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New Long Complete School Story of HARRY WHARTON & CO., of Greyiriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Obliges !

i OB, old man ¥
Bob Cherry of the Grey-
friars Remove glanced round,
rather surprised, as his nama
was called.

He was passing along the path by the
windows of the Form-rooms, and there
was no other fellow on that path at the
mbment.

- Then he glanced up.

The window of the Remove Form
Roomm was open. At that window stood
Lord Mauleverer, locking out.

“Oh 1" said Bob. * You?”

He gave another glance round, as he
stopped to speak.

Maupleverer was. in detenfron, after
class, and speaking to a fellow ip deten-
tion was against aﬁ the rules. But theve
was neither master nor prefect in the
uﬂ' in

aas p
Buaj?"
"Well, I'mi due at the nets,” said Boh,
“But Wharton's azked me to look for
that ass Hazeldense. He hasn't turned
bp. I suppose you hm*cn t seen hin 1™

“No'!r' But if you're busy, I won't
hother "‘;'lnu ™ gaid Mauly considerately.
“Trot an ™

“0Oh, rot!1” said Bob. * What do you
want, fathead? Is that how you're
doing your detention task—looking out
of windaw

Lovd "\Iaulewrm grinned.

*I ean’t handle it,” be explained.
“I've ha.d a shot at it, honest Injun.
But it's too deep for me. Quelch has
rather piled it on this t:me I believe
he was annoyed by nry goin’ to zleep In
class thiz afternoon.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

On & hot June afternoon, probably a
fﬂﬂd many of the Remove had felt a

ittle drowsy, with Mr. Quelch ex Iamv
ing 1o them, at considerabl ]&ngt
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Lord Mauleverer nodded.

i
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beauties of Waordsworth, DBut only
Mauly had nodded off. There was no
doubt that Mr. Quelch had been
annoyed. He had rewarded Mauly with
two hours' detention after clase, And it
was probable that he had not erred on
the side of making the detention task
too ensy.

“ Better have anolher shot at it, old
man ™ advised Bob. “If Queleh finds
you haven't touched it, it may mean

six.”?

“Can't be helped!” sighed Lord
Manleverer., "I tell you, I've swotted
at it for half an hour, on and off, and
made the old nut ache! I'm done!
Since then I've been lookin® out of the
window for a Goul Samavitan. If yon
conld possibly keep away from ericket
for a few minutes longer-—-"

“f:lm it & name ! said Bob,

“Cut up to my study in the Remove,
and get me the book you'll Emi on the
table,” said Mauly. “It's a ° Holiday
Annual '™

O, my hat 1 ejaculated Boh

“I've got an hour and a half to put
in yet, and I'm bored to tears alr-eadp
ex Iamed Lord Manleverer.  “ With
lhal; ‘Holiday Annual,” I can stick it
out till Quelch blows in and lets me run,
spp T

“Fon freightful 3531 said Bobh. “If
Queleh catches yow in detontion with a

Holiday Annunal '—"

“He won't! I shall pop it out of
sight as soon as I hear his fairy foot-
steps, an’ stavt wrinkling my brows aver
1}1&;: piﬂ.rid Latin paper! That's all
right I’

Bob Cherry hesitated.

He could feel for a fellow in deten-
tion on a glorions June day. He had
lots of sympathy for poor old Mauly,
But, really, it was rather a serious
matter to pass a “ Holiday Annual® in
to o fellow who was supposed to be
working hard at a Latin paper.

“Safe as houses,” went on Maule-
verer, “Quelch said he would come

All rights ragervad,

back at six, It's only just turned hali-
pust four, Deon't come round to the
dloor, of course—you might run into n
beak in the passage. Just walk by thL
window, and reach up with it, and 1'li
be ready to take it gﬁr"‘"

Bob hesitated—but it is well said that
he whe hesitates is lost.  Bob Cherry
was always liable to follow the dictates
of his heart, rather than those of his
head.

“Righi-ho I he said. “T'll be back in
a fow ticks."

““Thanks, old bean I

Bob Cherry cut off, and vanished in at
the House doorway.

Lord Mauleverer, with his hands in
hiz pockets, continued to gaze from the
Form-room window, with a more cheer-
funl e::pressmn on his noble face.

e Latin paper that lay on his desk

r?atly was a tough one—what the
juniors Elegantl described as a
“stinker,”  Mark Linley could have

dealt with it, and perhaps Harry Wimj -
ton; but it was far beyvond Alauly's
powers, ‘The fact was, that Mr. Quelch,
in his annoyance, had rather let himsclf
go with that Latin paper, and made it
more suitable for the Fifth or Sixth ihan
for the Lower Fourth,

Fmdmg‘ 11} impenetrable, Mauly had
cheerfully given up sttempting to penc-
trate it ith another hour and a Lalf
before him, it was comforting to think
nf gettmg "that *Holiday Annual ” to

him company. Mauly was in the
Im dle of an intercsting story in that
intevesting publication, which he was
anxious to finish.

He waited cheerfully for the ebliging
Bob to return with the volume, In the
meantime, he watched the guadranglo
with & placid eye, and the cricket-
ground, visible in the distance. A
erowd of the Remove were at ericket
practice. On the morrow the Highelilla
match was due; and Harry Wharton,
the captain of the Remove, was putting
his men through their paces once mote.

end reproduction without permission steletly forbidden,)



“ Mauleverer I”

Mauly jumped ab ibe sharp bark
behind him.

He spun round.

The Form-room door had opoened, and
Mr. Queleh had entered, with & paper in
his hand.

Probably Mr. Queleh had expected to
rec the detained junior sitting at his
desk, swotting over Latin. He frowned
portentously, as he beheld him sland-
mg at the window, looking out. .

“Oh gad!” murmured Mauly, dis-
maved, and rether resentinl.

Quelel: had said that he would return
at =ix, to release him from defention.
ilis reappearance at half-past four was
neither expected nor welcome.

“What ave vou doing, Mauloverer ™
¢exelaimed the Romeove muoster severoly.

“I—I was lookin' out of the window,
gir,” stammered Mauly. He did not
add that he had been waiting for a
Remove follow to arvive there with a
“Holiday Apnual.” .

He hoped, from the bolttom of his
heart, that Quelch would bo gone before
Bob came back with that book.

“You should have been at work on
your Latin paper, Mauleverer I rapped
Alr. Quelch, y :

“Yeas, sir! I—I've tried, sir, and I—
I couldn't get poin'.” :

Mr. Queleh gave him a look. But his
voice was Jess ackd, as he went on:

“J think, Mauleverer, that the paper
may have been a liftle too difficult for
you. I have therefore brought you
another paper.”

“0Oh 1" gasped Mauleverer. o

It was like Quelch. He had his little
failings of temper, which was not suy-
prizsing in & master who had to handle
the Greyfriars Remove, But he was a
just man, and & kindhearted one,
Evidently, he had reflected, sinco leav-
ing Mauly in detention; and this was
the result, _ _ -

It was just, and it wak kind. Bub it
was fearfully unfortundly. as Mauly was
expecting, every momeni, to see Bob
Cherry's hand reach up o ilic open
window, to poke the “ Holidsy Anuual

ik

Mr. Quelch took up the unlouched {ask
from Mauly's desk, and replacgd it with
the new paper-—an éasier ohe.

“8it down st once!” rapped i
Quelch.

“Yaas, sir! I—I'Il try !®

Mauleverer flopped on the form. He
took up his gen, in the hope that Mr.
Queleh would leave him as soon as he
started work. His unhappy lordship
was on tenterhooks. Bob had had time
now to get to the Hemove studies and
back, and any moment he might re-
appear et the Form-room window, If
un}p Quelch would go—-

He was gowng | ]

But, even as he turned, an object
appeared at the sunny window.

It was a hand, holding o rather bulky
Tolume.

The Form-reom window was rather
high from the ground, and a fellow had
to reach up above his head to pass any-
thing in.

Mpr. Quealeh’s eyez fized, in astonish-
ment, on that sudden and uvnexpected
apparition st the window. He beheld
a “Holiday Annual,” a pood-sized hand,
a wrist, and part of a sleeve. That was
all. Bt it was ensuzh.

And if it was not enough, & voice
called in from the open spaces:

“ Bueclk up, Maunly | Here's your boolk,
old man! Don't keep me waiting here—
I don't want Quelch to come along and
epot me [

Mauly pazed in horror.  He gould
have gronned.
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Mr. Queleh pazed in amazement, and
i wrath, ¢ made a swift ptride
towards the window, He grabbed the
“Holidey Annual ™ from the up-reach-
in,g hand., "Then he put his head out.

“Thank vou, Cherry!” he said, with
grim SArCcast, ;

“Oh I” gasped Bob. *OCh crikey!”

He gazed up ab the facs looking down
from the window. The face of the
fabled gorgon could hardly have
startled him more. 3Mr. Queleh’s face at
that moment was as grim as a gorgon's,
Medusa’s petrifying countenance had
nothing on Henry Samuel Quelch's at
that moment !

" Cherry 1"

“0h, yes, sir!” gasped Bob, :

“You were bringing this book—this
volume of light literature—to a boy in
detention 1”7 thundered Mr. Quelch,

“Oh! J—I—— Oh! stuttered Bob,

“I asked Cherry to get it from my
study, sir,” cut in Lord Mauleverer
hurriedly. **All my {ault, sir—"

“Hilence, Mauwleverer I Cherry, go to
my study at once and waif for me ™

“Oh! Yes, sir ! mumbled Bob., And
he went, not looking happy. ;

M. Queleh turned from the window,
and his gorgon-like gaze was fixed on
the hapless Mauly, The “Holiday
Annual *'was gripped in hiz hand.

“Mauleverer, vou will proceed with
vour task, You will take two hundred
lines of Virgil in addition. If your

paper is not finished when I return at

Peter Hazeldene’s folly has led him

into many a serape, but none so

bad as the one he finds himself in
this week !

six you will be caned. This volume will

be confliscated for the term. You may
nak me for it on the last day of the
term, Maunleverer.”

Mr. Quelch whisked from the Form.
TOOIE).

“Oh gad! mumbled Lord Maule-
verer dolorously.

Mauly was net worrving about fhe
lines, or about the loss of that volume,
entrancing &s it was, but he was dee&]y
worried at having landed Bob in such a
SCTADT.

The Remove master rustled back to
liis Eiﬂd¥, where he found Bob Cherry
waiting for him. He opencd a boolicase,
jammed the “Holiday Apnoal ™ into a
vacank spot on one of the shelves, and
closed the glass door on it. Then he
picked up & cane from the table,

“Cherry, bend over that chair 1

Bob Cherry was “TIEFE“n a3 he left
hiz Form-master’s study & few minuies
later, He wriggled rather like an eel.
Mr., Quelch took & much more serious
view of the matter than Bob had taken.
He folt it his duty to impress the
seriousness of it on the unthinking Bob.
There was no doubt that he succeeded.
Bob's face, as he wriggled away down
the passage, was sSCrious—yery serious—
in fack, fearfully serious!

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Great Expectations !

e ERE comoes Hazel 1 said Frank
Nugent.
IHarry Wharton frowned,
The Ararous Five were an
the Remove landing, They had come in
to tea after mn hour at the nets with
other members of the Form eleven. The

3

fact that Hazeldone of the Remove had
cut that last spot of practice before the
Higheliffe match waa extremely sonoy-
ing to the captain of the Form. Hazel
was the least valuable member of the
eleven—and the member who should
have becn most assiduous at practice.
But he was also the most unreliable,
though he certainly was keen enough to
lay in a match like the Highcliffe

ture.
Lookine down over the banistﬁra_nt
Hazel's face as he came up thoe stairs,

the captain of the Remove noted that he
wore an expression of happy satis-
fagction., When, in the eircumstances, ho
should not have done,

Hlazel, in {iact, looked immensely
bucked, His faca was bright, his eyes
glistening, and he almost danced up the
stairs, Clearly something or other had
gecurred to buck him tremendously,

“I sav, you fellows, Hatel looks jolly
chirpy ! remarked Billy Bunter, turge
m,%' Lz big spectacles on the happr faoe
below. "I wonder if he's had a remik
tance? You fellows know whether ha
had a letter to-day ™" i

Nobody answered that questions
Nobody but Bunter was inbercsted in
other fellows' remittances. To Billy
Bunter it was a moatler of deep and
abiding inlerest. :

“He looks bucked, and ao mistake I¥
remarked Vernon-Bmith, glancing very
curiously at the face on the stairs below.
“Ho docsn’t know what you’ve gobt in
store for him, Wharton, Judgi’ by
the expression of your majestic countens
ance he ought to be comin’ up in fear
and tremblin” ¥

“Oh, don™ be a sill
grunted the captain of ¢

The Bounder ]nug‘lmﬂ._

“The cheeky am!” said Johnny Bull
*“"What does he mean by cutting the last
practice? Does he think he’s so jolly
good that he docsn't need any i

“Bother him 1" said Bob Cherry. 1
shouldn't have bagged that whopping
from Quelch 1 T hadn't been rooting
afler that silly fathead! And it was he
good—he'd gone out on his bike™

“I'd boot him out of the eleven if 1
were skipper!” said  Vernon-Bmith.
“Cateh me letting a man play ducks
and drakes with the cricket just because
he's Marjorie Hazeldene's brother.”

Harry Wharton flushed angrily.

“Bhut up, Bmithy, old man!” mur-
mured Bob,

““Any other reason for letting Hazel
carry on as if he had the Remove eleven
in his pocket " gnee under.

“ Cheese it I said Nugent.

“The cheosefulness iz tha proper
caper, my esteemed Smithy!” said
Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh,  “Bpeech-
fulness is silvery, but silence is the bird
in the bush that saves a stitch in time,
as the English proverb remarks.”

That Knglish proverb evoked a
chuckle on the Remove landing, Only
Harry Wharton’s face remained grim.

He had made no answer to the
Bounder’s jeers, but he had a dia-
comfited feeling that there was a Eﬁﬂt
of truth in them. It was a fact that
Meariorie Hazeldene was coming over
from CHE House School the following
afterncon to see the cricket, and it
would undoubtedly have been a decp
disappointment to her to find her
braother dropped from tha eleven,

A cricket captain, of course, could not
be influenced by considerations of that
kind. Wharton had an uneasy feeling
that it influenced lam just a little.

All eyes turned on Hazeldene as he
reached the Removwe landing.
glanced at the group of juniors, as if
surprised by the gencral interest dis-
played in him. At same time, his
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ass, Smithy ¥
iz Remove.
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jnward asetisfaction, from whatever
cause, fairly bubbled in his smiling face.
“Backed s winner, old bean?? asked
Vernon-Bmith, with a laugh.
Hazel started, but he did not answer.
“Look here, Hazel, you cut the
practice,” said Horry Wharten, * What
the dickens do you mean by it "
“Oh, sorry " said Hazel. "I had to

go out. It's ell right, Wharton! I
shall be right as rain fo-morrow ! Top
of my form I”

“¥ou hadn’t to go out when the

racticea was fixed and posted in the

ag ! enapped the captsin of the
Remaove, :

“Wall, no good & man over-doing it
and meking himsel! stale, you know,”
said Hazel, "I want te fresh io-
morrow to play Higheliffe.”

Harry harton gave him a look.
That statement was ressonable enough
as far as 1t went—an over-keen cricketer
was quite liable to over-do it and gf'et
“stale.” But that was a matter for his
skipper to decide, and as his skipper
haj orderéd the practice it was for the
Neither,

men in the eleven to ph%; l.:fh
ad that been

it was perfectly clear,
Hazel's reason for cutting.

“You know better than your skipper—
what?” growled Johnny Bull. *“We all
turned up excepting you! Perhaps you
don’t need s0 much practice 8s we do.”

Hazel, a: a rule, was prompt to take
offence, and et most times that remark
would have been enough to draw a sulky
look to his face,

But at the present moment he was go
bubbling with happy satisfaction that it
seemed impossible to ruffie him, He
langhed.

“Oh, draw it nuld, Bull!” he said
good-humouredly. “I know I'm at the
up of the tail, and 1 shouldn’t be play-
‘ng at all if Toddy wasn't crocked. But
Tm at the top ﬂfv my form—such &3 it
1= 1™ he added.

“ Bmithy savs he would boot vou out
if he were skipper!” sniggered Billy
Bunter,

“Lucky for me Smithy isn't, then I”
taid Hazel, with undiminished good-
mmour.  “Look here, Wharton, I'm
soryy—really sorryt I meant to get
hack for the practice, but 1 had to wait
for somebody | I'll play up like the
ickens to-morrow—I'm aa keen as
mustard.”

The soft answer turncth away wrath.
Harry Wharton's brow cleared. Hazel
had aeted with his nsual mconsequence ;
but if ho was =orry, he was sorry, and
there was an end. Theve was no doubt
that he looked Bt enough—5ht and cheer-
ful and happy. Wharton, at the bottom
of hig heart, was glad not to have to
rag that particular member of his team,

“Oh, all right!” he saad. “ It can™
e helped now, anyhow. So long as you
don’t let ws down to-movrow——>"

“Bank on that!"” said Hazel cheerily.
“By gum, I'm feeling s if I could I?Ing
the game of my life, and then some [”

He walked on to his study, whistling,

The Famous Five glanced aflter him,
rather 1pu=zled by  his %ﬂ-::u] temper.
Lrenerally one word of faunlt-finding was
enough Hazel sulky and

defiant. ]
vou men,” said

to make

TTea in my siudy r
Beb Cherry, and the Famous Five went
ap the passage to Study No. 15

Billy Bunter followed them as far as
Study No. 8—Hazel's study. He blinked
into that apartment. Hazel's studymate,
Tom Brown, was not there; he was tea-
ing with Squiff, up the passage. Hazel
did not seem to have come in to tea.
Ha was walking about the study with
his hands in his pockets and a happy
grin on his faca, That extraordinary
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flow of high spirits, so far as Bunter
could zee, could enly mean & remittance.

1 say, old chap—" began the fat
Owl of the Remote.

Hazel glanced round at him.

“What do vou want, fathead ?” he
nsiced,

“I've been disappointed about =&
%ostal order, old fellow,” explained

unter, * If vou could lend s fellow
five bob—-"

“ Btony ! said Hazel laconically.

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at him
through his big spectacles. “IHaven't

you had a remittance 7"

“No, ass "

“What are you lecking o jelly
bucked about, then, you sillv ass?”
snapped Bunter.

And, without waiting for an answer,
the fat Ow! rolled off up the passage
to see what waa going 1in Study No, 13.

Hazel laughed.

A minute later another face looked in
st the door,

It was that of Herbert Vernon-Swmith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars. There was
& curious expression on the Bounder's
face &5 he scanned Hazel.

“"Zive it & name, old hean ! =and
Smithy. *Yhat on earth’s happened to
put you up in the stirrups like this?"”

“1 don’t mind telling you, Smithy,"”
said Hazel. ‘I shouldn’t mention it to
Wharton and his crowd, of ecourse.
What do you think of a gee-gea at three
to one—and thirty pounds to come ?”

“Gammon 1Y said the DBounder in-
credulonsly. “I guessed what you'd
beent at, of course. Butb it's rot! Yeou

i:an;t. spot winoers! Trying to pull my
a FH
azel chuckled.

“"Youwll see!” he =zaid gleefully.
“ After the cricket to-moyrow, I'm get-
ting over fo the Thres Fishers to collect
thirty quids from Bjll Lodgey.”

The Bounder whittled,

“Gratters, old secout!” he said,
“ Blesged if I should ever have believed
you'd pull it off | You've got no judg-
ment, no nerve, and no pluck ¥

“Thanks1" said Iazel sarcastically,
“ ¥ou make such a jolly good thing out
of it, don’t you?”

“No,” said the Bounder, *T1 don’i!
Nobody whe backs borses makes any-
thirg out of it; the bookies don't live
on losses! It's a silly mog's game, and
1 know that better than you do, as I've
been in deeper. If you've spotted a
winner, it was a sheer accident, and
won't happen twice [

“Onee is enough for me at three to
one, with a tenner on 1* Hazel chuckled.
“Never mind twice 1"

“Well, if vou've pulled it off, Lodgey
will pay,” snid the Bounder. * Blessed
1if I can understand him takin’ you on
to that tune, though, if the horse had
an earthly ] What horse was 1£?"

“Dusk of Dawn,™ answered Hazel,

The Bounder jumped.

“What the dooee do vou wean ? Dusk
of Dawn runs in the two o'clock at
Wapshot to-morrow! He hasn't rum
to-day ™

“I know that. I had to see Lodgey
and g:al: my money on this afterncon-—~
last chance,” said Hazel, “Ie'= a dead
cert—the surest snip over! Ile will
stmg]]r walk home to-maorrow [¥ -

The Bounder gazed at him, fairly
speechless.

Hazel's exuberant satisfaction had
given him the impression that the
scapegrace had, by some lucky chance,
backed a winner and had money to
collect. MNow he learned that it was a
cagoe of “great expectations.” That
winner had not run vet! Ile was not
due to run till Wednesday afternoon.
Hazel's exuberance was wholly founded
on the certainty that he had spotted &

winner at ihree to ane—which
remained to be proved.

“Mg hat ! gasped the Bounder at
last, ™ Aly only sumnmer hat 2

“Chance for you, Smithy,” =aul
Hazel. “I[ yvou could bag & phone, yeu
could get your maoney on. I dan’v mined
letling you have the tip.”

" Yes, I'll watch it 1" gasped Smnithy.
"I can see myzelf jumping to put money
on a gee at three to one, when Bill
Lodgey's willin® to take the odds!
Lodgey pays when he loses—but he takes
pretty goeod care not to lose ! You—
¥OU==you henlght.ed idiot | Ha, ha, ha |
You're crowin' to this tune because you
fapey vouw've spotted a threeto-one
winner ! Ila, ha, ha ¥

“0Oh, shut up ! snapped Hazel. *I
than't ask you to lend me the venner if
I lose, anyhow [

“"Ha, ha, ha! yelled the Bounder.

Have you done it on tick? th
crikey! Ha, ha, ha!” Vernon-Bmith
almost wept with merriment. " And you
fanoy—— Ha, ha, ha "

“Look here, I've had enougl of your
cheek, Vernon-8mith! Get out of my
study 1" exclaimed Hazel angrily.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Bounder.

ITe almost tottered away from Hazel's
study, and the sportsman of the Remove
tlammed the door after him,

ek

T

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Mauly’s Book-mark !

i I1 gad!” ejeaculated Lord
Mauleverer,
His lordship looked stavrled.

It was the following morn-
ing—in breask. There was a cheery
crowd in the school shop.

Break that morming was the end of
classes for the fortunate memibhers of 1he

move cleven. hen the rest of the
Remove went in for third school, the
cricketers were g:}ing to change and get
down to Little Side. For which reason
Bunter, and Bkinner, snd Sncop, and
other slackers, would have been glad for
cien to be ericketers.

Mauly was one of the fellons booked
for third school. His lordship could
play cricket when he liked, but he did
not often like. At & cricket match his
lazy lordship preferred o bag of
cherries to & bat. He was coming along
in the afternoon, to sit under a shady
trea and loock on. Now, In morning
break, he had amisbly invited the
ericketers to join him in ginger-pop——
which, on a8 hot June day, most of them
wera willing to do.

Billy Bunter, though not a cricketer,
wedged in for a share of the ginger-
pop, &nd added thereto a liberal su'%p]y
of jam roll, 8 few doughnuts, and &
dozem or so meringues—which ihe
ericketers could hardly venture to do.

Every man present was looking merry
and bright. A glorious summer’s day,
with a good cricket match coming, was
meore than enough to buck the herces of
the Remove. i i

Hazeldene had also his own special
reasons for happy satisfaction. 3o had
Bob Cherry, who was looking forwawd
to seeing Marjoria Hazeldene, and
hoped that hiz performance with the
willow would catch her eyes,

Lord Mauleverer, who was alwajys
happy when he saw happy faces about
him, was as merry and bright as any
fellow—till ho ran his hands into lis
pockets in search of something that wes
not, apparvently, there, and educuinted
“0Oh gad!” in tones of great dismay.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's thae
jolly old trouble, Mauly1” asked Bob
Cherry.



4 0L gad " repeated Mauly. “ Bother
Quelel 7 .

“What's the matter with Queleh1”
asked Ilarry Wharton, with a smile.
“Ile hasn't given you another dcten-
tiom i .

“h, not He's got my tenner |

i Eh "EJI

“What?"

“My esteemed Mauly—-m>

“What the dickens—"

All the juniors stared abt Lord Maule-
verer,

Excepting for the Bounder and Monty
Newland, Mauly was the only fellow 1
the Ilemove who ever possessed a
tenner. Alauly sometimes had several
of those usefnl articles.

Having as much money as he wanted,
and & little more, Blauly was rather

|

ecareless with it. He was alwaye Billy
Bunter's last resource when that fab
youth had bLeen disappointed about a
ostal order. Mauly had been known to
eave banknotes on hiz study table
under the inkstand, and even to use
them as book-marks. ‘There had been
quite & row in the Remove once when
g fiver tumbled out of Mauly's Latin
grammar under the astonished and
wrathfvul eyes of Me. Quelch.

It was against all rules for s junior
to0 have large sums of money. But
Mauleverer often forgot rules.

If Mauleverer had stated that he had
lost a tenner, or left it in his study,
nobody would have been surprised. But
hiz statement that Mre. Quelch had it
was rather surprising.

“Rlow 1” said Mauleverer. “I say,
gomebody will have to lend me some-
thin' to sauare this! TI'll settle when 1
get some money. I thought I had that
tonner in my pocket. It's all right. I
wrote to my uncle for some money when
I got down to that tenncr; it's bound
to come along goon.”

_"“
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“Ha, ha, ha "
“PDown to a tenner ™ was the very
edge of penury to Mauly.

“But what the dickens do you mean,
you a=3 1" asked Frapk Nugent. “How
cotild Fau think it was in your pocket
1f Quelch has it? And what the thump
13 Quelch doing ﬂ_n'itlgd}'m!r teniner

His lordship sighed.

“¥ou sep,- he bagged wy * Holiday
Annual * veslerday when Bob shoved it
in st the Form-roomn windew for me !
he explained.

“What the doore has that got to do
with it7* acked Vernon-Smith.

“Tt was in the book,” explained
Maulevarer, “ You see, I was readin’ it
in my skndy the other day, and I was
interrupted, and I stuck in the tenner

5

it! I shoulde't like it to be lost. 1
believe in bein’ careful with mones,”

"You do 1" gasped DBob.

"Yaas. Nunky is always tellin' me
to be careful with money, and I play up,
of course,’ said Lord Mauleverer inno-
cently. “I'm a careful chap in most
things, and specially with money."

“You call it careful io nse a ten:
E[mmﬂ. note as a bobk-mark!” asked

azel, grinning.

“Why nott” asked Mauly. “It was
the only thing handy at the moment. It
couldn’t get lost.  Bafer than in my
pocket, really, as I might have dropper
it I did drop a fiver once, and good-
ness only knows what became of it [

“¥You'd better go to Queleh. Mauly,
and ask him for 1f,” said Harry
YWharton.

it

o
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dene. “You jolly well deserve to lose
it if you used a fen-pound nole as a
book-mark ™

“Looks as if I shall get what 1
deserve, then!” aighed his lordship,
“gualch told me to ask him for that
‘Holiday Annual’ at the end of the
term | ‘That dashed tenner will
sticle in hiz study till then %

“ Fathead

“You blithering chump ! said Bob
Cherry. “DMean to say thore was a ten-
pound note sticking inside that * Holiday
Annual’ when I fetched it down from
vour study yesterday afternoon ™

dE Yﬂ“ﬁl” ;

“¥ou howling as=!" roored Bob.
“Suppose I'd shied it at some fellow?
I might haove t*

“Oh gad! Yeas, I suppose you might
have, 'That's the sort of fathead you
are, old chap.” said BMounleverer.
“ Lauecky you dian't, with the tenner in

have to
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Mr. Quelch gazed in astonishment as a * Holiday Annual ** suddenly appeared at the open window. Then a voice called
In from the open space : *‘ Buck up, Mauly ! Here's your book, old man I Don’t keep me walting here—I don’t want
Quelch to come along and spot me I ™

for a book-mark. I was goin' to take it
outb later, but 1 forgot.”

“Well, you silly ass!” =zaid Hazel-

“No fear!'" said his lordshi
promptly. “I've had jaws from Qnm]nﬂ
on that subject before.  He wouldu't
hand over the tenner. He would only
tell me 1t was too much for a Remove
fellow to carry about, and hand me u
long jaw., He miiht. get ratty sbout it
bein’ used as a book-marvk. He was that
time i the Form-room.™

“Are you going to leave it sticking
in that book in Quelch’s study till the
end of the term ?” howled Bob Cherry.

“Can't be helped. Safe there, ain’t
it ¥ gaid Mauleverer. “ Quelch doesn't
know it's there, and I can iell you I'm
not puitin® Iam wise! Might ask him
for the book back 1in a dav ar two, when
le's got over bein' shirty. His bark's
warse than his bite, you know. But just
at the moment I'm as etony as Bunter.”

*“Oh, really, Mavly—*

“Js Newland here? Oh, here you
are! Lend me a quid, Newland "

Monty Newland laughed, and lent
Mauly the required quid.

Relieved of his momentary financial
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difffculties, Lord Mauwleverer was able
to settle the account in the tuckshop,

after which ho dismizssed the matter en-
tirely from his noble mind.

The bell rang for third school, and
the crowd of juniovs streamed out of the
school shop.

Harry Wharton & Co. headed for the
changing-room; the rest of the orm for

the House.

Billy Bunter plucked at Lord Maul-
everer's sleeve as the juniors went in.

“I say, Mauly—"

“Yaasi” .

“ Queleh took that ‘ Holiday Annual?
to his study—"

“*¥Yaas" - i

“Where did he put it?”

Lord Mauleverer stared at the {fat
Owl for & moment, and then chuckled.

“Dunue,” he answered. " But may [
point out, old fat man, that it's my
tenner in that book, not yoursi”

“0h, really, Mauly! Il T like to take
the risk of getting it to oblige a pal—"
said Bunter warmly. e

“Veou're s fearfully obligin' fellow,
ain’t you, old fat hean?”

“Yos, old chap. You seg——"

“You'd really like to oblige me?”
asked Mauly.

" ¥ea, rather I

“Then oblige me by mindin’ your own
hkuosiness, old fetty, and leavin® that
‘ Holiday Annual’® alone!” zaid Lord
MMauleverer.

“* Beast 1

Lord Mauleverer chucliled, and went

into the Form-room.

Billy Bunter snorted as he followed
him in. Mauly might {fovget about that
tenner, and probably did in & few
minutes; but it lingered in Billy
Bunter's fat thoughts. )

If & devoted pal took the risk of re-
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capturing that tenner for Mauly, surely
the least that Mauly could do would Le
to shell out a little loan for that devoted
pal to tide him over till ho received a
postal  order he lad long been
expecting |

In third school that morning, Billy
Bunter was thinking much less about
the valuable instruction he was receiv-
ing from. Mr., Quelch than about that
tenner parked in the “ Holiday Anpual 2
i Guelch’s study.

o

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Good Man!

£ AST man in!”
Third =schogl was over, and
the Remove came out.

Mozt of the Form cut down
to Little S8ide at once to see how the
cricketers were getting on. ‘There were
plenty of keen ericketers in the Remove
as wal]l as the eleven selected men who
were playing Higheliffe. The Lower
Fourth were a numerous Form, and
could easily raise a twenty-two,

Peter Todd who would have been
playing but for a crocked wrist, headed
the rush. Mark Linley and Penfold,
Newland and Russell and Morgan, and
a dozen other fellows followed. Lord
Mauleverer ambled after them with s

raceful saunter, at a much mora
eisurely pace. Btill more leisurely was
the pace of William George Bunter,
heading in the same direction, fhough
it was not keenness on tlge great galne
of cricket that drew William George.

“ Ninety |* said Teoddy, reading the
score as he arrived. “Not bad, with &
jolly good man left out.”

“You flatter me, old hbeanl”

o Py i e LS g L R R T L e

gaid

aa

his

; staved round at him ond
grinnect. The jolly good man Peter had
been allading to had been P. Todd.

“Remove gobt first koock—what M
fald Ruszell. “Ninety! Nol co bad!
Hazel deve anything?  Dueck's ezgs
about "

“Lastt man 1n ™ satd Bolzover major.

“Well, I wish him luek,™ sard Ruszell.
“But Wharton was rallier sn ass 1o
etick him in 1Y

“I hear that Marjorie Hazeldene ia
coming over this afternocen to sce the
panie,” remarked Bolsover major, with
a znort. " That's why™

“Oh, rot!” zaid BRussell

“I =av, you fellows!” DBunier ralled
up, breathlezz.  *I say, where's Bob
Cherry? I want to speak to hun.”

“Fathead ! He'a ot the wickets,”
said Toddy.

“Oh blow ! eaid Bunter erossly.

Nine men of the Remove were ont.
Most of them had done faivly well,
especially the Bounder, who had
knocked up thirty out of the total of
ninety. Hiz chum Redwing was in ihe
team, and Reddy had added eight.
Harry Wharton had put up twenty. Lhe
Highcliffie men, in the field, were all
good men, and the Higheliffie bowling
was very good, especially the Cater-
illar's, Ninety was guite 2 good score
Fm.- the innings, and it was not over yet
—though most of the fellows did not ex-
ect it to last much longer, now that

azel was in, at the tip of the tail.

Bob Cherry, at the other end, was a
mighty smiter, and go far he had put
on ffteen, only lacking opportunity e
put on a good many more. But several
wickets had pone down rather fast since
Bob had come in., Given a good man
at the other end, Bob was capable of
deeds of derring-do, and he did not feel
fearfully cheered when Hazel came in—
probably taking the view, like most of
the fellows, that he would soon be * not
out,” with few, if any, added to his
nfteen. )

But Ifaze! was looking uncommonly
fit, and very keen and eager. lla was
at the top of his form—such as it was,
as he bad expressed it himself, _

The group of batsmen at the parilion
wateched him with interest—Harry
Wharton with hope, and the Bounder
with a rather sardonio grin.

Oply the Bounder knew why Hazel
was in such high feather, and his feeling
was & mingling of compassion and con-
tempt for the silly ass, as he regarded
him.

He had little doubt that Hazel's higI:
spirits would evaporata when
received news of the result of the two
a'clock that day st Wapshot, Luckily
lie was not likely to hear till aftar the
game. He was the fellow to crumple up
under bad news, N

Courtenay, the Higheliffia junidr cap-
tain, eent Yates on to bowl aspainit
Hazel. .

Yates was fanrly good, and a goad
many onlockers expected to see Hazel's
sticks go. To the general surprise and
satisfaction, Hazel knocked the bowling
all aver the field without even giving n
chance of a eateh, and added three two's
and then a three, that brought Bob to
the batting end,

Manty Newland  gravely
z .I':'L‘I':.i J x !1" .

Peter

over

“Good man!”  exclaimed Iarry
Wharton heartily. .
“Bravo, Hazell” shouted Dick

Russell heartily.

Russell had rather hoped for that
place in the eleven, which, perhaps,
had helped him to expect duck’s eggs
from Heazel. But he was glad to ece
the batsman putting paid to Higheliffe,

*Hazel's in jolly good form to-day '



remarked Frank Nogent, “It wasn't a
mistake to put him in, sfter all.”

Flarry Wharton laughed. Evidently
Nugent had doubted up to then. The
fact was that Hazel, for the last few
weeks, had been sticking hard to ericket,
and the captain of the Remove had felt
that he cught to have a show in a
maicit. IbE was true, at the BAIm: time,
that he was glad to let DMarjorie see ber
hrother playing for the Remove, Hazel
fiad been In & scrape early that term,
sipce when he had turned over a new
lcaf, and Wharton was glad to see that
it remained turned. He would not have
felt so satisfied about that had he konown
what the Bounder knew.

Bob Chorry stopped the bowling for
the rezt of the over. Then the Cater-
piflar went on to bowl to Hazel.

Rupert de Courcy was the most dan-
gerous bowler in the Higheliffe side, and
few UCreyfriars men expected to sco
Haze] live through that over.

But cven the Caterpillar failed to
touch iz “sticks,” and the over gave
the batsman eight. :

“Br gum !* gaid the Bounder, with a
whistle, when the field crossed. * That
chap would make a cricketer if he stuck

o ‘It.”

“He's sticking te it all right!™ said
Harry Wharton, with a smile.

“The stickfulness is terrific
marked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“TUp one minute, down ancther!” he
gaid. “ All right so long 83 he's full of
beanz. I wouldn't play him,"

Harry Wharton made no reply to
that. Fe counld not help feeling that
Smithy was, perhaps, right. Hazel, at
his best, was very good, snd he was at
his best now., But there was no_doubt
that his quality was very umecertain.

However, at the moment, all was well.
Seldom, or mnever, had Marjorie's
brother been secen in such form. His
inward satisfaction, whatever the cause,
Luoyed him up, and gave him that feel-
ing of being master of the game, which
was worth much to & batsman.

Over followed over, and Hazel was
still going strong—with twenty—twenty-
four—twenty-eight—then thirty to his
credit. His score equalled the Bounder's
now, and eso far Smithy's had been the
best,

Bob Cherry, rather to his surprise,
found himself playing second fiddle to a
fellow whom En- rather regarded as a
“rabbit ¥ at the game. ut tuns for
Greviriars were runs for _E‘rﬂgfnats,
and Bob was cheery and satishied.

Harry Wharton’s face was very
hright—especially when Hazel's score
topped the BDounder’s by two., He knew
that idgmd many fellows in the Remove
fancied that Hazel had been picked not
wholly on his merits as a ericketer. The
Bounder sneered openly on the subject.
Skinner raised & laugh in the Rag
by sadly regretting that he hadn't s
sister Marjoris, in which case he would
have had a chance in the cricket,
Hazel's innings sgainst Higheliffe was a
convincing answer tu that kind of thing.

Smithy could hardly continue to sneer,
after Hazel had topped his own score,
the highest in the innings. The board
was showing quite imposing figures now
for a junior match.

Bol Cherry's fear of being “nat out ”
in a few minofes, with Hazel at the
otuer end, proved unfounded—in a not
wholly agreecable way., For tha Cater-
piliar. in the field, caught Bob—and it
was Flazel who was “not out.”

By that time Bob had added eight to
his fftcen, and Elaze] had put on thirty-
six] The score, which had been at 80
when the Remove came ouf of Form,
stood at 1M —which every fellow present

™" ope-
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agreed that the Higheliffians would find
it hard to beat.

Hazel's face was flushed and his ~ves
bright as he came off. He received
quite an ovation at the pavilion.

“{iood man!” said Johnny Bull.

“Jolly good, old chap!” said Harry
Wharton, and he gave Hazel a smack
on the shoulder, *“Just what we
wanted! I've never seen yvou so good!”

MTopping, old bean!” said Frank

MNugent, )
“The toplulness terrifie, my
esteemied and  ridiculows  Hazel!”

declared Hurree Jamset Ram Eingflta.d
E a

*
13

M Best of ‘the bunch!” said Tom
wmﬁ heartily. ]

“Lrratters, old man!™ said the
Bounder, with his inevitable touch of
sarcasin.,  “Ieep that up till we're
tllmugh." Which  indicated  the
Bounder's opinion that Hazel probably
wouldn't keep it up.

The innings was over in time for
lunch, which was the school dinner.

As the cricketers went off, in cheery
bunehes, Billr Bunter wedged in and
gave Bob Chercy & jab in the rnibs from
s fat, grubby thumb.

“T sav, Bob—" he exclaimed.

“Don’t puncture me, you fat por
poise|” gasped Bob, “What the thump
do you want, image "

“I say, I hear that you went to

GQuelch’s studr vesterday, when he
bagged that °‘Holiday Annual’ of
Mauly'g—

“Eh—what? Yes! Why? Don't
bother [

"But I say, where did Quelch put it ?"
“What the dickens! In his boolease!

Raoll off ¥

“But he's got two or three! Which
one "

“h, bother!*

“Which one, old chap?” gasped

Bunter. “1 say, Mauly wants to know.”

“The one with the glass doors!™
answered Bob, as he shook off Eilly
Bunter, and walked on to the FHouse
with the crowd of ericketers,

Half & dozen of the Remove cricketers
who bad heatd Bumter's anxzious ques
tions, Elnnﬂad at him, and some of them
grinned. :

“You fat ass!” said Hazel. *Quelch
will scalp vou 1if he catches you n his
study! You'd better leave MAlauly's
banknote alone.”

“Oh, really, Hazel—"

“Somebody had better tip Meuly that
Bunter's inguirin’ after that *‘ Holiday
Annual ' grinned the Bounder.
“Locks to me as if his tenner won't be
thers at the end of the term 1™

“{h, really, Smithy—>"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Billy Bunter rolled awav. Hea knew
now where to lay his fat hands on that
* Holiday Annual.” Queleh often went
out for & walk on a half-holiday. If he
took one of his walks abroad on this

articular Wednesday afternoon, Billy
%untar wae likely to be too busily occu-

ied to have time to encourage the
E,emava ericketers with his distinguishoed
presence on Little Side.

p— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Going Strong !

RANE COURTENAY and the
EElE:I]_'lPi”BI‘ opened the innings
for Higheliffe after lunch.

Harry Wharton & Co. took the
field; and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
went on to bowl the first over.

Most of the Remove were gathered on
Little Side now, school being over for
the day. Lord Mauleverer had a deck-
chair under & shady tree, and & bag of
cherries—from which other fellows

his easy-going

i

helped themselves mora liberally than
lordship. Mauly looked
too lazy to stir—almest too lazy to live;
but when two graceful figures appeared
in the distance, Mauly detached himself
from the deckchair and shot away
towerds them with iraat activity.

The Remove cricketers being in the
ficld, were unable to Lestow on the fair
visitors the polite attentions that they
would otherwise have been happy to
bestow. But Mauly did the honours
with affable %-n_tca. He arrived st the
fa‘nlmm walking between Marjorie
Iazeldene and Clars Trevlyn, and
found them scats, and stood by them
with a polite attention,

Bob Imrrli? in the field, gave a quick
glance round, and bestowed a cheery
grin on the Clif House girls.

Marjorie gave him & smile, but her
eyes fixéd on her brother, and her face
was very bright. Hezel looked fit and
cheerful, and was evidently enjosing the

ame. DMoreover, it waa easy to sece that

¢ was on the best of terms with the
other cricketers—and that was a relicf
toe Marjorie's mind.
long as-Hazel was keen on cricket
and on friendly terms with the Famous
Five, he was safe from the dinﬂ' ncmfe*a
into which he was only too likely to fall
—and which came Hazel's waf almost as
regularly as clockwork. At least, so it
scemed to Marjorie, little guessing what
was in her brother’s mind,

Now that it was past two o'clock,
Hazel's thoughts turned, at moments, on
that surest of enips, Dusk of Dawn, run-
ning in the twa o'clock at Wapshot.

But his thoughts turned on that *gee-

ce” with cheery, hopeful confidence.

o was sure of getting good news that
afternoon. The thought of the dazzling
siim he was to receive from Bill Lodgey
exhilarated Hazel,

“¥our brother's done jolly well for
the school, Miss Hazeldene |” remarked
Lord Mauleverer casually. Mauly hiked
gaying pleasant, agreeable things; and
this was a chance not to be lost.

“Really 1" asked Marjorie, with the
brightest of smilea.

“Thirty-six in t{m inningst”  said
Mauleverer. “That's six better thay
the next best—Smithy made 30.%

“0Oh, my hat!” said Clara Trevlyn.
evidently surprised. Hazel had never
impressed Marjorie's chum as a great
man at games.

“I hEﬁE‘-’H Wharton's given him a
ghove up the list 1™ went on Mauleverer.
“Ho went on last for the first knock, but

hear thet he’s been promoted.”

“I'm so glad!” said Marjorie simply.
®Yaas—Hazel's astonishin’ the natives
to-day !” said the amiable WManly.
“You'll see him makin’ the fur fly when
we bat again, I heard Wharton talkin’
about openin’ the innings with him."”

“They're giving him the bowling!”
said a voice behind the chairs—that of
Peter Tedd, *“"Well, one over won't

for

hurt.”
Highelifte ™
Bolzover major,

“ Present

*Bhut up, you ass!” said Dieck Russell
hastily, indicating the Cliff House girls
in the chaira. And Bolsover major shut

sonl

up.
pﬂ!n ra smiled. Marjorie's face was ex-
ressionless,  Lord lifaulemrer turnedd
1{5 lead and gave Bolsover a petrifving
glare.
Hezel had been given the ball, to take
an over against Courtenay. He wasz n
d change Lowler on his day, and

Wharton was  evidently under the
impression that this was his day!
He was right, as it proved. Few

fellows expected fo see Hazel make any

impression on the junior ecaptain of

Higheliffe. But Iazel seemed bent on
Tra: Macrer Lipeary.—No, 1,58
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astonizhing the natives, 2s Lord Alaule-
verer axpressed ik,

There was o sudden roar:

“How's that”

“Oh, my hat1” yelled Peter Todd.

“{iroat flp * pasped Bolsover major.

Frash Courtenay was looking at &
wrecked wicket! There was a roar all
aver the field,

“Well howled 17

“Good man 1™

“Brave, Hazel |”

The IHigheliffe man was out! He
came back to the pavilion, and joined
the waiting Hiphelifhans there,

=Smithszon went on,

“HBy gad,” :ad Lord Mauleverer,
with a chuckle, “your brother's a
prize-packet to-day, Miss Hazeldene!
That’s the MHighcliffie skipper he's
turned out”

“Ob, my hat!” said Miss Clara
again,

Marjorie smiled,

It was a sheer pleasure to her to s¢e
Ilazcl, =0 often a moody slacker, dis-
ttnguishing himself in a big game, &nd
to hear his name ring over the field,
coupled with cheers,

azel had plenty of attention from
the Remove crowd after that.

All the Formny, with only three excep-
tions, were watching the game,
Skinner and Sncop and Dunter wers
not there, and were not missed. Hob-
son & Co. of the Shell, and Temple,
Dabtiey & Co. of the Fourth had coma
along to watch, and even Wingate of
the Hixth, the captein of Greyiriars;
wiks seen iuc&hmg‘ cn for s time,

The Remove were o junior team;
kut their cricket was always worth
watching. Highcliffe fellows began to
arrive 1n twos and threes during the
gfternoon, and the crowd thickened.

But the IHigheliffe fellows did not
find the pesilion very encouraging. Ib
waz clear that Higheliffe were not
going to draw level 1 that innings.

It ended st 83, which left o very
handzome margin in favour of the
Creviviars team.

The Famons IMive made for the chairs
where the Cliff House girles sat as soon
as the feld came off.

Itazel came with them: bub after a
few minutes, he rlipped away from the
ecrowd.,  Marjorie's glance followed
hiin, and she saw the Bounder join
him as he went towards the House,

“ My brother seems to have done well
to-day, Harry,” Marjorie remarked,
with a happy smile,

“Topping 1" eaid Harry, " Biggoest
Frore 1n our mnings. And I suppose
vou saw him take Courtenay's wicket.
He's g_uing in first for our second
knock.”

“The topfulness of
Hazcl’'s  ericket on  this
nceasion 18 truly  terrifie”
ITurree Jamszet Ram Singh.

-:at.rn_:r-.p'led
EQSPciomng
declaved

the

“Not  to snﬁ.r Eﬂ*ps}stemus and
ludicrons,” added Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha. hal”

*Anvbody =ay lemonade?” asked

Lord Mauleverer.

Quite & Jot of fellows said lemonade,

There was a cheery buzz of conversa-
tion at the pavilion befora the Grey-
friars fellows preparved for their second
inmmings. It was half-past three now,
ard there was plenty of time to bat
hefore tea. Bome of the fellows won-
dered why Hazel had taken himself
off. It would have been more like
him to enjoy his triumgh, for there
was no doubt that he had done the
best of the Remove team, so far. Dut
e had dizappeared.

Only the Bounder guessed why he
was gone; and the Bounder had fol-
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lowed, him, and overtaken hun hefore
he reached the House.

There was a sardonie gvin on
“mithy's face as be touched Hazel on
the arm.

“Wash 1t out, old man]" he said.

HMazel glanced vound at him  im-
pationi]y,

“What do you want!” he ruttered,
“"I'va no time to waste. Wharton's
told me that I open the second innings
with him,"

“Don't waste any, ithen,” said
Smithy. “Laock here, Hazel, you're
doing remarkably well to-day—hetter
than any fellow expected of you~—>

“I= that what's worrying vou 7" asked
Hazel, with a sneer. * You don't like
another fellow put ahead of you on the
batting list.”

“Don’t be & fool 1" zaid the Bounder
sharply. “You're not & man I should
play in 8 game like this, if 1 were
skipper: but I'm glad to see you doing
=0 well for your side. Don't spoil it.
You van wait for Fyour news from
“’n}pﬁhﬂt till after the pame”

Hazel coloured.

“What the thump do you mean?” he
snapped. “Can't you mind your own
bizney, Vernon-Smith 7"

“This is my business, and the busi-
ness of every man in the team," said
the Bounder. “Mean to say that
vou're not going in to pinch a plone,
and get the result of the two o'clock
at Wapshot 1"

“Hopposs I am ! snapped Hazel.
o Wl_gat. the thump has it got to do with
you

“Lots] Wharton’s fool enough to
%TEF you for Gresfriars, because yvou'ra
...Iar_'}arie Hazeldene's brother, and if
you let us down——"

“You cheeky fool!” said Hazel, be-
tween his teeth. “I've beaten you, so
far, at any ratal I made six more
than you in our innings, and I sent
Courtenay out, which vou couldn’t have
done in a mooth of Sundays. I made
iwo catches in the field—how many did
yvou make?"”

“One,” said Vernon-Smith quietly.
“I'm not st top-motch to-day. ¥ou
mre. I want to seo vou keep it up.
Don't be & fool, Hazel! Wharton’s re-
Iving on you! Do vou want to let
him down? Your sisler's watching the
gaine, as pleascd as Punch to see vou
getting the hands.  Stick to cricket,
and leave everything else till after-
wards, "

“What difference will it make, you
fathead !’ snapped Hazel. "I fixed it
up with Lodgey to phone him to get
the result. I know it in advance, if
you come fo that; but a fellow wants
to be sure. I know Prout's gone out
with Capper this afterngon, and I ean
pat  his thne. Why the dickens
shouldn’g I7%

0k, you're a born fool [ enarled
the Bounder. “If you hear that your
horse has won, you'll come back walk-
ing on air. Suppose you hear that he’s
lost ¥

Hazel gave him a bitter, evil look.
The mere supgestion that his horze had
Iost was enough to blanch the colour
in his choeks.

“You rotter!” he said, between his
teeth. “You cad! You'd like to make
me feel rotten, wouldn't you, and muck
up my cricket, becanse I've put you

in the shade to-day? Tou'ra a pretty
thorough rotter, Vernon-Smith! Leave
me alone |

Hazel tramped savagely into the
House,

i Tlliw Bounder steod still, breathing
ard.
Hazel's hasty words wera quite un-

just. Tt was true that the Bounder did
not like {o be outshone—at cricket, or
anything else. But he was thinkin
of the game, and of the result on Haze
if he got bad news from Wapshot.
Only toe well he Lknew that the
wretched scapegrace could not aford
to lose sach suma as he had staked.
And he knew, too, how litile likely it
was that Hazel would hear that his
horse had won. Vernon-Smith fully
cxpected to see Hazel come back, after
that telephone call, crumpled up.

But he had dome all that he could.
He walked back to the cricket field
with & moody brow. He joined the
cheery crowd gathered round the chairs
of the Clif House girls, and zmiled
sarcastically as he heard the name of

azel again and again. As soon as
he could, he drew Harry Wharton
astde, and spoke to him in a low voice.

"You're startin® our knock with
Hazel 7" hea asked.

*Yes,” answered Harry. “He's in
tremendous  form, Smithy, If I'd

known what to expect, I shouldn’t have
left him &t the end of the tail fast
time.”

“Well, look here, don"t be in a
hurey,” said Smithy., * Watch his faca
when he comes back, and think
again,”
h'ThE captain of the Remove stared at

im.

“What the dickens do you mean,
Smithy ' he esked,

“I mean exactly what I say! You
don't npeed tellin’, I suppose, that
chuckin' away a wicket isn’t the best
stvle of startin' an innings?™

“What rot! Hazel's at the top of
hia form1®  Harry Wharton smiled,
" Y?—!I‘Im atill thirdd on the ]liat, Smithy."

“I'l get my pada on early |" soapped
the Bounder. "I fancy I shan't Irn:’a.*l'm
te wait long.'”

“Rot, old man!"” said the captain
of the Remove cheerily; and he turned
back to the Clif House group.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Knocked Ower !

T AZEL 1*
“Where's Hazel #*
“Sean Hazel '’

The Higheliffa men were
in the ficld. Harry YWharton was read
to go on and open the innings, wi
Hazoeldena at the other end. Heazel
had been as keon as mustard when the
captain of the Remove fold him that
he was put up the list. Now, however,
he was not to be seen,

He had beon seen to clear off to the
House after the Higholiffe innings,
Now that Greyfriars were ready to
takke their =econd knock, he was not to
ba seen.

Three or four fellows called his nama,
and locked round for him. Marjorie
rosa from her chair and looked. Misa
Clara murmured “3lacker * under her
breath, taking care that Marjorie did
not hear. 2o far as Clara had obzerved
her chum’s brother, he scemed &
slacker, and a good deal of a waster.
And Clara did not suppose that he had
changed much.

The naﬁutnin of the RPemove, surprized
and a little irritated, waited, and
looked round. It wasz vot the Remove
way to keep the field waiting. Whar-
ton had slways had his foot down on
the system of dowdling to and from
wickets. But Hazel was not on view,

Five or ex fellows cut off to tha
House, in which direction 1fazel had
lzst been seen straying,



Hazeldene's face was flushed as he came off the cricket field. He recelved qulie an ovation at the pavilion.
* Jolly good, old man ! ** said Harry Wharton,

sald Johnny Bull.

Vernon-S8mith waited, with a sar-
castic sneer on his face, Hazel had
had time to get to Prout's phone, and
get away again. And this delay meant
only one thing to the Bounder. The
pilly ats had had a knock, and gone
down under it.

Had he received good news over the

hone, he would have come sailing

ack to the cricket field, merry and
bright, walking on air, as Smithy hed
stid. No doubt, in that case, he would
bave cFona on, and done a3 well in the
gecond innings ss in the first,

But a fall from the heights of optim-
ism to the deepest depths of pessimisin
was certain fto work a tremendons
change in a fellow like Hazel.

Smithy axﬁ-mtqd to see him. when he
did appear, looking like a deflated gas-
bag, and he was angrily contemptuous.
Smithy was rather & “bad hat" him-
self, but he would have scorned the idea
of sllowing good or bad fortune in his
sporting epeculations to affect his nerve
or his egquanimity, and especially his
form in o cricket match. DBut Hazel
was made of weszker stuff.

“Hallo, hallo. hallo ! Here he comes 17
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Poter Todd, who had gone to look for
Hazel, came back to the field, with the
missing batsman in hiz company.

Hazel did not appear te be coming
"r'Eﬁ willingly.

e Bounder’s sneer as he looked at
him becume more pronounced.

If ever a fellow looked as if he had
“taken the knock"™ Hazel did. Obwi-
ously he had received bad news over the
phone from Wapshot.

What else he could have expected wasa
rather & mystery to the Bounder. Eill
Lodgey was not the man to run many

riska of having to pay over such s sum
as thirty pounds to his dupe. If Dusk
of Dawn had had & chance of getting

homae. it must have been a very remote
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one. But Hazel had banked on it as a
cortainty—with unbounded <conhidence.
It was a dead cert—the surest of snips—
and up to the last moment the wretched
punter had not doubted. Now, the
Bounder knew, he had learned the
worst, instead of the best—and, a3
Smithy had fully expected would be the
caze, it had knoecked him completely
over.

He came back to the cricket field
with dragging steps, all the brightpess
gone from his face, and the colonr from
hiz cheeks. .

He looked as if he came unwillihgly—
as if, in the crushing disaster and dis-
appointment that had fallen on him, he
cared nothing for the ericket mateh, and
would have been ready to throw 1t over.

That, however, was scarcely practic-
able 1f the wretched fellow had
thought of it. He came.

Only Bmithy knew the [acts, but a
good many fellows noticed that_there
was something amiss with Hazel
Indecd, any fellow who looked at hum
conld hard{}' fail to sec it; it almost
leaped to the eve.

Smithy saw the bright look on Mar-
joric Hazeldene's face change. She had
noticed at once the change in her
brother. He saw Clara Trevlyn's lip
eirl, too. Clara had been surprised to
see Hazel playing up like a first.class
cricketer. She was not surprised to sce
him with 2 moody, hangdog look.

“Waiting for_you, Hazel, old man!”
said Harry Wharton. Remembering
what the Bounder had said ten minufes
ago, he gave Hazel a curious look.
“ Anything the maiter?” he added.

“What should bhe the matler?”
Silﬂjlﬂ]f'd Hazel, “ What do vou mean 2™

Whartan started and looked at him
more sharply.

That answer was gquite in the old
sulky style he knew so well, and quite
Aiffcrent from Hazel's manner that day

“ Just what we wanted !

“Goodman ! ™
1've never se¢n you sa good ! "

ao far. For some reason—a mysiery lo
Wharton—Hazel, hitherto fit as a hddle,
clieery, and conhdent, had suddenly re-
lapsed into peevish nerves and evil,
sullen temper.,

The captain of the Remove breathed

rather hard, but he answered gquietly.
“Wall, got your pads on, Hazel:
we're ready.”
nsked Bob

"Feelinpi_ fit, old mant”
{therr:-', a little concerned by the expres-
sion on Hazel's face,

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Hazel.
“Why shouldn’t I be fit ¥2

Rob stared.

“Been polishing up your manners?™
he asked.

“Shut up 1

Bobb did not  answer that, ss it
occurred to him that_ Marjorie conld
hear what was said. But for that cir-
cumstance, his answer would probably
have been very emphatie.

Hazel slouched out to the wicket.

* What's the matter with the chap?”
asked Bussell. “Why the dickens is
Iazel looking like e punciured tyre¥”

“Goodness knows ! said Toddy., *1
found lim in the House, looking as i
he were going to be hanged. He said
there was nothing the matter.

“Looks as if there is. Touch aof the
sun, perhaps,’’ said Russell, " Fapgped
aonk verv lhikelv; Iazel's nobt the man
for a stiff game.”

“He looked all right a quarter of an
honr ago.”

“He doesn't now,™

“By gam, le doesn’t !

The Bounder watched Hazel with a
hitter sneer. Ele had told the ecaptain
of the Remove that if he were skipper
he would never play Hazel in an 1m-
portant  fixture. Ele fanecied that
Whavton wonld soon come to the samn
apinion. What was the use of a man
vwho had flashea of quality, and was
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1
linhle to geter out like an expended
Bquib ¥ mitany know before it hap-
happen to

gmﬂd what was @oing to
azel's wicket,

It was not long in coming.

Harry Whartonu took the Hiret over
from the Caterpillar; be knocked away
the first ball for 3.

That brought Hazel to the batting
end, to face ulperli de Courey.

The Catevpillar, _remembering how
Hazel had shaped in the first innings,
garepg.red io put all he koew into the

wling, But he need not have taken
the trouble. A Second Form fag could
have bowled Hazeldene without exert-
ing himself very much. He stood at
the wicket like s sack of coke, as
soveral fellows described it, and pre-
bably did pot even zee the ball that
uprooted his middla stump.

:: Hmi:f. thas 1"’

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“The rotten fooll” breathe
Bounder. . i
Hazel came off. o cbviously carving
not & bean for the fact that his wicket.
had gone down that fellows starcd ab
him, pot pleasantly. Only the Bounder
knew of the weight that was on the
wratched fellow's mind, the ulter dis
may &nd misery that made cricket
appeatr to him at the moment mers

fooling_end trifling. :

The Bounder was ready to go in, and
he passed Hazel coming out.

“%uu rotten curl' he enid In a low
voice 28 he passed:

Hazel gave him a scowl and tramped
on to the pavilion.
1th the

the

vacant

Vernon- went to
wicket, .

Hazel came to the pavilion, but
turned away at once: and Mavjerie

oalled ta hum. Ha did not seem to hear
her voico. He pitched down his bat,
rhoved his hands deep into the pockels
of his flannels, and tramped away aizel
disappesared.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Tries It On!

& SAY, vou fellows, seen Queleh ™
Skinner and Snoop prinned.
Bil Bunter that afternoon
was keenly interested in the
mavements of his Form-masier.

BMost of the Remove knew why, if
they had taken the trouble to think
about Bunter at all that afterncan,

Tha fat Owls designs on  fhat
*Holiday Annual” parked in the Re-
move macter's study were pretiy well
Enown,

Lord Mauleverer had dizmizsed the
volume, and the oxtremely +valuable
hook-mark it contained from his noble
mind.  Queleh might let him hava the
book back in a few days; otherwise it
would remain in Quelch’s bookease till
the end of the term. In either case,
Mauly's calm equanimity was quite un-
disturbed. But 1t was not such s trifling
matier to William George Bunter.

If Mauly could afford te regard ten
pound notes with superb indiffererce,
William George Bunter couldn't,

DBunter was going to recapture that
tenner if he could. Having performed
that valuable service for his lordship,
hae was going to borrow something out
of it. Buch a service was, Dunter eon-
sidered. worth at least a loan of ten bLob
till & ifellow’s postal order came,

But it was very important to make
cure that Quelch was absent when ho
dropped into bis study to root through
that 'fHeliday Annual ¥ far the haok-
mark.

Twice that afternoon Bunter had
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tapped at Q]uelch*a docr and looked in.
Each time he had hoped to Hmd that

Quelch had goue out, es he very often
did on_a half-holiday. Each time he
found AMr., Quelel there: each tune,
therefore, he had to invent an excusc
for having looked n.

Bunter hag lines on hand-—as ke very
often had. So his first visit was ox-
Flﬂ.il‘lﬁd away by a reqiest to leave his
ines till the inorrow—a request that was
refuzed. O his second visit Mr. Quelch
naturally expeeted to see hiz lines—but
Bunter was not thinking of lines. The
ainly exense ho could think of was to ask
E"Iriatthh the (ime, to set his watch
right.

g'hi.!t sven Dunter realised was rather
thin. Ha could rre that Quelch gave
him a very suspicions look, though ha
kindly told him the time.

A third visit Dunter dared not pay—
at least, without his lines as a good
nxcuse. It was guite likely that Quelch
hy that time suepected that he was en-
tertaining some design on the swdy—
somo sort of & rag. Bo Bunter went up
to the Hemove to write his lines.

He had a hundred to write, By the
time he had written twenty he was
fed-up with thoe lines end took a rest;
then Ekinner and Snoop come wp the
passage.

The slockers of the Remove were not
interested in what was going on on
Little Bide. They were coming up to
their study for a smoke, but they
stopped and grinned as Iuater shot
that question at them from the open
doorway of Study No. T.

The fat Owl rozn from the table, drop-
ping hiz pen.  Getting hiz linez done
was a last resource It wna half an
hour since his sccond enll on Queleh,
and very likely the beast had gone out—
in which ecaze, the fat Owl could venture
fo harge into lis study unprovided with
lincs as an excuse

“Queleh ¥ repeated Skinner, with a
wink at Bnoop, nwobserved by the fat
UOwl “¥es what about Qu{:]{!}{?”

“Soon him po onl?” psked DBuontfer

eagerly.
" ¥Yeu!” answered Bkinner, with a2
nod,
“0Oh, pool! Bure?” asked Dunter.
“Quite! He passed us, going down

in the gates,” answered Skirner, ™ What
o you want Queleh for, old fat bean "

“0h, nothing ! said Bonter. " I'm
not going to his study, or anything!
I—1I only just wanied to know if e was
about, that's all” ;

Gladly leaving his lines  unfinizhed,
the fat Owl mlﬁ;:l away down the Re-
move paseage 1o the stairs.

Skinner gazed after him as ha went,
and turned to Snoop, as ithe fab juniov
disappearad.

“Think Dunter fancred from what 1
saidd, that Queleh has gone ont  this
afternoon, Snoopey 7 he inguived,

“iort of 17 giggled Snoop.

“1 never said so,” argued Skinner.
“ 1 told him I'd seen Quelch. So I have,
lots of times! I iold him T'd scen him
go oui—so I have, umpteen times [

told him Quelch éﬂ;&&ad us, going down
he did—yestevday

o tha gatesl]
afternocon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Snoop.

“Think Bunter fanecied I meant fhis
afternoon?” asked Bkinner. "1 cor-
tainly never said so. Slill, oz he said
e wasn't going to hie study, no harm
tlone, what 1"

i Hﬂ.. i"lﬂ-, h‘ﬂ-i”

And the two young rascals went on
their way, chortling.

Billy Bunter, happily unaware thaot
hia fat leg had been Eﬂlled, and cer-
tainly never dreaming that Skinner had
been referring to Alr. Quelch's move-

ments on earlier oceasions, rolled cheers
fully off to Masters' Studies,

Quelch being out—as Bunier suppased
—it was all right! The coast was clear!
No need to have an excuse ready this
time |

He had learned just where that
“Holiday Annual” was—in the book-
case with glass doors. ‘To whip into the
etudy, whip to that bookease, and grab
the " Holiday Annual,” was the work of
a moment. To turn the book-mark out
of it would not ﬂeculgv many moments.
To replace the " Holiday Annual,” and
pPop out of the study, another moement
ot two! Nothing could be simpler or
easier—Mr. Quelch being absent |

Billy Bunter lost no time!

And so it came about that Henry
Sarauel Queleh had quite a startling
surprise that afternoon.

Sitting by his study window, with =
sheaf o En‘pers on his knee, Ar. Queleh
was marking thoso papers, and at the
aame time enjoying the sunshine and
the baimy breeze from the open spaces,

His study door opened suddenly,
without a knock.

Quelch stared round.

He stared petrified.

A fat figuro bolted into the study, and
without even & blink towards Guelch,
shot ecross to tha bookease.

Too amazed to move, or to speak, for
the moment, Mz, Quelch stared at tliat
member of his Form.

Twice already Billy Bunter had
barged into his study that afternoon.
The second visit had made Quelch sus-
picious. He suspected that Bunter was
trying to aszcertain whether he had gone
out, with some sort of surreptitious
design on his quarters.

Now he had proof of it. Bunter, a
parently, fancied he had gone. @
would hardly have acted like this, had
he known that Quelch was present,
sitting with gimlet eyes fixed on him
across tho =tudy.

Bunter, his back to Quelch, grabbed
open the door of the kcase. He
blinked along rows of books, in szearch
af that entrencing ublication, the
“Iloliday Anwual.® He spotted it.

He grabbed it

Then Mr. Quelech woke, as it were,
from his trance of amazement. e rose
iram his chair, stepped to the table, and
picked up the cane. He stepped towards
LDilly Buater, the cane in the air |

Bunter's fut fingers wera on the
*Heliday Annnal,” Another moment,
nnd he would have jerked the volume
fFrom the shelf.

At that moment, 1he cane came down
acrosa his shoulders with a erack like &
pistol-shot !

Whhelk |

Bunter bonnded.

A wilid rozr wolre {he echoes of Mr.
Cheloh’s =ty

* Yarooonh

Bunter’s {af fingers velinquished the
“Tlaliday Annaal.” Ye revelved on his

axiq, blinking in startled tervor at his
ormoanaster. The ghost of Henry
Samuel  Quelclh could  bardly  have

slartled him more.

Tho gimlet eyes plittered at him.
They almozl Loved inte the startled and
terrified Owl,

“HBuooler I thundered Ar. Queleh,

" h 1" %Mpeﬂ Bunter. “Oh crikey|”

“"You have dared,” thundered 'the
Remove maszter, “wvou have dared to
enter my study, to abstract & volume
confiseated—"

HOh, nol” stuttered Bunter. " J—I
didn't, sir- -1 mean, 1 wasn’tl That is,
I—1 wouldn’t! Oh

I—I never did!
erikey 1™
Me. %ur:lch swished the cane.
“Bend over that chair, . Bunter [*
“]—I say, sir, I—

never knew you



wore here ¥ groaned Bunter. "I-—I
mean, never came to—to—to~I
mean, [—1 wasn't—="

“Bend over at once, Bunter ¥

“Oh crumbsa !

“Whack, whack., whack,
whack |

The hapless Owl roared.
hIl:"[ir. Queleh laid it on hard—very

ard ]

That " Holidey Annual” had been
confiscated, for a very serious mnfraction
of tho rules. Under his very eyes, a
boy of his Form had entered the study
to take it away again—setting his
Form-master’s authority at naught!

Mr. Quelch was bent on impressing
upon Billy Bunter's mind that a Form-
master’s authority was not to be lightly
disregarded. Certainly he had not the
remotest idea of Bunter’s real object.
Nut he had seen him claw Mauleverer's
“Holiday Annual® from the bookcase,
and that was encugh.

The whacks of the cane came down
fast, and they came down hard.

“ Now, Bunter—"" said Mr. Quelch,
when he had finished.

“ Yow-gw-ow-ow-ow 1" -

“If vou should dare to repeat this
action, Bunter, I shall punish you much
more severely.”

“ Doooh-ooh—ooop 1™

“Go!” rapped Mr. Quelch.

Dunter went.

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane, closed
the bookease door, and resumed his seat
at the window, and his sheaf of papers,
He dismissed the matter from his mind.

It was not so easy for Billy Bunter to

whack,

dismiss it. For a long, long time, the
fat Owl wriggled and emitted sounds of
woe and tribulation, And he quite

abandoned his designs on that “ Holiday
Annusl.” Not if Mauly had offered him
that tenner &s a present, would Billy
Bunier have ventured anywhere near
his Form-master’s study—not go long as
the effect of that whopping lasted.

. —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Man Missing !

i LL down for ninety!” said Lord
A Mauleverer. “Not so bad!
Did I hear somehbody say

teg?” R
The Greyfriars innings ended in time
for tea. It had not lasted quite so long
as expected. Neither had the score been
what was hoped for. Only one duck's-
egg had been nefed, it was trua:
Bgaml’s. Eut the other men had, on
the whole, done a little less well than
in their first innings. Still, they were
well ahead of the Higheliffans, and

looked forward to a win. .
Marjorie and Clara were entertained
to tea, and Lord Mauleverer gracefully
facded out of the picture, leaving them
to otlier fellows, Bob If‘r‘l'uegrj- was -
nised as having a certain prescrip-
tive right to Miss Hazeldene's society—
and there was no doubt that Marjorie
liked to have honest, ¢lumsy old Bob
ghout. On this occaston, however,
though Miss Clara talked nineteen to
the dozen, as usual, Marjorie was rather

silent—and her smile was forced.

Hazel did not turn up for tea, and
the change in him, and hiz absence,
worried Marjorie, az several fellows
were able to observe.

Among the observant ones was Lord
Mauleverer, who quietly faded away,
and put in an active quarter of an hour
leoking up and down and round asbout
Eﬂﬂi Hazel, to shepherd him back to the
':l 1]

He did not find him, however.

All that he could ascertain was that

azel was pot in the school, and that
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was rather surprising, for he was, of
caurse, wanted in the field when the
Higheliffe men went on to take their
second knock.

Mauly had to give it up, puzzled—
and, for once in his placid career, feel-
ing that he would have liked very much
to punch a fellow’s head.

After tea, when the Remove men wers
ready to go into the field, Harry Whar-
ton knitted his brows when he learned
that Hazel was missing again.

Five minutea wera wasted, inguiring
after him. It wes from Billy Bunter
that news was received. Dunter had
not, like Hazel, missed the i{ea: and—
having for the present abandoned his
designs on  Quelch’s study—he hed
wolled along to make himself agreeabls
to the Cliff House girls, Bunter had no
doubt that his fascinating presence was
required to make the occasion a Teal
success for the fair visitors; and, like
a kind-hesarted fellow, he bestowed it
on them. Hearing Hazel inguired for,
the fat Owl furnished the information
that he had gone out on his bike, an
hour agn or more,

“Triter rot! sald Harry Wharton
sharply. “What the dickens do you
mean, you fat duffer 7%

Bunter blinked at him.

"Eht I mean what I say,” he
answerad. '‘Hazel went out on his bike
—I saw him go. [ asked him whether
he was out already, and he just scowled
at me—seowled like a demon.”

Harry Wharton compressed his lips,

Homething had gone wrong with the
new recruit for the Remove eleven, that
was clear. He had had to be hunted for
to play in the second innings; and now
ha had cleared off, without waiting to
field in the Highcliffe innings. hat
was not the sort of thing that a cricketer
eould do—and continue to play for the
Grevfriars Remove |

harton locked round, and went over
to the Bounder, who was leaning on the
pavilion, with his hands in the pockets
of his flannel bags and a sardomic grin
on his face. The captain of the Removo
spoke in a low voice, .

“What does this mean, Smithy!?
What's wrong with Hazel "

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“I know that you know!” snapped
Wharton. "I remember what you said
to me. You were right, if that's any
satisfaction to you.” ]

"It isn’t ! said Smathy quietly. 1
want the side to win, and I tried to keep
that weak-kneed cur from lettin’ us
down.”

Wharton glanced round hastily. But
Marjorie was nowhere near enough to
hear what the Bounder zsid.

“Den't be a foel 1” said Vernon-Bmith
mu,q}'lhljf. “Think I'd let her hear what
I think of her brother? DBy pgum,
though, after she's gone I'll have some-
thin' to say to the rat 1

“What iz it about, BSmithy? Where's
Hazel, if you know * ﬂskec'lv Harry.

“At the Three Fishers most Iiiﬁl"j‘,"
sneered Smithy, “I've no doubt that
Bill Lodgey iz back from Wapshot by
this time.”

Wharton stared at him blankly.

““Are-you mad?” he asked. *Do vou
want me to believe that Hazel would go
off pub-haunting in the middle of a
cricket match 1

“¥You asked mel®?
Bounder.

“TIt's impossible.™

Smithy shrugged his shouldera again,

“You won't see him here any more,”
he said. “1 fancy Hazel's in pretiy
deep—a good deal over his depth, in
fact! You'd better ask Courteney to leb
you field & substitute. 'The less you
draw Miss Hazeldene’s attention to her
brother’s goings-on the better—if you

gncered the

I

care anything about what she thinks!”
added the Bounder, with a sneer,

Wharton gave him a look, and turned
away, That Hazel had cleared off and
forgotten that he was wanted in the
game seemed impossible; but theve it
was—he was missing. The captain of
the Remove spoke a few words to
Courtenar, and the Remove men went
into the field, with Russell to field as a
substitute for the missing man.

When the Higheliffe innings opened.
Marjorie's eyes searched the feld and
noted at once her brother’s absence.
She made no remark, and Aliss Clara,
not elways tactiul, was tactiul enough to
sav nothing.

Lord Mauleverer resumed his role of &
sojuire of dames, but this time he found
that he had a rival—in the person of
William George Bunter.

Billy Bunter addressed an almost
eontinuous stream of bright and genial
conversation to Miss Hazeldene, and
was rather puzzled by the [act that Miss
Hezeldene seemed to have become con-
pletely deaf.

That Marjorie was not deaf, he knew:
but if she was not deaf it really scemned
that she must be dumb, for she did not
address & single eyllable to ibhe genial
fat Owl in reply. .

It was gute perplexing to Bunter,
and he could only attribute it to coy-
ness, but he could not help feeling that
the. coyness was overdone,

Casting about in his fat mind for some
Bl Ijﬂ[!l'i to interast the silent Cliff House
girl, Bunter remembered that she was
always interested in the procecdings of
that sweep of a brother of hers. Ho he
came to the topic of Hazel.

“Fancy Hazel letting Wharton down
like this 1" remarked Bunter. *' Wharton
must be fealing pretty savage—what ¥

Marjorie was still deaf and dumb, but
a spot of colour glowed in

Lord
look.

Heedless of locks, Bunter rattled on.

“1 hear that he did well in his first
innings! He's rather & rotten cricketer
g8a a rule, Isn’t he, Mauly "

quﬂc:hh 1

“You've got lines for

lieve, Bunter [ was hia lordship’s
rejoinder. “Hadn't you better cut off
and get them done "

“No fear!” anewered Bunter. " Blow
Quelch! The beast whopped me this.
afternoon because I went to his study.
That beast Bkinner said he was gone

her checks,
Muuleverer gave the fat Owl a

out, and he wesn't, and I got six! Ow!l
I say, though, fancy Haze]l—"

“Ind he whop you hard?” asked
Mauly.

“Owl Yes, rather!” Bunter gave a
wriggle, He was still feeling that
whqpﬁmg'. . .

“That's good!” said Mauly, with
evident satisfaction.

“Why, you beast!” said Bunter.

“ Look here, don't keep on barging imn,
Mauly, when I'm talking to DMMiss
Hamfdnnﬂ. I say, Hazel looked as black
as thunder when I saw him wheeling his
bike out. 1 suppose he was sore about
his duck’s egg! He, he, he! The fact
19, he can't play cricket for tofce!
Everybody knows that Wharton only
shoved him into the team because—
Ow, ow, ow! Wow! Leggo my ear,
Toddy, you beast! If you don’t leggo
my ear I'll— Ow, ow! Wow! Yow "

Peter Todd did not Jet go Dunter's
ear ! Holding that fat ear in & grip
liko a steel wiee, Peter led him round
the pavilion, where, out of Eiiht of the
Cliif House visitors, he kicked him,
onee, twice, thrice, with great energyv.
Iiech kick elicited a loud howl fiom
Bunter, Then Peter lot go his ear.

“Now cut!” he said,

“You cheeky beast!” gaspad Bunter.

Tee Mscxer Lirany.—INo. 1,533,
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“If } see you egain before calling-
svey I'm in%- taakﬁu:k you | explained
Betar; "ﬂ’ha_tﬁlt il

“Ow!| Beastl®

“And that ¥

“ Yaroooh I

Billy Bunter departed. .

Miss Huzeldene had no more bright
and genizl conversation from Billy
Bunter. He was not seen again on the
ericket feld, Toddys hoot was
altogether loo uncomfortable at close
(uArters,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rough Luck !

URREEE JAMSET RAM
SINGH’S dusky fasce wore a
grin_ of cheery rvelief when
Frank Courtenay’s wicket went

down.
There was a roar round the field:
“How's that "
“Well bowled, Inky ™
“Good old Jampot I -
Harry Wharton gave his best bowler
a grateful look.

ke Highcliffe captain was out st
last; but there was & smile on his face
24 he went back to pavilion, leaving

dhe Cwierpillar at the wickets.

The partnership had lasted long. In
hia first innings Guurtanng_ had ﬂdg'ona
down to Hazel's bowling, which had un-
doubtedly been & stroke of uncommon
luck for Hazel, In his second knock he
moerped immovable, Five men had gone
down when the Caterpillar joined him,
and then they had gone on together,
making hay of the bowling. It almost
began to look as if they would see the
game out, when the du nabob at last
sent the Higheliffe akipper home.

Seventy Courtenay’s bat and
twenty-five off the Caterpillar’s had

iven thet innings a tremendous leg up;
ﬁ-m other men having mada thirty-five
hetween them. The gcore stood at 130
for six wicketa when Courtenay went
back to the pavilion. -

Matters did not look so promising now
for the home side, The fact was that
Hazel's luck and Courtenay’s ill-luck in
the frst knock had mede a wonderful
difference to the score—and history had
not repested itself. Highelife wanted
six to tie, seven to win, with four
wickets to fall, and the Bounder
remarked that if they didn’t do it they
deserved to be booted off the feld.

8till, it was only the Highcliffe “tail »
that had to come on now, and cricket
was en uncertain game, And the dusky
champion bowler of the Remove, after o
tiring day, looked almost as iresh+ a9

int. Victory was still, the Greyfriara
F:lluwa hoped at least, on the knees of
the gods.

Two balls remained of that over after
The end of tha over
exemplificd the uncertainty of the
summer game. For Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh whipped out a leg stump,
and then an off stump—and the score
stood at the same ure for eight
wickets. And the Greyfriars crowd gave
the dusky nabob a tremendous roar for
the hat trick.

Then the field crossed over, and the
ball was given to Herbert Vernon-3mith
to see what he could do against the
Caterpillar. Bmithy was a good change
bowler, though batting was his strong

Courtenay went.

point, He put all .he knew intc that
over. The Caterpillar stopped the first
ball dead: he captured two off the

second and. three off the third,

“One to tie—two to win ¥ murmured
Bab Cherry.

But the game was not over yet. Three
had brought the Gnte:-g'a._ﬂar to the
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bowler's end, and it was ono of the
Higheliffe tail who had to f{ace the next
ball, And the Geld almost gasped with
relief when the batsman lifted tho ball
and dr-:}lgkped it, & ﬁerieut sitter, into the
1511:151: and o urree Jamset Rem

1 L3
“Well canght, Inky [*

“ Hraveo, old Jampaot ?
k11 Hﬂl‘fﬂ]l LJ?‘

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned
a dusky grin. It wes net much of o
catch; the Highclife man had made
him a present of it. But it was what
wis wanted—badly wanted, and the
Greyfriars crow rogred  its  ap-

reciation.  Highelife were nine

wn now-—still one to tie, two to win.

“ Last man i {”?

Yates of the Higheliffe Fourth came
on. FEvery face was keen now. Dvery-
body. knew that fate hun?' on the last
two balls of that over. If the howling
came agsin to the Caterpiller all was
over, bar shouting.

The Bounder knew it as well as any-
one. and he concentrated on the bowl-
ing with all he knew.

Yates was obviously a little nervens,
All the field hoped that he would hit
out at that bell, But he stopped it
dead.

The leather went back to the Bounder
for the last shot in the locker. The
crowd watched him breathlessly, Miss
Clara was on her feet, aa keen ss any
fellow there.  Lord Mauleverer gazed
with all his eyes, quite fcrr%t.t.mg that
cricket was rather a bove. Dawn went
the round red ball, and Yates suicked
it away, but did not runm,

The Bounder ¥ntted his teath.

Dearly he would have liked to be the
man who pulled the game out of the
fira at the last tick. Smithy was rather
e bad loser, . )

The Caterpillar, caiching the
momentary expression on  his face,
smiled, =

Smithy had just failed to save the
situation—a bitter disappointment to
him. Ho slouched away savagely to
his pluce in the field as the ball was
tassed to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Get that man, Inky, old black
bean ! murmured Bob Cherry.

The naboly made a grimace,

If any man in the Remove eleven
could get the Caterpillar, Inky ocould.
But De Courcy was a hard nut to
crack.

The Caterpillar, cool ns a cueamber,
faced the bowling for what everyone
knew would bhe the last over. He
stopped the first shot, smiling; and,
still smiling, stopped the second. The
third he sent travelling, and rdan with
Yates, once—twice | i

Frank Courtenay, at the pavilion
waved his cap. Higheliffe {ellowas roun
the held roared. ]

Herbert  Vernon-Smith

gave the

captain of the Remove a look. Iha
brow was black.

“That cur 1" he mutiered.

Ha was thinking of llazel. It had

been & near thing, and Hazel's duck’s
0%5 made &ll the difference.

hen every man in the team was
wanted to be at the tep of lis form,
1iazel had thrown away a wickef—anid
for what reason? Nobt by the chances
of ericket—rongh luck that could not
be helpad, and that had to be tolerated
with a cheerg grin. Me had been put
off his form a rotten racing affair—-
a blackguardly stunt for which he
would have been sacked from the school
if his hesdmaster had known of if.
The Bounder, at that moment, could
have found savage satisiaclion in kneck-
ing Hazel spinning, right and left.

arry Wharton & Co., however, were
good losers, if the Bounder was not.

They could take what came to them,
and smile,

If the captain of the Remove folt sore
sbout Hazel's proceedings, as ungues-
tionably he did, he was not likely to
give any sign of the same while Mar-
joria was there.

The Higheliffe match, which might zo
casily have been a vietory, was a defeat,
And that waz that! And Harry
Wharlon, for the present, kept Ina
theunghts an the subject to bimself,

o ks

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Down en His Luck !

AZELDENE came in just in
time for calling-over, spd im-
mediately after roll went up

to his study. o
He had been there only s few minutes
when the captain of the Hemove came

.

Harry Wharton stopped short in the
doorway, looking at Hazel with =&
startled face.

Hazel had thrown himsell inte the
atmchair, eand =at there limp. His
face had & dazed look. He made no
sign s Harry appeared in the door-
way, and it was I::El‘fe{:ﬂj’ clear that
he had forgotten all about the cricket.

Wharton remained silent for s
minite or so. He remembered what
the Bounder had said on the ericket
field, and ho knew that look on Hazel's
face—he had seen it there before, He
c-;}mﬁre&sed his lips, hard.

“Where have you been, Hazel?"” ha
asked gquietly.

“Find out !

“I think I know!
that you were playin
mateh to-day, or what¥ _

Hazel gave a slight start. Amazing
s it was, it was clear that he had for-
gotten all about it.

“Yea™ he said sullenly.

"I don’t guite know what to say to
vou,” said I—i'nrr;r slowly. * Your sister’s
gone back worried about you-—aenybody
could see that." )
“Ta that your businessi”
Hazel. ] 3
“Parhaps not. But it's my business,
as your ericket captain, to ask you what
the dickens you mean by letting the
ream down as you cid.” ]
Hazel In.ugi-qhed, It was s harsh, dis-
cordant laugh, . :
“ Cricket I'm likely to think of
cricket—now [ ;
“A man selected to play for his
sehool is generally supposed to think
of it—a little,” said Harry. “Half the
Remove have been eriticising me for
utting you into eleven at all.
hiat am I to say to them now !’ i
“Toll them you've chucked me out.
“T ghall tell them that, of coursel”
snid Harry Wharton %ru:uly'. “You're
out of tha eleven—and I can see now
that I was o fool to play you st all
Smithy knew better than I did—end he
won't let me forget it in a burry, either.
I trosted you—like a fool—"

“You always were a fool,” =aid
Hazel: “and you'ra a bigger fool now
than ever if yon faney I care two straws
ghout what you think, or your rotten
cricket matches. Leave me alone!”

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“¥on onght to he booted round the
guad 1" he said.

“1 shouldn't wonder. I don't care,
anyhow ! 1f it's any satisfaction to you,
I ‘shan't be here next week, mast
likely,” said Hazel bitterly. “Think
I'm going to worry about cricket, when
I may be called uﬂ before the Head
gny day to be sacked? Don't be a
fool 1#

Did you fqrﬁzz

in & c¢rie

sneered
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Mr. Quelch picked up the cane and stepped towards Bllly Bunier. The fat Removite was about to ferk the ** Holiday Annual

Irom the bookshell when the cane came down aeross his shoulders,

The caplain of the Removo gave him
a long, hard Jook, and stood silent,
rather ponplussed.

Evidently, Hazel was in one of his
scrapes again=—and B more sericus one
than heretofore. But 1t was perplexing.

“I don't quite follow,” said Harry,
at last. “You started in toppin
form, and did well for the side—an
then conked out suddenly. That
couldn’t be helped, perhaps; but you
could help clearing off and leaving us
in the Iarel—"

“1 couldn't!”

Elazel laughed
laugh.

“You mean,” said Farry, very
quictly, “that you had some news about
sorie rotten blackguardly business out-
sida the school, in the middle of a
crrcket mateh? 1 don't see bow you
conld—="

“Lots of {lings you don't see!™
sneered Hazel. In his misery, ihe
wrelched fellow seemed to find some
soizce in sulky bitterneszs and defiance.
“If you want to know. I called up &
man on Pront's phone.™

Wharton started.

“That's what vou were doing when
vou were wanted for the innmings—-="

“That's what I'd done. And the
man told me,”™ went on Iazel de-
liberately, * that Dusk of Dawn had lost

again—a  jarving

in the two o'clock at Wapshot! When
Toddy came for me I neavly punched
iz headl Cricket!” He laughed.

“Don't be & fooll If T don't pay Bill
Lodger to-morrow he's coming here for
his money. Now vou know all about it
(et ont, and leave a fellow alone !
Wharton clenched hiz hands.

“You curl” he said. “You measlyv
cur! That's why vou cleared ofi—

“¥es, that's why. I went to see him
—to aslt him for time to pav, as that
rotten horse had let me down. He's
given me till to morvow.  Anything

Whack !
echoes of Mr. Quekh’s study.

yvou'd like to know?” jecred
Hazel,

“Xou cur!” repeated Wharton, " If
vou're sacked from the school it will be
a good thing for the school! You
rt*%nfa i

e left it at that, and walked away,
shutting the deor after him with a
slam.

He went down to fthe Rag, where
most of the Remove wers gathered
after calling-over, and where the High-
cliffe mateh wus the single topie
Hazel's pame cavght his car as he went
1Il.

Only the Bounder, and now Wharton,
Lkusw why Hazel had “conked out ” so
disastrously in his second tnnings, but
everybody knew that he had walked off
before tho finish and left the team in
the lurch. The Bounder's sneering
voice greeted Wharton as he came in:

“Is Miss Hazeldene's brother staving
in the elaven? he ingnired.

That was the way the Bounder put
it, and thers was a langh.

Wharton did not answer. If Smithy
did not choosa to speak of Haze]l by his
name he could remain nnanswered,

“Bhut np, Smithy 1" muottered Tom
Redwing.

“Rot! You know why Hazel was
shoved in the team, as well as I do,”
snecred the Bounder. “The same
reason still holds good, I suppoze—he's
gktll his sister’s brother: so I ELlf}IJ{J?»ﬂ
wa shall see him in the team for Roolk-
wood.”

“ Hazoldene won't play for
Remove again, VYernon-Smith [
Harry quietly. *Now shut up 1*

“Yaaz, you talk rallier too much,
smithy, old man!” remarked ILowl
Alanleverer. “I've meniioned that te
yvou before 1

“Hear, hear ' satd Bolb Cherry.

The Bounder scowled—and did
ghut up.

The Famous Five left the Baw lo-

IIore

thio
gl

not

** Yarocooh ! **

A wild howl awoke tha

gether, leaving the angry discossion on
the subject of Hazel stﬂf going strong.

In the passage the Co. looked uguie-
inglv at Harry.

“*You've seen him,” said Negent.
“What has the silly ass pot to say for
himeelf ¥

Wharton's lip curled.

“Nothing! Only he's in a serape—
eame &8s he wos early in the term, 1
suppose. Irort what he spid, hie's
expecting the sack ™

*The fool I" said Nugent,

“The rotter | said Juhnn;,r

“The preposterous ass!™
ITurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Bob's face clouded.

“Marjorie’s brother ¥ he mliered.
“The fooll The idict! The measly
worm ! I've a jolly good mind te root
him out and boot him 1

Probably it was only the fact that the
scapegroce was Marjorie's brother that
provented him from ascorigining by
experience the weight of the largest foot
in the Greyfriars Remove!

Bull.
murmnred

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Tempiation !

i DU " said Vernon-8mith.
'vep was over in  the
Remove studies when the door
of Study No. 4 opencd awnd
Hazel stepped in.
The Bounder stared ab Inm with a
laok’ of eold scorn and hostility,
f'om Hedwing gave him s glance, but
did not speak.
Ilazel's foce was Pn]ﬂ, but it colowred
under the Bounder's bitter look.
“J—1 wanted to speak to vou, Vernon-
Smith I he stammoered,
“I'd puessed  that one!” zaid the
Bounder. *You wanted to speak to ma

(Condinued on poge 16.)
T diacxer Tasrany.—No, 1,533.
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o few wecks ago, when you landed your-
self in the sawme way! This study isn't
a charity institution [V

Hazel's face Bamed.

“Chuck it, Smithy 1" muttered Red-
wing.

Hazel made a backward step, but he
did not go. The cold, bitter insult of
the Bounder's words and tone might
have driven any fellow away. ut
tlazel had eome to the Bounder's study
like a drowning man clutching at a
straw, 1f there was mo help for him
there, there was no help anywhere,

“ J—1 must speak to f]'au, Bmithy 1" he
muttered huskily. “Don't be a cad!
Let a fellow speak |

“Vou can run on ! said the Bounder
contemaptuously. “ Don't go, Reddy!™

But Tom Redwing gquietly left the
study. He would not add to the
wretched fellow’s miserable humiliation
by hearing his appeal to the Bounder—
an appeal of which Redwing casily
guessed the nature, and which, he knew,
waould be uttered in vain. Hazel was
humbling himself for nothing.

Hazel stood unsteadily, with one hand
leaning on the table, as the door closed
after Hedwing. The misery and despair
in his face might have touched even a
hard heart, but it did not touch the
Bounder’s. A fellow who had thrown
away & cricket match in which the
Bounder was playing had no compassion
to expect from Smithy, even if Smithy
had been disposed to burden himself
with the troubles of a fellow who had no
claim on him—which he was not, in the
very least. His only feeling for Hazel
was bitier scorn and conternpt.

“J=I'm in an awful hole, Smithy
faltered Hazel. “That rotten horse lost,
as—as I supposs you guessed it would |
1—I was banking on it | I—I was abso-
lutely certain i

“That's the kind of fool you are!”
said the Bounder. “Up in the skies
one minute, down at the boltom of the
dumps the next! If you can’t stand the
racket, what do you play the goat for1”

“J—J had the gnip from a man who

knew—-=>"

“0h, chuck it [ said the Bounder, in
disgust. * Any sharper can pull your le
as easy a3 falling off a form! Bome pa
of Bill Lodgey's put vou on to landing
yourself with a tenner to pay him] If
you had the brains of a bhunny rabbit,
you wouldn't have fallen for it!”

Hazel choked.

“ Anyhow, I'm landed!
Lodgey, snd he's given me
morrow. I—I owe him ten pounds

“And you've got the cold neck to
coma hers and ask me for it!” The
Bounder laughed. "I think that takes
the prize for cool cheel I

“1—1 can settle later in the term!™

roaned Hazel. " Lodgey won't waibk;
ge gays he's ecoming up to the schonl
for it if 1 don't pay! That mean: the
sack | He—he knows I paid up last
timéa—a pal of his—a fow weeks ago.
He—he thinks I can find the money if
‘4 like because of thatl ¥You lent ma
e money that timme, Smithy. That's
parily the reason why he's =0 hard on
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me now, Ie—he thinks that if I gat it
once, I can get it again.™

“1 remember,” sneered the Dounder,
“but I don't remember that you cver
squared ™

Hazel had a fAash of spirit

“You never wanted me to square!
You helped me that time, to egg me on
in & row with Wharton, and you know
yau did 1

“Yes,"” said the Bounder coolly, "I
know I did. Well, T don't want you to
play my pame like that now, and, if L
did, I shouldn't pay through the nose
for itl Ten quids! My only hat!
Think I'm made of banknotes?”

“I Lknow it's & lot,” groaned Hazel,
“but I'd pay you somehow ! It means
the sack for me if Lodgey comes here [

“Think I care I” snarled the Bounder,
“¥ou rotten, weak-kneed worm! Tha
sooner you're kicked out of the school
thn hetter! You let us down in the
Higheliffe match through this putrid
foolery! Now wvyou can take what's
contin® to youl I wouldn't put up six-
pence fo save vou from the sack |

Hazel, leaning on the table, stared at
him dully,

"Not a sizxpence ! said the Bounder
deliberately. “Cricket matches may be
nothin’ fo you—why can't you keep out
of them, then! One more wicket would
have seen us through; we fairly had
them beaten if we hadn’t had a rotten
weakling and deserter in the team ! Ten
men playin' the game of their lives, and
ihe whole thing chucked away—because
vou muct back your fanecy, and haven't
grit to stand the racket when the cards
go against you! By gad, if T could
save you from the sack by liftin' my
little finger, I wouldn't litt it! Take
what’s comin” fo you, an’ screw uip &
spot of pluck from somewhere to face
the musie [” .

Hazel listened to him in silence.

Probably he had known that it was
futile to appeal to the Bounder., Any-
how, he knew it now. He had no claim
on him, unless fellow-blackguardism
gave him e claim. In all the Grey-
friars Remove, only the Bounder was
wealthy eoough to mweet such a demand
—and two other fellows. But the other
two=Monty Newland and Lord Maule-
verer—were not fellows to whom he
could tell o tale of dingy blackguardism.

Hoe did not answer., For a long
minute he stood there, staring dully at
the Bounder; then, in silence, he turned

and left the study. Vernon-Bmith's
seoffing laugh followed him msz he shut
the door.

Other fellows were eoming out of
the studies now prep was over. Some
of them pglanced at IHazel's pale,
harassed face. e did not notice them
as e went along slowly to hiz own
study.

Billy Bunter’s fat woice was audible
in the Remove passage.

Hazel did not notice him or heed him
till suddenly the drift of what the fat
Owl was saying struck him, and he
stopped and listened.

“It was only to oblipe 3Alaulv, of

course. DMauly wanted ruie to get that
tenner back for Iim—didot  vyou,
Mauly "

“No ! said Lord Alauleverer.
“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Would 3Mauly have seen the fenner
if you'd got your fingera on it, Bunter 1
ingquired Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Why, you beast, Skinner!” gasped
the fat Owl, in breathless indignation.
“Think I was going to pinch that
tenner 7

“Weren't
blandly,

you? asked Skinner

“Beast 1™ roared Bunter.

“Ila, ha, ha!” yvelled the Remove
fellows in the passage.

Billy Bunter glared at Skinner with a
glare that nearly cracked lis spectacles.

“1 was going to get it for Mauly, Tou
beast I” he roared. * Of course, if I got
it for Mauly, he would lend a chap
ten bob till his postal order came—
wouldn't you, Mauly ¥

“No 1" said Mauly.

“Why, you beast!™ gazped Bunter
“Mean to say that qu !.*!-Luldn*t lendd
me ten bob if T got that tenner back
for you from Queleh's study 7

“No fear! I'd jolly well kick you!”
said Lord Mauleverer, “And 1'd jolly
well kick you jolly hard 1

“Beast! I jolly well won't get it for
You now—so, there

“ Ha, ha, ha "

. Hazeldene went on to his stndy, Ieav-
ing the Remove fellows chortling. 1l
went into Study No. 2 and shut the
door.

He wiped a spot of perzpiration from
his face,

Ten pounds—to save him from utter
dizaster ! And that fool Mauleverer hiad
used & ten-pound note as a book-mark.
and it was inside the confiscated baok
m the Remove master’s study., Nobody
would even know if it was taken away—
not till the end of the term !

Harel shuddered,

He tried to drive that thought from
his mind. But before his mind's eva
rose the bullying face of Bill Lodgey.
The thought of that face being scen in
the Greyfriars quad, of the sharpers
volce asking for the Head—chilled the
wretched Hazel to the very soul.

AL the bottom of his heart, perhaps,
he did not believe that Lodgey wonlbd
carry out that threat. But he dared not
run the risk. If the man came, it was
the finish for him, at Grevfriars.

He pressed his hand to hia brow. Ile
had been through this before, and had
resolved, with passicnate determina-
tion, never to get landed again. But a
lesson never lasted long with him. Onece
the danger was over, he had scon for-
gotten. Asg the Bounder scornfully said,
ho was up in the skics one minute, down
in the deeps thé next. Like Reuben of
old, he was unstable as water.

Iri his last serape, Smithy had helped
him out—for reasons of his own. Smilw
would noet help him now. The defeat
in the Higheliffe mateh rankled deepls
with the Bounder, and 1t was due o
Hazel's dingy folly. So far from help-
ing hun, the DBounder openly rejoicea
in his disaster, a just punishment for
having let the team down. Tlere was
no help=—unless he could belp himseli

The thought of that banknote, in tha
book in Queleh’s study, haunted hin.
If that fool, Mauleverer, was so careless
with money, he deserved to lose it. And,
with a little luck, it mizht be replaced
before it was even miszed! And—and—
and A dozen wretched pretexts and
excuses flitted through his tormenlad
mind, though he knew all the time ihat
if he touched money that did not belong
to him, he was a thief, unfit to look auy
decent fellow in the face.

He drove the thought from his mind
at last, somehow,

But when the Remove went to theire
dormitory that night, there was one who
lay sleepless, long after all other ercs
were closed—sleepless, turning restlesaly,
listening to the hours that struck, oue
after another. And 1if, in the dead
silence of the night, there was one who
crept down silently from the sleepin
dormitory, no ear in the Remove hear
liim go. or heard him return.




THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Who Was It?

& UNTER ¥
B “0Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

wasn't me, sip ¥
Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes
fixed on the fat Qwl grimly.

Every fellew in the Remove had
noticed that Queleh was grim that morn-
ing. It had heen noticed at prayers; then
at breakfast. Bomebody, it seemed, was
“for it "; but it was not until the Form
essembled in the Remove-room for first
school that Quelch spoke on the subject.
'L'hen, as he called to Bunter, the
Remove knew who the culprit was.

Bunter had been “up " to something.
A pie was missing from the lower
regions, perhaps. Such exploits were in
Bunter's line.  But Quelch’s grimness
see.ied vather too pronounced for that.
Anyhow, Bunter wes prompt in denisl,
Of what he was suspected; be did not yet
know ; but he rushed in with & negative
ta bogim with.,

“Atand out before (e Form, Bunter |

“Oh lort 1

Bunter rolled out,

Mr. Quelch picked up the cane from
his desk, o

“[—I sav, sir, it—it wasn't me, really,
gir 1 gasped Bunter. *I—I never—"

“What was not you, Bunteri”
inquired Mr. Quelch.

“QOh, nothing, egirt I-—I mean any-
thing 1" stammered Bunier.

“I shall not punish you without
inquiry, Bunter, salthough I have no
doubt that vou were the offender,” said
Mr, Quelch. “Last might, while the
House was asleep, someons antered my
study, Was it you?”

“QOh crikey I gasped Bunter.

A grin flickered along the faces of the
Remove, .

Everybody knew of Bunter’s exploit of
the previous afternoon. Nobody
doubted that he hed {E)lz_tlaa.ted it in the
silent watches of the night. ;

With one exception! Hazel sat as ii
turned to stone, as he heard his Form-
master’s words. There was o grin on
Hazel's face.

“Last night,” resumed Mr. Quelch,
“gameone entered the study. I think it
was you, Bunter.”

“0Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. #I
was fast asleep in the dorm, sir, all
night. I never opened my eyes once I

“ Whoever entered my study,” went on
Mr. Quealch, " went to & certain bookease
in the room.”

He glanced round over the Form, and
the grinning faces o SErIOus.

*Yesterday afternoon,” went on Mr.
Queleh, “you entered my.study, Bunter,
and made a aurrelzztmug- attempt to
take away a volume belonging to Maule-
verer, which I had confiscated the pre-
vigus day. [ caned you for that action.
Last night that bookease was opened,
and the volume in guestion moved from
its place.”

“ I—I—I never—” 1

“] noticed this,” continued Mr,
Cfueich, “as soon as I entered the study
this morning, Bunter.”

#I—I—I never, zir I groaned Bunter.
“f—I haven't taken that *‘HMoliday
Annual * away, gir] I reslly never—"

Mr, Quelch gave him a sharp look.

“J did not say that you had taken the
* Holiday Annual’ away, Bunter! The
volume i3 still in the bookease.”

“Oh |” gasped Bunter. :

“But it has been moved,” said Mr.
Queleh. “It was not in the same place
on the shelf. I conclude that whoever
was intending to take 1t away, was
glarmed or disturbed, and did not, efter
sll, taeke it away. It was undoubtedly
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taken from the shelf, and replaced—for

it was several places farther along on

. m?H';I Quelch led b
gain Mr. Quelch was

outhreals of grinning on mart o

Form.

The Remove fellows Lknew—what, of
course, Mr, Quelch did not know—that
the midnight prowler's interest was not
in the book itzelf, but in a certaln
unuzeal hook-mark that it contained.

Bunter—if it was Bunter—had had no
intention of taking away the confiscated
Annual. He 'Imclg only wented to lift
it down, take out the book-mark, and
put it back—and clear off with Mauly’s
tenner,

That Bunter had done so, few fellows
doubted. Bunter’s designs on that
tenmer were very well known in his
Form. .

“This is not = laughing matter!”
anapg&d MF. Quelch., *“ Such an sct calls
for the very severest punishment. Some
boy has broken dormitory bounds, and
entered & Form-master's study at night.
Although he did not carry out his inten-
tion, but left the wolume thers, the
offence remains the same. Bunter——"

“ I—I—I didn’t, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“1 naver woke up on

“Tt was you, Bunter, yesterday after-
ﬂﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂ.‘—"

“0Oh, yes, sir! But it wosn't me last
night, sir ¥ exelaimed Bunter., “I1-—1I
never thought of it, sic. I never woke
up once. Perhaps—perhaps you're mis-
taken, sir ™

“What 1" thundered Alv. Queleh, Te
did not seem pleased by that happy
suggestion.

“Well, sir, you mayn't have noticed
just where the book was, _;11*,:' stam-
mered Bunter, “and—and if it's still
there, sir,” :

“The book 13 not where I plﬂﬂﬂﬂ it

esterday, Bunter! 1 ced 1t on the
Eﬂmr shelf, between a Greek lexicon and
a volume of Sempronius. This mornin
Sempronius is required in clage, and
took it from the bookease. I noficed
at once, therefore, that the *Holiday
Annual * was not in the same place. It
was thres places along the shelf.”

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

“There was nothing else,” continued
Mr. Quelch, “to indicate that my study
had been entered. No other trace was
left. But the faet that that volume had
heen taken down, and repleced, was
indisputable,”

“{—1 never—" :

All eyes were on Bunter and his Form-
master. No fellow in the Form: thought
of looking at Hazel.

was hardly

That wretched junior
breathing.

He knew that he had left no sign of
his nocturnal visit to his Form-master's
study. But in his haste and his terror,
he knew, now, that he had not replaced
the volume in the exaect spot from which
he had lifted it.

He had not thought about that—naver
dreamed of thinking about that. There
were two or three vacant sprees on that
bookshelf, and he had threst the volume
hastily back, after taking what he had
coma for. Who could have fancied, for
one moment, that any eye would detect
that that volume was not in the exact
spot where it haed besn left the day
before? .

And yet, as he now knew, detection
had been inevitable, as Alr. Quelech had
left that “Holiday Aunual” next to a
book reguired in morning class; and
when he took the latter from the shelf,
ke could not possibly help natininf; that
the “Holidey Annual” was no longer
next to it |

an
his

H

Such a trifle as that! And yet he
might have known the lesson taught by
umversal experience, that there is
slways some disregarded trifle to betray
& guilty actionl

Mr, Quelch pausec, his 5imlat ayes
boring imto the unhappy Owl of the
Remove.

Knowing nothing of the bankoote-
bookmark, he naturally supposed that
the fet Owl's intention, the previous
aftornoon, had been to take away the
confiscated volume. Now, equally
naturally, he supposed that Bunter had
repeated that performeance—doubtless
losing his nerve at the lest moment, and
hurriedly thrusting the veolume back
into the wrong place.

Anyhow, it was absclutsly certain that
gome fellow had entered his qtuiily dur-
ing the night, taken that “Holidey
Annual * from the shelf in the buokease,
and put it back again. And the
Remove master tock a very serious view
of such an action.

Billy Bunter blinked at him with great
Uneasiness,

The conscicusness of innocence might
have been a au;;f)nrh to Bunter, had his
word been worth anything. But, guilty
or innocent, Bunter's denials would have
been equally prompt and emphatic,

“What have you o say, Bunter1” de-
manded Mr, Quelch, at Jast,

“It wasn't me, sir!” gnapm:} Bunter.
“I—1 never thought of itl JI—I
wouldn't have got out of bed for any-
thing in the middle of the night!
was fast asleep all the time, sir,
never—" _

Mr. Quelch paused again, -

Ha had no doubt. And the grinning
faces of his Form revealed to him that
the Remove fellows had neo doubt,

either.

Yet there was no actusl proof. Mr.
Quelch was a severe man, but he was
just—meticulously just. 'ifit]mut a can-
ession or proof {u] did not feel that he
eould pumish the fat jumior, though
there was no doubt in his mind.

It was, after all, ible that some
other fellow had had the idea of getting
Mauleverer's book back for him, or
Mauleverer himself. .

Mr, Quelch’s gimlet eye turned on bis
lardship.

“"Maulevarer "

“Yaae, gir 1"

“Did you leave your dormitory during
the night

“No, sar 1"

Mr. Quelch ¢ompressed his lips.

“Some boy in this Form left his
dormitory and entered my sindy during
the night,” he said. * That boy must be
discovered. I can_accept your Wword
without question, Mauleverer.”

“Thank you, sir "

“I—1 hope you can take my word as
much &a Mauly's, sirl"” stammered
Bunter.

“I can do nothing of tha kind,
Bunter. Yoix are the most untruthful
boy in the school.”

“Oh, really, sip——"

“ T will not, however

FH L
¥

out actual proof,” sai

{mnis‘h you with-
Mr. Queleh. “X

shall leave the matter over for the
moment. If you are unjustly suspected,
Bunter, you have only to thank your

own foolish sctibn yesterday, and your
veputation for reckless untruthfulness.
You may go back to your place.”

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane, much
to Bunter’s relief. He rolled back to
his place. The matter was dismissed—
for the present—and Semproniue was
the order of the day in the Remove-
room.

But every fellow in the Form knew
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that ithat precious book-mark was no
longer in the “ Holiday Auanual * in Mr.
Queleh’s study, and, with a single ex-
ception, every fellow was quite assured
that it was in the prewnt possession of
William George Bunter. As nobody, of
course, gu ed that Bunter meant to
“pinch 7 it, they expected him to hand
it over to its owner that morning, and
rather wondered why he had not done
g0 already. Ho there was a surgrisﬁ in
store for the Bemove—and for Bunter!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Shell Outl

T OU fat chump !
i “Oh, veally, Maply—="
“You blitherin® ass '™
“Look here, you beast—

“*You Fadgg. piffling, pernicious por-
poise——"

“You sillr ass!" roared DBunter,
blinking at Lord Mauleverer in great
indignation. “ Wharrer you calling a
fallow names for®”

In breal, that mm'n]nﬁ, Lord 3aul-
overer did not give Biliy Bunter his
usual wide berth. He. bore down on
hia at once with a frowning brow.
Other fellows looked on with guvinning

b ]

aces.

Bunter had denied, in the Form-room,
baving been the study prowler. That
was what was to be expected of Bunter,
But he was not expected io deny it
TOy.

That he had gone down in the night
and taken the banknote from the bool,
all the Remove knew—or thought that
they knew. He had failed in the after-
noon, and succeeded in the night, Now
he was expected to produce it

If he bad ii, however, Bunter did not
seem to be thinking of producing it. He
did not even seem to understand why
Mauly was angryr. He blinked at bis
lordehip indignantly.

“Didnt I tell yon te leave that
* Holid ¥ Apnnnal’ alone, you fat
frump " snapped Mauvleverer. “Why
the doore can't rou mind your own
bigney—what "

“If that's the way you thank a fellow
for ni}]igiu%;rﬂu. Mauly——"

“You pitflin’ porker! If you'd been
spotted it would all have come out, and
I chould have been landed in 8 row with
Quelch, Cen't you ever mind your own
business, fathead "

“Beast 1” )

"I told pou to let it alone. and I told
vou I'd kick you if you didn't! Now
hand it sver and turn round.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Eh? Hand what over* he asked.

“That tenner, vou ass!”

“What tenner, vou fathead®"

“Den't play the gnat, Bunter ! said
Lord Mauleverer, “Give me the bank-
note vom took out of the * Holiday
Annnal ¥ at ones.”™

“Yon silly idiot 1™ wvelped DBunter.
“Haveu't 1 iold you I never got it?
You kvnow Queleh copped me, and
whopped me, tool”

“That was vesterdar afternoon. 1T
know that. Don't be an ass, Banfer!
Cive me the banknote.” :

“How can I give it to you when T've
not got it*" exclaimed the bewildered
Owl. "Quelch cuilped me yesterday
afternoon, as you jolly well know.”

“He did not cop youn last nmight.”

“Last mnight?” repeated Bunter.
“Think | went down last night, you
ass? Catch me going down 1n the
miiddle of the night after your roiten
tenner! After wou'd told me you
wouldn't lend me ten bob if I got it for
you, ton! Dan’t be an ass!”
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Lord Mauleverer did not answer that.

He stood looking at Billy Bunter,
with a very peculiar expression.

A dozen other Remova fellows laneﬂ
at Bunter, and at one anocther. Skinner
gave an expressive whistle,

Bunter blinked round from face to
face through his big spectacles, 1n angry
indignation.

“I say, you fellows, you don't faney I
went down after Mauly's tenner, o
you "’ he exclaimed.

“We know wvon did!” szaid Johnny

Bull. " What's the good of talking rot,
Bunter? {Give Mauly his tenner st
once ra

*“0h, really, Bull—"

“What's the game, vyou fat ass?”
asked Peter Todd. “You cau't be
meaning to pinch it. If it was tuek
vou'd pinch it fast enough!”

“0Ob, reaily, Teddy—"

“Bhell out, fathead!”
Cherry.

“Oh, veally, Cherry—*

“You utter idiot!” said Vernon-
Smith. *Do  wyou think you'll be
allowed to keep it, when eversbody
knows you've gob it ?”

“Oh, really, Bmithy—" _

“Chuck that, Vernon-Smith 1" said
Lord Mauleverer quietly, " Buauter
wouldn't dream of keeping my bank-
note . .

“ He deesn’t seem in a {earing hurry
to hand it over!" pgrinned Skinner.

“ Beast 1"

“You know he's got it, Mauly, don't
youi"” aosked Harry Wharton, with a
puzzled look at the schoolboy earl.

“No. I thought so, of conrse—all the
fellows did. DBut if he's got it he will
hand it over.”

“Of covrse I would ! gasped Buntor,
*1 was going to get it yvesterday for
vou. old chap! But I never—"

“You mean to say that you've not
got it?” exelaimed tho captain of the
Remove. " You left it where it was,
after going down specially for i7"

“1 never went down A

“¥You can cub that ont " said Harry
sharple. *Quelch knows whether some-
bady went to his bookcase or not
That's settled.”

“It wasn't me—

“Don't talk rot! It was vou or no-
body,” said Johnny Bull. “If you got
scared, and put the buok back withous
taking the banknote out—"

“That's it 1" said Lord RAlauleverer.
“I never guessed that one. It's all
rizht,”

“That isn’t it!” howled Bunter. *1I
tell you fellows that I never went Jown.
I was fast asleep all night.”

“Who did, then " grinned Bkinner.

“How should I know? Perhaps g'-:m
did 1" dyapped Bunter, "I anybody’s
bagged Mauly's tenper, more hikely you
than me.”

said Bob

LH]

“Why. vou cheeky fat scoundrel!”
velled Skitner, in great wrath.

He made a stride towards the Owl] of
the Remove, ;

Lord Mauleverer interposed.

" Chuck it 1” he said. .

“Do yvou think I'm going to let him
gay—" gpluttered Skinner. :

“Wall, you leave me alone if you
don't lixe it yourself !” snorted Bunter.
“T never went down last night. If some-
body did, I never saw him. I wae fast
asleep all the time. I think the fellow
who went down ought to own up, amang
ourselves. Nobody will give him away
to Queleh.”

“It was you !" roared Pater Todd.

“It wasn't!” welled Bunter. “Can’t
you take a pal’s word, you beast 1"

“Oh, my hat! Hardly "
£ E:E'ﬂ!-l, lu 2
“Mow, look here, Bunter,” sald

Harry Wharton cluial:lj “have a little
sensa, If wvou tell us that you put the
book back without taking out the bank-
1o after all, we can believe that
much, But it's na good telling us that
an never went after it, because we all
now you did.”

“I never did!" howled Bunter. “I
tell you I never went out of the dorm &t
all last night! I never woke up once.”

“That's rot!” said Bob.

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“Bunter, you ass,” urged the captain
of the Remove, “for goodness’ sake
don’t be such a fool! Can’t you see that
1f vou tell lies about it, it's perfect

clear why! Bomebody went down—"
"I never did 1™
“You rotten incher!” growled

Bolsover major. "Look here, you men,
if he doesn't cough up that banknote,
this can't be HE‘Et dark.”

“You beast!™ yelled Bunter. *“Oh,
vou beast! T never went down! If any-
body did, it was somebody else. 1 say,

vou fellows——"

“ Rot ™

“ Gammon ¥

*“Bosh!”

“I=—=1 epay, Mauly,” gasped Bunter,
“vou believe me, don't you, old chap?
You know I wouldn't pinch your banlk-
note.”

H-"E.F'EHEFH

“Good old Maulv ! snesred Skinner.
“Aauly will believe anything! Lvery-
body else knows you've pinched it
Bunter.”

“Bhiut that up, Skinner!” said Lord
Mauleverer, * Bunter, old fat bean,
yoire the biggest idiot ever—end you've
got yoursell into a bag box, throngh not
bein' able to mind your ewn business,
If you hadn't barged in yesterday after-
noon, you wouldn't be suspected of
bargin' in last night. See? Come and
have a ginger, old bloated bean.”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry, as
Bunter—all smiles again—rolled off with
his lordship to the tuckshﬂ%.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“After all, there's no proot that it was
Bunter.” he said. “We took it for
granted : but—-"

Thif Bounder gave a rather unpleasant
laugh.

"%t’ it was anybady else, he went down

to pinch that note,” he said. “Is that
what you think?"” .
“No, of course not! That's

impossible I )
“0Oh gad!” breathed Vernon-Smith,
with a sudden, startling chinge in his
look. His own words scemed to have
put a startling idea into his mind.
Harry Wharton looked at him sharpls,
“What have you got in your head now,
Smithy " he asked.
“Dh, nothin'1” deawled the Bounder.
And he walked away whistling.

— S

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

AZELDENE went down to the
bike-shed immediately after
school that day.

But as he was about to wheel
his machine out, a figure stepped into
the doorway. : ;

Herbert Vernon-Smith held up his
hand. .

“Hold on!™ he said.

Hazel gave him e fierce look.

et out of my way, Vernon-Smith !
I want to have nothing to say to you.
Get out of that doorway!”

“You can leave that bike slone,
Hazeldene,” said the Bounder guietly.
“Lots of time to cut down to the Three
Fisher. and back before lock-up.

“I'm going for a spin—"
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** Last night, while the Hoose was aslesp, someone entered my stu&y,” said Mr. Quelch. ** Was It you, Bunter?” ** Oh

e N

"!l[ “WJ" ”' |J J jlhlrE”'w

s

crikey ! ' A grin fickered on every face in the Remove, with the exception of one. Hazeldens sat as if turned to stone,

1 know all about that! Lots of
time; and you'd better listen to me™
said Vernon-Smith. “You've got to,
enyhow, for if you try to shove past, I'll
knock you spinning ™

“You rotten bul ;,rl"

“Wash that out! You may be glad
I stopped you, when you're a bit cooler,”
eaid the Bounder contemptuously. “1If
ou're going to be sacked from Grey-

riars, better to be sacked for pu
haunting and  betting, than for
stealing 1™

Hazel gave a choked ory.

He let go the bicycle, and it clanged
gver. Unheeding it, he stood staring at
Vernon-S3mith, his startled eves burning
from his white face.

“What—what did you say ?” he stam-
mered. “What de vyou mean? You
rotter—you cad ! What do you mean

Smithy glanced round belore answer-
ing. No one else was at hand at the
moment. He spoke in a low voice,

“Some Remove man sneaked down
{rom the dorm last night to take that
har'likn?te out of the book in Quelch’s
study.’

Hazel tried to pull himself topether.
But his look was ghastly.

“It's put down toa Bunter, hecause of
the way he played the fool yesterday.
Bunter denies it—"

“Wouldn't he?” muttered Hazel.

“That's right—he would,” Vernon-
Bmith nodded. “But—Bunter hasn't got
the tenner! Some of the fellows think
he has—I don't! He hasn’tl And if
he lost his nerve, and left it in the book
last night, there's no earthly reason why
he shouldn't eay zo. It wasn’t left in the
book. It wes pinched by the man who
prowled in Quelch's study last night.”

Hazel did not speak,

He could sce the suspicion that had
come into the Bounder's mind—unaveid-
able in thoe eircumctances of the casze,

as the Form-master questioned Bunter.

But he could see, slso, that it was only
a suspicion.

1 can’t believe that Bunter would
pinch that tenner,” went on the Bounder
m a low _voico. *I can't think that any
man at Greyiriors would—unless he was
in a scrape, half off his head with funk.
Do you get me "

“No!” muttered Hazel.

“I'vo boen keepin’ an eye on you, to
soe if you went out | Now you're goin',
That's why I'm speakin' to you. If
you've been foel enough—idiot enough—
mad enough——" The Bounder paused
& second. “Loek here, Hazel, there's
still time to put it back—nothing kuown
or said! A bit earlier you could have
told Mauly wyou'd got it for him—
meddlin’ like that fat ass Bunter! It's
too late for that now—after keepin' it
all day—if you've got it! But—"

Hazel picked up the bike.

“Will you get out of my way, Herbert
Vernon-Smith 7 he asked in & low, con-
centrated tone. “You've come here to

ive me good advice, have you—you, the
allow that would be sacked like & shot
if the Head knew half what the fellows
could tell him. Keep your adviee till I
ask you for it! Get out of my way, or
I'm run this bike into you!”

The EBounder looked st him—hard,
doubtingly,

There was no proof! There was, in-
deed, no proof that the banknote had
been removed from the book at all, The
evidence, what there was of it, wes
against Bunter. Yet suspicion was
strong in his mind, The very sum that
Hezel needed =0 sorely—the very sum
he had tried to borrow in Study No. 4—
Ei;}é i‘:ha threata of Bill Lodgey over his

e

“Do you hear me?” said Hazel,
between his teeth. "Keep your distance
from me, Vernon-Smith! Feave me
alone! And—get asida from that door ™

“Tve said my say!” Thoe Bounder
stepped aside. “I'm no friend of yours,
Hazol—['d sooner boot you than not,
after the rotten way you let us down
yesterday. But I've spoken su a friand,
all the same, If you've done such a mad
thing, think of your sister, at school anly
a few miles [rom hero—of your mother
and father—and take my tip, belora it'a
too late.”

Thea Bounder spoke with very unusual
earnestness.

Unheeding, Hazel wheeled the bike
past him, without an answer, and with-
out & look. His face was sullen, defiant.

Vernon-S8mith stood looking after him
as he went out of the gate. He sus-
Eaet.ad—he could not help suspectin

ut he had to leave it at that. Wil
a contemptucus shrug of the shoulders,
the Bounder walked away to the House.

Hazeldene mounted his bieyele and
rode sway—taking the direction of
Courtfield. Anyone who noticed him
would have supposed that he was ridin
over to the town. But out of sight o
the school, he uhqn?ed that direction,
and followed a bridle-path throvgh the
waods, down to the towpath on the Sark.
Leaving his machine in the wood, eon-
cealed 1n &8 mass of hawthorns, he went
out on the towpath on foot. Thers he
halted, gazing about him, to make sure
that no one belonging to Greyfriars was
in sight. Then he walked on quickly
towards the gate of the Three Ifishers
1T,

_ But he stopped. His heart was beat.
ing painfully. He backed under the
trees by the towpath again, leaned on sn
ald becch, and remained there for some
time, thinking—or trying to think.

day long he had been in a state of
dazed nervousness, snxious to get away
and get it over. Now that he was almost
at his destination, hesitation set in. Ha
had refused to think—driven thought
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frors his mind—but those words from the
Bounder had made him think, in spite
of himself. They had brought home to
his mind what he was doing.

And what he was doing made his flesh
trealp to think of it,

The banknots he had taken from
Mauleverer’s book was in his pocket.
There was still time, a3 Emtthj.' had said,
to put it back where ho had found it
What he had done one night he could
undo the next might. It was good advice
—it came from a fellow who despised
him, and whom he disliked bitterly—but
it was sound counsel, and bLe knew it
And was he &0 safe as he had fancied—
when the Bounder suspected him? Once
he parted with that bankmote it was
irrevocable—he was a thief, a thing
uneloan. Ile stood with the perspiration
breaking out on his forehead, in pitiable
fear .&mﬂi wretched indecision, '

He stirred at Jasi. His face was white,
his eves burning, as he went—and he
went 1n the direction of tlie gate on the
towpatiL.

a gave a hagrard glance to and
fro, and went hurriedly in. A man
loaling on the path within, gave him a
cutions glance. Hazel's face, though he
wae not awarg of it, would have drawn
a eecond glauce from anyone.

“Is Bill Lodgey here?” Hazel mut-
tered thickly. _

“He's in the billiards-room, sir.”

“Will you ask him to come out?
I've got something for him."”

The man nodded, and after another
curious stare at the white face, went
vound the building. Hazel waited, i
cover of a clump of bushes that hid him
from the towpath. In a few minutes, a
red-faced man, with a bowler hat on
one side of his head, and a cigar stick-
ing ont of the corner of hia mouth,
came along, and joined the Greyfriars
junior. . 1 )

The expression on Bill Lodger’s face,
as he came, was aggressive, bullying.
But 1t changed a3 he saw Hazel.

“I've got it!” muttered Hazel. “I—I
—~1 managed it, after all—I—I've got
it.” He fumbled in his pocket. ;

Lodgey's eves remained fixed on his
face.

Hazel's hand camoe out of his pocket,
with e banknote for tean pounds
crumpled in it. .

Lodgey made no movement to take 1t

Not for twice and thrice ten pounds
wonld Bill Lodger have touched that
banknote—with  that look in  the
wretehed boy's face. Lodgey had had
many narrow escapes, in s time, from
eceing the inside of a prison cell, and
he was by no means anxious to find
himself quartered in one,

Hazel held out the bankaote.

Mr. Lodgey put his bands behind him.

“You young fool (¥ he said. “You
voung fdiot! Put it back in your
pocket 1" : :

I1azel stared at him wildls,

“What de vou mean?"” His voice was
cracked, “ What—"

“I mean,” said Mr. Lodgey quietly,
“that vou'd better go straight back to
where I]irc:u found that banknote, and put
it back. Think I'm blind, or what?
You mad voung fool 1"

Hazel stood dumb.

“You owe me moner,” said Lodger.
“A man wanta to be paid! Leave it at
that! I'Il wait! I reckoned you ecould

ay if yvou liked—wou did last time!

ut * He gestured to the schoolboy
to put the banknote out of sight. I
tell you, you ean take your time, but
don't try those fricks again! Think I
want to see vou sent to chokey, and me
after vou? You mad voung fool!"

Hazel dazedly understood. The man
realised that he had driven him too

Tue Micwer Tesrinv.—No. 1555

i—

THE MAGNET

hard: he had read everything in his
white, tormented face. Ha knew, Bz
well as if Hazel had tald him, that that
banknote did not belong to him—and he
was scared. He was not, perhapa, raseal
enough to tale it:; and it wa= certain
that he dared not.

“Put it away, you young fool! Go
back to wvour school, and put it back!™
muttered Lodgey, “I tall you, I'll
wait! If it's like that, you won't find
Bill Lodgey a hard man. Leave it
over! et ont of this!™

He turned, with that, and walked
away, and dizappeared round the build-

ing.

?Iazu'[ stood rooted,

The man knew! That was an added
humihation, but that mattered little.
He had nething more to fear from the
sharper. The man wasz frightened by
what his threats had driven his dupe
into—he was more anxious o see the
lazt of Hazel than HFlazel was to sce the
last of him. Slowly Hazel turned and
went back to the towpath—his hand
clutching the crumpled banknote in his
pocket.  His heart grew lighter and
Lighter.

The burden was rolled from his mind.
To get back to the school, with the
banknote safe; to steal down from the
dormitory, that night, and replace it
where he had found it, as the Bounder
hed advised—then to shut the whole
thing out of his thoughts! He walked
with a light step, back to where he had
left his bievele in the wood.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tooc Late !

- BAY, you fellows!”
Billy Bunter rolled  into the
Rag after prep that evening, and
gquealiod.

Mest of the Remove had come down
from the studies. Most of them glanced
at the fat Owl as he rolled in, and
Bkinner called out:

“Cough it up, Bunter!”

Bunter did not heed Skinner, He
%qstnwﬂd liis attention on the Famous
e,

“T =ay, Quelch has gone fo the
Hesd 1 he announced.

“What about 1t, fathead *™ asked Bob
Cherry.

“I mean, he's not in hiz study now.”

“Well, if he's gone to the Head, we
could have guessed that one!” remarked
Bob. “DBut what about that?®

“Wall, look here, vou cut into his

study, Bob—safe as houses, now he's
gone to the Head—"

“Fathead ™

“ Beast | I mean, 1 =ay, old
fellow—-"

“Have vou given Mauly hiz tenner
vet 1" ashked Johnmy Bull.

“Wah! I say, you fellows, do listen
to a chap!” urged Bunter. * A lot of
fellows malte out that I bapgged that
tenner, because Qualeh thinks that some-
body went down te his stoady last
nig t—" ;

"Didn’'t you?” grinned Nugent.

“No!” roared Bunter. “I didn’t!
I've told yon, a dozen times at least,
thatif never went down from the dorm
at all”

“YWhich 13 pretty good evidence that
vou did!” remarked Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 say, Bj'uu fellows, I never did!*
pmteste:'-i unter., "I was fast aslegp
all night! I don't suppose anybody
went down, realiy! You Enm'.r what an
old azz Quelch ie! Look bers, now it's

erfectly safe, one of wou cut into
&ue'[ch’a study and get that banknote
out of Mauly's book for him."

“The same banknole can’t be pincned
twice, can it¥" asked Skinner.

“You shut up, Eﬂu beast! 1 say, you
follows, Quelch doesn't know that the
beastly banknote’s there,” urged Dunter.
“Rafe as houses to cut in and bag i,
while he's gone to the Head! That will
Frove to everybody that I never hagged
it Jast night, see! You do it, Bab!™

“1 don’t think!”

“¥What about you, Nugent?"

“*MNothing about me, old fat wman!”
answered Frank, laughing.

“I say, Bull, you do it! You've got
lots of pluck—give me a Yorkshirernan
for pluck " sa1d Bunter. " You'll go,
won't you ¥

“No, I won't!” grunted Johnuy Bull

“ Rotten funk! I say, Inky—"
Billy Bunter blinked an earnest appeal
at the grinning Nabob of B}mnirnr. gt |
sav, vou're plucky, ain’t vou, old chap®”

“The plickfulness of my diolie seif
Ef‘ %eiiriﬂn 1" agreed Hurree Jamset Rlawm

ingh.

“You ain't afraid of Quelch catching
vou there, are you, old fellow®™

“ Mot in the leasifully I” prinned Inky.
“I ghall take terrific care that the
esteemed Queleh does npob caich ma

ere”

“Well, look here, Wharton, it's up to
vou, as captain of the Remove,™ said
Bunter. “You can't let fellows go on
saving that I pinched Mauly's tenoper,

when it's sticking in that * Holiday
Amnual® in Quelch’s study &ll ihe
time."”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Sure it's perfectly safe to cut In?”
he asked.

* Perfectly, old chap.”

“Well, vou cut in—"
““Oh, n't be a silly 23! said
Bunter peevishly., "1 say, Smithyr—will
you cut into Quelch’s study—"

“ Not this evening I said the Dounder.

“X say, Elazel——-"

“Qh, shut up !’ snapped Hazel.

Hazel, in an armchair, with a book in
his hands, was looking much more
cheerful than he had locked all dav.
Few fellows in the Remove had any.
thing to say ta him, at present—they
could not forget how he had let the
team down in the Higheliffe match, so
scon. But he hardly noticed that. The
removal of a crushing weight from his
mind had restored his spirits—and the
Bounder, with a sarcastic eve, had noted
that he had rebounded from dizmal
depths to almost exuberant cheerfulness
again.

That was Hazel's way when he got
out of a scrape. So it looked as if he
was out of his latest scrape. The
Bounder had little doubt how he had
got out of it!

But his clicerful expression changed
az he listened to the fat Owl. Ho
snapped, or rather snarled, at Bunter—
and seowled.

With the fixed intention of replacing
the purloined banknote that night,
Hazel certainly did not want it to be
demonstrated that it was already miss-
ing from its place,

You funky, tool® %rlmteﬂ Bunter,
“I say, you fellows, who's going? I
sav, Mauly, old chap, you go, what?"

Lord Mauleverer, from the depths of
p comfortable chair, grinoed, a?mr:iJ shook
his head.

“But look here, vou fellows™ urged
Bunter, " rotten cads like Skinner keep
on muhlnE out that I bazged that
tenner—

“You jolly well know vou did, you fat
piticher ' prowled Skinner.

“Well, look here, Bkinner, vou go and

LRE]
'

get it 1" suggested Bunter. * You'll find
it there all ;:}ght:” .
"You blithering asz,"” said Peter

Todd, “it's perfectly certain that soma



chag went down le Quelch's :ludy last
:iig t. If it wasn't yon—-"
It wasn't 1" yelled Bunter.

*Then who was it 7"

"Hﬂhﬂﬂ?’. most  likely,” answered
Bunter. "I dare say Quelch was mis-
taken—look what en old ass he is,
always making mistakes, Look how he
made out that I had that pie the other
day when Mrs. Kebble said it was miss-
gl I told him I never went down the
kitchen staira, and that I unI% went
after o pencil I'd dropped. ut he
made ollt=——**

* Ha, ha, ha "

“Bleazed if I see anything to cackle
at! I zay, von fellows, some chap uu[ihb
to ¢ut in and get Mauly's tenner for
him while it's perfectly safe! I'd go
myself, only Quelch might come back
and cop a fellow—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“1 mean, it’s absolutely safe—safe as
houses | It's pretty thick leaving that
tenner sticking  there, and fellows
meking out that I pinched it!? said
Bunter warmly,

Harry Wharton nvodded,
th-:m%lht-ful look.

“The matter ought to ba cleared up,”
he smid. *'I suppose it was Bunter
burgled Queleh’s study last night—"

“1t wasn't 1 yelled Bunier,

led the

“But I don't believe he bu
tenner,” went on Harry., “ Mauly onght
to get it back somchow and stop the
ﬁw on the subject. It's up to wyou,

auly, as the silly ass who uzed a bank-
note for a hook-mark.”

“Ohl Yeas!”

“Well, look here,” said Harry. *Sup-
pose you forget & map, or something,
to-morrow morning, aod get leave out of
Form to fetch it—and cut in after that
lenner,”

“Oh! Yaas!” vawned Mauly.

“ Easy enough for Mauly to forget s
map,” remarked Beb Cherry, with =&
grin. “Mauly's a whale at forgetting
ithings. If he forgets to cut in for the
tennar, too—>*"

“If he dees we'll boot him and make
him try again in the afterngon,™ said
the captain of the Remove,

"Hear, hear [*

“Oh gad | I won't forget, old beans,”
said Lrord Mauleverer hastily, “As a
matter of fact, I should be glad to get
hold of that tenner—I've yather mizsed
it since I’ve been stony,”

“Ha, ha, ha}*

That was settled, and the Bounder,
watching Hazel's face, was puzzled. If
Hazel, ps he strongly suspected, had
already pinched that tenner, and passed
it on to other hands, he certainly could
not want it to be demonstrated that the
hanknote was no longer in the book.
But he showed no sign of disturbance,
and evidently did not care a straw abont
what he had just heard, .

Smithy was far from suspecting what
was in Hazels mind. What was to
happen next morning made no
difference to the fellow who %}ammd to
1'-*.*&!&55 the banknote that night,

azel, in bed in the Remove
dormitory that night, was =till awake
when midnight chimed. He erept
eilently out as tha last chime died awsay.

The previous npight he had stolen
down from the dormitory like o
trembling thief, with shaking nerves
end heart aching with fear. This night
he went quieily ond resolutely, thread-
ipg}l dark passnges and staircases with a

8

with =&

ter heart—only anxious to get rid of
his burden.

Five miinutes after leaving the
dormitory he steod in Mr. Quelch’s
study, and a flashlamp, glimmering in
his hand, shone on the glass doors of the
bookease.

EVERY SATURDAY

He whipped open one of the doors and
flashed the light on the books within,

Then he eaught his breath.

The “Holiday Anuual® did not meet
hiz view, Over all the books, one after

anothes, he flashed the light: but
Mauly’s volume was not there.
He steod panting.
@ knew, of course, what had

happened. After the occcurrence of the

2

provieus night Mr, Quelch must have
removed the confiscated volume from
that bookcase. Unaware of what it eon-
tained, and taking it for granted that
the book ifself was the object of the
night prowler, the Remove master had
simply placed it elsewhere—where? :
With despair in  his heart, 1ho
wretched junior flashed the light abcut
(Continued on next page)

A PLACE

The Mairon's house is nof & home of joliily,
It's not & pleasant hoose at which to be,
It's oot 2 mansion sacred to the guality,
Nor yet a charming cottage by the sea
But though it gives no reason for hilar
Whent we ara leeliog so extremely well,

When we sre ill, it is a house of charity,
Wa love it beiter than the best hotel,

(23
The Sanalerium’s quiet and commodions,
The ward iz airy, comiorfable and warm,
The medicines are all complately odipus,
And thers's enough to poizon balf the Form!
And when your head’s the sizs ol » gasometer,
When enting iz a thing yon can't endure,
Then Mrs. Eebble comes with her thermo-

meter,
Aném kindly says she'll take your tempers-

4)
Sbe feels your pulse and forehead, lightiy
fingering
The mighty muscles of your arms and chest.
“ A bad sttack,” ghe tellz yon, ** of malinger-

izg 1
Thera's vgﬁi lit{le hope, but get undressed
I! And I will call the doctor in to operate,
We'll see if that will {ree yun from yoor
paig ;

||| And if i doesn™ cure you at the proper rate,

We'll try & dose of Mr, Quelch's cane [ ¥

| {8}

The Sanatorium’ small and hardly ** seaalile,?
Remots from =21l fhe noise of schoolboy
TEBI0mA,
Its wlglta stone walls are modern, buf agree
able,
And shaded by & row of giant elmas,

The Matron's plwass gensrous, bol sensible,
To fags who sometimes fry to pull her lem,

Euch conduct’s really very reprebensible,
Biae's quite correct to take thern down a peg.

Next Week :

% S1arery Homzs » Geryrpiarps

OF WOE!

By
The Creyfriars Rhymester

PATIENCE is Mrs. Kebble's
dominating virtue., But what

of her PATIENTS? Read
what our clever long-haired
poet has to say about the
school Sanatorium in the
following snappy verses.

(3)
* ﬂh.“iﬂi." ghe says, **thers's symploms of

That's or an unoomlortable sign 1
There's just a touch of oping pneumattio

With doable-cycloid fracturs of the zpine
Lumbago eegms to be becoming dominant,

In facf, I must admif you're rather ill,
And now the typheoid symploms are so

prominent
I think perhaps you'd beifer make your

(5)

Now Mrs. Eebble's skilled in all the sciences
0! nurging aod adminbsi’ring First Aid,

And thers are lots ol surgical appliances
Within her Saoatoriom displaved.

Bo H you bust your parietal cavity
(Whatever that is) on the feld of play,

She doesn’t fhink the matter one of gravity,
She tskes i{ out and fhrows the (hing

away [

%)

Sometimes the illness gels quite evidemical
When influenza symptoms sre on view.
Then Mrs. Hebble fillz s up with chemicad,
W!EE‘ makes us leel we'd rather have the

And though maybe at flmes we're too
importunate,
And patients try her patience to the fall,
We sl admit we'ra somethiog mors than
fortonate
In having Mrs. Eebble at the zchoal,

THE S5TATION HOUSE.
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the study, He could sce nothing of the
missing  book—he doubted, indced,
whether it was still in that study at all,
and he darved not linger for & search.
Hazel crept back to the Remove
dormitory with a bheart like lead,

B a—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Up to Mauly !
¢ FE zou
I Laovd,

loase, sir— murmured
“Well

Tauleverer,
“I've left my map in my study,
gir [V

Some of e Remove fellows grinoed,

Second lesson thet Triday morming
was geography, and the Form had been
told to bring in their maps.

Lord Mauleverer did not state that
he had forgotten his map. He hadr’t,
and Mauly was s etickler for the truth.
He stated that he had left it in his
studvy, which, ceriainly, he had done.

Ay, Quelch frowned.

“You mavr fetch vour map, Maule
verer,” he said—" and you will take fifty
Jines V"

Lord Mauleverer left the Form-room.

He was back in five minutes, He
brought his map in his hand. And not &
fellow in the I'orm doubted that he had
dropped into Mr. Queleh’s study on his
way—though opinions varied as to the
reaull.

Havrry Wharton & Co. had no doubt
that he had found the banknote in the
book there. Bkinner and his friends
were quile sure that he hadn't. The
Bounder, watching Hazcel's face, saw
that his eves were fixed on Mauleverer;
but conld not read his expression.

larel, that morning, secemed to have
lost the restored cheerfulness of the
previous evening—if anyone hoad cared
to notice it. The Bounder did notice it.

Lord Mauleverer resumed his place in
the Roemove, his noble countenance
giving no sign. But quite 8 number of
fellows were eager for break that morn-
ing, to learn from Mauly just what had
transpived. ) ]

When the Remove were dismissed in
break a little crowd surrounded his lord-
ship as he went out into the guad.

“I say, got it!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter. say, old chap, if you're

ing to change it T'll coms with you.

sav, Mrs, Mimble Las got in & fresh
lot of lavis and cream puffsa—"+

Harry Wharton smiled. .

Bupter's cagerness was a fairly good

roof that he, at least, expected that
Eiaul:: Lad recaptured that precious
book-mark. ] .

“Shut up, Bunter " said Vernon-
Smith. “What's the verdict, Mauly ™

“Yon gat it 7" asked Harry.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

* Bovvy=—-no

“Oh,  wyou az3!"  gasped Bunter
HIIIJ'E}IM sou go to Quelch’s sindy after
n i ]

Iia?aﬂn-_‘lil -

“Phen whe haven't wvou got 3tf¥
demanded Bunter,

“ Because 1t wasn't there,” chuckled
Skinner. “Did any fellow believe that
Mauly would find it theret"

“Yans, I oid!™ said Lord Mauleverer
calimly., “DBut I didn’t find it in the
hool: becanse the book wasn't there!
Quedchy’s shifted it 1"

“0h erikey 1Y ejaculated Bunter,

“Oh, v hiat 17 said Dob.

Wobody liad thought of that—except
one pale, harassed junior who was loal-
ing under -the elms by lu‘maulfl with a
weight on his mind and his heact. But
»a one was looking at Hazel, or think-

I}F I'IEI:“-!-
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*What rotten Tuck 1” said Harry, *I
—I suppose we might have knowh—
Quelch fancied that somebody was after
ithnnd he wnuidn’ft leave it hh%m for the
gilly nss to get after again, I suppose.
You fethead, Bunter—"

“I never—"

*Bure the book wasn't there, Mauly *
asked Squiff. * You know what a silly
asa you are, old bean !”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Ib wasn't in the bookease, and I
conldn’t seo it in the study at all,” he
answered. “Quelch has shoved it some-
where—might have handed it over to
the Head ! It doesn’t matter really; I
shall get 1t back at the end of the term,
with the tenner in it all right! Forget
about it .

Mauly was prepared to dismisa the
matter from his mind. DBut it was nob
go ecasily dismissed. Nothing was to be
done, however, and the matter had to
be left where it was when the Bemove
went in for third school.

What Quelch had done with that
“Holiday Apnual™ was an inferesting
guestion.

Two or three fellows alter class that
morning found reasons for calling at hiz
study, and while there were able to
asceriain that Mauly had not bheen mis-
faken—that *Iloliday Avnual ™ was no
longer in the bookease.

ut it was not till affer school that
dav that tho facts were learned—and it
was the Bounder who solved the
problemn. .

After tea IHerbert  Vernon-Bmith
coolly presented himself in Mr. Quelch’s
study.

“AWhat i it, Vernon-Smith?” asked
the Remove master, looking up from his
writing-table. ..

“1 was goin% to ask you, sir, if I
might have DMauleverer's °EHoliday
Anrmal,'” satd the Bounder,

“What 7 barked Mr. Quelch.

*Aanleverer waz poin' to lend 1t to
e, sir, when he had finished,” cx-
Plamcd Smithy with perfect coolness,
‘But I hear that he had it in the Form-
room in detention last Tuesday, and it
was taken away—>"

“That is  ecorrect, Vernon-3milh.
That volume is confiscated unti] the end
of the present term,” said Mr. Quelch
sternly. * You arve perfectly well aware
that, in the circumstances, the book
cannot be given to you.”

Smithy was, of course, perfectly well
aware of that. It would not have been
wmueh use confiscating a book if ihe
owner could get it back by tho easy
devico of getting some other fcllow to
azk for it. _— .

But that was not Bmithy's ebject.
What he wanted was to learn what had
become of the volume. Flc was, in fact,
pulling Mr. Quelclh’s leg, in search of
miformation. ) i

siv.” said the

“I—I suppose nok, ;
Bounder. “ But if T nught just look into
it, sir, for & minute to get the answer
to a puzzle I've been working out——"

That was & rcasonahle request, which
Mr, Quelch was not the man to refuse—
if the volume were available.

“T am sorry, Vernon-Smith, but the
book 13 mno longer here,” said ihe
Remove master. “In view of the sur-
reptitious attempt to take it from my
study the night before last, I have
placed it in the headmaster’s keeping.”

He made s gesturc of dismissal, and
resumed writing.

Vernon-Smith left the study, and dJid
not smile till he had closed the door,

After which, the Remove fellows knew
what had become of Mauly's * Holiday
Annunl.” It had been handed over to
Dr. Locke, and was no doubt reposing
in that majestic gentleman'’s study.

Taat, a: Bob Cherry remarked, put
the lid on.

No junior was hkely fo venture into
that avgust apartment. In the darx-
tirse it was altogether too risky, and
at mght the Head's study was always
locked.

“That tears it1”" remarked Bob
Cherty, in the Rag. “Yon won't gel
vour tenner now till the end of the
term, Mauly, and serve you jolly well
r:_g:hi:,_}'cru CEE R ,

Wil he get it then?™ grinnped
SBkinner. *“I fancy Bunter will have
spent 1t long before the end of the
term ™™

“ Beast ¥ roared Buunler. “I never
ol——"

“0h, shut up, Skinner ! said Harry
Wharton. “You jolly well know tlat
Bunter wouldn't—" : ;

“I jolly well know that he did ! said
Skinner.

“I guess it's a cinch ! remarked
Fisiver T, Fish. *He sure went aftcy
itk that night, and, I'll tell a man, Le
cinched it 1"

“I say, vou fellows—"

“It's plain enough I said Bolever
maior. *We all Lkuow that he went
after 1t—"

H:I NevVor b1

“And we all thought lic woas goine
to hand it over to Mauly! He didis
hand it over, and that means that he's
got it 1"

“T haven't!” wailed Bunter.

“Rats1?

(13 Rﬂt-!"

“Cough it up, you podgy pincher !

" Euftl I hﬂvgn’tgl ngeﬁ:u.*nr—-—l watn't
—I didn't——" gpluttercd the hapless
Owl. *“Look here, Aauly, it's up to
voul You go and ask the Head for
vour temner !

“Wha-a-t 7 ejaculated Lord Maule.
verar.

*You can tcll him won left it in the
book by mistake or something ; it's easy
enough to pull the Flead's leg, Ile's a
Bim ?c- old bird 1" .

“Do Lkick him, you fellows! said
Mauleverer. “Kick him hard !

“Beast! Ow!l Beastl Wow "

Lord DBaouleverer rubbed his nose
thonghtfully.

“Think it's np to_me, you fellows?:”
he asked. “I should get mnto a fcarful
row with Quelch if he heard about that
book-marl, after what happened last
time. 1 hate gettin' six! Buot if you
fellows think it's up to me, I'll chance

to

“ Better {hink that out for yoursclR
old man,” said Harry Wharton, with a
smile. “You'd get six and a voval jaw,
but——~" ’

“Um ! said Lord Mauleverer. “I'll
think it over! I really hate the idea
of gettin' six fromn Quelch—loathe it !”

Hazel, who had listened, without =
word, to the diseussion, erept out of the
Rag, choking. The wrelched banknoie
was efill in hiz pocket, and if Maule-
verer spoke out, it would be missed from
the book at once. And what was goiug
to happen then?

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,

Hazel's Seeret!

OB CHERRY'S face suddenly

brightencd, like the sun conung

ouf, and his friends looked ut
him in surprised inguiry,

On Saturday afternoon the Famwous
Five were in Lhe guad, discussing what
they were poing to do with the heli
holiday.

Harry YWharton proposed an extended
spin on the bikes, and hiz chums agreed,
but that prospect was pot suflicient to
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Hazeldene was about to wheel his machine out, when Vernon-Smith stapped into his path. * If you're golng to be sacked
from Greyfriars,”” he said contempiuously, ** better be sacked for pub-hauniing and betiing, than for stealing [ **

“*You—

you rotter I ** stammered Hazel, unheeding his bieycle as It clanged over. ** What do you mean ? ™

account for the beam that dawned in
Bob's rugged face,

The next moment, however, the
knew, and the;' grinned as they followe
Bob's eyes—directed towards the gates.

A graceful figure entered at the gate-
way, wheeling a bicyela. Marjorio
Hazeldene, unaware of the group of
juniora in tho distance, wheeled it to
tha porter's lodge, where Gosling met
her with & crusty grio, touching his hat,
and look charge of the machine.

Johnny Bull bestowed & wink on
ITurree Jamszet Ram Singh, end the
pabob grinned a dusky grin.

said Baob.

“Halle, hallo, halle!™
“That's Hazel's sister] I didn't know
gshe was coming over to-day.”

“1 fancy she's heen a bit worried
about Hazel,” =zaid Harry. *She jolly
well knew that somiething was wrong
on Higheliffe dnir. .

“There's Hazel [ said Nugent.

Hazeldene vwas going down to the
gates to meet Marvjorie,

Bob locked a little less bright. Binee
Highcliffe day the Famous Five had
hag little or nothing to say to Hazel
S0 far a&s they thought sbout him at
all, it was with a disposition to boot
him—which made matters a little
awlkward now.

They all knew that Marjorie had been
worried about her wayward brother on
Wednesday, and it was not surprising
that she had cycled over to see him the
next half-holiday. Glad as they always
were to see Marjorie, it was awkward
nOW,

“Just as well that we're going
for the afterncon,” remarked ¥rank
Hug;ent. “Let’s go for the bikes,. We
can't talk to Marjorie with her precions
brother scowling at us like a demon in
a pantomime [

“Hardly I” agreed Harry., * Anyhow,
she's come over to see lazel—not us”

“Well—" zaid Bab slowly.

(41117

“Come on,” said Johnny Bull
. “Well, look here,” said Bob, redden-
ing & fictle, “ Hazel was an awful rottor
in the cricket, but—we can’t keep it up
for ever. Anyhow, he's out of the team,
and that’s that. And—"

“Don't be an ass!® advised Johnny
Bull.

“Well, look here, ﬂnu fellows cut off
on the bikes,” =zaid Bob., “I'd just as
soon knock up a few at the nets. We
want to keep in practice for Rookwood.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Any old thing,” he said. *I fancy I
know just how many youwre going to
knock up at the neis, you old ass! Come
on, you fellows.™

Four members of the Co. went to the
bike-shed. Dob remained where he was,

Hazel had met Marjorie now, and they
were coming in together. That Aliss
Hazeldene's visit concerned her brother
was clear, for she did not see the four
going, and did not glance at the one
remaining, evidently oblivious of the
famous Co.

Hazel did not take her towards the
House., They walked together ynder the
old Greyiriars elma.

Bob Cherry's feelings were divided
between & desire to greet Marjorie with
his eheeriest grin, and a desire to punch
her brother’s head—quite a disagreeable
mixture,

But for Hazel's dingy raseality, all
would have been calm and bright. But
Bob saw no reason why Hazel being a
roiter, should make a ot of differcnce.
Ha could only feel angry contempt for
& fellow who had let down his side in a
cricket mateh, for a rotten reason; still,
a fellow could be civil.

The Co. were gone on their bieyecles,
and were already probably two or three
miles awav, when Bob, after driftin
about aimlessly for a time, sauntere
under the elms, where Fazel and lus

sister had zat down on one of the ol
henches.

Hazel gave him a rcowl, and Marjorie
& rather lroubled smile, as he ]i[th[ liis

cap.
“Want anything?” asked IIazel
pointedly.
= D}h no ! Nﬂthillg Ebﬂﬂiﬂl B ol mim-

mered Bob. “If you and Miss Hazeldenn
are thinking of going for a spin—"
"Wea're not.”
“(Oh1"” said Bob.
‘I;{TWhj.r hot, Hazel1” said Marjorie,
“You can go, if you like,” said Hazel
gullenly, “I'm not stopping you.”

Marjorie compremsed her lips a litile;
and Bob resisted an almost overpowering
desire to bang Hazel's head on the ehn
behind the bench. He astammered some-
thing and walked away.

I Marjorie gave her brother a quiet
DK

“I hope thera's no trouble with your

friends here, Hazel,” she s=aid.

"They've been down on me ever since
the Higheliffa mateh 1" grunted 1Tazel
“1 hacf something a bik more wrgent
than ericket to think of.”

“But why then did you talke a place
in the team?"” asked Marjorie.

Hazel scowled.

“If you've come over here to jaw moe,

you might as well have stayed et Clilf
House !” he snswered sullenly.
She

Marjorie did not answer that.
was acctistomed to keeping her tomper
with her weak and wayward brother;
and sha knew, without inquirinp;, that he
was in trouble of some kind, When he
was easy in his mind, Hazel could be an
affectionate brother; bub it was only too
clear that ho was not easy i lus mund
1o,

=1 wanted to =es you,” went on
Hazel, after o long silence, “ You've

Tne Macxer Lisranry.—No, 1,533
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got a lot of senso—for a pirl! You've
give: me good advice at times, I know.”

Marjorie smilad faintly.

“] can see that somnthinf’a wrong,
Hazel," sha said quietly. “1 could see
that on Wednesday. If I can help—"

“1 don't sec how wou can,” muttered
Hazel. ‘

He was silent epain.  Hazel, with an
almost unbearable burden on his mind,
was anxious to unburden himself; and
to no one but Marjorie would he have
dated to tell his miserable secret. Even
to Marjorie he hardly dared. But at the
bottom of his heart was 8 faint hope that
ghe might bs able to help him, as so
often sho had helped Lim before.

Marjorie waited; but she spole at

Tast. : :
“Walk with me to the EHead's
house—"
“What for?"” muktered Hazel

irritahly.

““Biss Locke pave me a note for him,
gs [ was coming here.” _

“Oh, rot!” muttered Hazel, * Never
mind that now.” ;

Marjorie was silent again.

AMiss Locke, the second mistress at
ClIff House, was a vounger sister of
Dir. Locke, the headmaster of Greyiriars,

Hazel dismissed that matter as “rot,”
Lt he still scemed unable to make up
his mind to speal.

Marjorie waited patiently.

1lazel broke out at last, abruptly.

“T'm landed! I—I don't know what
to do. There never was & fellow in such
a rotten scrapa before. I—1 daren’t
step into the Head's study. F{—il ha
caught me there—" Haze] shivered.

“You lave tﬂdﬂ'{- to the Head ' ashed
Marjorie puzzled.

“No—no! Xon don’t unaerstand,”
Do gaid, with savage irritation,

“Tell me, then!™ said Marjorie,

“Tt—it's something I've got—some-
thing tha—that ought to be there, and—
and I can't go there—" Iazel's checks
erumsonad.

“I—I don't understand ! Yon don't
mean somcthing that belongs to Dr
Locke?" .

“Nol!”™ Hazel avoided her stariled
cves, his choeks growing redder. He
went on: “Something thet—that's sup-
yosedl to be in his study—and—and—and
if it's missed—" His face burned.
“I'd put it where it helongs like a shot
—bLut—but I—I can't! I dow't know
what to do!”

“What is 1t

¥le did not answer that,

“JIs it=——" Marjaorie’'s voico faltered,
with & dread she hardly reahised that she
was feeling. “Is it—something that 1
could take——"

“Youl” = .

“I have to see Dir. Locke, to give hun
Miss Locke's note. I could take it to his
study in the School Houvse—instead of
going to his house. And—and if I could
take w’i}mt you are speaking of in with
mie——

Hazel sat dumb.

Aarjorie watched him anxiously. She
eould sec that thiz was not one of her
brotlier's usual scrapes. 8o far as she
could make out, he had something that
Lad been taken from his headmaster’s
study-—she could not imagine what—and
dared not take it back there. Yot hia
look was not that of a fellow whe had
l:m!l:.r played some thoughtless practical
ORT.

e What is 1t?" she repeated. “I re-
member once hearing that a silly bov
took away the Head's hireh and hid it.
If it is something like that—"

“Oh, don't ba a fool I"™

Marjoric’s lips gquivered,

“Then what 15 183"

Hazel's lips opened, and closed apain,
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Again they opened and closed. Finaliy,
he spoke in & husky whisper.
*It's a—a—a banknotas |¥

Passing on the Burden !
M ARJORIE did not spealk. She
At a little distance Herbert
Vernon-Smith passed, and raised his
elms, the massive tacade the ancient
house, seemed to be whirling round her

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

did not stir. She could not.

She sat dumb and frozen.
straw hat to her in passing, She did pot
see him, The Greyiriars quad, the old
for some moments. The colour drained
from her face.

Hazel, frightened by her look,
mumbled wretchedly,
“Don’'t be a fool, Marjorie! Don't

look like that! It's not what you think.
You'll meke fellows stare, 1f you look
like that.”

BShe found her voice.

“YWhat have you done, Hazel?
me what you've done.”

He told her—in muttered, broken
sentences, with miserable excuses and
attempts at exculpation stammered out.
It was a relief to him to tell her—but
his face was crimson as he told. It was
all Mauly's fault, for being careless with
a banknote—it was that brute Lodpey's
fault for uttering threats he never in-
tended to carry out; it was that cad
Smithy’s fault for rvefusing to help a
fellow in & hole; it was Quelch's fault
for putting that wretched book out of
his reach: it was anvbady and every-
bodys's fault except Hazel's!

Marjorie listened in stony silence.

In tha wretched tale there was one
spot of comfort for her—the bankunote
had not been parted with, and Hazel
had intended to put it back. He did not
want to be a thief if he could help it.

Bilonce followed.

"1'va got it here!” said Hazel at last.
“I'd give anything to get shut of it.
I've thought of setting a match to it—"

“Huzel 1"

B“tTha?‘ silly fool deserves to lose it.

u —

“If it is not returned, it is stolen.
B"m.fng it would make no difference to
that.

Tell

“T know! But—I daren’t enter the
Head s study ! And—and time's short 17
he mumbled. *That fat fool Bunter has

got himself suspected through meddling
like the fool he 13, and=—and some fellows
think Mauly pugitt to go straight to the
Head about it. It means a licking for
him for being such a fool—but he's just
the fellow to do it, to get another fellow
out of a serape.”
Fiazel's lips trembled.

“But that wouldn't help, if he only
knew 1” he muttered. "1t would only
prove that the banknote isn’t in the book
—and all the fellows would believe then
that Bunter had it the other night—
cxcept Smithy! He thinks I had it.
I—I can't leave it on Bunter—"

“You cannot.”

“It's his own fault, for meddling!”
muttered Ilazel. Clearly if it came out
that the banknote was missing, Bunter
had to take his chance, so far as Hazel
was concerned, e needn’'t have! But
—but-—~then, Smithy knows! At least,
he suspects! If I could get the rotten
ﬂ:ini put back before that idiot Mauly
speaks about t——"

*“Where is the book?” )

“I've told you—Quelch handed it over
to the Head, after he found a fellow had
been after it in Ins study at night. It'a
in Dr. Locke's study somewhere—stick-
ing in a bookcase, I expect. Might be

just Iring on the table, or—or any-
where."”

Hezel eyed his sister eagerly.

“It's just lueck that you've got a note
from DMiss Locke,” he breathed. *You
could take it to the Head's study, as sasy
as to his house. Only—when he's not
there, of course. I mean, having that
note would be an excuse for being in his
study, if anybody came.”

Marjorie did not speal.

“You might spot that book in a
minute or two, shove that rotten bank-
note in it, and—all's elear! Sea? If
—if youw'd do i i

Huzel fumbled in his pocket.

Marjorie shuddered.

All her nerves seemed to shrink from
touching that banknote—a stolen note,
But to replace it where it belonged—to
save her brother from being a thief: to
save him from the even worse act of
leaving his puilt on other shoulders—

Something crisp and rustling touched
her hand as it lay idly on the bench
beside her.

She quivered, and lier fingers closed on
the banlknote.

“You've got a pocket in your blazer
—shove it out of sight!” whispered
Hazel, “I—I say, the Head's window's
open—we can soon see whether he's in
his study or not—just walk slong a bit,
and—and—"

Marjorie Hazeldene dragged herself
from the bench. It seemed to her that
the sunshine of that bright June after-
noon had been blotted out. But she
pulled herself together.

It hed to be done! Her brother had
done wrong, and it was in her power to
set it right—eo far as wrong could be set

righit.

r?,[‘lm_v walked awny from the spot—
Hazel's step alveady lighter. -

In passing that bankueote to Marjorie
he had passed her his burden--and il her
heart was heavy as lead, Hazel's was
lighter for the relief.

Two or threo times they passed, at a
distance, the wide-open window of the
Head's study. It was ascertained beyond
doubt that Dr. Locke was not at the
moment in the study. = |

Bob Cherry, sauntering in the quad
at & little distance. glanced toward:
them several times. :

Neither of them noticed him.

Bob was rather regretting by that
time that he had not joined his chums
on the bike spin. He did not feel dis-
posed to go down to the nets. He
strolled about rather aimlessly, with a
growing anger in his heart, He re-
membered what Wharton had said after
his :nterview with Hazel on Highcliffe
day, and he had no doubt, from whal
he saw in Marjorie’a face, that
weak-kneed scapegrace of the Remove
was landing his scrape on Marjorie, as
he had done before more than once.
Cortainly he had not the remotest idea
how the matter really stood, but he
could ses easily emough the effect of
I-I:'u]zel's conversation on the CLff House

1T,

He clenched his hands in his pockets,
longing to dash them in Hazel's face—a
proceeding that, though satisfactory iu
itself, would not have improved matters.

TUnaware of Bob's thoughts, and even
of his existence at the moment, Hazel
whispered to his sister:

“Cut in now. The Head's not there.
Even if he should come in vou've pot
Miss Locke's letter to give him. 0O.K.
Moast likely he won't; he's sure to be in
hiz house. Cut in ™

He gavo another glance at the open

window. )
4 The coast's clear. I—I'1] wait in the
Rag. Come there afterwards., X say,

you've going to do iti"



Marjorie nodded. She could not
kpeak,

They went intoe the House together,
and Bob’s eyes followed them.

A minute or two Jater Beob was
stnving rather blankly at the Head's
study window, Marjorie Hazeldene had
entered that study, and why she should
have entered Dy, Locke's study when
I'r. Locke was not there was a puzzle,

That was, however, no business of
Bob's, and he did not share Billy
Bunter's interest in matters that did not
concern him. e gave her only one
surpriged glanee, and then sauntered on,
wondering dismally whether he was
going to have a chance of speaking e
word to Marjorie before she went.,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

A Narrow Escape!

i H 1”7 breathed Marjorie. .
She trembled in every limb.
For ten minutes she had been
in the headmaster's study. She
had glanced over endless arrays of
books. ‘That *“Holiday Annual® waas
there somewhere, but to pick out a
single volume from so many was not the
work of a few minutes. Then suddenly

the saw it :

There was a round, small table in the
window aleove, and on it lay two_or
three little piles of volumes. ne
volume, partly projecting from one of
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the litile piles, had a colonred cover
that she knew. It was not likely that
ihers wa= mora than one * Holiday
Amnual ? in the Head's stady, =0 that
nust be Mauleverer's book.

She steppud.(im{:k]_'f to the little table
taking the banknote from the pocket o
her blazer as she did so.

With the bankuote in her right hand
she was reaching with her left to the

“Holiday Annual,” when the door-
handle turncd, and the headmasier
entered.

Instinctively the hand with the bank-
note went behind lLer to hido it from
sight as sha faced Dr. Locke.

The Head of Greyfriars started a
little, but a benign zmile came over his
kind old face as he looked at ihe
startied, confused schoolgirl. _

He was evidently surprized to sce ner
in his study, but he took it for granted,
as & matter of course, that she had some
reason for being there. ‘

“Miss Hazeldone, I thiok,” he zaid
graciously,

“Yes 1" stammered Marjovie.

“¥ou cama here to see mel” azked
the Heud, a little puzzled.

“Yes, sir. Miss Locke gave me a
letter for you,” articulaied the poor girl,
hardly knowing what she said.

“And you waited for me?” said lhe
Head, with a smnile. "Thank you, Miss
Hazeldene. VYou were locking at my
books?  Bomewhat heavy reacing,
fear, for a Fourth Form givl. Ah, I seo
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you have found one volume thet might
interest you-—~the * Holiday Annual.’ 1t
belongs to one of Mr, Quelch's boye.”

Ile smiled again. )

Marjorie had let go the * Holidsy
Aunual ” as if it had becomo suddenly
red-hot, but the headmaster noticed that
it had been pulled from the heap,

“My dear child, you necd not he
comfused,” =alid Dr. Locke kindly.
““There was 1o harm whatever in look-
ing at my books while you waited fov
me to come in. I'ray give nie ny
sister's letter | ] o
: Marjoric’s heart almost died within
wr,

T take Miss Locke’s letter from hev
blazer pocket, she had to bring her
right hand into view, with the banknote
m it.

But in that dreadful moment ber
brain worked quickly. y

She was close to the open window, and
the sill, from within, was low. Her
hand, as she hald it behind her, was
over the sill. ;

She swung her hand outward, letting
ro the banknote., Bhe knew that it
would float down into the guad below
the window—a rather deep drop—
outside.

Recovering it afterwards was another
matter, of which she could not think at
the moment. Only one thing matteved,
then, and that was to gel vid of it befpre
D, Locke saw it.

(Wantinued on next page.)
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plsl
1t was ensy enougl, so far as that
went., It all happencd 1n & second -:::5
an

two, and the banknote was gone
her empty hand caine to her b
pocket, to take out the leiter.

That the schoolpirl was stariled and
confoscd, the Head could not belp see-
ing; but that was casily explained by
ibe fact that he had come in suddenly
and found her looking atl the books,

‘The kind old Mead’s only thought was
to reassure Ler., Iiis manner wasz
lhicnevolence itself, as he took the letber

from her hand.

“Thank wvou, Miss Hazeldene,” he
paid,  “Ierhaps you will wait a few
motnents while 1 see whether my sister
desives any answer to this note”

. 00, yes sir; eertainly 1" stainmered
Marjorie. “Miss Locke askéd me to
tale back e answer, sir."

*Very good,” said the Head. " Pleaso
sit down! And you may lock at ihe
*Holiday Annual? while you wait,” he
aclded, with a kind smile.

The *“Holiday Annual” had no
further intercet for Marjorie; but zhe
picked it uwp and turned the pages
dizzily, while the Head opened the
letter and perused it

Then he sat down to write & reply,
which occupicd him five or six minutes

lazer

movre. . .
Marjorio sat with the *Iloliday
Annual ™ on ker knees, turning the

pages mechanically, but certainly not
seeing a word priuted thercon.

er brain was still in a whiel, thauglh
she was cabming hersell now, Bho was
feverishly anxious fo get out of the
study and pick np the banknote dropped
I'n:n_n the window belore other eyes fell
on k.

But she could not po Ul the answer
to Miss Locke's letter was written and
handed to her. Bho waited almost in
ULONY.

Minule: scemed hours to her, a3 the
Head wrote, in his scholarly hand and
hits usual leisurely way.

THE MAGNET
Pr. Locke had left the study deor

standing open.

Mr. Prout, the portly master of the
Fifth, passed in her view, going down
the corridor. .

The noxt moment she heard his fruly
TOICE :

“What are you doing here, Ilazel-
dene? VYou should not loiter in this
corridor, a5 you know vory well.”

There was a mumbled reply and re-
treating £ﬂntstﬂlps.

Marjoric could guess that her brother
had seen the Head coming to the study,
and had veniurcd az near as he dared
to see what wasz happening. She could
guess the state of trepidation Hazel was
in: but he was gone now,

Dr. Locke rose at last and handed her
a letter.

“Pray givo that to my sister when
vou return to CLf House,” he said.
“There is no hurry, my dear child, if
you have olhey occupations this after-
noon.  When you return for caliing-
over will do quite well”

“Yes, gir!” stammered Marjorie.

“Thank vou, BMizs Hazeldene! Good-
afternoon 7 _

I'he stately old Head bowed her out of
the study and closed the door.

Marjoric went down the corridor, her
heart beating.

She did not need to po as far as the
Tlag to find Hawel. He wos waiting at
the end of the passage, having ciit back
as soon as Mr. Prout was off the scene.
Itis face was white with mingled fear
und eagerness,

“Yowve done i7" he breathed.

She shook her head.

"Oh1? breathed Hazel, “Hp—he
eame in too soon. Oh, what rotten luck !
I—T saw him coming, and—you've still
cob 1t, theni”

In 2 fow words she told bhim.

Hazel reeled, as if she had struck him
& blow. Ho stared at her, haggard.

*¥You dropped it—from the window?
Oh, why anvbody might He stam-
mered helplessly.
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“Lose no time———"

He nodded, and ran ont into the quad.

Marjorie waited, standing by a
windov:, her heart beating almost to
suffocation.

——

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
A Blow For Bob!

OB CIHERRY wondercd whelher
lic was dreaming. :
It ecemed not only like =
dream, but like a pariicularly
hideous nightmare.

He had strolled on aimlessly, after
that glimpse of Marjorie in the ITcad’s
study. }Elu had strolled back again,
still aimless, After letting his chums
ride off without him, it scemed rather
rough luck not to have a single word
with Marjorie before she went. More-
over, Hazel was more likely than nol
ta let his sister ride back to Cliff House
alone, in which case, he had no doubt
that Marjorie would weleome his com-
peny on & bike., So he had no present
occupation but to walk to and fro till
they came out of the House,

As he had last geen Marjorie in the
Heads study be glanced in that direc
tion a3 he came by,

Ho was rather surprised to sea thal
she was slill there, after the lapse of
a good ten manutes,

ghu was standing with her back to
uite close to the
and behind her,

The Head's weoice reached him
through the open window., The Head
was saying, in his kindly tones:

ak Emnmﬁmt heavy reading, I fear,
for a Fourth Torm girl. hi I sto
that you have fﬂung a volume that
raight interest you—the ' Holiday
Annueal.! It belongs to one of Mr.
Quelch's boys.”

Bob grinned as he heard that.

He supposed—as the hcadmaster sup-

ed—that Marjorie had been waiting

ar Dr. Locke to come in, and h
spotted Mauly's **Holiday Annual® to
pass the waiting minutes, ]

The thought crossed his mind, how
Marjorie would jump if she opened that
volume and found Lord Mauleverer's
remarkable book-mark inside !

What happened next rooted Bob.

The Heid waes still speaking, and
Bob was passing on, when Barjorie's
hand unclosed over the gill and some-
thing Auttered down.

Bob did not need to look at it bwica
te know what it was. Ile knew s bank-
note when he saw one.

His feet seemed glued to the earlh.
Heo stood ns if petrified.  Marjorie,
with her back fo the window, could not
gee him ; the Head, farthier in the study,
did not.

For & long moment Bob stood there,
his paze fixed on the banknote, that had
fluttered down and lay within a few
yards of him

Manly’'s banknote ! 1ie knew that!

If this was not some hideous night-
mare, a3 he almost believed that it
was, Marjorie Hazeldena had taken
that bankoote from the * Holiday
Annual,” end had had it in her
when the Mead entered, and had
thrown it out of the window as the only
way to escape dotection. S

1t was mad and impossible—idiotic,
on the face of it! But there it was.
If she bad found the banknote by
chance, as she m‘tighh easily have done
if she had opened tha book, why had
gha thrown it from the window? Bhe

the open window,
window, her right
pver the sill
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might have shown it to the Head—:zhe
might have left it in the bLook. DBut
she had deliberately held it behind
her and dropped it {rom the window.
T'his eould only be some horrible dreamn
=only, unfortunately, Bob was wide
awake, and this had happened right
under his eves.

Hardly knowing what he did, he
stepped to the banknote and put his
foot on it. He shot a glance round.

Nobody else was near, Fellows were to
be seen in the distance, but no one was
locking in his dirveciion. Nobody had
geen anything—except Bob! That was
a relief.

What did it mean? . )

Tt couldn’t mean what it plainly did
mean. It couldn't! But what else?
With & mingled fecling of guilt and
-:!es;ilera.ti{pn Bolb stooped, picked up the
banknote, and zhoved it deep in his
pocket.

I11is mind was in a whirl; but one
thought was clear—nobody mmst ever
know that that banknote had ever been
it Marjorie Hazeldene's hands. That
was clear, and fixed in his mind
MNothing elsa mattered, in comparizon
with ihat.

Baob Cherry moved awav, with a feel-
ing of weakness in his knees and dizzy
bawilderment in his mind. He almost
groped his way under the old elms, out
af sight of the Head's window. He
slopped, and stood leaning on a tres,
dizzy, dazed, confounded,

VWhat did it mean? What would any
fellow, swhe had seen what he had seen,
have said what 1t meant? Only one
thing, and that was madly 1mpossible.

But he tried to think! Harel—that
cur, that rotter! Already, Bob knew,
he had landed some mizerable scrape on
hiz sister, as he had so often done
before. Money, of course! He had
told Wharton that he was going to be
cacked ; he had been mixed up in some
dingy sporting blackguardism, and
owed money that he counld not pay—
that was pretty plain. Alarjorie would
have given him anyihing she had; but
it was, of course, n sum beyond a
schoolgirl’s pocket-money. Had she—

Bob almost groaned aloud at that
awful thought. Had she found that
“bock-mark * in Mauly's book, and the
thought eceurred to her that it wounld
see Hazel throught

Impossible—twice, and thrice, impos-
sible! But what did it mean?

MNobody should ever know, at any
rate. There was, and must be, some
explanation—Bob cling to that. But
if anybody knew—only too well he knew
what it would lock like !—if atybody
knew what he knew!

In the distance he had a sudden
glimpse of Hazeldene ecutting guickly
out of the House.

Hazel dizappearcd—Boh noted in
what direction. Why was Hazel hurry-
ing aleng to the Head's study window ?
Bob bit his lip till it alimest bled, and
moved & little, to get a view of that
distant window again. He saw Hazel
—hent,” scanning the gronnd, scarching
under the study window !

For whati

Bob knew only too well,

He starved seross at Hazel, from the
elms, with doubting, unbelicving eves.
It was impossible, wildly impossible,
that Hazel was there to pick nup the
Lanknote his sister had dvopped from
that window. It was nmpossible, but
trua. ..

Marjorie had flung out the banknote,
Hazel was searching for it where it had
dropped, and, but for the chanece that
Eoh qé been passing, he would have
found it theye. ‘There was no cne else
anywhere near the window—liere was
very little wind—the banknote would

EVERY SATURDAY

have remained whera it had fallen, but
for Bob Cherry, and Hazel would have
found it and picked it up !

Harel—that cur, that dingy roiter
who owed money he could not pay, and
was in dread of the sack, aceording to
Lits own words! \What wos he going
to do with a stelen banknote? The
answer to that seemed obvious encugh.

But AMarjorie——

Bob's usually ruddy face went white.
Alarjorie—never | She counld not have
known that the banknote was Mau]t's.
Perhaps Hazel had lied to her, told her
that it was his. Anything was possible
rather than—what it looked like!

Bob zet his tecth and walked across
towards the House. .

At his footsteps Hazel straightened
tp, with a erimson face, and gave him
a [urtive look from the ecorner of his
eye. If ever fear and guilk were
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written in a fellow’s face they wera
written in Ifazel’'s. Bob had always
despised him, though bhe had tried to
{qa'u the best of him. Now he loathed
rim.

“Looking for something " asked BoD
grimly, between his shut teoth.

Iazel gave him another furlive look.

“Na ™ he muttered.

“1 thought you were™

“hd youl?®

[ | YE'S 'I.J!

“If vou're particular about knowing,
I've dropped my penknife somewhere |”
snapped Hazel. *“That's all \” 2

“Like me to help vou look for itI™
aslied Bob, with savage sarcasm.

il '\q‘cr [:I.'l

L
“0h, I'll help !” said Bob bitterly.

“Mind your own business,”

(Continued on nexé page.)

the

NY complaints this week ¥ None!
(zood ! Then we'll open up this
- little pow-wow with an interesting
query from Franeiz Harley, of Wolver-
hampton. My chum, who appears to
be rather worried about his height,
wants to know the averape heipht of a
boy of fourteen. Sorry, Francis, but
there is no such thing as average height
for a boy -of that n%m Some hoys shoot
up very early in lite, while others don't
begin to grow mntil well after school-
leaving age. You will find more
disparity Gﬁﬂight- at the age of fourteen
than any other age. A great deal has
to do with climatic conditions and the
conntry in which one lives. {Une boy
may tower head-and-shoulders above
another, and yet they may both be the
same height in & few years’ time.. Don't
vou worry wyourself chum, it doesn't
matter a continental red cent whether
vou're short or tall, =0 long as you're
healthy. Siudy Iymu' health always, and
vour growth will look after jtself |

Now for a few
RAPID REPLIES IN BERIEF.

Why are Junior Boys at Sehool Called
“Fags " % (Johnny Wright, Wolver.
hampton) : The word is said to be
derived from * factotum,™ meaning one
who does all sorts of services for another
—-a4 g fag does for a senior.

How long Has the MAGNET Been
Published ? (Fred Watson, Stamford,
London). Quife a considerable time—
over 20 years, in fact. And it ia still
going strong !

Back Numbers (D. Mathews, Tsle of
Wight) : The issues you mention have
heen out of print for some considerable
time now. Bunter bursts on an average
six waistconts every year !

Your Editor is always

h [rom his readers,

| 11 Mﬂﬁﬂﬂt,”

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4,

pleased to hear
Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

A Good Cooling Drink During Hot
Weather ? - (Bert Franklyn, Yarmouth):
Strange as b may seem, chum, the
answer is a cup of tea, Try it and see,
Dutton was deaf when he joined Grey-
frrara. In spite of this infliction he's
always merry and bright and is considered
a good “ scout ™ by his schoolfcllows.

Sorry to have to close down on the
queries, chums,abut I must say o word
or two abgut next week’s programme,
The cover-to-cover story of Harry
Wharton & Co. is entitled :

““ BOB CHERRY'S BURDEN ! **

and it's bang up to Frank Richards’
usual high standard. Bob Cherry, ono
of the Famous Five, is well to the fore
(no pun intended !) in this first-class yarn.
With his own eyes, he has scen his girl
chum, Marjorie Hazeldene, of Cliff House,
drop a ten-pound note from Ik, Lock’s
study window—for her  brother, the
sfzgegmm of the Greyfrigrs Remove, to
pick up! Could it be possible that
Marjorie was o thief? That was an
impossibility ! But  what——*% The
note is now in Bob's possession, but how
to retum it to its owner and at the samoe
time keep the whole miserable affuic
a dead secret 1s a puzzle to Bob., Tor
the sake of his schoslgirl chum, Bob not
only risks the losa of his friends at
Greyfriars, but his good pame as well !
There's not a dull moment in this yarn,
chums, and I can confidently say that
you will enjoy every line of it

The '** Greyfriara Herald ™ aa bright
and rl:]inﬁ as ever, together with the
Greyfriars Rbhymester's contribution, will
complete this bumper issue of the
MigxE?T, Be sure to order your copy

early, chuma.
YOUR EDITOR.
Tre Migxer Lisnier.—No. 1,538
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Bob Cherry laughed—s laugh . that

made Hazel start, and stare at him, so .

strange and jarring did it sound,
unlike Bob's cheery laugh,

He did not speak again. o sirods
away, leaving Hazel staring, for a long
mmute, before he resumed has fuotile
search for what was no longer there.

Bob tramped down to the brke-shed,
dragged out his machine, and edalled
away. He did not want to see Marjorie
now—he could not face her, with the
stolen banknote 'in his pocket—the stolen
pote that had passed through her hands.

What he was going to do with it, he
did not know—somehow or other, he had

B0
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and terrified him, He was in a mood

to snarl at friend or foe,
Wharton suppressed his anger.
“Bob's cut ecall-over,"” he sad,

he ride home with Mn.rjurm ™
“No. Leave me alone.”

The captain of the Remove was only
too willing to do that.

Hazel slouched awey, and went up fo
his study,

“What the dickens has become of
Bob 1" asked Nugent, as Harry re-
iq;:-med his friends. “1 noticed. that his

ike was ﬁane when we put ours in.
He can't have stayed so late at ClLff
House—"

" Did

to get it back to Mauly, without letting

Mauly know, or suspect, anrthing.
That did not matter now. He could not
think of tbat—=he could hardly think of
anvthing. He was conscious of hardly
anything,“biit a stutitied feeling, as if
he- bad’ received & .heavy.blaw. He
drove at his pedals, riding hard and
fast, and never even noticing where he
went.  Nil s -and miles ran unheedod
vhder the whirring wheels.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
What's Up?
i HERRY |*
No answoer.
Mr, Quelch was calling the
names in Hall.

“1 say, vou fellows, Cherry ain't in !
whispered Billy- Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. had. already
abserved that, snd wondered where Bob
Was.

Mr. Quelch repeated the name, with
a sharp glance at'the Remove, and then
marked -Bbb:Cherry ahsent.

When the Greyiriars fellows went oub
of Hall, Harry Wharton tapped Hazel-
deﬂn% on the l}':'.tjf: i %

‘Been anything o erry ! he
asked.

"Hazel started at the touch and
geowled at the captain of the anutm

“ Hang Oherry 15’ hg anap‘peh

Harrr - Wharton looked at him.
had hardly ﬁp-nlr.eq to Hazel since thu.l:
interview in the study on Wednesday,
sfter the Highcliffe matc:h He did not
want to speak to hiln now, for: tha.t‘
matter; but he knew why Bob had
gones out n:th his chums that o ﬂ[‘-
noon, and he supﬁmed that Hazel must
hnm seen somethiog of him, i1f Mar-

jorie had.
Hazel's face was pale and harassed.

He wan in & state- of Lwittering neives
and » -bittér; evil temper. ~The dis
appesrance of tha banknote hnmldured

|
I LIKE A LONG LAUGH 1
Th

en read:

“THE FAMOUS
FOUR'S GREAT
JAPE!"

By Frank Richards

dealing with the early adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfriars, in the

GEM

MNow on Sale

-y

Price 2d.

“ Hazel says he never went home with

arjorie,” answered Harry. “Ho
Ecems to have gone for a epin on his
own, I hope there hasn’t been a row.
‘Hazel looks as if he's been rowing
with' some ~unless it's that' rot he
mentioned “the other day that he's got
on . his mind. SBomething's up with
him.”

*“1 say, you fellows——

“Know where Bob is; Bunter”

“Eh? No. I know hu went oulb In
a jolly bad temper,” said Bunler.
* Beowling like anything! 1 called.to
him when he went for his bike, and he
never even answered—took no notice
at all of & fellow.. I always thought
Cherry was a good-tempered chap, but
he seems to have a temper a5 rotten
as vours, Wharton—

“You fab assi”

“Nah! I saw him hanging about m
the guad,” said Bunter. *“I fancy-h
wanted to speak to Maerjorie Hﬂ;ﬂl

LR

dene hut Hucl
arn's length

It was nearl;r t:ma for prep when
Buh Cherr canm in at last. Ha looked
tired, mm;iy rather dusty. His chums
were waiting for him, but he gave them
only & curt nod w:bhﬂu“t spank , B8
he went tﬂ hm ¥Form master's atu ¥ to

c-‘l'[i: well kept him ab
e, hel"”

art -himsel
&‘h v.mta& for him fo coméd a.way
from AMr., Quelch. He was only a few
lninttes in tha Hemove master's study
afid his puzzled friands noticed the deep
cléad on his brow as he came away.
"L‘inea?” aakad Harry.

W 1 -ea.

"Wha.t you so late?” asked
Johony- Bp Il

“Dh nnthmg! I menn, I fo r:nl: .
_ “You've been for a spin T
MNugent.

" No—yes. I mean, oh, yes. I went

out ori"my bike t"

The Famous: Five went up to the
Remove together, four of them
éxtremely  puizled. ‘That something
was wrong with Bob was as clear as
daylight to his friends,” but they could
nut begin to guesz what it was.

“¥ou haven't been rowing
Hazal 17 asked Harry.

“That cur? No™

“Well, what's up, then "

“?‘-.qthmgh I :m;-an-we.ll nothing.”

ere B-:-h L sa:d Harry
Wharton, -::-:.mmg to pause on the
Rewmove landing, ":;ul.:l re no hand ot
secrets; a blind man could sce all over

with

‘your face that something’s up. Can't

palai®

you tell your
his

Bolr looked at
kuitted brow.

chums with =

U Nothing's u;i"’ he zaud “What
ghould be u m hot feeling fﬂght
fully unk-: usl: now, that's ail.

sUppose & ial ow isn't expdeted -to be
always grinni gonnd grimacing, is he?"

With that b Cheérry tramped up
the Remove passage to his stydy.

He left the Co. exchanging blank
looks.  Burly ungraciousness, from a
fellow like Bob, was simiply amazing.
It indicated, only too cloarly, that
something was mmng—sermmﬂy WIOong.
But what?.

“What the dickens”
Wharton, with & deep breath,
matter with Bob #*

But the Co. had no, snswer to that
gquestion. Em};}eﬂimg wag wrong—thbat
fact leaped to the axe ‘But they were
not likely to guess what.

THE EXD.

{Mind you read “BOB CHERRY'S
BURDEN ! next week’s rousing rtory
of Harry Wharten & Co., by Frank
Tichards. It's g winner all the way’)
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SPEED-BOAT

BIRCHEMALL'

By DICKY NUGENT

“What I like about an after-
noon on the river,” eaid Jack Jolly,
of the St. Sam's Fourth, leaning
back lazily in the rowing-boat in
which he end his chums were

liding through the waters of the
E‘ipplﬂ, " is Elﬁ-t' it's 8o nice and
quiet and peaceful. You never hear
& sound s

Bang ! Crash | Wallop ! Clatter !

“ Hallo ]! What's that "' gasped
Frank Fearless, as tho defiening
roar of an engine began to ewake
the echoes.

The chums of the Fourth sat up
and took notisa. They looked quite
alarmed as they saw what was
causing the din. .

It was a speedboal, and 1t
geemmed to be making a DB.line
towards them at the wvery dickens
of a speed. :

“ Row for your lives, chaps!™
cried Jack Jolly. * We shall be
sunk for o cert if this thing hita ua 1 "

Merry and Bright, who wers
doing the rowing, dipped their cars
into the water and pulled with all
their roite, while Jeck Jolly per-
formed the steering.

They were not a moment too
goon ! Just as their boat moved
off the track of the oncoming speed-
boat, the speedboat rosred past,
throwing up on each side of it a
wacking grate wave !

The juniors canght a momentary
limpse of a bearded figger sittin
at the wheel, grinning broadly, an
of another figger in the passenger
seat at the back. They reckernised
the two figgers at once and gave a
ell.
" Doctor Birchemall | ™
* AMr. Lickham ! ™
The next moment Jt?al: Jullyﬂl&
{’0o. were gripping the wale
and trying ﬁnal;l:iﬂr to &vmg&]nhuing

pitched into the
water aa the wave

from the speed-
boat reached

¥ C e
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“KEEP WILD ANIMALS

Judge Brown gave
a stern warning to
animal.owners at the
Woodshod Bessiona
this week, when
FPotter and Greens,

Crash ! July 3rd, 1937,

Swooooeh !
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i Lnul:mh a lifeboat, samebody | " | sat, elutching his mortar-beard, his | drowned ratt than a 35§ Sam’s “ Good-afternoon, boys!" he; It was Mr. Lickham!

For a few seconds it was touch
and go; but, luckily for Jack
Jolly & Co., their boat just man.
nidged to survive the storin without
CApRIZINgG.

‘“ It's all right, you fellows,"” said
Frank Fearless, “We're still
.Bﬂﬂﬂt. 1- (1]

“ Very likely we are—but I'm
upset | ' said Jack Jolly grimly.
“It'a a bit thick of the Head to
dash along at that speed, il you
ask me | "

“ Here, hera ! "

“Jf he keepa it up he'll give
ordinary river chaps like uws iood
for thought 1" remarked Merry,

“ Eggsactly 1" nodded Dright.
“ And he'll probably finish up by
providing food for fishes | ¥

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Look out!?” welled Fearless.
* Here he comes again!"”

The juniors' larfter died on their
lips as they perceeved a spout of
foam.flecked water racing towards
them, marking the trail of Doctor
Birchemall’s speedboat. There was
no doubt shout it, the headmaster
of 5t. Bam’'s was properly going it !

As the hoat drew nearer, the
juniora could see his grinning dial
working spasmodically—{arely ex-
ulting w the thrill of going at high
speed.

But with Mr. I. Jolliwell Lick-
ham, at the back, it was & different
story. The master of the lMourth

eyea closed to shut out the dizzy
gite of the scenery flashing past him
and an eggspression of sheer terror
on hia fize !

Agoin the speedboat roared past | PO

Jack Jolly & Co., and this time
they had an even narrower escapo
than Lefore, for the Head, with a
mischeavous gleem in his eyes, de-
liberately stevred towards them and
only dodged round them at the last
instant.

Bang ! Crash ! Clatter! Clonk !

The speedboat roarsd deffeningly
by, and the juniors’® boat was
tossed about like o cockle-shell by
the bacliwash.

And then the Fonrth IFormers
had a big serprize. They suddenly
saw Mr. Lickham—not in the speed-
boat, but in the water !

“Help ! Reskew ! Save me!”

The T'purth Form-master's yells
rang out acrosa ithe river as the
roar of Lthe Head's speedboat died
away in the distance.

Jack Jolly & Co. farcly gasped !

“Grate pip! He's been pitched
out-—and the Head duzzent know
it ! eried Jack Jolly. * To the
reskew, yon fellowa!

“Yes, rathar ! "

The Co. soon got bizzy. They
addled awiftl over to Mr,
Iliuk}mm, and Jolly and Fearless
leaned over the side and yanked
him in—locking wmaore like a

WaAs ““MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S

DREAM’’ A NIGHTMARE?
Asks Our Dramatic Critic,
FRANK NUGENT

By ission, the Re-
move Dramatio Society presented
Shekespeare’s ** Midsurnmer Night's

Dream " in the Head's garden on
Wednesday evening.

The play waa produced by
experiecnced showman, William
Wibley, and it would be pleasant
to be able to say that it wenb off
without a hitch. But tho sad truth
is that it was enough to give
Shakespearian enthusinsta the itch !

The trouble about theatricals
at this time of the year is that most
of the actors are more keen on
getting a line on ericket and swim-
ming than on lesrning the lines

of & play.

In lﬁﬂ case of Wikley's pro-
duction, hardly any of the actors
seemped to remember a word of
their parts |

Even that would not have been
g0 bad im the case of an indoor
production, where the prompter
i8 bidden in the wings. But on

by that

Wednesday even-
ing, the scenery
was all natural—
and the spectacle
of the prompter
doing his stuff in full view of the
gudience seemed very wnnalural !l

Evidently in producing the
piece, Wibley didn't put his foot
down. The resmlt was that his
corapany put their foot in 16! Most
of the talking scemed to he done
by the prompter, and the actors
only joined in at odd intervals—
and usuolly made a mess of it
when they did !

Some of the audience scemed
to get plenty of fun out of it, end
there was sufficient laughter 1o
have satisfied any troupe of knoelk.
about music-hall comedians. Tnt
serions Shakespeariana couldn’t hel
feeling ihat Wmgate lut the nail
on the head by saying it should
have been called " A Midsummer

Night'as Nightmare ! 22

don't go quite
I found compen-

Personally, I
20 far as that.
sations in the show. The costumes
wera good and the surrounding:

were ideal. It was o lovely
summer's evening and the Head's
garden mode a perfect setting for
the piece,

After all, you have to start
somewhere, and this is the first
time we've attempted an open-air
play at Greyfriars. The actors
all felt they could have kicked
themselves for not deing justice
to the show, when they saw what
coulid have been made of it in
such a favourable environment.

1f I'm anything of & prophet, Wib.
will produce “A Midsummer Night'a
Dream ' again next year—and
mnke a big suecess of it |

Form.master | ’
“Feel all right, sir!" asked

Jack Jolly, anxiously., "if you

don't, we'd belter try ir:ificial
iration ! "

“Poof ! Ow! Nunno, 1 shall

be ell right, thank you, Jcily!"

ped Mr. Lickham, puffingz and
f:!iuawing like & grampus. “Oh!
Ow ! That was a narrow rsueak,
boya, and no mistake ! ™

* Well, sir, with all dew "spect
to you, it was your fault for -usting
vourself to the tender merc s of a
river-hog like the Jltad1™
remarked Frank Fearless o cdidly.

Mr. Lickham shuddered

“1 hadn’t the phoggiesl otion
theve would be any danger, F arless.
When the Head ssked mv if I'd
like a trip in the mol!*boat
he'd borrowed for the aftsmoom,
it didn't oceur; to me {or & :1mment
that he would try to send mne to
a watery grave! Broor!

* You'd better get your.clothes
dried, sir, or you'll be ocet 'ing a
dosa of the flew!" grin- * Jack
Jolly. “What do you ay if
we land on the island Az We
can soon light a fire.”

* Thanks, Jolly ! 1t's ar pping
wheoze ! '

As it happened, they wue not
far from the island, and ins short
space of time they lamn ' and
lighted a fire, while Mr. ‘kham
undressed in the bushea.

Onc by one, the I'oort Form-
master’s drpping garmen eame
sailing across to Jack oy &

Co. First came his mortri™gard
and jacket;  then his: skit
and trowsis; and, fina,, his
underweoar.

“Got o towel, bovs! asked
Mr. Lickbam, as he pi = his

head out of the bush that
screened hia anattermy.

“Sorry, sir!'" grinone Jack
Jolly., " We didn't a sipate
enybody taking a dip tb after-

noon. You can have my pocket
handkercheef, if you like | "

“ Same here, gir ! "' corus:d the
reat of the Co.

As four pocket handkecheels
were belter than nothing it all,
Mr. Lickham axxepted th-- and
vannished to dry himself,

So far, Doctor Birchemal had
not reappeared ; but nc¢ sooner
had the juniors got the *~urth

Form-master’s clothes - sming
merrily by the fire than - effen-
ing roar from the river t+ them

that the Head was returr .
They all hurried dow 1o the
gide of the island. Theé® were
just in time to see Doctor Bi fiemall
slowing down near the ba: 1.

They quite eggspected lim to

be looking drawn and uggard

with anxiety over losi Mr,

Lickham. .
But, much to their i,

_Jise,
he was still grinning cf sriully,
gs though he hadn't & rare
the world ! .

eried. "I hoap I didn't make
you feal too nervusa when I passod
you i ™

* You—you

“ Bome people are s bit scared
of speed—but I'm a proper spead
feend, myself ! " grinned the Head.
“*There’s nothing I like better
than the wind rushing past my
earsa and the spray deshing in my
faca |

“Well, of all the hartless old
fopeys—— " gasped Frank Fearless,

But Jack Jolly silenced him with
a sudden winl.

“ Mum's the word!™ he said,
under hie breath. * He hasn't
notiseed that Lickham’s missing

t! Now's our chance fo teach

im & lesson that he wou't forget
inoa burpy 1 ™

* Oh crums ]

“By the way, s&ir!" ecalled
out the kaptin of the Fourth.
“Didn't I notiss My, Lickham
gitting at the back of you pree.

vieusly 1
The Head chuckled gleefully.
“Yea, rather! I &nﬂy {‘va
given himm enwil thrills this after-
noon to last him & lifetime | *

Lk

“1 bet yvou have, sir | " grinned
Jack q{}"j" il § auﬁn:a got.
off again at the skool thouse § '

“Eht Certainly not, Jolly!"

* Thon, in thet case, sir, whers
12 he now F

“Why, he's still in hia s=sent,
of corse-——ow ! " finished up Doctor
Birchemail,

The Head had turned round to
goe Mr, Lickham for himself,

The shock he receeved when he
found Mr. Lickham’s seat empty
almost nocked him head-first out
of the l;peed-bﬂatl

The Head gazed at that empiy

seab with eyes that almost bulged
out of their sockits.

“He—he's gone!' he aaid,
horeely.

“ (o hon?”

“He's g one without leav.
ing a tracel™ $aapad the Head.
“ Where is he 1 "

* Echo answers ‘ Where 1

* Lickham's gone!’™ howled
DPoctor Birchemell wildly. * Paoor
old Lickham |

*“ Perhaps this will be & lesson
to you, sir, not to be & river-hog
eny more ! said Jolly seveerly.

The Head klutched wildly at his
beard, He scemed tobeinaproper
state about it.

“Woe iz mel?® he cried.
“ Lickham will never forgive me
for this ! His ghost will come back
to hawnt me and——— Ow ] Help |
Perlice ! Here it comes! t's
Lickham's ghost, boya! Help ! ™

Grately serprized, Jack Jolly &
Co. looked in the direction to which
Doctor Birchemall was pointing,

An eggstraordinary site met
their gaee,

Stalking slowly towards them
was o weerd er, covered from
head to foot im long grass|

He had dried himself and then
coverad himself with grass in order
to join the rest in & presentablo
condition !

He had to walk slowly to prevent
his crude coverings from elipping
away. But the Head, who be-
leeved him to be lying at the
bottom of the river, jumped to the
conclusion that it was the elow,
sollem stalking of a spook !

“Bo we meet again, sir——"
b Mr. Lickham,

gut he got no further, & howl
;{f terror irom the Head interrupted
i,

! Lemme

¥ Yarooooo! Go awny
alone | Don't hawnt me ! Wooop
“ What the merry dickens!™

ad Mr. Lickham.
g:ﬂﬁpHa, ha, hall
Jolly & Co.

e chums of the Fourth simply
roared, They saw the commical
side of it.

It was their cheery larfter that
brought Doctor EBirchemall back
to his senses. The Egg&;pmsim
of fear slowly went from hie face.

* B-b-bless my scle ! ” he gasped.
L Tt's not ?nm' ghost, after all,
Lickhem ! It’s really youl®

“ Quite right, =ir1" grinned
Mr. Lickham. **8orry if BV
vou & shock. DBub it evens things
out. You gave me a shock, too,
when you sent me whizzing out
of your speed-hoat into the water.”

Doctor Birchemall drew a decp,
::laa'p breth of releef,

““Well, Lickham, 1 must say
it's good to ses you again?! Of
corse, I didn't think it was your
¥hmait'r, really., That was only my
uﬂ 1r

* Qh, crikey 1"

“Just a hitle josk, that was
all 1" said the Head, with a coff,
‘* All the same, Lickham—ahem '—
1 shall never go speeding on the
river again.’

yelled Jack

And he nover did!

Fifth Form, were sum-
moned to show causs
why acreature for which they
accepted responsibility,
known as Horace Uoker,
should not be destroyed.

FProsscuting for the Remove
Postal Delivery Co., Peter
Todd, K.C., said that, after
hearing the evidence, he was
sure that there would be no
doubt left in the judge's mind
that Horace Coker was a
dangerous animal within the
meaning of the Act,

Witnesses would be called
to teetify that Coker was left
to run about the Fifth Form
passage without a lead—to
the denger and terror of
passera-hy., Seweral mmessen-
%er;': employed by the Postal

elivery Co. had been at-
tacked.

In one case Coker had
flung himself on a caller and
geverely meauled him.

On another occasion he had
bitten a youngster on the
call, (Criea of '’ Shame ! ')

Huaving callad witnessea in
Bup%l:‘ll‘tr of hia contentions,
My, Todd, in & speech punctu-
ated by frequent cheers from
a crowded gallery, asked for
the meaximum penalty to ha

UNDER RESTRAINT OR—"

Judge’s Stern Warning

inflicted on defendanta for

an pi?‘iqncg v;rlhiuh raariuunly
ardigsed the psafety and

mfnrﬁ of the i:nlivr.t‘.;Il|r

Potter and Greene, who
defended themseclves, pleaded
that although Coker was of
somewhat terrilying appear-
ance, he was in rea%ity uite
harmless and inoffensive, They
had had him ns & pet for a
long t{ime and they could
vouch for his affectionate
dispoaition.

t was quite a mistake to
suppose that he had made
ferocious atteels on  the
witnessea who had spoken.
The fact was that he had been
simply playving with them 1
(Derisive howlz of laughter.)

They begged to be allowed
to keep Coleer and agreed thad
he should be kept on a lead
or in o dog kennel.

¥inding for complainants,
Judge Brown said that the
nuisance of uncontrolled ani.
mals waa ona which had been

owing considerably at Gray-
riars, and pomeths wuufd
have to be done to check it.
Ha warned snimal owners

nerally that in future he
imtended to inflict the sovereat

nalties on thoss who allowed
erocious beasts at lerge,

He ordered Coker to be
painlessly deatroyed at once.

Coker was thereupon taken
to the Music-room to listen
to Hoskine practising scales,

He expired immediately,

IS MILITARY

TRAINING IN

SCHOOLS DESIRABLE?
“Yes!’’ says HARRY WHARTON

In my opinion, military
training is one of the finest
things they can give uws at
school. 1'm all in favour of
cadet corps being established
in every school.

The habit of blind obedience
to an order i one that all
voungaters should aequire.
You have to learn to obey
before vou can command !
Military training teaches that
valuable habit i the most
convenicnt form.

I feel in any case that we
should all learn the rudiments
of military science for the
reason that wo should all be
fitted to help defend our
country in an hour of need.

Military training desirgble ¥
Most certainly, from my point
of view !

“NO 1
SAYS H. VERNON-SMITH,

Forget Wharton's guil, you
-L*]]E.PB 1

T ag ready to defend mg
country ee anyone; bub
don't see why that should im-
ply that I'm to spend all my
EEM‘E fime tromping about

geountryside inevil-smelling

khaki and sloping erms in
the quad to the orders of
BOTOS bu.ll:.-'m,? drill-sergeant |
I cheerfully admit that
military traiming teaches the
habit of blind obedience.
But the habit of blind
obedience happens to be a
habit I don't want to acquire
And I don't for one moment
agree that it i3 necessary
te acquire it hefore you can
help {0 defend your country.
m all for the development
of individuel initiative and
enterprise. Ailitary training
killa it—tums individuals into
a flock of sheep!
_ For these reasons, I think
it undesirable in schools |

IT CAME IN A
FLASH!

During last Thureday’s
violent storm at Greyfriars,
Fisher T. Fish waa struck,
Fortunately, it was only by a
bright idea for a sound-and-
lightproof mask, suvitable for
wear by people who don’t
like thunderstormn |




