettes on his table,

He did not send for the Bounder.
1f this was, indeed, & trick played by
Vernon-Smith it was useless to expect
an admission from him. But was 1t7
It was possible, but—but—— The
Remove master's mind swayed in doubt.

If Stscey had deceived him in this
he had deceived him in other things.
‘That went without saying. It was, in
a word, Stacey who was the black sheeg
of the Form, and not his relative an
double; and in that casze, the Remove
master had wronged Harry Wharton.
That was too bitter a pill for Mr.
Quelch to get it down. . g

But though he clung to his faith in
the boy he had trusted, he knew, only
toa well, thet he did not trost him as
!:leflﬂtra. It was the beginning of the
EIl

It was said of old that great is truth,
and it must prevail. Stacey, like many
a rascal before him, was to learn that
1t was g0,

[ —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Aunt Amy Weighs In !

Ll ARRY, old chap——"
H Billy Bunter blinked into
Study No. 1, in the Remove,
_the  following  aftermoon.
Harry Wharton, seated at the study
table, was basy with lines—overdue—ior
Mr., Quelch.

“Hook it, fathead ! said Wharton im-

tiently. “I've got lines! Ge and

other somebody else.”

Billy Bunter, in the doorway of Study
No. I, blinked at him reproachfully
through his Lig spectocles.

“1f that’s how you thank a fellow for
bringing your letter up to you, Wharten,
I can only say you're an ungrateful

bheast 17
“Oh! Is there a letter for me”
“Yer, old chap; from Whartan

Lodge,” said Bunter. "I thought I'd
bring it up to you, as you were stickin
here doing lines, and didn't know it
had been put cut in the rack. If there's
& tip in it—"

Hgrry Wharton laughed
harshly.

rether

“Not likely, fathead! My
doesn’t send mo tips thess days.”

“This isn't from the old fossil—"

£ 1] "‘That ?!J

“It's from the old frinnp 1" explained
Buntes.

‘Harry Wharton stared at him as ho
disinterred a letter from his pocket. It
came out with an anciept bullseve stick-
ing to it.

From DBunter's remarks Wharton
gathered that tie letter was mot [rom
hig uncle, but from his sunt. But the
description of his uncle as a fossil, and
his aunt as a frump, quite banished any
ﬁrat_ll.ude he might have felt for Bunter

aving taken the trouble to bring up the
letter.

He rosze from the table, took the letter
with one hand, and Bunter's fat neck
with the other.

“Wow 1" roared Bunter, as he was
twirled out of the study. He za; down
uuddan]d?.

The door shut on him.

“ Beast 1” roared Bunter through the
keyhole, and then hestily departed, lest
the door should open.

Wharton sat down at the table again,
and slit the egvelope. His face was
clouded. He was glad to get a letter
from Aunt Amy, but he rather dreaded
to read it. If it was anything like the
one he had received from his unele, Aunt.
Amy's brother, it would be a heavier
blow to him than even the colonel's
latter.

Ha drew it from the envelope at last.
Ag he unfolded it, & crisp slin of paper
rustled out.

It was a ﬁva—Pnund nota,

“0Oh my hat 1" ejaculated Wharten.

Hia face cleared, snd he smiled.

It was not the “tip ™ that relieved,
him, welcome as it was, considering the
he had precisely that sum to pay Mr.
Viker. But the fact that tho letter con
tar,d 5o handsome a tip was a {;rm

Tag Macrir LisRaRY.—No, 1,432, A
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that Aunt Amy, at all events, had not
turned against him.  His heart was
light as he read the letter.

“Dearest Harry,—I am so sorry that
you seem to be in trouble at school this

tarm. 1 am sure that it is not your
fault. I have told uncle so several
timea. ] have asked him whether 1 had

not bekter, perhifs. come to the school
and explain to Mr. Quelch how foolish
and mistaken he is, but your uncle
thinks not.” '

Wharton, at this point, whistled!
Grateful as he was te Aunt Amy, he
was glad that she hacd yielded to her
brother's opinion, and had not come to
Greyfriars to talk to Mr. Quelchl

He rcad on:

“1 understand that there has been
damage of some kind, and that five
pounds has to be paid. It iz not quite
clear to me why yvour uncle has not gent
you the money, unless it is because he
13 very cross at the present time. So I
am sending it, my dear boy, and I have,
of course, told vour uncle, and as he
did not say snything I suppbse he
AppProves,

*1 am sure, dear Harry, that you
will not allow this distressing misunder-
standing to make any difference to your
affection for your uncle. He would not
be zo angry if he was not so fond of you;
and men are not very reasonable
creatures at any time. It seems so add
to me that he should believe anything
against you, but, of course, it will pass.

“I shaell be very happy to see you
when the holidays commence, an s
sure, dear Harry, that vour uncle will
be in quite a good temper again by
shat time.

“Your affectionate aunt,
“Auy WHARTOR.”

Wharton smiled over that letter, but
he felt o« lump in his throat as he smiled.

Ha wondered what Colonel Wharton
had thought when hiz sister told hin
that she was sending the money he had
rofused to send. Perhaps, with all his
sternness, he had been glad of that way
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out of it. Anyhow, he seemed to have
reized no objection.

Perhaps he had felt that it was futile
to argue with a dear old lady, who
regarded his stern anger simply as a
spasti of bad temper—naturally to be
expected, every now and then, from such
unreasonable creatures as men-folk |

Harry Wharton put the letter in his
pocket, and resumed writing his lines in
much better apirits.

Having finizshed the imposition, he
tool it down to his Form-master’s study.
Mr. Quelch, busy as usual wilth papers,
glanced up at him.

“ By lines, sir!” said Harry.

“You may E]aw them on the table,
Wharton,” suid Mr, Quelch. His voice
seemed to have lost Lthe sharpness to
which Wharton's ears had been accus-
tomed all through that term. The junior
could not help noticing the change.

Ha laid the imposttion on tha table,
and turned to the door.

“One moment, Wharton”

“Yes, sir!” He turned back,

“I have received a telephona call from
Mr. Piker! Lt appears that his claim
for damages has not yet been met.”

Wharton compressed his lips a little.

MNow that he had received that kind
remitlance from Aunt Amy, thé matter
no longer resented  difficulties.
Before then it had bristled with diffi-
culties, for five pounds was a large sum
for & junior in the Lower Fourth to
raiso. Certainly, had Wharion been
nilty of the doamage to Piker's barm,
this would have been a lesson to him to
ba more careful, as the old colonel in-
tended.

“I am poing to pay Mr, Piker to-day,
sir!” said Harry, "1 am going over to
gee him on my bike sfter tea, to settls
with him. DBut I'm bound to repeat to
vou, 8ir, as you have mentionad the
matter, that I do not admat that I am
responsible for damage 1 never did.”

“1 understand that Colonel Wharton
has 8o decided——"

“Yes, girl I have no choice in the
matter. I have never been anywhers
nenr Piker's barn, all the same.”

Wharton fully expected an outhreak of
anger in reply to that; and he did not
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care. DBut to his surprise, Mr. Quelch's
face remained quiet and ti:mught ul, and
a littla troubled.

It came into Wharton’s mind that a
doubt was growing in Quelch's. The
Bounder, little as he approved of his
methods, seemed to have done him a
good turn, There was a brief silence.

' We need not discuss that, Wharton,"”
satd Mr. Quelch at last. " You may
go.”
Wharton left the study.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry met
him at the end of the passage. * Com-
ing up to tea, old bean "

_ And the Famous Five went up to tea
in Etud‘;‘,ﬂi}. 1. There, over a cheery tea-
table, Wharton told them of the Jelier
from Aunt Amy,. and showed them the
five-pound note, And the Co. agreed
unanimously that Aunt Amy was a brick

—indeed, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
declared that - the buickiulness was
terrific!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Flshy's Fiver ?

b S.ﬁ%: hEtamajr!“ yapped Fisher T.

1gh,
Ralph Stacey was standing in
the doorway of Study No. 3.
Ho was waiting for Ogilvy and Russell
to come up to tea—and they seomed
rather long in coming.

His brow waos rather knitted.

He hod got through with Quelch; but
he knew only too clearly that.a doubt,
at least, had crept into the Remove
master’'s mind. As for Wingate, his
eyes had been guite opened; and Stacey
had nothing but contempt and distrust
to expect ?mm the Greyfriaras captain.

It was a hard blow for the schemer of
the Remova; and his feelings towards
the Bounder were bitter enough.

The affair was the talk of the whole
Form; Smithy, as was natural, made the
most of it. And it was plain that it
had made a difference with a good many
of the fellows. Stacey was wondering
whether it had made any differance to
his two best friends, Oggy and Russell
He was very well aware that if they
learned the truth they would drop him
like a hot potato.

He scowled at Figher T. Fish. He was
in no mood to be bothered by the
business man of the Remove.

“Bay, what about my five-pound
note ¥ demanded Fishy. ""You bheing
head boy of the Remove—"

“Oh, go and eat coke!” snapped
Stacey. *‘Don't bother me!”

Fighy glared at him.

“ One of them guye cinched my fver ™
he bawled. * ¥You figure that I'm going
to let hun keep it!"

“Don't be o silly ase] Your banknote’'s
lying about your study somewhere—go
and hunt for it, and don’t worry.”

“I'm telling you I've combed that
study, avery doggoned inch of it!”
hooted Tisher T. Fish. “One of them
had it, I'm telling you ™

“ Rubbish 1"

“I figured that it might be that fat
clam Bunter, but he ain't been spending
any money! I guess you know where
his money goes when he has any. T'll
Bay Bunter aint got it. One of them
guys—

“Fool 1” una.pﬁed Btacey.

Fisher T. Fish gave an angry snorh.
The matter was important to him, if
not to Stacey: and Fishy's idea was that
tha head boy of the Remove ocught to
have been deeply concerned sbout it.
Instead of which, Btacey evidently did
not care a straw about his missing fver,

The American junior jerked along to
Study No. 1 and hurled the door open.

“Bay, you guys,” he hooled, as he



tramped into Study No. 1. “I

'ﬂ.'h;r carey mea home to die!
IFisher ‘1. Fish broke off in sheeor
amazement.

Not suspecting for a single moment
the fatuous trick that had been played
with his five-pound note, Fishy was con-
vineed that one of the Lea-party in Study
No. 1 had enaffled it, or iﬂh they were
all in the gamae together.
© One of them, or all of ilem, had his
migsing fiver—he was absolutely certain

aof !hah.
Now, as he jerked inte Study Ne. 1
his eyes nearly popped from Eia head

at what seemed to him indubitable proof
that his suspicion was well-foundad.
There was a banknote in Harry Whar-
ton’s hand.
It wae a five-pound note.
Fishy fairly goggled at it
Five-pound nofes were, of course,
very uncommon in the Remove. Lord
gnd the

Muauleverer had such things,
Bounder, and Monty NE‘.\'_E:TI{I Other
fellows seldom or never did. Only on
very rare occasions did such a handesome
tip reach any lucky fellow in the

amave,

Wharton, certainly, had no large
supply of cash, aa ﬁahj knew. Thera
had been talk in the Form of Wharton

selling his bike to raise the necessary
sum to settls with Mr. Piker. Every
fellow knew that Wharton had been in
u difficulty sbout that.

Now, Fisher T. Fish saw him with a
five-pound note in his hand!

i 5

“Waal, I swow!” stuttered Fisher T.
Fish, when he rerovered his voice. “I'll
tell a man this is the bee's knee! 'l
sny it's the elephant’s side-whiskera, and
then some! Fan mel™

The Famous Five stared round at him.

“Went anything t” asked Harry,

* Yﬁp!”-fupad fisher T. Fish. "I'll
say sol I'll jest whisper it] I should
sinilel I'll meniion that I want that
fiver.”

*This fiver!” said Harry blankly.

“Sure!” hooted Fisher T. Fish, “ You
fignra that I'm letting you cinch my
fiver now I've sken it in your paws!
Mot s0's you'd notice 8.7

Wharton stared, not comprehendin
for o moment. Then as he understa
he jumped to his feet, his face crimson.

* You—you—you—" he gaspd.
* You rotten rascal, what do you mean?
illfn you dare to say—-" . Wrath choked
1T}

“Oh, come off!” howled Fisher T,
Fish. “Don’t you come the high horse
with me, and you with my fiver in your
paws! You hand over that fiver, wou
pesky piecan, or Tl go straight tao
%l:elth and tell him you've pinched it!

on hear me toot?”

Wharton thrust the five-pound note

inko his Lket.
1,,'1,}:;&1% a stepped towards Fisher T.
115,

He did not speak again—hes was too
angry to speak. He let out right and
lett. The right caught Fishy on his
bony chin—the left followed 1t up, on
Fishy's bony nese! Fishy flow!

Therse was a crash in the Remove
Faﬁaa e a8 the junior from New York
anded there on hia .

Wharton's eyes blazed at him frem
the study doorway.

“MNow get up and have some more!”
he roared.

“Eﬂl;v-ﬂw-wmnnnh i gurgled TFisher

. Fish.

He staggered to his feet,

“(zive tha worm a few more!” said
Johnny Bull,

Wharton did not need tlelling. Ha
followed Fisher 1'. Fish into the passage,

punching, .
¥ Yaw—aw—oooch [ howled Tishy.

fuom—
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“Eeop off, you galoot! Wake snakes!
Oh, carry me_homa to dis! Yow-ow”

Thump, thump, thomp ]

Stacey stared on at the seene. o
was not surprised to see Fisher T. Fish
leave Study No. 1 like this if he had
Emused the fellows there of pinching his

yar,

Fisher T. Fish dndﬁnl round him,
and scuttled into Study Neo. 3 for safety,
For the moment he was thinking less of
his lost fiver than of gethn?' away from
& pair of angry, !nﬂ::ng fists.

Say, keep him off I yelled Fishy.

Stacey blocked the doorway as Whae-
ton seemed disposed to follow Fishy into
Study No, 3.

“That's enough, Wharton 1” he said
sharply,

Wharton looked for a moment as if
he would knock E’:‘-tacaﬁ into the study
after Fisher T, Fish. But he restrained
himself, and turned away without
answering. Perhaga it occurred to him
that Fishy had ha ennal‘:‘fhi Fighy was
feeling as if he had had a great deal
too much. Wharton turned on his heel
and went back to his cown study, and the
Famous Fiva went downstaird together,

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
At Last!

ISHER T, FISH rubbed his Heny
nose, his bony chin, and other
bony spots,

Ho was fecling vather as if he
had had a eollision with a {raction-
engine. Ha g‘!ﬁtpnd and panled as he
rubbed the paintul places,

“Bay, ia that piecan gono?” he asked
at last, addressing tho ‘Enuh of Stacey's
head. -

_ Stacey, in the doorway, was still wait-
ing for his study-mates, who did not
seam to bo coming,

“Yes, they're gone!” snapped Stacey
over his shoulder, “You ecan get out of
my study ¥

“What about m
Fisher T. Fish, stil
spots, “Hea's got it 1"

“Oh, don’t be an ass !

“T tell you I saw it in hLiz hand !
velled Fisher T. Fish.

Rtacey spun round in the deorway.

“What's that 7" ho exclaimed,

~“T'm telling you I sow my banknola
in his paw! He's got it "

i whl-f ?u

" That Wherton [V

gt )

“ Yep |

“¥You saw a five-pound note in Whar-
ton's hend?” exclanned Stacey, staring
blankly at the American junior.

" Won said it [ gasped Fisher T. Fish.

Btacey's eyes glittered,

“¥ou're sure?” : .

K Think I'm blind " hooted Fisheor T.
TFish. “I'm telling you that galoot
Wharton had a five-pound note in his
hand when I looked into his study, end
I'll say 1t was my fiver | Whore'd he
get one from, sayt”

Btacey caught his hreath.

Onco before, the t]mugélt, or, rather,
tha hope, had entered his mind that
Harry Wharton might have picked up
the lost banknote in Study No. 14, Ha
had dismissed the i1dea as absurd—as
immdeed it waa,

But now it did not seem so absurd.

Everybody knew that Wharton was
short of money. It wos no secrct that
he had intended to sell things to raise
five pounds for Mr. Piker; but he had
sold nothing yet. ; i

If he was suddenly in possession of
such & sum as five pounds when exactly
that sum was missing—a banknote, too,

fiver ' gasped
rubbing - hisg. hEn:.f

Z1

iwhf? it was a banknote that had been
08 .
Stacey hardly breathed.

"had only the remsining week or
two of the term to work in if he was to
sucened in his schemes against his rival.
Aftor that, they would at different
schools and he would bn powerless,
Was this the chance he had wanted?
Was his rival, at the eleventh hour,
playing right into his hands?

Most fellows would have thought it
tao bad to be true. Ta Btocey it
seemed too good to be true,

If Wherton was a thisf—

He remembered his own temptation
when e gwed money to Joe Banks; and
how terri ]f:,' nearly he had gone over
the edge of dishonesty. Had Wharton,
similarly tempted, gone over tho vorge?
Btacey’s thoughts raced. Was it pos-
sible that, at long last, he had his enemy
in_the hollow of his hand?

Fisher T. Fish continued to rub bony
-‘*Pptﬂ and grunt and ﬁxf But he was
thinking more of his fiver now than
of his painful bonea,

*Bay, you come with mo and talk to
him, Stacey,” said Fither T. Fish.
“Now a guy's geen a fiver in his paw,
he can’t ra that ho can keep it, see?
I sure don’t want to make a row, s'long
as I got the Gver |

Stacey amiled—an evil amile,

Jf it was true that Wharten hed
pinched Fishy's fiver, ho did mnot
want to aveid & “row * on the subject;
the more row there was, the better for
hia purpose.

“You've no doubt
fiver 7 he asked.

“ Bure I

“Then you'd better go to Quelch at
onge,

Fisher T. Fish gave him a sharp look.
Fishy was not, perhaps, quite so spry
and smart as he reckoned that he was.
But he knew all about the bitter feud
between the doublea of the Remove,
n?d he was not & fellow te be made use
Ot

“I guess T ain't going to Quelch !” he
answered. “I don't want him asking
a lot of guestions. And—"

“And what?" . snapped Stacey
savagaly.

Fishy shook hLis bony head.

“It's sure my fiver,” he said. I
guess that’s a cinch! But accusing a
guy of stealing 13 purty serious, 3'poss
1t turned cut that his uncle had sent it
to him, and it was hisi®

‘i Colonel Wharton's not likely to have
sent him o tip! He's refused 10 let him
lava the money to pay Piker.”

Fishy nuddﬂi

“It’s a cinch,” he agreed. “But I

uess he will hand over that fiver now

ve scen it! I ain't going to Quelch I

that it's your

Stacay set hias lips.
Hn was determined that the matter
shonld ecomo beforo elch; but he

would have preferred the mecusation to
coma Irom 1Em]’mr T. Fish. But that
vouth’s habitual caution stood in the

WaFa

"1{: accuse a fellow of stealing was all
very well, if it was proved. But if it
was not proved, it might very easily
mean & Head's flogging for the mccuser.

Fiahy firmly belisved that it was his
fiver he had scen in ‘Wharton’s hand.
But there was at least a chance that it
was not. oo g .

There was risk in making an sccusa-
tion that might prove unfounded, and
thers was risk of Quelch inguiring into
the source of that weslth and getting
on _the track of the moneylending
buginess. ;

Greed was one of the strongest traits
in Fishy's fascinating choracter, Bui
cautlon waa stronger.
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He was not in the least actuated by
personal malice, like Stace?! All ke
wanted was his fiver,

““You come with me and talk to
him [ he repeated. “1 guess I want
you to see that he don't go off the deep
end sgain. ¥ou—"

- % Battor come with me to. Quelch——*

“Nix on Quelch I”” said I'isher T. Fish
definitely, and he walked rovnd Btacex
and left the study.

"Btacey gritted 'his teeth. Thers was
no “use ” to be made of the cautious
Fishy. But, as hesd boy of the Bemove,
he could take the matter up; it was, in
;:q:t, hia duty as head boy to look into

l [l

He remained thinking the matier over
for s few minutes, If Fisher T. Fish
had seen a five-pound noto i1 Wharton's
hend, it was the missing fivér, On that
point he had absolutely no doubt.
v Ha left the study st last, and went
downatairs, He found tha Co. in the
guad. They had changed into flannels
to go down to cricket, while Wharton
was gone to Mr. Piker's. Stacey cainte
up 1o them, 2

# Whore's Wharton?" he asked.

“Find out!” grunted Johnny Bull
He had no politeness to waste. on lLis
chum’as enemy. ]

“I have to seo him, as head boy!l”
said Stacey. ]

“Then you'd better buck up,” said

Bob Cherry. “He's gone for his bike
to go over to Piker's Farm.”

And the Co. walked away. Stacey
hurried down to the bike-shed. ‘Chere

was & glint of triumph in his eyes
Wharion was ﬁing to Piker's Farm—
he could only going to pay the five
pounds, Was there a doubt now i

Harry Wharton was wheeling out his
machine as the head boy of the Hemove
came up. Ha continued to wheal it out,
disregarding & eign from Siacey to stop.

"Hgnld On, harton |” called out
Stacey.

Wilgmut even turning hiz head, Harry
wheeled the bicycle cut at the gate.

Stacey overtook ‘him.

“I'va heard from Fishy9—" bhe

ATl
harton’s eves gleamed at him.

“Pon't tell ms what you've heard
from Fishy!"™ he said, between his
teeth. “Not unless yow want some of
what I gave that rotter,”

“He saya he saw & fiver in your hand
in your study.'” _

“He can say what he likes.”

! Whove did you get i£7”

“Find outl” :

With that, Wharton put a leg over his
machine saod pedslled away. He. rode
in the direction of Piker's Farm at
Friardala.

Btacey stood looking after him, He
was breathinz hard snd deep. There
wes no doubt mow—but he was in no
hurry to act. Fisher T. Fish only
wanted to get his Bver back—but that
was not what Stacey wanted! TIn half
an hour’s time, Wharton would have
E:Th}d witk that banknote, and 1t would

gone beyond recovery! Then would
be the time for Stacey to act!

Hea walked back to the House with a
smile on his facel He caught a word
from Temple of the Fourth speakmg to
Dabney gs he passéd them.

*1 hear that Wharton’s leaving at the
end of the term (*

Stacey walked on, smiling! He
fancied that Wharton would ba leavin
before the end of the term [ He woul
ba leaving that day! Once he had
parted with the stolen fiver beyond
recall—— No wonder the schemer of
tha Remove smiled.

Toe Migyer LisBARY.—No. 1,432,
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Aeccused !

i OME n[" said Mr. ﬂuﬁlﬂh.
‘ Stacey entered his study.
The kind amile with which
%Hﬂl{‘:h usually greeted
1d not come s0 sponfane-
ously as of old. Still, he smiled
penizlly,

Although he might be, and had been,
led into- injustice, Quelch was a just
man. And it was not just to make any
difference in his treatment of Stacey,
unless he discarded him from his confi-
dence altogether.

That he was far from prepared to do.
Ho still believed in Stacey, and hoped
that his belief was well-founded.

“What iz it, Stacey " His voice was
quite kind, but he could not infuse into
it the old cordiality.

Stacey did not fail o .observe it.
Tha shoek to Quelch's fsith had gone
deeper than Quelch himself realised.

Bat it would be all serene again when
Wharton was sacked for theftl If
Queleh’s thoughts were furning with
compunction towards his former head
boyv, that would put paid to it

And Stacey had he doubt sbout it
What he believed himself, he expected
the others would believe. Ha did not
whally realise that in his own case the
wish was father to the thought,

He closed the study door, came across
to his Form-master’s table, and stood
there, leaning one hand on it. His face
was go grave that the Remove master
eved him very curiously and a little
doubtiully.

“What is it, Staecey 1" he repeated.

“I have to speak of a very serious
matter, sir " sald Btacey quistly. “I
think it is my duty to roport it to you,
as heed boy, but——"" He paused.

“Does it concern Whartoni™”

“Yes, girl"”

i l:_rn]Ir Quelch compressed his lipa a
Hile,.

“I sm not sure whether I had bebter
hear it, then,” he answered. *“ I how-
ever, 1t i3 a very serious matter—*"

*“1t 1= a theft, sir.”

Mr. Quelch started so viclently that
he dropped the pen in his hand and a
shower of blots scattered over his
pRpers.

“What |" he almost shouted.

But he calmed himself at once and
made Stacey a gl;zatum to be silent. His
eyces wers on the handsome face that
was so like Wharton's, searchingly,

Iid he trust this boy now?

He could hardly have said. He know
only one thing against him, and that
had been explained away more or less
plausibly. "§qs a single shock to shake
the wheole edifice of his faith in the
boy? Whether or not, Mr. Quelch cer-
tainly falt, for the first time, a touch
of repugnance for Stacey.

Before you say more, Stacey, listen
to me carefully,” he said. “To all
appearances, your relative Wharton has
taken to bad courses this term, end has
gone to the bad almost entirely.
that he is capable of g0 base a thing as
theft iz inconceivable to my mind. If
vou have reason to believe so, speak on,
otherwise, say no more; but make sure
that wyou have good and eofficient
reason

dtacey drew a long Breath,

Before yesterday, he knew Mr. Quelch
would not have uttered those words to
him. He would have taken it for
granted that he had ample reason to
speak.. Obvicusly, the shock to Quelch’s
faith hed gone deep.

All the more for that reason, however,
Stacey was not to be deterred,

“ A banknote ip missing, sir ! he said,

Mr.
his head boy d

But .

“Tt has been miﬂﬁﬁ]ﬂﬂr some days, and
Fish—tha fellow it belongs to—has sus-
pected Wharton from the beginning. I
took no notice of this, however, till this
afternoon, when Fish informed me. thaet
he had scen Wharton with a similar
banknote.*!

“Go on ™

“It was a five-pound note, sir | Whar-
ton was in Fish's study when it was lost.
He called me in at the time, and I sug-
gested that the fellows thera should turn
nutd their pockets before leaving the
Etlu }r.' [F]

“Did they do soi™
- “They refused o do so, sir.”

Did you not insist?*

“Wharton lost his temper at the sug-
gestion, and attacked me. I was thrown
over, and thlifr left the study. The
matter dropped.*

Mr, Queﬂg frowned.

“ And now—"" he asked.

_“Thers has been talk for some time,

gir, in the Form, about Wharton having
to sell some things to raise the money.
I have inquired, and found that he hasa
not done so. But he has now gone out
te see Mr. Piker and pay him—his
friends told me #0. Fish says that he
saw him with & fve-pound note—"

“But surely you spoke to Wharton!™

“1 did, s#ir, and he refused to
angwer.” !

Mr., Quelch leaned hizs chin on his
hand, his brow dark with troubled
thought. What did it look like?

What it loocked like waa only too
clesr. Yet, somehow, Mr. Quelch could
not take the view he would have taken
a ﬁr urt_tw-n a.gnhl_Braa.kmg bounds,
pub-haunting, gsmbling—easy sicps o
thaft—and yet—

Was a doubt creeping inte Mr.
Quelch's mind whether Harry Wharton
really was guilty of sll that had been
laid to his charge that term?

It really geemed so.

It was only & few days since Mr,
Piker's visit, when the Remove master
had heen pre;inred to condemn Whar-
ton almost without & hearing. And now
It— .

It was a long silence.

Stacey wailted.

He would have given s good deal to
know what was passing in Mr. Quelch's
mind. But, at any rate, he had to act
on thia,

“Why has not Fish come to me?™
asked Mr. Quoeleh, at last. “As owner
of the missing banknote, he should have
done so. Buch s matter should have
been reported to me at once.”

“1 have advised Fish to place i
before vou, sir. Until he informed me
that he had seen Wharton with tha
banknote, I merely thought that it was
lost, and did not supposa for a moment
that there had been a theft,”

“Quite so—quile sol! Fetch Fish
here | gaid Mr. Queich.

Stacey left the study.

He esmiled as he went down the
passage. Fisher T. Fish, willy-nilly,
had to “see Quelell about it ™ now.

While he was gone Mr, Quelch rosa
from his chair and moved .abovt the
study, troubled and restless, If this was
trua, and it looked like it, the "worst
boy in his Form * would scon be off
hiz hands—without _waitinﬁ till the end
of the term. Was it true ¥

He caught sight of & juhior in the
gquad, and fancied for & moment that it
was Stacey looking for Fisher T. Fish,
The next moment he saw that it was
Harry Wharton. The Co., in flannels,
frash and ruddy from the cricket, ﬁomad
him, and they came towards the House.
Mr. Quelch watched them from his
study windew. Wharton had returned
from Piker's Farm. He had paid Mr.
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* Want anything ¢ ** asked Wharton. * Yep 1’ gasped Fisher T. Fish. “ 1'll mention {hat T want that fiver. Do you

figure that I'm letiing you

“ Ok, come off ! ** howled the American junior.

) 2 .
Piker—spparently with a five-pound
note! Where had he obtained it?

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew darker. If
there was a thief in his Form, ha‘wﬂuld
remain only so long as was required to
establish his guilt, and then the gates
of Greyfriars would closs bebind him
for ever,

There was & tep at his door, and
Stacey re-entered u.um:npameci by
Fisher T. Fish. The latter was logk-
ing; very worried and uneasy.

“Fish! I understand that you have
lost a five- d note 1"’

“Yepl I mesn, yes, sir " mumbled

ishy,

”%ﬂu socuse Wharton—-"" .

“Nope 1 said Fisher T. Fish hastily.
“I guess I ain’t accusing anybody, sirl
I'd sure like to know where Wharton
got the fiver I saw in his paw, but I
sure ain't acousing snybody, sir.”

“Tall me how and when 1t was lost.”

“It wes in my study, sir I’ said Fisher
T. Fish, * had it put by for tho
holidays, sir, and happened to have 1t
on the table when them guys ¢ame in to
tea, and they were larking and upset
the table. looked for it everywhere
and couldn’t find it.”

“You beliaved that one of the boys
had taken it 1" _

“71 guess it didn't walk away, sir.”

“ Answer me directly, yes or ne]”
snapped Mr. Quelch. ]

“Yep " gasped Fisher T. Fish. He
hated making a straight answer, but
there was no help for it. .

“What boys were present! Give me
all their names.”

“Wharton, Cherry, BDBull, Nugent,
Hurree Singh, and Bunter, sir.”

“Btacay, tell the boys named to come
to m n.tuc_iy."-‘

" Yes, gir.” . _

Stacey left the study a second time,

Fisher Fish remained, wriggling
uncomfortably.

In a few minutes

pins on his fabt conscience not to feel
uneasy when he was summoned into his
Form-master’s majestio prescnce.
. Harry Wharton & Co. were only look-
ing mildly surprised. But on Wharton's
face » dogged. expression was n‘r:mn].g.
What was 1t nowg’—he wondered bitterly.
If ha was going at the end of the term
cauld not Ef?u ch and oven Btacey let
him alone for the last week or twof

“Wharton ¥

“Yeasl” The junior apparently forgoet
tha “sgir."

Mr. Quelch did net fail to nofe the
omizsion. His eyes glinted.

“ Hwve you paid Mr. Piker's claim?”

::Yeu.”h sy "

. %g;l'" ava pald him five pounds?

“Was it in the form of & banknotal?

“1 don't see that that has anything
to do with it.”

“Whether you see or not, Wharton,
E:::u will answer my question instantly 12

arked Mr. Quelch. T

* It was ¥ said Harry, Hqttiutiohis lipa.

‘;E‘i'-‘?"hura did you cobtain bank-
no

Harry Wharton locked at him.
loocked at Stacey—and at Fisher
Fish! Then he understood.

A blaze came into his eyes. A surge
of passionate snger and indignation
almost choked him, and he could not
speak for s moment. When he did
speak hiz voice was husky with rage.

“I will not tell you! T will say
nothing! Take me to my headmaster,
if you like=I will not answer yon !

Mr. Quelch’s face set like iron.

He
T-l-

pinch my Aver now I've seen it In your paws 1 ** ** What do you mean ? ** d Wharton.
“ Hard over that fiver, or I'll go siraight to Queloh and teil him you've
plnched 1™
Stacey returned, followed the EVENTEENT
Famniu Five, with Billy Bunia?rhring' THES 7 EGMHER'
ing up the rear—locking far from easy Only Bunter |
in_his fat mind._ - HERE waa a brief silence in the
Bunter, certainly, was not thinking I study.
about Fishy's banknote; he had almest Stacey lowered This  eyes,
forgotten it. But he had too many afraid that :the gleam

trivmph in them would betray him, He
could scarcoly coneceal his aatisfaction.
The Co. stood dumb. Billy Bunter
blinked from face to face through his
big spectacles in wonder. DBunter had
not the faintest idea, o far, what was

ups : .

Mr. Quelch broke the silence. -

“ You refuse to answer, Wharton

“Yas | said, or, rather, snarled the
suspected junior. “If Stacey iz making
out that f am & thiof, lot+him get on
with it." ;

“ Stacey has nothing to do with this
matter except to report it to me, -his
duty as-head boy!® said Mr. Quelch
stornly, Y It is Fish who has lost the
banknote, and & o3

i Wharton, sir!”

he——
“T puess

“I sin't accused
gasped Fisher T, Fish.
sin't accused any

“Silenca 1"

“0Oh lor' 1 murmured Billy Bunter.
His fat brain began to grasp what was

0Tl

“My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, address-
ing the Co., “I have sent for you
becausa you were present when the
banknote was first missed. It is clear
tEaé:, :._i Fish +faéilﬁd t.qhﬁnd it ;:“hm
study, it was picked up Dy someoné.’-

Bob Cherry mﬂﬂ;ﬂ&d. 5 i 4

“Not by one of us, sir a said.
“And if FFiuh thinks that Wharton
touched his fiver it only shows what a
rotien worm he is”

“That will do, Cherry! Do you know
what hecame of the banknoto?”
:.:_E}'Iu, mr.”ﬁ -

r you, Nugen
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5 Nﬂ, er]ﬂ-

“{r you, Bullt”

“ Mo, sir!” :

“Or you, Hurrea Singh?

“"The =answer 13 in the
negative.”

Or you, Bunteri”
“Oh crikey I-
“Answer me, Bunter ;
“Oh doari! I—I never touched it, sir |

It was only & lark on Fishy, becausa
he rapped my knuckles, sir—"

o at 1

“ And—and he’s so jolly stingy, sir!”

asped Bunter., “1— thﬂuiht it would
ge a lark to. make him think the bank-
note was lost, sir.”

“Wha-a-t?"

Every eye turned on the fat Owl of
the Remove.

Stacey changed colour.

It was clear that Bunter knew some-
thing about it—though he could not
guess what. It could not have been
Bunter !

Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet eyves on
the fat Owl Never had they seemed
g0 like gimlets to the hapless Bunter,

“What do you know of this matter,
Bunter!” he demanded sternly,

“0Oh! Nothing, sir[” gasped Dunter..
* N-n-nohody pinched that fiver, sirl
It wasn't pinched | Oh lor’ !

“Ihd you pick it up, Bunier?”

“I]—I—1 might have picked it wup,
sir ¥ stammered Bunter. “It—it was
only a—a—=a lark, sir! Oh dear”

“A lark1” repeatod Mr. Quelch in a
terrifying voice. “You call it & lark,
Bunter, to take possession of another
boy's money "

estocmed

[?‘J

“0Ohl o1” gasped Bunter. “I-I
dido't, sir! Oh erikey]! The bank
note's still in Fishy's study, sic!”

Bensation 1

“The banknote 13 still in Fish's
study 1* exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“(Uh dear! Yes, sir i

“Aw, can it, you gink!” yapped
Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I been over
that study with a small comb, and there
ain’t nary banknota——"

“Vou silly ass!” gasped Bunter. 1

hid it, just to pull your legl It's there
all right [

“Oh, my hat!”™ murmured BRob
Cherry.

“Whera did vou hide the banknote,
Bunter * hooted Mr. Quelch, looking at
the fatuous Owl as if he could have
bitten him.

“In—in—in & book, gasped
Bunter.

“Have you searched in the books,

' RY |
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“Aw! Nopnol” stutiered Fisher T.
Iish, “Who'd have thought of locking
10 becks for & banknote that was
dm?ped on the floor i

“It—it was one of Bull's books, sir—
a prize book I gasped Bunter.

breathed

“One of my books!™
Johnny Bull. * You fat villain ¥

“0h, really, Bull-—"

“Are you so Incredibly stupid,
Bunter, as to play practical jokes with
money i exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

: 5 ‘Eﬁ;:ﬁ, sir—] mean, no, sir—l1 mean,

“Go with Fish immediately, and
point out the beok in which you placed

tho banknote! Doth of you return
here ™

*“0Oh dear ™

DBunter rolled ount with TFisher T.
Fish,

A dead silence reigned in the study
while they were gone. A faint grin was
dawning on Bob Cherry's face. Whar-
ton's eyes were on Btacey, gleaming
with scorn. ﬁtnmy was almost white.

He had believed, without the shadow
of a doubt, that Wharton had taken
Fisher T. Fish's banknote. He had
wanted #o believe it, and he had be-
liaved it. Even now it was unexplained
how Wharton had happened to possess
g five-pound note. DBut it was clear now
that, wheresoover Wharton had obtained
that banknote, it was not the one that
belanged te Fisher T. Fish. Stacey was
utterly taken aback and confounded.

In a few minutes Fisher . Fish re-
turned with Bunter. In his bﬂnﬁf hand
was a five-pound note, and on his bony
face an expression of eestatic satisfac-
tion.

" You
Fish 1%

“Yep, sir 1™

“It was hiddén in a book, as Bunter
stated 1"

“Bure—I mean, yes, sir

“Very good! 1 am very glad that it
is now elear that the banknote was not
purloined at all,” said Mr. Quelch:
“You may go, Figh |7

Fisher T. Fish went gladly. Quelch
had not, after all, got on the track of
the moneylending. He was too busily
occupied  with other matters—which
wasg rather fortunate for the business
man of the BEemove.,

“Mmamay 1 go, sir?!” gasped
Bunter. *“It—it was only a~—a—a lark,
sir—just to make Fishy sit up, sir, for
being such o stingy beast, sir

“%ou will take five hundred lines,
Bunter I

m

have found wyour banknote,

tJ‘J

E. 5. BROOKS'
s Great
Story
of School
and
Detective

Adventure

L

Wetinesday
.

Priea

“Oh erikey ™

“If vou should ever bo ?uiity of such
crasgs folly again, I ehall request the
headmaster to administer a flogging 1

* Oh lor' 1M

Billy Bunter tottercd from the study.

“Wharton |

Harry YWharton gove his Form-
master a bitter look.

“Yes, sir] I hope vou are satisfied,
now that I have not stolen Fish's bank-
note, as it has not been stolen at alll®
he said, with savage sareasm,

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“In wiew of the ecircumstances’
Wharton, I shall overlook Four inso-
lence,” he said. “You may gol”

He made a gesture to the Co. to leave
the study, and Lo Stacery to remain.
The Famous Five went to the door.

But at the door Harry turned back.

“I'm sorry, sir 1" he said impulsively.
#I=I=—didn’t mean to be cheeky! At
—at least—" He stammered. "1
mean, I'm sorry 1 was cheeky! It was
my Aunt Amy who sent me the bank-
note, sir, to pay Mr. DPiker 1#

“That is immaterial now, Wharton I
said Mr. Queleh, not unkindly. * But
you will realiae that, if wyou had
answered me frankly at once instead of
giving way to an unruly temper—="

"1 know, sir! I'm really sorry ¥

“Yery well, Whartonn; we will say na
more about it 1" zaid Mr. Queleh, quite
graciously.

And Harry Wharton left the study
with his friends.

_ Btacey would have been glad to leave
it, too.

But Mr. Queleh had not done with hia
head baoy vet.

He fixed his eves on him grime, Hia
voice was like ice as he addressed him.

“ Btacey, you see now that there was
nothing — shsclutely nothing — in the
charge—the very serious chargpe—you
made against vour relativel”

Stacey licked his dry lips.

“¥es, sir. I corlainly tﬁauught—”

“T am afraid, Stacey, that you were
only oo willing fo think harm of your
relative Wharton! The moment I in-
vestigated this matter the facts came to
light, and it transpired that there had
beenn no theft at all. It should have
been a simple mattor for you to make
tha same discovery! You have not
acted, Stacey, 1In the manner I have a
right to expect from & head boy [”

tacey said mthi:&gi

Mr. Quelch opened his lips again, but
closed them. It scemed as if he had
more to say, but deeided not to say it.
Thore was a brief silence,

“¥ou may po, Btacey!” said Mr,
Quelch abruptly.

Stacey went, gritting his tecth az ha
walked down the passage. Mr, Quelch,
left alone, shook his head very seriously.
IHis faith in his head boy had been
shaken, and somchow—he hardly know
how—his distrust of him was growing.
He ~was sorely froubled in mind.

Stacey went up to the Remove. On
the Remove landing he passed the
Famous Five. He gave Harry Wharton
B black look.

Wharton's lip curled.

“You'd better try agsin!” he said
econtemptrously.

Stacey went info  his
slammed the door.

THE END.

study and

(A réal good yarn, wasn't if, chema?
But typical of what you clways gel in
the MacgRer. Order nent Salurday's
traus and thus make sure of réading the
final stovy wn thiz perics: “HARRY
WHARTON WINS THROUGH™ Ii
hits the dullseyel)
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WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Selwyn Gove and his brother,
Colin, set oui for Meose Call io
avenge the murder of their Uncle
dAmyas, a gold prospecior. En roufe,
they meet Mountain Xdon, a Sioux
ndiean and friend of Ampgas Gore,
ttho leads themn fo ¢ great natural
amphitheatre behind the Great Chief's
Head in the Sunrise Mountains,
tohere they discover the murdered
man’s claim. Leaving the Indiaon
behind, Selwyn and Colin make for the
homeward trail fo register the clabm.
They oare ambushed, howerver, by a
gang of toughs led by Majoe and
Musiy, twho have already registered
the claim, but do not Enow its where=-
abouts. E'ﬂ'm fewwe DBrifishers succeed
in frapping the gang in the cmphi-
theatre, but find themselves on an
unknown trail. Fortunately, Mountain
Lion is near af kand and hawls Selwyn
to safely.

{ Now read on.)

Spoiling for s Fight!

OLIN was not long in followin
his brother. Nor did it nee
the broad, encouraging grin of
the Sioux to urge him on,

BMountain Lion reached down for his
hands, and, gripping them frmly,
dra%ged him up and ewung him down
beside Selwyn. Then he picked up his
temahawk and squatted cross-legged
beside the two brothers, a grin stretch-
ing hia smeared face from ear to ear.

“White English boy make plenty bi
climb,” he sfid, witi 8 fri:aElnt:llﬁrt:?ruzlul:lg.r
“How come 1™ b

“We pot away from Majoe and his
gang, Mountain Lioen,” answered Colin.
“They'ra up in the claim behind the
Great Chief’s Head., Wa escaped by tha
waterfall, but took the wrong fork and
came out at a water-hola far down the
mountain. One of tha brutes drowned
himself whils cha.sing us, but the other
seven went down to Amyas Gore's claim
through the slide hole”

Mountain Lion grunted.

“Then white English boys maoke n
climb? Good | ountain Lion henrg
them coming, heard them talking. He

MOOSE CALL [#%
> A

HARRISON GLYN _ OB

show

didn’t know. He came 'long meaning
to uso the sharp temahawk if bad white

men. But good, finding white boys ¥
In his delight, he flled and lit an
Indian pipe, which he smoked con-

tentedly as he looked from one boy to
the other, his face as grave as 8 carved
1Ina, ﬂﬂﬁﬂ_ II'.I.QI'E_'-.

“Mountain Lion afraid bad white
men kill English boys after they stam-
peda the white men’'s ponies!” he
grunted.

“ And so they would have done,” said
Selwyn, “"had thoy not wanted us to

t.imm the way to Amyas Gore's
claim.” He laughed. "“But we fooled
them at the slide-hole, Mountain Lion.”

“Lion, we're starving!” asped
SBelwyn. “It we don't soon get food to
eat we shall die.”

The Sioux reached for a =skin ba'g
which he carried slung from his
shoulders when elimbing”and, searchin
in it, found some hard, dried meat an
soma coarss wheaten iEIT.'EBd, which ha
divided with his scalping-knife and
shared between them, The boye' teeth
cracked upon the coarse, dry wheat, and
tore at the leathern meat; but the hard
chawing necessary socon helped to ease
their hunger, and like magie their
gpirita soared again. b e

“Mountain Lion left white bﬁFu and
Isaac Enugg&r riding t¢ Tomahawk,”
said the Sicux, after watching them
awhile, *¥From the hills he saw bad
white men bring English boys back.
Where is Isaae Snugger!” :

“Dead, Lion,” said SBelwyn, with s
gulp. * ’Mama and ®usty shot him on
the Tomahawk road, and threw his bod
out on the plain. Thﬂj’ meant to kill
us, too. The only thing that saved us
was that Majoe did not know how to
find Amyas Gore's claim.”

The Sicux made no comment, but
smoked on, éyeing them stolidly, his
black eyes on fire. He squatted like a
firurea cast in bronze, his expression
Sphinx-like.

It was not until the boys could eat no
more, and told him so, that the Sioux
moved, and then it was to hold out a
water-bottle, with a grunt, from which
they -both drank greedily.

The bottle emptied, Belwyn stoed
erect, his feot ppread,-his arms thrown

He had ate and

upward to the sky.
drank, and felt as if he had been born

again. The rare mountain air invigor-
ated him, snd hia bright eyes danced
with excitement.

*“There's only one thing I want now,
Mountain Lion,” he said, “and that is
to meet Majos and Musty face to faco
with & gun in my hand, and shoot it out
with them. I want to get even with
thein for killing Isaac Snugger.”

The Bioux drew a Coli revolver from
tho holster altached to his belt and gave
it to Belwyn. But Salwyn showed him
tha one he had found in the mountsin
cave, gripped in the dead man’'s hand.
So the Bioux gave Celin the gun, and,
ejecting tha sodden cartridges from
Selwyn's .45, he cleaned the cylinder
and barrel and refilled the holes with
new ones, That done, he shouldered his
ekin bag and a Winchester rifle, picked
up hia tomahawk sand sealping knife,

and, pointing along the ledge, led the
way upwards.

Mountsin Lion, acting as guide, led
them by unknown ways and through

narrow gorges over the Bunrise Moun-
tains, until, towards the wane of the
afternoon, Selwyn gazed upon familiar
ground.

The plomed head of the Sioux was
bobbing far in frent of them as he
walkad the dangercus waye with head
thrown back and shoulders squared, as

ictureaque a figure as Selwyn and his
rother bad ever seen.
Suddenly, 1n & turn in the track, the

brotheras saw the Great Chief's Head
sharply defined higher up the mountain
in front of them. The Bioux had led
them back to the old trail. .

He began to climb upwards until they
lost the Head and came within view of
the narrow and treacherous ledge which
led to the slide-hole. Then hs waited
for them.

“Why have you brought us back
here, Lion1" asked Selwyn.

The Bioux pointed up to where the
hidden hole lay and grunted.

“Bad white men behind there,” le
said. “Listen! Look!”

Belwyn stared about him, but could
see nothing but bare, barren, frowmng
rock. There was-something terrifving

Tre Maigxer Liprasy.—Na. 1,4
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ahout the desclate place.
would ha=z ®ated bein
Buddenly Mountain

Belwyn
up there alone.
ion opened wide

his mouth and let out a Eieming and
echoing war-whoop which thundered
gver the mountain,

“Ha-la-la-la lz-cooooooh | Halloooa-

¢ooo-000oh 1"

The rocks hurled the echoes back,
Selwyn saw eagles swoop in startled
flight, and then, &3 the war-whoop died,
the whole mountain seemed to ring out
an answering challenge, ;

For a moment Selwyn roally believed
ke was listening to the echoes, but some
of the ¢ries wera shrill and others deep
in tor®, and soon he knew thalt he was
listening to the answering wer-whoops
of Indian braves. The cries cama from
gll along the mountain side, and as he
scanned the frowning rocky places he
saw heads capped with eagle’s feathers
rise into view; saw facea hideous with
warpaint peering down at him from
rocky holes saw the Red men brandish-
ing their rifles.

Ho-counted twenty, thirky, or more,
and every man was painted and armed
to the teeth. . i

“Are they friends, Mountain Lion!"
asked Selwyn. .

“Sioux|” informed the Redskin,
“When Mountain Lion failed in his
attempt to rescue the English white boys
from the bad white men's camp, he
stampeded their Eonie: down to the
meszas and along them, over the moun-
tains, to the camp of Red Bull. Red
Bull make war on the bad white men.”

With & grin of triumph he pointed to
the slide hole. _

“ Majoe, Musty, Blick go in there,” he
snid, *but they nevar come ocut. Bioux
wait here. Sioux wait upon the way out
by the watoerfall. The bad white men
can never escape. If they try, Bioux
shoot ; Sioux scalp. Red Bull's warriors
bave come to protect the claim of the
great white chief, Amyas Coro.”

Selwyn's eyes blazed, but he gasped
when he thought of the doom of Majoe
and his gnng of crocks, who were dig-
ging gold greedily in the amphitheatre
behind the shadow of the Great Chief's
Head.

Majoe and Musty had killed Amyas
Gore in order to steal the claim. They
had shot poor Isaae Snugger becausze the
big-hearted, quaint little Tomabhawk
wolicitor had looked like spoiling their

lans, and they had intended to murder

Iwyn and Colin—would have done so,
in fact, if the boys had not outwitted
them. All the same, it came as some-
thing like a shock to know they were
doomad.

“Mouniain Lion,” gasped Selwyn,
“you must not murder them [V

The Sioux locked grimly at Selwyn.

“No need,” he replied. “Majoe and
the bad white men have with them only
so much food. That eaten, they must
starve. When they begin to starve they
will either fight one another or iry lo
escape, and the only safe way out is by
the waterfall. If they come that way
the Bioux will cut them dewn. Waghl
It is justice! Amyas Gore was Hed
Bull's white: brother. Isaac Snugper
was Mountain Lion's friend. Kill bad
white man; save trisd.”

THE MAGNET

sliding through the hole to battle with
the bad men beside Amyas Gore's ¢laim
and take their scalps there”

Selwyn could sea that the primitive
savage still loomed largely in the Sioux
nature.

But the debate was cut short b
the arrival of a magnificently garhug
Sioux chieftein, whose plumed head-
dress trailed over his shoulders and half-
way down his back. His ekjn clothes
were heavily beaded and decorated with
elaborate designs in bright blue and red
and white. IHis face was wrinkled Liko
elephant's hide, and his yellow {ace was
lit up by two brilliant black eyes that
seemed to bore right through you. He
trod noiselessly in his moccasing, and
raised his right hand in salutation as he
cama close to the brothera.
~ "“This i3 cur great chief, Red Bull”
introduced Mountain Lion, *“Red Bull,
meet the brave white English boys of
whom 1 have spoken.”

Hed Bull gave each hiz hand and -
smiled encouragingly. '

“Red Bull and %l:s Bioux have taken
to the warpath against the bad white
men becawse of the English boys, who
aras tho friends of the Great White Chicf
and our brother, Amyas Gore,” he said.
“"MNow Mountain Lion has found .the
English boys alive and well, and the bad
men arg shut up in the secreb place
behind the Great Chief’s Head, where
they may stay till they rot. It is good I

“Red Bull,” said Mountain Lion, who,
with arms folded, had been deing a bit
of quick thinking, “Mountain Lion take
English boys down mountain to where
Indian ponies are camped. The boys
ride inte Tomahawk and tell the
soldiers. The Mountica ride out ta
arrest the bad white men whoe killed

Isanc Snugger. Meanwhile, the Sioux
kﬂﬁ? wateh, Is that good?
“It is good,” answered Red Bull

“Wagh I”

A Fruliless Search !

7 ¢ITHOUT further delay, Mouri.

§ tain Lion led Selwyn and
Colin down the treacherous
. _slopes of the Sunrize Moun-
tains until they came again to the ledge
from which Majoe hag hurled Amyas
(tore to his death, after robbing him of
his gold and shooting him.

Here the trail furned away, and, still
dmci‘;pmg down, led to the shady bush-
clod mesas above the foothills,. Here, in
& pocket, they found s bunch of Indians
camped out, and with them & score or
mere of prazing ponies,

The Sioux pointed out the ponics that
belonged to Majoe and his gang of claim
jumpers and Lkillers, and grinned.

“Plenty good pony for Injun!” he
Emntc@ “But English boys ride on

ne Injun pony to-morrow.”

The day was closing in, and so they
ate and drank, and, rolling themselves
up in blankets, slept the night through.

The party awoke to find the moon still
up and the stars twinkling in a cloudlesa
sky. They brealfhsted on fish caught
from a mountain stream, hard rye
bread and spring water.

After the meal, Mountain Lion caught
the ponies, saddled them, and gave the
boys the reins,

able to repay yvou a little for what you

have done,”

“Bring back the eoldiers, the
Mounties|* the Bioux shouted after
them, as, waving their hands in fare
::EI_II. they rode their horses along the
roil,

"Bure we will!” Selwyn called back
to him.

The two- lbrothers dipped down from
the plateap, threaded t-l’;je.ir way th b
o pine-woond, and then came ouf in the
open ab a place where they could see the
distant read to Tnmahawﬁ Iring like n
white thread upon the plain.

Here they turned their heads and
glanced back., Mountain Lion was stiil
standing rigid, liko a etatue, at o look-
out point, his arms folded, hia erested
head tlirown back. It seemod natural
for him fo stand like that, for lum to be
there. He was part of the mountains.

The sun was hot when they turned
an io tihe Tomahawk road and urged

thair hard-bitten ponies along it, The
way stretched straight in  front of
them, and they could follow jt for
miles.

The plain swept far away on the

left hand, and the foothills were away

‘to tha right, bending inwards jn the

direction of Beaver Creek. They could
see no sigr of man or beast, only birds

in flight.
Selwyn glanced rltefullf' down at his
clothes, which had looked smart

cnough in ‘Tomahawk, but were now
torn, diriy speilt by immersion, and
badly stained, at his weather-beaten
Loots.

Hiz ghirt had shrunk, was old and
dirty, yet something to be thankful for
in their prosent plight. Seclwyn reck-
onad he looked like a scarcerow, and.a
glance at Colin showed that his
brother was the same.

Happening to slip his hand into his
pocket, Belwyo found tha loose gold-
dust and the nuggets. He leot out a
whoop of jov. 'Thiz would buy each a
new outfit in Tomahawlk.

“That'll be something
Threfall, Col,” ha
handful of the Jdust.
tunnel claim i=s ours™

“If we can ever get back to iti”
lacghed Colin.

The luck had changed indeed. Only
a liitle whila ago it had scemed as if
the boys must die at the hands of
Majoe and his gang of killers. Now
they wero free, and 1t was Majoe and
his gang whn were shut in that death-
trap behind the Grest Chief's Head.
Even gso, Selwyn shivered as he thought
of Bed Bull ana his braves squatting
on the mountain trail, hemming the
villains in, waiting to scalp them
should they sttempt a forlorn rush,

It waz good of Mcuntain Lion to
furnish them with ponies and send
them along the home trail, but——

Solwyn reined hiz pony lo 8 bhalt and
called out to Colin.

“Col,” he gosped, “what if Moun-
tain Lion sent us riding to get rid of
ug so that he and the Sioux eould go in
at tlhie elide-hole and cut ajoe,
Musty, and the gang fo pieces, and
scalp them. with no white man to sco

! to  show
said, revealing a
“But, mind, thae

“But you might get yourselves into " White boys ride into Tomahawk with them do it?”
trouble,” said Balwyn. “ Wouldn't it be news™ the Sioux said, qiving them each  “Hope he does,” growled Colin.
better to send for the Mounties and let & parting handshake. ® Mountain Lion “I've no fecling of pity for the
them deal with the bad men” go up to help keep walch upon Majos villains!”

The Sioux made a face and shrugged and his man.” “MNor I, really,” said Belwyn. "“Dut
his massive shoulders. *'Thanks, Lion ! said Selwyn, his eyes it would be a dreadful end. T'd

“The Bioux are spoiling for a fight,” shmm?' with gratitude. “We owe you a sooner Sergeant Threfall and his
said he. “Rather would I send them frightful Iot. I hope some day to be Mounties went up thers and took
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them and hanged them. It would seem
more rogulare.’

A mile or s0 ahead of the boys the
road forked to Beaver Creek, and
Selwyn and Colin rode their penies out
on 1o the plam, for 1t was here Majoe
and the gang had held them up, and
Musty had shot peor Isase Snugger.

Every detail of the scene stood out
vivialy; they remcembered ell—ihe
stones which peeped up out of the
waving grass; the stalks of tall, grow-
mg weeds; the flat, high boulder aver
there, close to ¢he spot where tho
villaing had thrown Snugger’s riddled
body down.

They rode to the spot, drew rtein,
and dismounted. The grass reached
iheir ponies’ kneez.  The beoys fully
vxpected fo find a heap of clothes
lying in the grass, and in them tho
bleaching bones of a grizzly skeleton.
But they found nothing.

Possibly the high grass kid the

With heads bent,

rentaing from viaw.
around, moving from

they  looked
placa to place. But fthere were no
spot, Sel,” =aid

vlothes te bo found.

“This was tho
Colin, the first to speak. “The marks
still show on the road where the gang
held uz uwp”

Selwyn nodded his curly head.

“¥ou stay here, Col,” he =zaid, “and
F'll go back and make sure.”

ITo went back te the road, studied
the hoof-markas which were plainly
imprinted in sand and duost, then
looked at his brother.

Yes, Colin was rvight. That was the
rlace. The ground dipped there, =0
that Colin was only half-vizible from
the road. Tle gang had thrown Isaze
Snugger lika a sack down there, and
Majos had given him a finishing
bullet as he lay, leaving his body to
rok.

“Tt's the right spot, Col™
Selwyn, when he returned.
[zane muzt be thoro !™

They remounted and went over the
pround again, but fatled to find the
hody. They were shbout to give up,
when they found Isaac $nuigu:r’s Liat,
Iving deep in the grass in the hollow.
It had Snugger’s name inked on the
mside  band, and it lay  where
Euu&;i;:r*s body ought to have been.

“What's it mean, Scl?” asked Colin,
puzzled. "Can some wild beast have
come this way and borne poor Isaac's
body over the plain?"

“What beast?" questioned  Selwyi.
"A grizzly? A mountain lion? They
haven't any tigers in these parts.
L'olin, sup!:nasiug Iznac Snugger were
still alive "

But Colin shook his handsomo head.

“They shot him twice. He was all
crumpled unp. Ilis iin::m:,r bolted. The
night was cold and heavy with dew.
Sel, there 1sn't a chance™

Selwyn and Colin had lost their own
hats long ago. Their  hair was
bleached a golden white by the sun,
and their faces were {anned o copper
hine. Colin found that Isnac's old hat
fitted Dim, and ha put it on.

Thev vodz on till the day closed in,
when they sought a sheltered place, ate
amel drank, hobbled thelr ponies. and
left them 5 graze until the morming.

Riﬁill% again at dawn, they ale and
then reda o

The pine-grove in which their eeor
had been burnt by Majoe and Alusty
waa now & vivid, fresh green, with
grazs and bright flowers leaping from
the vich soil. They found the charred
ruina of the ecar and bits of the tent,
weed-prown and almoest hidden from
view. Thera was nothing worth the
faking, to they went their way.
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“ This is our great chief, Red Bull,”” caid Mountaln Lion.
nglish hoys of whom I have spoken,*

the brave white E

“ Red Bull, meet
The Sioux chieltain

raised his right hand in salufation as ho approached Selwyn and Colin.

Two days later they rode into Toma-
hawk, to find its streets thronged with
people and the car-parks packed wilh
carz, The shops were all domng a voar-
ing trade, and the stores were packed.
Crasoline stations ware working oveyr-
fime, and adventurers from  all the
nations of the world were to Lo scen
talking at corners or loitering on the
sidewalks.

Straight to Snugger's office the boys

rode, to find the ancient clerk In
cliarge, writing laboriously with =a
wintirig hard in & heavy  leather-
ound bock.

He squinted over the rims of his
ﬁlas&eq as the door bell rang, and his
aca lighted wp as he recogniscd the
two boys.

“Just one word ! said Belwyn, who
was for wasting no time. “When did
Isaac Snugger come back ¥

“Alr. nugger i stammered the
startled clerk. “lsaac Snugger ain’t
bin back. Why, he went away with
vaw. IIe ain't writ, he ain't phoned,
he ain't dona nothing !

“Thanks ! zaid Selwyn, as he
grabbed Colin's arm and dacfed out of
the open donr.

From the office the two boys rode to
the headquarters of the DMlounties,
The first person they =aw was
Sergeant Threfall. Ile was scated on
the doorstep, paring an apple with a
broad-bladed pocket-knife,

“Hallo, sergeant [ yelled Selwyn.

The sergeant of the Mounties looked
up, recognised them, then rose and
1N e [ 9
b“"ﬂfhy. boys,” he grecied, “I never
thought of aceing you. Where's Papa
Snugger? Did you Bod that clam?
Juzt say what you want and tell us tha
naws. "

“Bnugger’s dead, sergeant,” =aid
Belwyn. “"Wo found Amyaz Gore's
claim. But twe villains named Majoo

and Musty, and a gang of toughs are
in possession Thoy killed Snugger,
and now Hed Bull and his Sioux are
hemmng in the rescals. Saddle up a
troop of Mounties, and let’'s all go
back and clean up the ground.”

For a few seconds SBergeant Threfall
stared wide-eved at the boys, his lower
jaw working up and down. Then ho
j{-l‘-!-:é*d ﬂilt one word. The word was:

L] '.IEE +B

The Lono Rider!

ERGEANT PAUL THREIFALL,

§ of the Mounties, soon had a troop

of men together. He asked &

thouzand questions, and lstened

to the story Selwyn and Colin had to

tell, his bronzed and rugged face set and
grim, his brown cyes on fire.

“So you found Amyas (Gore's mur-
devers, and they bumped poor Isaae
Snugger off,” he satd. ““Well, wait till
we lay handz on the skunks. Theg'll
goon  danee to  another tune. ut
Alountain Lion has got Red Bull and
his warviors oub, you say? Hml I'd
rather they didn't shoot up Majoe and
iz gang, Aluch better for the Mountics
te handle 'ein. John Majoe and Musty
Wilmat, eh? It may mterest you to
know that both those skunks were 1n
E:?nmlmuk the night you were shot at,

1l15r"

He went out into the yard and
watched hia men saddling up.

“Amyas CGore never registered his
claim in Tomahawk,” he said. " Majce
and Musty killed him before he'd time,
I gsuppose. Now they've jumped the
claint, You say they can't get out?”

“Thoe Sionx will wipe them out if
they do” answered Selwyn. “But I
don't think they ean find the way out by
the waterfall.”

Tre Maicxer Lispany.—No. 1,432



8

“In a jam, ¢h? Fine! And there's
bheaps of gold up in the mountain
« “Tons of it, dust and nuggets. And
in the eave through which the fall waier
runs—well, you've seen what we picked
i ; .

I'he sergeant had, indecd. His eyes
had bwlged when Colin and Selwyn
pourcd it out on to the table.

“*When Majoe and Musty met you on
the road, riding back with the gang, and
shot up lsaac gﬁnuggcr.” he said, “"you
say they cane from Beaver Creek®”

) o Yes” .

: “Well, wait while I phone up.” Paul
Threfall got bmsy with the telephone,
and aftor putting through several calls
he found out sll he wanted to know,
 Bors,"” he went on, “ Majoe and Musty
registered a joint ¢laim up in the
Sunrise Mountains by the Great Chicf’s
llead up above Moose Call.  Boon we're

going to rub that claim clean off the
register.” ‘
They ate and rested, and later in the

day the sergeant and a troop of twenty
men rode out of town with SBelwyn and
Colin, heading for Moose Call.

'The Mounties were a fine body of
men, big muscular fellows who did full
jln,stim to their umforms, Sergeant
‘aul was particularly imposing with bis
punched-in brown felt hat, his red coat
with dark blue shoulder straps, yellow
chovrons,  blue . riding-breeches  with
broad yellow stripes down the seams,
brown  riding-boots with spurs, and
brown: leather gun belt and holster.

His keen cyes, set in a sun-browned
face, missed nothing as they peered out
from under the shade of his wide flat
hat brim, and every one of the men
behind him showed the same strength
and confidence. e

They talked as they rede, and, making
fine progress, 1it a fire and camped that
night thirty miles along tha road.

“You say you didn't find a trace of
Snugger’s body when you looked on the
way to Tomahawk,” said the sergeant,
ns he sat before the fire, drinking neat
liquor from a Bask. ““But you ought to
have found bones, aven if the wolves had

icked his body clean. ¥ou found only

s hot. And you say Mountain Lien
said the Injun pony Isane was ridin’
when they shot himn didn’t go back to
Red Bull's camp. How de you Bgure
that out?”

“The pony might have been chased
and eaten by wolves,” answered Belwyn.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Blight have. Bame stands for Izane
Of course, Snugger might have been
still alive when you and your Lrother
were led away by Majoe and his gang
of builies, and have crawled some
distance before he cashed in. But if he
did we ought to find his bones lying
cut on the prairie somewhere.”

They moved on at daybreak, and,
meking hne riding, camped beside the
Fm# within striking distunce of Moose
~Ell,

Next day they examined the gfound
where Isaac’s body had been thrown to
diea gnd rot.

They seouted on an ever widening
oircle, until at last 1t became evidens
that whatever had bappened to Isaac
Snugfer, his body had not been left to
bleach upon the plain.

“It's got me I}ijckcd," suid Sergeant
FPaul, rubbing his chin as the party
crowded topother for a conference.
“Though Isaac was as hard as hickory,
he was old. Got two full doscs of lead.
How could he have digested that?”

They turned their horses back towards
the road to Moose Call, and were
moving through the tall-growing grass,
when Selwyn espied a solitary horse-
man riding across the plain towards
them.

The lone rider was perhaps a mile
away and galloping hard. Belwyn saw
him sweep off his hat and wave it as a
signal, and told Threfall.

“8ome rancher anxious for & pow-
wow,” suid the sergeant, as he watched
the advancihg horseman coming up.
“There are sne or two ranches over that
way., Maybe it's Ben Freeland, who
farms en' keeps the Lone Man Ranch,
oF pylaps it's E’armer Jake Magloon, of
the Bull Elk. Our red coats must have
showed up and given us away.”

The horseman slowed a little when he
saw the party was wailting for him. He
came within hail at last, the swayiog
gzﬁm reaching almost to hLis horse's
“.;.'th:.t vou, Sergeant Threfall?” he
roared, as he came within earshot.

“It's Jeke Magloon,™ stated the
sergeant of the Mounties.

ake Megloon proved himself to be a
big, raw-boned hullkk of o man, with
hawk-like, piercing imy eves shaded
with long, stringy eyebrows. "His clothes
were soiled and heavy, his boots caked
with mud, his hat weatherbeaten, with
holes cut in it for ventilation. Lank,

grey hair fell almost to hiz chouvlders,
end a straggly moustache and pointed
grey l:uaztrdg gave him a d:iﬂ:ty and
picturesquencss whiclr might have van-
1ished with the a.pslmﬁtmu of soap and
razor. He carried a rifle on his back
and tweo revelvers in his belt holsters.

“Buck huntin’ or man huntin’, Jake 1"
asked the sergeant, with a welcoming
grin,

“I was ridin' i to find the nearest
telephone, so's 1 could put through a
message to the sherilf in Tomahawlk,
when I caught vour red coats showine
UF over thr plain,” Jake Magloon ex-
plained. "I reckon vou boys are going
to save me a long, hard ride.”

“And why 1" asked the sergeant.

“Ivo got a sick man named Isanc
Snugger berthed at the Bull Elk" the
rancher informed. “He came to mo all
shot up. and but for careful night and
day nurzing by lhe missus and my
davghters, and his being as tough as
teak, he pust have died. A gang of
gunmen did it, and I wanted to spread
the news,"

The scrgeant swept off hiz hat and
waved it joyfully.

“Ioeralh 1Y he cheered. “I might
have known {hat Isaac Snugger could
take all o gang of roughnecks could give
himm an’ then sit up and swile, He's
still alive "

The two brothers joined in the general
cheering.  All the Mounties in Toma-
hawk loved old lsaac. It wasz great for
them to know he was still alive,

When the cheers died down the
sergeant turned wistful eyes upon the
distant 1rregular line of the Sunrise
Mountains.

“Reckon 1t's all fiftecn miles to the
Bull Elk {” he muttered.

“Bixteen and a half the near way,”
corrected the rancher,

The sergeant swung his horse about.

“You needn't phone in to Tomahawk,
Jake,” he said. “We'd slready heard
the news, and were riding out to get the
gang who plugged Buugger:  Tiut, as
things are, wa‘bil go and have a look at
Isgac first."

(It certainiy is great news to Selwyn
and Colin to {earn thet their old friend
Snugger iy alive.  Bul they've got lo
Yput pord 7 to Majoe and Riz rascally
gang of toughs yet. Be sure you read
the thrilling follow-up of this powerful
gdventure yarn which will appear v
next week’s MAGNET.)
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Bright minor, of the Second
Form st St. Sam’s, welked along

the Fourth Form pasmdge

& very determinsd

Iuclg on his
fizx. BStoppmg at Btudy

THE FAG WHO FAILED!

By DICKY NUGENT

enufl planning what fo say to the Head whari Wrohemall in a deadly calm voice, * what

hawaacrnhiawntg:m

as ¢lear as mud But now his ourridge

*

began to oozs away from him. Lzekee

I—I——"" heo stemmered, in his piping,

Everything had seemed
fi

ht minor, in & regular pannick, farely

%ﬁ:%t.ly WAS your reason for coming here 1 **
his yung brano for a good eggsouse,

"l thought of eggsplaining his resl reason

E .

ﬁ 7, which was tenanted by Sonarler and } youthful eagorness. “ And if you'll omly | trebble voice. :  for calling was gone mow, His only anxiety
Craven and Bounder minor, the ¢adds of the { eggsplain, the Head will realise he's done m; Dr. Birchemall raised his evebrows slitely. | vaa to &% out of the Head's study aa quickly
Fourth, he wrap sharply on the door. major an injustiss, snd thing will be|] “I frust you haven't called meedly to|uspossmbull

From within the study came a noise that |all night. I hoap yow'll do the right thing | repeet the first person siagular to me, Dright| * The—the fakt- is, sir,” he paid, in his
gounded very mauch like playing-cards being | about thial minor ! he eggeclaimed. * I shall consider jﬂpiﬂ?. trebble voice, 1 came to ask you
put away and oigareties being t%:o wn out of y =~ No barm in hoaping!* lsered Sparler. |it very siogular if you have ! 4 help me with my prep. I got stuck over
the winder. Bright minor smiled slitely | ™ But if ému think we're going to be birched “I—I—" uprugtam in maths.,, and knowing what a
and o the door—and there was a gm black and blue just to put your major right | The Head began to frown, até name you have for mathymatticks,
of from Snarler & Co., who with the Head, you've made a big mi t{ “What on earth is this * I, I* hizziness 1"

imagined that some prowling t or
meddling master was on their tm&gefeo

M It's all right, you fellows,” oried Snarler.
(15 I‘Iﬂ
another gamse
doar and come in,

only yung Brigh t—eumadm;i[or
. of nap, ¥ eggepact1 Bhut the
Bright. Takeapew 1™

What's more "—8narler grabbed the fag's
arm and gave it a savvidge, brootal twist—
" fiﬂu breathe & word about it to the Head,
we'l

Snarler twisted hia arm

ut you through it properly—like thia.”
arocoono ! * ralledp g

with feendish

* No thanks’ retorted Bright minor, in | forve.

his
playing the giddy ox, now. What I've come

piping trebble wvoice. " I've finished

“ 8o just bear that in mind 1 ™ grinned the
legder of the cadds, opening the duﬁgn “ Now

to see you about is major."” hopitt™
“ (Oh, u have, bhave youll growled| And Snarler gave the fag & kick that sent
Snparler. ““ What about him 7 " him flying out of Study No. 7 like a boolit

* Iwantyoun totell theHead the truth about
why he turned into the worst fellow at St.
E“mia;l yu :
he's so jolly bitter becawse Dr. Birchemall
and everybody thinks he was leading you
chaps
he was trying to get me cut of your

“ Oh, that's tﬁ
Enﬂﬂz:rr, winking elyly

the . “Thereasonis that | or

into bad ways. Actuslly, as {ﬂﬂ know,

Intches.”
renson, 1a it ! sneered
at his pals.

Yeas, rather | ™ piped Bright minor, with

H. VERNON-SMITH on—

towardas th Heoad’
Humours of GREYFRIARS |study. His  egg.
B aLonL WES E1OD8

The school Flower 8how, held at the end
of the Bummer Term, i8 one of the events

I wouldn't mise for worlds, The spectacle of |, 4" oopod timidl

up

ibiti : : Crash | Bang ! Wallop !
. ?oﬁmﬂﬁﬂiﬁn&r@t ijm ¢ “ Come in, fathead!™ called out s quiet,
Fellows who usually vie with each other giollarly wvoico from within.

ak

now seen vieing with each other over whose
rose mmells the eweetest. It'a a aight for
gore eyes, beliove me, kidet

This year's show, being favoured with good
weather, drew & i
show, I thought 1t rather so.s0. The visitors,
howevar, with tho exception of a few ill.
mannered youths who jeered and oat-ealled,
were too polits to mention it, so the exhibitors
finighed the day quite happy.

Show news in brief ;

Visitors became quite emotional over the
vagetables ;
actually weepi

Bolsover, fall
error, entered s

in

Deadly -
Vegetables were thrown freely in the course of

&

enag
Was
“ loek.”

Trevor, who won First Prize in the Geranium g
Beotion, was dizqoalified when the judges
found a price tioket on his exhibit |

FLOWER SHOW

fike Skinner and Bunter trottio

ericket, Soccer, rowing, and boxing are

As

ioularly big crowd. Asa

& frakiured co

ORTIS,
gouttled out of tha
Fourth Form passzi

and went duwnsgﬁ!.ga’

termined than ever
BOW.

would get no chan
mada up hia min

Birchernall, the he

ayes fixed on him, Bright minor
nocking together wi

from & gun. Forchunitly, Tubhy Barrell
happened to be paseing, and broke his fall,

mite have been eaveerly injured. As

it was, he escaped with a broken back and
: r-bone, and picked himself
up little the worse for his eggsporionce.
Leaving
wondering whether he
bad been hit by

Tubby
BIl

vake or ahurry-
Bright minor

Heeing that he
to

on the door.

Bright minor entered, and found himself
in the distin

izhed
1 ater of St. Sam’s.
soonn g8 the Head's :
t

fear.

ht minor, as

I

out of Sparler & Co., he had
to the Head himaelf |
He trotted up to Dr. Birchemall's study

rezzence of Dr, Alfrved

reing, hi +t:u:nt-*tit;k
18 DeETe

It was easy|

be demanded. * Sailors, I boleeve, are-in
the habit of shouting * I, I | * to their souperiors
—but not Bt. Bam's juniors! What's the

ub it, what is the mesning of your mone-
Follahds Femiaic 4

ad 1_1_1*

The Head'’s gleemed.,

“ Reelly, Bright, if you carry on much
longer like this, I shall reluctantly come to
the conclusion that you are being dis-
pertinent | ¥ he esid gharply. “I suppose
you are following the bad eggsample of your
elder brother, who seems to be trying %o
acheeve the distinetion of beeoming Publia
Enemny Number One at St. Ssm'at®  *

The mention of his major pulled Bright
minor together. He found his fung at last.

* I—I—I—it's not his
fault, siri' his piping
trebble woice orfde

*"'g ut down his birchrod and
big idea, Bright minoer, or, a3 the vulgar mite }-.

- maths., my boy.
¢ better man

{ thought vou mite help mel ™

_ Br.m%limieman, who was not averse to s
ktle Hattery, thawed rapidly at that remark.
: grinned.

L Y didn't you say so at firat " he
erde. eorse, I will help vou with your
nd fOf I will hel ith
You couldn’t have come to
What iz the problem that
js trubbling you t ™
2 It's & (Eﬂﬂﬂt-iﬂn-ﬂf what twice six comes

i, piped the fag, getting a sudden inspira-
Jdgn. i :

The Head larfed.
| “Why, that'a quite easily angwered,

Bright. ¥You could have found it by turning
"1p your maultiplieation tables, if you'd only
mbwn it. But I'm very happy to anawer
:b for you all the same. Twics six, of cores,
'8 eleven.” ?
“Th-thank wyom, sir!'" gasped Bright
por, in his piping, trebble voice. * May I
iomw 2 “p
- m

: challengingly.
bacame thunderous.

= . “It jolly well 1™
- .H i e L iqirill;r well im‘t_ltl;
¢ Head rose majestically, grippin

birohrod as he did sor . C CEB

* You're m?:lf for it, Bright mincr, and
ou'll get it jolly

8 q:ideﬂ o mm this
coming here to argew t
your brother 7 1

“ You, siri®

“ WHAT 1" hooted the Hoead.

Bright minor's sudden ourridge cozed right
out agam.
* I—TI mean, no, sir |*' he piped. A
“ Then, in thet case, Bright,” said Dr.

our only reason for
toss with me over

Dr. Birchemsll’s brow
) l.'] Of

he ' soblems to me at any tima. After all, there's

quickly at this rate!™]:

“Cortainly | " grinned the Head.
‘ad to have been of help to you, Bright
Never hezzitate to ing your

like oonsulting an orthority."

“But. ${+ And Dr. ‘Birchemall, with a wave of his

wmewhat grimy hand, dismissed DBright

\ninoy and returned to the commio paper he

1sd been reading.
‘Qutside the study, B
Hia iring brow and b with
-wleef, But when the ht oceurred to
im that he had failed to earry out his plan
help his brother to regain his good name,
¥ folt fearfully romorseful.
*I:didn't have the ourridge to see it
thtough 1 " he oride, * What is there left
t L can dol?™
But the only answer he gobt was the echo
«fhis own piping, trebble voice.
}Fﬂ?#ﬂ!mﬂ ing yarn in this gerics—
‘For the Sake of Their Pal /[ —gee next
ceek’s ' Herald'X I's & atreamn! Ebp.)

t minor m

b

GREYFR

in several cases I saw thoem
over the onions |
wmto a somewhat natural
urglas's black crepe maslk
tition for the best example of
Nightshade I

the o

fag riot during the sfternoom. Aptly
» Pluggs, the Courtfield plumber, who

ook round the show, stopped a

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT7T

Wun L‘;ng_-_taﬂh in fig-saw

puzzles which a tly come
easy to the Gﬂan&g mind. When

Co. & jig-saw with 5,000 places, ** ngtg:ur ¥
each piece representing s lotter of Bob k

the 3,000-
ey conld only gasp | Wun Lung
grinned and imBﬂ E}tlm eady as

e #

showed Wharton and

word Chinese alphabet,
finished

111 bi“ bk

ainst the Up
Hemove

__,,‘1...___._-_-.-::-*' \‘: i . %

nt:: 124 rons o jost
an hoar for the Hemove
per Fourth, Bob

teethi—tihough when he had
thara waan’t
Ieff in the bowling |
A "“bold ™ muinge, Bobl

Az a bowler, William George
Bunter is even more hopeless than
as a b sn. Bunter’s -
liveries are nsnally yards ** wids,’

when Loder was walking nehsby,

The “something ** was Lodar

cranium !
made

much

Lodez

Bowoer,. fha OLho¥ . abar0OM

4

u.da Em the musical

“INKY” CAN BE
PAINFULLY POLITE

CHERRY

“ Fift;

Says BOB

When someone remarked the
other day that Inky's polite-
nesa was sometimes quite

ainful, ¥ wondered what the
ickens he meant. This week,

to Big Side for the Greyfriars
v. Courtfield cricket mateh, 1
fancy I eaw +what he was
getting at.

he

in
tista

- T -
: o= n-
e LM W
- e i W - u
_pé{-—. e L v
-

£ el

The chap who gave Inky
a chance to exhibit ?:?ia painful
politonosa was a young fellow
wearing suede shoes and a
loud oheck puit. He ve
Inky a whack on the shoulder
with his walking-stick and
shouted :

‘“* Hi, What's_ the
score 1 M
. Anyone but Inky would have
rmgji that method of ap-
proach. Inky, howeaver, re-
moved his panama, bowed, and
replied 3

that.
noe

onu !
¥ with
bow.

tha

- ona for
eateemed and vensrable sahib.”
The young man with the
miede shoes, who hadn't esen
roviously, stared,
then laughed.
*Crikey ! You'rea ni

Inky's
when the public were admitted d,

roared.
thought they'd allowed bloom-
?lﬁmkica at a school like

“ 1 was allowed here on the
same tfrmfu] Rt
any other wvou bovy,
Bat:}e:amad aan hﬂnuur&dyﬂirt??:
purred Inky.

* My eye ! Wot an gocent !
Where did you pick up that
lingo ™

“Frem wmy au
venerable native
in Bhanipur, esteemed airl"

* Well, they ought to he
drowned,” snorted the young
man with
suede shoss.
= You,
if it comes

I've got
use for
niggera | *

“Thank you,
honoured
gahib 1! mur-.
murad

o0,
to

another
Then he
addad: "Would
trouble-
fulness be
torrifio i I

me gatefully 1" :

if 'thhhara’gr sumatl;in
e stranger
down to the
to & quiet
dale Lane.
round and purred :
LK H'&F I

thres,

I r
117 -'l-vhﬁl ,El"i"ﬂ

u off with your jacket 7'
“ Whdt
young Iman.

re;:.llia& :
aonditiona a8
fight we're

having courteous!
young man o

t and

ingtructors once on the nose!l

nnil

sometimes be [

the

- | wore to ask you to walk with

“You mean down io the
ates 7 Well, 1 don't much
ike being seen with a blinking

blackie like you, but I'll come
to see ™
owed Inky
and across
ot juet off Friar-
are, Inky turmed

ve the esteemed
and idiotio pleasure of helping

or 1" gasped the
And Inky, polits to the last,

‘ 8o that you can more easily
punch me sorapfully in the
going to have ™
About ten esconds later,
helped tha
with his
1aclet and given him a deep
bow, Inky punched him once
on the ear, cnce on the jaw,

think I oan now ses how
painful Inky's politeness can

H. SKII\WER says—
WHY PUNISH

belisve it when I tell you.
orime is that I'm a nature Iover|

I think they should look

BOUND TO MAKE HIM *“ SOAR"]

Coker is anxious t0 know whether the second.
hand glider he has bought is good enough

for him.

We feel sure it willi ** shoot him down fo the

ground "’ |

—

e e

a nature lover.

shining, the air was sofé and balmy.

I knew I was dﬂingﬂwr .
couldn’t help it. Ihad tohear

coms what might—and I heard it}

room of the Crosas Keys at Friardale 1
The explanation, my friends, is simple 1
Thers

about on this particular night.

@

of returning without

NATURE LOVERS:?

I'm booked for a swishing—a Head's
nky, | swishing. |

What sort of a orime do you think I've
committed to deserve this ? You'll hardly

ittedly, it's looked on aa a rather serious
matter to break bounds after lights out. Bul
on it more lentently
when it's done because a chap happens to ba

It waa the call of & beautiful suromer nighb
that took me ocut of the Remove dormitory
on the night I was caught. Tham-::-:u;}r:la

i+
an irrosistible urge to hear the nig-élt.' a
ut jus

e nightingale,

But how, you may ask, if T went out to
hear the nightingale did it happen thst a
prefect caught me coming out of the billiaxrds-

idn't seem t0 be any nightingalea
rather
than put up with the bitter dissppointinent
i one, 1 went
to the Cross Keys and listenad to one being

of th ha ; A o
muﬁka ko ﬂu&’a’i’ﬂ' g genius of the Shell, was detighted Coker, Potter, and Greens camp- Dbroadcast. Admittedly, I played billiarda
Riokey Mouse: Bkinier 3 % Courigely Buper. Cinema per the Removiies e Tairs thors a9ty T iahtingabe:

L u L]
anted amatene artist already— mlﬂ&ﬂa#m to iry his hand on tha Harry Wharton & Co the  And now I'm booked for a Head's ewishing

Hoskins
gomewhat to

keyboard of the mammoth organ.
sirains in “?M capabl
cloems mansger

rousing
mrﬂigﬂi:ﬁ the

opporinuily of '* pryin
i the fishes ]

come to hiz aid. Cokez had an
:!!‘m“

lover |

iEn't it 3

—siraply and solely because I'm a nature
It's a pit thick of the Beak, really—



