





One first-iime shot from Gilbert Tracy’s foot, and the best goalie's left 'staudinﬁ:.

With such a

wonder man in the team, Greyfriars considers the match against Higheliffe all over bar shouting.

But they litfle know they have a3 traitor in the side !
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The junior in the study stood panting, with a white face. Outside the stwiy, a crowd of fellows
““ Will you open this door, Tracy ? ' called out Harry Wharton.
The new boy did not open the door—he knew what awaited him !

thumped, and shouted and buzzed.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Caught !
HOCOLATE Box '
Mr. Queleh, the Remove

master at’ Gre:rfrmrﬂ. gave a
sudl:len stark.
He sat up in his armchair.
He wosdered, for a moment, whether
he was dreaming, as hﬁ heard those an-
cted words.” -
he;. Novémber evening had closed in.
It was dark in the Remove master’s:
study, save for a'faint red glow from
tho fire, burning’ ]m-..r in the grate,
Quflrh realised’ th&t. he had nndded

leeh who was & great walker, had
becn out for ona of his long walks, affer
class. He had walked Frout, the master
of the Fifth, almost off his pnrﬂv logs.
He had got in befare dark, and had
gdt down to rest for o fow minutes m
the armchair in his study.

He was tired. Botween fatigue :md
the warmth of the fire he had nodded
off. That was how it cama about that
Mr. Quelch was sitting in hiz study in
the dark—darkness havi m(? fallen while
slumber’s chain had bound him!

It was & voice that awakened him—
uttering the words: *“ Chocolate Box '™

Ha sat up and blinked.

He rcalised that he was not, as he
should have been, elone in.his study!
He had heard no one onter; whoever
had come in, had come 1n very qumtlh
But soroeone was there, speaking !

Why anyone should emter his study,
stand ﬂrern in the da.rki and utter the
words “chocolate box ¥ was ulberly
mysterious. For a moment or fwao Mr.
Quelch was blankly amazed.

Then he discorned a clue to the
mystery !

Dim, in the dusky gloom, but dis-
nrrmi:-Io, was a figure, standing at the

‘ielephone, receiver in hand.

Quelch understood: And he frowned
porténtously,

He realised now wimt, had happened
Some - Remiove - f&llow, - taking 1t for
granted | thﬂt he -was still out, az the
study was, unlighted;- had dﬁdg&d m
Etnnith! [y .to wsp his telrphnnc:‘

Such fpmvpedmga ware, of  course,
strictly forbidden’ A fellow mnight, on
spectal oceasions, by asking leave;, use
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that telephone. No fellow was supposed T
to use it without leave—though, as a

matter of fact, fellows sorvelimes did !

One fellow was doing it now !
"“¥es, Chocolate Dox!” repeated tho
'F'I:Ilm.

The junior ai the telephone was n-:ﬂ'
ten feet from Queleh, but evidently in
blissful ignorance of the fact that tho
Form-master  was thcrc-, : w':[rh
gimlet eyes fixed on him ! '

Mr. Quelch recognised the wvoive. It
whs that of Gilbert Tracy, tho new boy
in his Form. It. was like the usual cheo
of the “worst boy in the Form "™ to

fwo -

borrow that telephone without leave

asked or gmanted.
Still, uelch’'s portenfous frown
relaxed. ‘I'he young rascal was break

ing & rule—and a strict rule. NET-E:I’E]ZI'E‘
less, thars was no groakb. Yarm’ i “fele-
Ehanmg to some confectioner about a
ox of thocolates ] If-Gilbert Tracy had
never done anything worse than that
Mr. Quelch would have’ been’ much
mors gatisfied with the “atest addltmn
to his Torm !

Quelch deésided. to say nothing, and to
let Tracy -put” through his call, and
leave tho study, unreproved and ‘un-
punished | '~ Which was really kind of
Quelenr, considering  the trouble that
Tracy hed: given -him during. the few
weeks that he: had been st Greyiriars
Sehool.

He heard a faint murmue from the in.
girument, - a8 somedna roplied from the
ather end but caught ne words. Then
T'racy qu:fl-:a aAgain.

“Bix to one—what "

Br. Quelch gave ancther start,

Those words ecunded more like a
reference to some gporting transaction
than an order to a confectioner !

Anﬂther MUCMmur on the phone | Then

I'H.E_F 85 "uﬂlf,"& II.EII.II:I L L

“I'm going ten qmdn Lnd% F—Llen
qmch on Chocolate B::-x, at Wapshnt,
next Wednesday | Got it clear ¥

The frown refurned to Mr. Quelch’s
brow—intensified,

He understun-:i now.

* Chocolate Box ™ was not & box of
chocolates! It was the name of & horse
—a racehorse! Gilbert Tracy was not
te!eph::mm to a confectioner’s at Caurt-
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field! Ile was telephoning to Bill
Lodgey, the disreputable racing man at
the Throg Fishera!

For a long moment Mr, Quelch sat as
if petrified, thunder gathering more
darkly in his brow.

The nerve of it amazed him. Tracy
was & reckless young rascal, the worst
boy in the Remove; but that any young
rascal should have the nerve to use his
Farm-mastor’s telephone to call up o
bookmaker sbout & bet was reaslly
amazing. That was what the chcery
Gilbert was doing. :

“I I'm on, &1 right!” went on
Traly., “0Of course I can put up tha
catsh. I'l sce you. later about thaf,
Lodgey. But 1 want to know I'm on
before” the odds go- short—they will
when it gets out that Chocolate Box is
13 Idiarrllf':’ horze. I know what I'm about!

Mr. Queleh rose from his armchair.

His hand reached to the table, where
he knew his cane lay!

Hiz grasp closed almost convulsively
on that cana |

Cane in hand, he stepped towards the
dim figure at the telephona! Gilbert,
hia back to Mr. Quelch, was going on:

“0.K., then! I'll see you shout
raroocoop IV

Bwipe |

It was
Gilbert! "

Up to that moment he had nob the
faintest idea that anvone else wasz in
the study—least of all his Form-master,
The Stlllij’ was dark, Quelob, so far as
he knew, had not come inl

But he became saddenly aware of ik
as that terrific swipe descended acvoss
his “shoulders ‘with all Quelch’s beef in

[ ;
: He roared and bounded.

The receiver dropped from his hand,
hanging at the end of its cord. Mn,
Lodgey, at the Three Fishoers, was
probably surprised by his young sport-
mﬁ friend ot the school cuiting off =0
suddenly. .

quite & sudden surprise to

But Gilbert was not thinking now of .

Bill Lodgey, or Chocolate Box, or six
to ome! He had other things to think
of—chiefly his Form-master’s cango!

Bwipe |

" Yoo-hoop |I" roared Tracy.

Bwipe | _

“0Oh erikey ™

“You young rascal I thundered DMr.
%uelch. “You iniquitous young rascall

an  disgraceful . young reprobate!
Upon my word! Stayl" -«

A fourth swipe barely missed, as
Gilbert bounded for the doeor. Gilbert
did not think of staying, as bidden!
Haﬁaa thipking of going—as fast as he
could | J

He reached the door, with & frantic
bound| Quelech reached "him as he
grabbed at the door-handle!

With his left, Quelch turned on the
switch at the door, flooding the study
with light. With hia.right he wiclded
tha cane ! :

Swipe | ] .

1t landed as the yelling Gilbertk pot
the door open.

Ew:lpu ey

It landed again as Gilbert darted

into E’Fthe passage, a1 A
on. -my wordl” gospo A

Quﬂlcﬂ i '

Pattering feet scuttled down the pas-
sage. Mr. Quelch put his head out of
the doqrway, strongly” inclined to call
the young rascal. b and give him a
few more |- 8till, Gilbert: hﬁ?
of the very best, and his Form-master
decided to let it go at that!

He thought that perhaps Gilbert had
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had encugh! And Gilbert, though not
often in agreement’ with his Form-
master at Greyiriars, Tully agreed with
Mr. Quelch in that, at lcastl

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Great Expectaiions !
i SEEN old Tracy!” asked Billy

Iunter,
“YWho?" inquired the Famous
. Fivo of the
voice, :
“Old Traey I” answered Bunter.
Which naturally surprised Harry
Wharton & Co, -
" Tracy of the Remove was not, of
conrse, old—no older than other fellows
in the IFForm. Bunter was not slloding
to his age.
pally, affectionate expression, reveal-
ing ihe kind regard that William
George Bunter had for Gilbert Tracy |

If that kind regard was sincere, it
was very sudden. Few fcllows in the
Remove liked Tracy, if any—and a good
many disliked him. Among the latter
Billy Bunter was certainly numbered.

Harry Wharton and- Frank Nugent,
whose study in the Remove pasage was
shared by the new junior, hardly spoke
to him if they could help it. Tho other
members  of the famous Co.—Bob
Cherry, Johpny Bull, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh—never had anything
to say to him., Lord Mauleverer, the
most talerant fellow in the Form, care-
fully avoided contact., Eyen Vernon-
Bmith, who most strenuousiy backed up
Tracy'as claims to play in the Remove
football team, never had anything else
to do with him. But Billy Bunter
probebly loathed him more than any
other fellow in the Remove, and had
been heard often to describe him
varionsly as a swab, a cad, a worm, and
a roiter. .

Ho the chango was surpmini.

“Tracy aged suddenly 1™ msked Bob
Cherry.

ir Eh?!l

“Why is he “"cld Tracy® all of &
sudden ¥ :

“Oh, really, Chorry—=" .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned, o
cdusky grin.

“Has the csteemed Tracy hed o re-
mittance from his absurd uncle at
Uakwood Place?” he inquired.

;‘ Oh 1" ejaculated Bob. . “That’s it, 19
it - i, s

And the Famouns Five chuckled,

Tracy of the Remove had a rich uncle
who was very kind and indulgent. It
was true that that unele could not stand
(zilbert at home, which was why Gilbert
was at Greyiriars. Baut it was known
in the Remove that Tracy had en
drop & line to Oakwood Plate if he
wanted -a remittance, and old Bir Ciles
always played up. .-

So it seemed ecasy, after all, to guess
why Billy Bunter's deép loathing for
the new junior had changed suddenly
to pally affection. That startling chango
was accounted for if Tracy had had one
of his mauy remittances from Oakwood
Placal ’ ' Y

“I say, vou fe!lnw_ﬂ.-thern’s. notliing
to cackle abont!” ssid the fat Owl of
the Remove, blinking at the chuckling
his big spectacles.

juniors ‘thromgh
for Troacy ih the rack,

emove, with one

and—"
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Do: stop cackling! Tt’s got the

Surrey: postinark, snd T know he’s .

cxpecting & letter from his uncle. I'm
gomng to tell the old chap:™ ;
= vou mean tho rotter " grinned

014, in this case, Wwas a

to-

“0Oh, really, _Ghn_-ug.:—;r”

“Or {he swah ™ dsked Johnny Dull.
C"Oh, really, Bull—"

“Or the cad and worm 1" asked ITarry
Wharton, laughing. ,

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Ha, ha, ha ™. .

“¥You ecan cackle!” aaid DBunler.
“Tracy ain’t such a.badichap! He's
rather a heast in some ways, but I never
was a fellow to romember & grudge
against & chap—"

“Not when he's got 2 remittance from
homa I romarked %‘rnnk Nugent,

*Oh, really, Nugent—->=>"

“Bure it's a remittance 1" asked Bob
Cherry gravely. **Might.be only a lot
of good advice. You never know! 1've
known fellows to write home for cash,
and get nothing baclk but a lecture on
economy | ;

“Oh, that's all right1” said Bunter.
“Tracy slways gets what he asks that
soft old chump for. Not that I was
thinking about that or anything of th
kind, you know,” he added hastily.
“I'm mm}ply going to tell tho old fellow
that the letter’s here, as I know he's ex-
pecting it, and 1t never came this morn-
mg. I don't seo why a fellow shouldn't
he abliging. I heard him tcll 8kinner
ithat he had written home for o tenner,
and—-=" ;

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Tenners at a timal If there's a tenner
in that letter, you fellows, T rother
.ngll;ee with Bunter that Tracy ain't such
& bad chap, after alll”

“Ha, ha, ha 1" _

“Let's all' go and lock for him amid
tell him therc’s a letter for him,” sug-

ested Bob., “Let’s tell him how wo
iko him—all of a sudden! A fellow
who gets tenners from home can't be &
cad and & swob and a worm ! le's an
old chap, & jolly good fellaw, a dear
ald bean | Come o think of it, I always
liked Tracy 1" .

“Ha, ha, ha |” .

“Better put him in the team for tha
Highcliffe mateh, after alil” went on
Bob. “A chap who gets tenners—"

“¥ah 1" snorted Billy Bunter.

And the fat Owl rolled on to lack for
“"old* Tracy—who had, as 1t were,
grown suddenly old since Bunter had
seen that letter in tho rack—leaving tho
Famous Five chortling.

“I sav, Emithy;. seenn olid Traey ™
asked the fat Owl, g2 he came on the
Bounder in the quad. .

Herbert Vernon-8mith stared at him..

“"I've seen that swab Tracy, if that's
what you mean|” he answered. * And
if you weren't ps blind 23 a blinking
owl you'd ece himi_ too, as ho's stand-

- ing thers by the fountain under your
.Lsﬂfgnnse, vou blithering owl 1"

“Heast ¥ said Bunier, ,no doubt by
way of thanks for information received ;
and he rolled acrossto the junior who
stood by the founterin in the quad.

Gilbert Tracy was talking to Skinner
and 8noop, the only fellows in the
Remove with whom he was on anythin
like friendly terms. They were birds o
a feather in somc ways, though Bkinner
and Buoop wero very careful not to iﬁ_&h
miked up in Tracy's “feud * with his
Form-master. -

Tracy wos
“You can

“¥ don't mind tslling you,”
anying, as Bunter rolled up.
still get six to bne on Chocolate Box
for the onec-thirty at Wapshot next
Wednesday. He's going io win, and
I'm making & packet on him.®

“Hure of that?™ asked Skinner, clos-
ing one eye ot Snoap. '

Skinper happened to be aware that
Gilbert was in almost a stony state,
owing to the delusive uncerteinty of a
horse that had been sure to win a few
davs ago.



“He's &

“Quite |” answered Tracy.
I've

dark horse—kept dark on purpose.
bad it from & man who knows!” .

“ Ah, those men whe know |” sighed
Skinner. “What a lot of losers they're
responsible for ¥ .

“This is & cort!” snapped Tracy.
“ Ponsonby, at Higheliffe, 1s putting his
ghirt on him.” : :

“Pon will find trouble with his beak
if he turns up on Thursday without a
shirt on |I” said Skinner.

And Snoop giggled.

“I say, Tracy, old chap—"" squeaked
Bunter. -

“ (et out, you fat frog I”

“ Oh, :aafll;'. old fellow

“Buzz off, bluebottle I '

Billy Bunter breathed hard. This
kind of greeting was neither grateful
nor comforting to a fellow who had sud-
denly turned on cordial friendship.
Still, if Tracy's manners were bad, the
tenner, no doubt, was good | .

“[ eay, old chap, there’s a letter for
vou in the rack,” said Bunter. *“ It must

ave come this afternoon. I saw you
loocking for it in brealk.”

“Oh, thanks!” said 'Tracy, more
gracionsly. ;

Evidently he was gla_.d to hear about
the letter. He left Bkinner and Snoop
and walked away quickly towards the
House. .

- Rilly Bunter rolled after him,

Tracy was golng, as Bunter had no
doubt, to extract a ten-pound note from
that letter from Oskwood Place, Surrey.
Bunter wanted to be in at the death, a9
it were. Having been disappointed
about a postal order that he was expect-
ing, Bunter was deeply and keenly
interested in Tracy's tenner.

Ten pounds was a lobt of money—very
much more than a Remove junior
usually had—and the fat Owl had a
hope of picking up some of the crumbs
that fell from the rich man’s table.

“Tt's from your uncle, old chap,” said
Bunter, as Gilbert stopped at the letter-
rack. "I know his Gst| I say——"

“Don't bother I

Tracy took down the letter and alit
tho envelope. There was s very cheerful
expression on his face. '

He had had bad luck of late in his
sporting speculations. That, of course,
was going to be set might i)j" his new
venture. .

"A tenner on Chocolate Box, at six to
one, meant sixty pounds—when Choco-
late Box romped home ahead of the
field. Tracy was slready “on,” in spite
of Mr. Quelch’s interruption of his tele-
phong call a couple of days ago; but
Bill Lodgey had to see the colour of his
Money Eefm the bet was officially
booked, Unless he put up the cash, he
would be not “on,” but “off.”

- But it was all serene now, and Tracy
opened . the letter with cheery confi-
dence. : )

His Uncle Giles had turned him gver
to Quelch's tender miercies; he had
refused to let him leave the school and
return, home; he had sent him back
when he had taken the d&i{;erafe step of
running away; but he had never, so far,
lot him down in the matter of cash.
This was all righe.

Billy Bunter watched his cheerful
face hopefully. Bunter certainly was
not thinking of dead certs and dark
horses at six t0 one. He was thinking
of jam tarts and cream puffs at the
tuckshop: The amount of tuck rcpre-
sented by ten gquids was positively
dazzling to Bunter. :
‘Tracy drew out the letter and un-
folded 1t. A change came over his face
as he saw _that theré was no enclosure.
A simultaneous’ change came over
Billy_Bunter's

E ]

M Cad !

EVERY SATURDAY

This did not look like a tenner.

Tracy read the letter—or, rather,
skimmed it—burriedly. The look on his
face quite startled Bunter, ]

Djsnplfuiutment rage  were
depicted in Tracy's face. KHis cyes
glinted, and he gritied his teeth !

“Oh ! he gasped. “Oh!”

He crumpled the letter savagely in his
hand.

“I—I say, old chap—
Bunter.

Gilbert Tracy did not heed him. He
stood breathing hard, almost panting,
with fury in his logks, the Ilectler
crumpled convulsively in his grasp.

Bunter grabbed his sleeve.

“I say, ald fellow -

Smack !

Tracy, thus forced te remember the
fat Owl’s existonce, turned on him with
a snarl, and amacked at the fattest head
at Greyiriars.

“"Wow " roared Buntcr as he caught
that sudden and hefty smack, and he
tottered, and sat down with 2 bump.
“Ow! Wow!"

Tragy, unheeding him further, strode
m'-'a‘{ the crumpled letter in his hand,

Bi: ij-* Bunter sat and spluttered and
blinked after him with a ferocious blink
throngh his big spectacles.

“Ow! Beast!” howled Bunter.
Swab! Worm! Wow ™ :
Evidently Gilbert was no lﬂnﬁ‘nr “old
Tracy,” not an old chep at all|

oy

" sgueaked

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Nothing Doing !
6 E'LL "make him!”
Herbert Vernon-Smith.
_ “Better lcave it alone !
said Tom Redwing.

“You're an ass, Reddy ! grunted the
Bounder. “I don't like that new man,
Tracy, any more that you do, or any
more than Wharton does. But Soccer's
Soccer—and & man like that can’t be

loft out of the,eleven,” X
" That's for t‘;"hﬂ.-rtun to decide—"

srid

“We'll decide it for him., I tell
Fou '

Tap !

The door of Study No. 4 in the

Remove opened and the Bounder broke
off, as the fellow under discussion looked

in.

Smithy did not give Gilbert Tracy a
welcoming look. %[e was prepared to
row with the captain of the Remove to
any extent to get that wonderful foot-
baller in the Remove team that was
%aing over to Higheliffe on Wednesday.

ut, as he had said, he did not like him
—in fact, he barred him,

The Bounder was not perhaps s very

particular féllow, - but' the ¢ool un-
serupulousness Gilbert had ‘displayed,

ofi & good many occcasions sinee he had
come to Greyfriars School, was too
thick, even for Smithy! As a - foot-

baller, he admired and respected him,
but cutside Soccer he ‘preferred to keep
him at a distance.
“Want - anythmng?™  he
pointedly, as Tracy looked in.
“] want to speak to you, Smithy!”
said Gilbert, with more than his usual

asked

5

Soccer poes, IE I were captain.instead
of vice-captain, I'd play you st Higli
eliffe on Wednesday, and in evary other
big fxture this season. But I'd
ra.th?,r not speak to you about-anything

Tom Redwing smiled faintly. Gilbert
scowled. The new junior did not,
however, go. He stepped into the study.

“I'm going to speak,” he said. I
suppose you can give & fellow a few
minutes of your valuable time, ¥ernon-
Smith! It's about something that will
interest you, if not your pal.”

eThon ith shru ged his shoulders
and leaned back in his armchair. .

“ You can run on if you like," he said.

Redwing looked from one to the other

-and left the study without speaking.

He conld guess the tngm_ t was
coming, and he had no desire to hear
anything about the Wapshot races, and
sure anips and dead certa.

Smithy was, however, a little
interested. There was a blackguardly
kink in Smithy, though it was not
developed to the same extent as in
Tracy. Soccer had more atfractions for
him, but he was ready to talk
“ gee-gees,” _

Hea was, too, rather eynically amused
h_}i' tha new fallow. 8Smithy * backed
his fancy " sometimes, chiefly because
he faneied himself as a “bad hat.”
But Gilbert, who had been foolishly and
recklessly indulged at home, sand had
hardly konew the meaning of discipline
before he came to Greyiriars, was a
genuine “bad hat,” and all the Remove
knew his shady ways. - He had plenty
of money—much more than was good
for him—and Smithy, who had his own
dealings with the sporting cirele at the
Three Fishers, knew where a great deal
of it went. A fellow who fancied that
ho could spot winners amused the
Bounder.

Tracy sat on the corner of the table
and liglhited & cigarette,

“I'm on to a good thing,” . he said

abrupily.

“Wish you luck!™ said Smiths
satirically. “As good as Peep o' Day,
that you dropped a fiver on last week 1"

“Oh, don’t talk rot! This is a ?md
thing—a dark horse | Will you lend me
a tenner for a few days?™”

Herbert Vernon-Smith sat up and
stared at him. Exeept Lord Maule-
verer, omithy was the eonly fellow in
tho Greyfriars Remove whe ever

psspssed such a thing as a tenner.

tobably he had one, possibly two, in
his pocket-book at the moment. But he
was hardly the fellow to lend one,
especially to & fellow he did not like.
He stared. .
~ “Horn of plenty run dfy?" he asked
with a grin. ; :

 “Yes—that old blighter Queleh hes

butted in!” said Gilbert bjtterly. “He
caught me , the other day, talking to
Lodgey on his phone—==" '

“QOh, gad!” ,

“Look at that!” Gilbert took a
erumpled letter from his pocket and
threw it to the Bounder. “ Read it, and
qou'll zee t” =

“T don't want to read your lefters.

“ Read it, I tell yow.”

Smithy gave another shrug and

civility. ; (Cantinwed on next pige.)

“ About oot -
ball 2™ \ '

“No, something | t{f 1,6 . B _

0. MR e~
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speak to me : : o
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looked at the lefter. Tt was wrillen
from Oalkwood Place, Surrey, and ran:

" Dear Gilbert,—I have received your
request to send you E10, aud must tell
{0}1 plainly that I cannot accede to it

have heard from Mr. Quelch that yeu
have hecome concerned in racing
transactions ot your school, simular to-
thosa which caused me s0 much distress
and alarm when you were at home, and
he has earnestly requested me to send
you nothing beyo your allowance,
and at the same time, to reduce your
allowance to 2s bd. per. week.

“Az  Mr. Quelch has so kindly
taken charge of you, and ipcurred-
respomsibility on your asccount, T am,
of ‘course, ‘bound to ohserve his wishes,
and place faith in his judgment.

“I urge you, wmy dear boy, - most
earnestly, to give up such and
vicious ways, and to endeavour to gain
your Form-master’s good opinion.

“Your affectionate uncle,
“Grees OaEwoop.”

“ Hard cheese 1" grinned the Bounder.
“HRather o facar, what? You were an
ass to let Queleh pot on to your little
games, Tracy.” o

“Hang Quelch " said Gilbert beiween
hiz teath. :

“Hang him os higll-na Ilaman, if
he'll. let you!” said- Vernon-Smith,
“Nunky seems to have got his back up..
what I -

“It will blow over,” growled Gilbert,
“The old ass seoms like wax in Queleh’s
hands. - But it will blow over. Only,
for the moment, you seq how I'm fixed !
I've told Lodgey I'm on Chocolate Box
for a tenner, and that old chump has
let me down—ior the very first time!
Todgey won't take the bet on the nod—
I want a tenner.”

The Boupder laughed.

“You'v. come to the rong study for
it [ he remarked.

“00, den't he & goab!” said Tracy.
“'Taat old goat will be shelling out as
usual in & week or two—you run noe risk,
Anvhow, I've got things I can sell to
raiso as much, or more. But I want to-
eut across and see Lodgey this after-
noon. Will you lend me the tenper?™

“No, I won't,” answered the Bounder
coolly, “and I think it's like your
dashed cheek to msk me, too !

Gilbert "gave him a Dblack look.
Possibly, from the Bounder’s émphatic
support of his football claims, he had
mistaken Smithy's feelings  towards
~him, and perhaps he had counted on
Bmithy’s sympathy as a bird of the same
feather. ut the Bounder's reply left
no room for misunderstanding.

“Do vou think I sheuldn't square?™
he snecred. '

“T'm not st all sure about it™
answered Vernon-S8mith, “That letier
sounds to me_as if youk uncle has made
up his mind. He's landed yow on Queleh,
pnd lie cag’t let Quelel down, The old
boy mecans business.”

“1 got six to one on Chocolate Box,
snyhow."

H Hﬂm !H‘

“Da gnu think Lodgey won’t }}‘.ha}'?
You've had plenty of dealings with him,
az I know jolly well” :

“Lodgey will pay if you win—if!"
grinned Smithy, “ It pays him to deal
square ! But if you ever collect sixty
pounds off Bill Lodgey, I'd like to be
there to see you do 1t .

Liilbert elipped off "the table.

“ Keep vour Putri& money 1” ho zaid,
with & sneer. “I was a fool to ask you
—I ocan manage without you!®  He
turned to the door. Buf he turned
back. “Look here, Smithy, you ean
gne that I'm i a hole! Let me have
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the tenner, and I'l leave my wrist-
watch with you—it's worth a good deal
nm:ﬁlu

“I'm not a pawnbroker!” answered
Vernon-2mith.

Gilbert’s bitter temper broke out, as
he realised that thore was nothing
doing, and that he had asked favours
with e result.

“Aren't you ' he jeered. "I've heard
that your father is, 'and a moneylender,
ioo! Doesn’t it run in the family?

The son and heir of Samuel Vernon
Smith, millionaire financier, sat for a

moment looking et Tracy. Then he
leaped up, _ .
He did not answer in wordi. e

come at Tracy with gpleaming eyes ond

clenclied fists. Up to that moment he
had been coolly indifferent, now lig
mdifferénce dropped, from him like a
cloak, _

 Before "[‘hu.r:_‘l,.'i knew what was happen-
g, the Bounder's knuckles were Jand-
ing on his nose, and he staggered. into
the doorway.

*Oh ™ he “You
rotter—ow I -

He came back ot Vernon-Smith, hit.
ting out. The Bounder met him with
left and right. His left jolted on
Gilbert’s chin, and Gilbert staggered—
his right crashed full on Gilbert’s nose,
and the new junior went headlong out
of tho study into the passage.

Ho crashed thera on his back. The
Bounder gave him a look as he sprawled
and slammed the study door. Had 1t
opened again, he was ready to give
Gilbert _some more of the sanw—as
much more os was wanted ! But Gilbert,
apparently, had had all he wanted; the
study door did not reopenl

gasped. checky

THE FOURTH {‘-_HP._P’I"ER.
No!

ABRY WHARTON sat in his

- study, after class on Mondary,
with a football list on the

- table in frent of him and a

rather grim oxpression on his face.

In a row on box-geat under the
window sat the Co.—all of them with
rathor sevious faces, By the lueplace
lounged Gilbort Tracy.

¥rom the Remove passage outside
came the murmur of wvoices and the
sound of footsteps.

Trouble was brewing in the Remove.

Harry Wharton was guile aware of
it. Hie friends were aware of it, and
it worried thom all the more because,
in the matter in -dispute, they could
not give their leader wholehearted sup-
port. Tracy was aware of it, and to
judge by the lurking grin on his face,
rather amused by it.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1 murmured Bob
Cherry. “Here they come [” :

It was quite n party of Removites
that arrived in the doorway. They
were led by Herbert Vernon-Bmith.
Following him cama Squiff, the Remove
paalkeeper, Torn Brown, Peter Todd,
Mark Linley, Ogilvy, Russell, Penfold,
Hazeldene, and seversl other fellows.

They were all footballers, either ir
thae Remove eleven, or reserves for the
same: almost all of them friends of the
captain of the Form. . o

This, however, was evidently not
wholly a friendly visit, i 5

= 'ET, you're -here |” said Smithy, as
he stepped in. )

“ Adsum ! said Harry, as if he wero
onswering to hie name at calling-over.

Bome of the juniors grinned.

“Y dare say you know why we've
come,” said Vernon-3mith,

“As you've been jawing it up and

oz

down the Reomove, and I'm nnt deaf,
T've managed to guess !  answered
Wharton, ;

“This en’t a joke, Wharion ! eaid
Poter Todd.  -*We: want 1o know
whether that new man, Tracy, is going
to play at Higheliffe or not?”

“MNot " said the captain of the
Remove tersely. | S i

“ Look here!” :exclaimed Ogilvy.

*Look here, Wharton ™ hooted Tom
Brown,

“Leave it to ‘Bmithy ! said Hazel,
“Smithy's spokesnian, Go it, Smithy ¥

“Ya want tlus plain, Wharton1”
said the Bounder. “You're skipper—
but you can take it from me that you
won't stay skipper long if you stick to
keeping thio' best footballer at Grey-
friars out of the team 1™

“ Hear, hear ! :

Gilbert Jooked rcuriously at the
Bounder. This was the fellow who had
punched him-headlong out of his study |

racy's feelings towards ™ Smithy were
bitter enough, and he certainly would
not hove backed up & fellow he dis
liked in Soccer or anything else. But
Sraithy was a sportsman in o scnse far
from l.m-'.lm-stqmﬂ by Gilbert Tracy.

““You bar ‘tha fellow 1* went "on
Vernon-Bmith. “That’'s all very well.
I bar him, too, if you come to that!
Most fellows herg bar him. That’s got
nothing, to do ‘with football! Is he, or
is he not, the best footballer in the
Lower School here 17 :

-Harry Wharton nodded.

" Quito 1 he ‘agreed. “Best of the
bunch, so far as Soecer goes! You'ra a
good man, Smithy, but you're not a
patch on him 1" ,

The Co. In the window-seat grinned.
Wharton's full and frank acknowledg-
moent of Tracy's super quality as a foot-
bhaller did not seem wholly pleasing to
Smithy the way he put it.

“Then it’s not jealousy of his feotball
form that makes you bar him from the
cleven #* sneered the Bounder.

“¥Y¥eou know it's not,™ answored
Harry coolly. *That sort of rot may
be good enough for Bkinner and Snoop,
but it euts no ice with you, Smithy P’

“Put him_ in, then!"” snapped the
Bounder. “I bar him~—like you do! I
chucked him out of my study tho other
day for checking my pater! I'd be
glad to see him get away with lis game

~of worrying old Quelch till ‘he lets him

o0 home! But all that makes neo
diffiercnce. He ought to play for the
Form, and vou know it!”

“1 don’t 1” .

" Every man here is keen to sec him
scoring goals at Highcliffe on Wednes-
day,” said Smithy. “Your own pals
arc against you in this! Ask them, and
thev'll itell you apl®

“No nced to ask them—I know.”

“You're in a minority of one,
Wharton ! gaid Peter Todd.

*What some political johnny calls
splendid isolation—what ¥’ said t

: cap-
tain of the Form, unmoved. :

“Are vyou sticking out against the
whole Form 7' asked Hazel,

(11 YEE !J.P 2

There was 8 murmur from the
deputation, echoed by a deeper murmur
fromm a crowd of follows behind them
in the passage.

Herbert Vernon-Smith breathed hard.

“We want Tracy in  the team,
Wharton,” he said quietly. “Not a
men here likes him any more than you
but we want the best junior foot-
baller at Greyfriars to play for the
Remove™ - T

“Jf'vou all say the same, you can
have him I answered Wharton coolly.
“¥You've only got to say the word, and
I resign the captainey on the spot. So



* Lend me a tenner,”” sald Tracy.

long .as I'm captain, that tricky,
treacherous tad doesn't play for the
Hemove. But I'm not captain of the
Bemove by divine right—you can turn
me out any time ¥ou like, if you agree
about ! I shan't grouse!™

Vernon-Smith glanced round,

“Take him at his word, you fellows™
he said. “I'm for turning him out,
and getting o new skippor 1™

“Oo ik, if wou like!” said Harry
Wharton. “You wen't have far to look
for & new skipper—I'm sure Smithy's
ready to offer [V

Yernon-Smith gave him a scowl.

“What do wyou fellows say?” he
demanded. :

“0Oh, rot!" said Bquiff. “ Look here,
Wharton, we haven't comie hero to ask
you to step down—we've come to ask
vou to put persenael feelings aside and
play Tracy in the team.”

“Personal feelings don’t count in
Soccer,” answéred Harry. “I'd jump
at playing a footballer of Tracys
guality if I could trust him. I can't—
and don't! He's & ftricky double-
dealer and o foul player! I'd rather
chuck Soccor than play in the same
tearm with him

“Thanks I snecred Traey from the
fireplace,

Harry Wharton
L,

“You'ro welcome to hear my opinion
of vou as you choose to be fresenl:,”
he &aid. “It may do you good 'to hear
it I ' i .

“Well, vou know what we're here
for 1" grunted the Bounder. *“What's
your answer ?’

“Wot” sald Harry.

“You really mean that?"

“ Certainly 1M

“Look here, Wharton 1” said several
voices,

glaneed round at
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“I'll leave my wrist-waich with you—it’s worth a good deal more.”
pawnbroker ! ** answered Vernon-Smith.

*Aren’t you ? "’ Jeered Tracy.

“I've said no, and I mean no!* eaid
the captain of the Remove, “You can
chuck me any time yop like. If I'm
making a mistake, the sconer I'm
chucked, the better! 8o long as I'm
skipper, Tracy doesn't play for the
Remove 17

The Bounder glanced round again.,
He, at least, was grepnred to take
Wharton at his word.  But he could
see that the other fellows were not dis-
posed to back him up in extremo
measures.

With a kpitted brow, he tramped out
of the study. The rest of the deputa.
tion exchanging irritated looks followed
him. ~ S8mithy had told Redwing that
thoy would “make” Wharton yield the
point; ‘but the “meking * scemed o
difficult proposition.

“Tf we get licked at Higheliffe this
weele——" gaid Johnny Bull slowiy.

Wharton glanced at the Co. )

“If we get licked, the fellows will
turn me out,” he said. *They will all
faney that we should have won hands
down with Traey to scoro goals for us!™

* 8o you would ! remarked Traey.

Wharton did not answer him. Ha
fixed hiz attention on the football list
again. The fixture at Higheliffe was
one of the hardest games that the
Remove had to play, and every name
in that list was ocarefully considered.
But the name of G, Tracy was not there
—and was not going to be there.

Tracy, shrugging his shoulders, loafed
out of the study. He was out of the
Highcliffe match—out of Remove foot-
ball altogether—but 1t was a satisfaction
to him, at least, to see the whols crowd
sot against their captain. Gilbert was
far from liked in the Romowve, but it
was certain that just then he was not
nearly so unpopular ms the captain of
the ¥orm.

Ll

i}

“1'm not a

** I've heard that your father is, and a money-
lender, too ! Doesn’t it run in the family ¢ **

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Presence OI Mind !

ILLY BUNTER gave a sudden
jump. Then he gurgled spas.
modically., :
_That sudden, startled jump,

when his capacious mouth was full of
cake, had a rather disastrous result.

A portion of the cake went down the
wrong way |l - '

Bunter choked and pgurgled and
gasped and  spluttered, And Harry
Wharton, coming into his study, had a
view of the fattest junior at Greyfriars
Bchool—choking, gurgling, gasping, and
spluttering. £

“Urrggh 1” gurgled Bunter, “Qoogh |
Wurrggh "
h'ThD captain of the Remove stared at

in.

“What ara you doing here, you
ass ¥ he inguired. _

“Gurrrggh 1 was the lucid reply,

“What the dickens—"

o Whumcmngih £

Bunter gurgled wildly snd splutiered
for breath. ﬁ was the last morsel of a
large cake of which he had been dizpos-
ing when Wharton came 1n.

It was fearfully annoying to DBunter
He had not expeoted Wharton.

It was not yet dark, end many of the

fat

follows were out of the House. Harry
Wharton had been among them—a:
Bunter had noted. That was why

Bunter was in Study No, 1.

The fact that there was a cake in the
study cupboard was known to Billy
Bunter., is fat little noss had a woun-
derful secent for such things, Ile had
calculated th&t he had ample time to
scoff that eake before the proprictor
thereof came in to ten.

His caleulation was almost correct,

THE Maigrer LiBRABRY.—No. 1,604,



8

but not quite. He had seoffed the cake,
He was dealing with the final remnant
when Wharton came in, Wharton had,
in fact, come in for that cake, which was
to be conveyed to Study Neo. 13, where
the Co. were to tea with Boh Cherry.
He was too late for the cake, but not too
late for Bunter!

© “You fat brigand i roared the cap-
tain of the Remave, ar he discerned
what had happened,

There was & sea of erumbs on Bunter’s

fat waisteont. Relics of cake were
plastered round his large mouth. It was
only too clear why the fat Owl was
nho{:ing and spluttering.
" Gurrgh!l Urrghl You | beast,
making afellow jump 1” gasped Bunter,
“Wurrgh | I'm chok-chok-choking |
Gurrggh 1

“ You've scoffed that cake [

“Urrgh! What cake?” gurgled
Bunter. “If you think I've:come ere
m_gmrﬁfh I—to scolf your cake, you're
jolly wel —wurrg%-ll‘}!n—rmmﬂnkﬂn —I
mean mistaken | ho's scoffed your
cake, you beast? Tur‘:‘?h o

“You fat, foozling, pilfering poriker "
said the captain of the Remove, in
measured tones. “ Have you scoffed the
lot? ¥You pernicious porpoise, it was o
lhme-p-mmtf] cake, and you—"

“Gurrgh! I haven't I gasped Bunter,
“Can't a fellow step into a fellow’s
study without being supposed to—
—oooooogh —to seoff a fellow’s tuck? I
haven't touched your mouldy eake!”

Harry Wharton turned to the cup-
board and tock a cricket stump there-
from. . -

That cake—a very handsome and
attractive cake, had arrived from home,
iﬁecialij- made I:n% his Aunt Amy at

harton Lodge. It had been intended
to grace the tea-table in Study No. 13—
quite the picce.de-resistance on the fes-
tive board. Now, evidently; it was gone.
Fortunately Bunter was not gone, and
Bunter was not going till ke bhad paid
the i’ust penalty.

“]=—I say, you kecp off, you beast!”
gasped Bunter. “1—I szay, I—I never
touched your eaka! T never knew there
was a cake in the cupboard at all." Think
I was listening when you told Nugent

Wharton gripped the cricket stump
with a businesslike grip. Billy Bunter
edged round the study -table, watching
himm with deep alarm through hia big
spectacles. - ¥

After the feast came the reckoning,
Bunter had enjoyed the feast, but he
reatised very éh‘:a'.ﬁj that ho was not
going to enjoy-the reckoning. .

*“I=1 say, it—if wasn't your eake, old
chap 1" stammeéred Bunter, with a long.
ing blink at tha door. “I’ve not touched
vour cake. ° There wasn't & cake in the
cupboard when I looked, and—and, 1
left it there,” all’ rig:ht-_-;haqést Injun !
Keep off, you beast!™

Sl give you such a whopping that
you'll ha tired of grub-raiding in the
studies for the rest of ‘the ‘term,"” said
Harry Wharton, in concentrated tonea.

“Y. say, I—I " haven't—1  nover—I
haven't " touched the ‘cakel” yelled

Bunter. _
.Eﬁu‘re smothered

"You fat villain,
with thoe drumbs of il !
“That—that was another cakel!”
gaapﬂd Bunter. " The—the fact is, I—I
ad a cake from Bunter Court—-"
“*"Come round that teble!™
“8han’t! I—I mean, look here, old
chap, den't be & shirty beast! 1 tell
von ‘it was my cake. I—I brought it
ere to eat, because—because: Bolsover
ma.'fﬂr was going to grab 181"
“Cammon |* - .
“Look in the cupboard!” hooted
Bunter. “You'll find your cake there
ail right, yon suspicicus beast 1"
Tue Maawer Lisrary.—No, 1,604.
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Harry Wharton paused. He had no
doubt that the fat Owl intended to
rcuttle out of the study while he looked
in the cupboard. On the other hand, it
was bﬂ.l"ﬁi? possible that the statement
was true. And as Billy Bunter, in his
flight, was likely to be about as rapid as
e Lired tortoise, it really did not matter
if ho got & start. The cricket stump
would sgon be behind him.

“Well, I'll look !I” said Harry.

He crossed to the study cupboard.

Buntér shot to the door. ,

Az Wharton opened the cupboard,
Bunter jum inta the passagoe.

But there he stopped.

Flight was his first thought. But the
fat (fwl realised that flight would not
save him if Wharton rushed in pursuit—
as undoubtedly he would be doing in 2
few seconds.

Bunter was not 11311&.111 quick on the
uptake, or rapid in making decisions,
l—]ﬁs fat brain generally worked slowly
when it worked at all. But if anythin
could spur om his fat intellect to quic
motion it was the prospect of a whop-
ping from a coricket stump. ;

Instead of scudding up or down the
passage, Bunter grabbed the Ley from
inside the lock. -

He jammed it into the outside.

He slammed tho door.

Inside the study was & rapid patter of
feet as Wharton, having discovered that
the cake was gone, erossed to the door.

Cliekl -

Just in time Bunter turped the key.
“The next-moment the door-handle was
grasped within dnd dragged; but the
-E:p: lain of the Remove was a second too
ang. E
There was a roar of wrath from within
Study No. 1.

i I\i ' hat! Have you locked the doer,
you )‘.}reak? Unlock 1t ab onee, ¥ou
blithering bloater 1™

“Ha; he, he 1" gasped Bunter,

“"Do you hear, you footling frog?™
roared Wharton.,

“1'! whep you v

Bunter jerked the key out of the Jock.
He was not going to leave it theve for
gome other fellows to turn, and let the
captain of tha Remove loose on the trail
of vengeance. It was wiser to give him
time to cool down.

Whether he was likely or not fo cool
down while looked in his study was per-
haps doubtful.  Anyhow; Bunter was out
of reach of the ericket stump.

“Bunter " roared Wlharton. “You
podgy. pififer, lot me outl

“Beast " i

Billy Bunter ali&:ped the kew into his
pocket, and rolle I
. Harry Wharton was left hammering
on the inside of his study deor, and in a
few minutes six or seven Remove follows
wero ' 'gathering round that door, chuck-
ling—apparently quite. amuzed by the
peculiar situation.

— s

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Reckless Trick!

LOP | g :
Mr. * Quelch, ‘master of the
Remove, tottered. =

His mortar-board flew from his
head. He gasped - with surprise and
wrath., It was grubnhl_v the first tilme in
the history of Greyfriaras S3chool that &
master's mortar-board had been knocked
off fli;ia head by a whizzing chunk of
tur S
" The November dusk was thickenin
in the Gmi riars quad, - The bell ha
run for lock-
had gone in, only a few belated figures

awaf to the stairs.
4

'he have suspected VWharton.
‘a recent occasion Wharton had been

up, and most of the fellows

hore and there, cutting through the
misty gleom towards the House,

Mr. Quelely was walking on the Beaks
Grind —the path under DMasterd
windows. He was about to walk along
to the door to in when thabt tnf
whizzed from the shadows, aend his
martar-board went. '

It landed several vards away.

Mr, Quelch jumped aftdr it, grabbed
it, and glared round for the hurler of
the turf. He spotted a running figure—
a mere shadow in the Noveniber mist—
and rushed after it

Some junior—ha ‘could seo that much
—though recognition was impossible in
the musty dusk and with the young
rascal's back turned as he ran.

The junior who had had the amazing
temerity to knock * Queleh’s mortar-
board off was booked for s bad time if
captured and identified. Qucleh’s long
legs fairly flashed as he whisked in
pursiit,

The fugitive shadow ran for the old
clms, and fast on his track flew the
Ilemove master, with hand outstretched

to frii). : .

. As he reached the trecs the running
junigr stumbled and fell, and Quelch
fancied that he had him.

But the figure was up again in a
twinkling an ﬁ:.fm‘m for cover, His
cap had fallen as fell, but ha did
not stop for it. He tore” into the black
shadow of the old elms and vanished.

Mr. Quelch came to a breathless halt.

There was little hope-of. running down

the young rascal, dodging ameng the
shadowy trees.  But Quelch. had | seen
that he r:sn:nlirfzd hatless. He gldred
vound for the

wadgear he had. dropped.

A minute more and he clutched 1t up,

There was a prim satisfaction it ‘the
face of Henry Eam:,ilel Quelch as -he
clutched up that Greyfriars uas;.

Every hat and capsat Greyiriars had
the owner’s name in it. By lozing his
cap the young rascal had given himself
away as completely as if he had fallen
Eersuml!{-mtu the Remove master's

anda. .-It was only *hecessary to leok

. into his cap to identify him..

It was'too datk in the gquad to read
the name. Mr. Quelch, breathing. deep
wrath, walked back. to the House and
entercd. Inm the lighted dooiway  he
looked into the cap.

Then he gave an almost convulsive
gtart. ;

Ha ‘would not have been in the least
surprised to sce the name o
Tracy ™ in that cap. He would not
have been aur‘pnsud to gea " H, Vernon-
Smith ” or “H. Skinner™:; or, “8. J.
Snoop.” Neither would " P.’ Bolsover
or “W. Wibley.”” have astonished him.

But the name he read was pone. of
these. The name was * ‘,Wh%rt_on.:”
It was the nanc of hjd head boy—his
trusted head boy—the véry Tast fellow
it the Remove whom MriQuelch wauld
have suspected of such a reckless and
disrespectful trick. _

For o long moment he stared at that

‘nam¢ in astonishment, But “asterish-
rent  soon  gave place to  intensiied

wrath. _
Wharton—it was Wharten who had

done this| Never.for a moment would

Trua on

caned in the Form-room hastily,, and—
as it had turncd out—hardly justly!

But Quelch had never suppose at his
head boy would nurse a grudge for that
rather  unfortunate incident,  Further

back, Quelch remembered, Wharton had
been given a heavy imposition over &
row with Tracy, and he had ‘since
wondered rathar uncomfortably whether
Wharton had really been.to blame in
that episode, as he had believed at the

‘time.



b never for & moment had he
dresaned  that  the bey  harbaoured
revengeful thoughts| It was not like
him—at least, Quelech bad felt sure
hitherto that it was not like him. Now
he had to revize that opinion.

~ Grimmer and grimmer grew his brow,
A pgood many fellows glanced at him as
lie stood there with a cap in his hand
and thunder in his brow,

Hoe glanced round and ealled 1o
Win‘%a.ta of the Eiﬁth, who was at hand.

“"Wingate, wi u lease find
Wherton of my ]':l‘ormmand Eﬂn{l him to
iy study ?7

* Certainly, gir.”

Mr, Quelch rustled away to his study.
He had no doubt that the junior who
had hurled the turf was in the House by
that time; he had had time to eut in
whilo Quelch was rooting after the
dropped cap.  All the fellows were in
now and the doors wers shut,

 The Remeve master switched on the
Light in his study. He sclected e cane
and laid it on the table in readiness.
Then he waited for Wharton to arrive;
and as the minutes passed, and he still
had to wait, his wrath improved, like
wine, with keeping !
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‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Vials O Wraih 1

£l OTHER vou, let me out 1™
“Ha, ha, hal”
“¥ou cockhing fastheads——"
. “Ha, ha, hal” yelled the
Removites.

Quite a crowd had gathered outside
Study No. 1. . From inside came thumps
on the door, slernating with excited
shouis,  Most of the fellows were laugh-
ing, but the fellow locked in tho study
did not seem nmused.

“Where's the ker " called out Boh
harry. |

“That fat scoundre] Bunter's got it 1"
“Where's Bunter "

“How should I know, fathead ™

" Puzzle—find Bunter !
Skinner, :

“Anybody seen Bunter?” called out
Bob Cherry.

*Ha, ha, ha " .

“What on eavth did the fat chump
lock Ewu in for?" asked Frank Nugcent.

‘"He's gcoffed the cake, and I had a
cricket stump for him—>">

"Hﬁ, ha, Ha !
“Will you get that dashed door

chuckled.

9

opent”  roared the caplain of the
temove, 1n tones of intense exaspera.
tion. “‘I've been locked in here for
more than a quarter of an hour, you
sniggering chum;;:s g

“ Bunter doesn't scem to be on view,™
chortled Vernon-Bmith.

“Find him, idiot!"

“Where's Bunter 7’ roared Bob.

" The wherefulness is terrifie.”

Iz ha in your study, Toddy ?" asked

Johnny Bull.
oMoy I've looked!” grinned Peter,
‘He seoms to have disappeared. He
will turn up-at ealling-over, Wharton.”

“Think I'm going te stick here till
calling-over 7’ roared Wharton, “I'l
burat that fat frog all over the Remove
when I get out [

"EI&, a, ha " g

“Can't you get another kev?” yelled
Wharton. "Agc that yworm Fish;; he’s
got & bunch of old keys,”
4"Dh, good egg | said Bob Cherry.
“HKeep smiling, old man; Pll go and
;imk for Fishy and borrow his bunch of

C¥8,

“Buck up then, fathead 1™

(Continued on next page.)

LEGION

Suvered moetal dlal,

Price 18-

175 TIME YOU

HAD AN

wrist,

edery

You see above how well an
INGERSOLL looks on a boy's

Its sturdy; handsome design
and unfailing accuracy, is typical of

INGERSOLL watch.

INGERREOLL

Embodying the very. latest advances
in the scientific construction of
timekeepers, every INGERSOLL
watch 18 guaranteed, Sold everv-

where 5/« to &5,

INGERSOLL

Cude No. 220

A wery atiractive watoh
wlith etrong leather strop.

INGERSDLL LIMITED
Londen. E.C.I.

rariirern Trelond.

These pricer ap -;u onfy e Greal Brifeln and

LEADER
Code Ko, 2—1
Mickel oame, white dial, uobreakahle
orystal, strong leather II:J.'HE.
g rica Hg

With ERadielite Dial. Frica

570,78

GUARANTEED

WATCHES
AND

CLOCKS



10

Wharton's temper seemed to be suffer-
ing from his imprisanment,

%uh Gher'rg. grinning, tramped up the
passage to Stu E‘Hm 14, at the other
end, to borrow Fisher T. Fish’s bunch
‘of keys., 'The rest of the juniors
remained outside Study No. 1, laugh-

ing, Everybody but Harry Wharton
scémed to find Billy Bunter's antics
ontertalning.. - ’ ’

“What the dickens iz thia rowl”

asked Wingate of the Sixth, ecoming
across the ove Iundmﬁ and staring
at the chuckling mob in the passage.

“Chap locked in his study, Wingate,”
?m{nmd - Wernon-Bmith.  “Only - »
E.T [ {3

“Hasn™t that silly ase got & key yet 1"
came an angry howl from Study Ne. L.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Took here—"" ronred Wharton,

“Ta that Whartoni” called out the

Greyiriara captain, * Your Form-master,

wants you in his study, Wharton, at
once,” : ;
. “Does he? I can't get out through
the keyhole, Wingate! A silly chump
has-ln&ud me in and hiked off with the
k& ITI‘

gr‘Wa-nll, look here, Quielch wants you,
and he didn't look in & good temper,”
said Wingate. *Some of you kids had
better get & key from somewhere.”

“Fara comez Bobl” said Nugent
“ Buck up, Bob; Wharton's wanted by
the beak.” )

Bob Cherry came hurrying down tha
passage with a large bunch of old keys
ingling in his hand. There had been a
iittc dgalajf in Study No. 14, Fisher T,
Fish required -the moderate sum of
threepence for the loan of that bunch of
keys! Bob had rather wasted time in
explaining to Fishy that he was a incan
worm and & cringing toad and a mouldy
Shylock.

ng;?v&r, ][m wis'bat-_;k at t};ﬁt.l:a.mi ‘he
tried key after key from the jinglin
bunch on the deor of Etudy No. f
Wingate waiting impatiently the while.
A prefect’s time was too valuable to be
wasted by larks in ghe junior studies!
However, there was no help for il, and
the Greyfriars captain had to wait till

A T AL L T
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Bob at last found a key that would fit,
and the study deor was unlocked,

Harry Wharton came dut at last, with

a flushed and wrathy face. He stared
round at the grinning erowd.
“Where's Bunter?” he demanded.

“*Bunter non est 1" grinned Skinner.
“Ha, ha, hal” '

“Never mind Bunter now,” eaid
Wingate, “Your beak’s waiting for
yvou, Wharton, Come along, and don't
waste any maore time,"”

Harry Wharton would have preferred
to look for Bunter—he was extyremely
keon and ‘anxions to find the fat Owl of
the Remove. But Bunter had to wailt,
in the circomstances, and he followed
Wingate down the stairs. .

Why Quelch wanted him he had not
the faintest idea—though he suppozed
that it was something to do w:ti?n his
duties as head boy. rtainly, he did
not expect to ind his Form-master in a
state of deep and hostile wrath.

Wingate tapped at the door of the
Remove master's study.

“Wharton is here, sicl”

“Thank you, Wingate 1"

The captain of the RKemove went in,
and Wingate—after a rather curicua
g;lzmr:e at Mr. Quelch’s grim. frowning
ace, departed. He.felt rather sor
for the junior he bhad left with & bea
lnoking like that |

Quelech’s gimlet ayes fixed on Whar-
ton's surprised face, as the door closed.

“¥ou have kept me waiting, Whar-
ton 1" he snapped.

“I'm sorry, sir: but-—"

* No doubt you wers not anxious to see
vour Form-master, after swhat has
pecurred ' gaid AMr. Quelch bitterly.
"No doubt you guessed that I might be
acquainted with the facts.”

“ Tho—the facts I" said Harry hlankly.
“T don't kpow what you mean, sir!
Have I done anything!”

Mr. Queleh’s Lip curled.

“Then you were not aware that 1
knew,” he said contemptuously.  '“Ii
did not occur to you that I found your
capr—" :

“My c-ceap?” stuttered Wharton.

He could eee that something was up!
But certainly he could never have
guessed that 1t had any reference to an
article of personal attire.

Ts it sible,” =aid Mr. Quelch
grimly, “that you were not aware that
yvou dropped vour cap in the quad-
rangle, Wharton?"

“I—1 don’t remember doing so, sir
gasped Harry.

“ Poasibly—possibly | Nevertheless, it
in a fact that you did, and that I
picked it up1” said Mr. Quelch, in the
saile grim tono. :

Wharton conld only stare at him.

To Mr. Quelch it appeared possible
that, in the breathless haste of that
flight,” after kbecking off his mortar-
hoard, the junior might not have
noticed the' loss of his cap.
it seemed utterly bewildering ‘that 'a
Form-master should take note of so
trifting an ocourrence as a fellow drop-
ping his capt s

“There is tho cap,” said Mr. Quelch,
vointing to it lying on his study table.
“That is your cap, Wharton?

Harry looked at it. Greyiriars caps,
of .course, wera alike; but he saw his
name in it, which settled the matter. -

“Yes, mir, that is mine,” he said..
“I picked.it up, Wharton, where you
dropped it."” b i t o

“1 don’t quite understand, gir.

1
don't recgllect having dl‘ﬂﬁpﬂﬂ my caE_

aout of the Housa at all ut even if

did, I don’t sea—"

. I shoul

To Wharton

“That will do, Whartont You
dri::;wed your czp when you ran—"
“When I—I ran—""

“ After flinging a turf at your Form-
maszter’s  kead 1" thundered Mr.
Quelch. :

IE Eh ?ll : ]

“But for that, 1 -should certainly
never have identified ‘you” 2aid the
Eemove master., "I coulidl not recognise
you in the dusk, and but for your
stumble, when vou ran under the elms,
never have known that it was
vou! I will not tell you, Wharton, how
shocked, how pained—~

“ But—but—but I—I never——" stam-
mered Harry. .

“It is possible,” went on Mr. Quelch,
in -8 very quiet tons, “that I have on
one or two occasions this term dealt
with you with undue harshness, owin
to the unserupulouns dquhlﬂ-denlinrﬁ o
another boy. But that you should have
harboured revengeful feelings comes ay
a very painful shock to.me®

Wharton flushed crimson,

“MNothing of the kind, sir!” he ex-
claimed hotly. “1 was caned for
nothing; but I could sce afterwards
that you knew it was a mistake, and I
never gave it enother thought. As for
playing such 8 rotten silly trick as
you've deseribed, 1 should never have
dreamed of 1. I—" : ;

Mr. Quelch lookéd at him grimly.

“Say no more, Wharten!” he inter-
rupted. “ You only shock and pamn ma
the more by thesa prevarications "

“Prevarications |  Wharton's {ace
fairly flamed. “You've no righy to
say anything of the kind 1"

“Wha-a-at 1" _

“You are making & mistake—and not
the first, either!” exclaimed Harry,
passionately. - “¥You caned me on &
mistake last weck—now you're making
another.”

“Is that the way to speak to your
Form-master, Wharton” thundered
AMr. Quelch. .

“It's the truth, anyhow, and you
ought to_know that it's the truth I ex-
claimed Harry, his eyes flashing. :

“2ilence ! It was my, intention,”™ said
Mr. Quelch, “to cane you, Wharton,
and give you detention for four hali-
holidays, for what you have dene. But
it is cortainly true that you were caned
under & msapprehension the  week
before last, and for that reason I shall
not cane you now. I shall give you the
detentions—both  half-holidays  this
week, and both next. Now you may
go—and I ean only hope that, on reflec
tion, you will be sorry that you have
lost miy good opinion.”

*1've done nothing—"

“Leave my study!” _

Harry Wharton left the study—and
very mnearly banged the” door after
him.  However, he stopped short of
that. He shut the door’and tramped
away down the passage, his brows
knitted and his eyes gleaming. Seldom,
sr nover, had he Tfelt so savagely
resentful. Like the prophet of old, he
was angry, and he considered that he
did well to be angry.

THE EIGHTH €HAPTER,
A Row In-The Remove !

i SAY, vou fellows—-"
I . “Halle, hallo, bhallo, herd's
- cBunter 177 ' )
“¥You fat assl”
“*Ware Wharton |”
“Ha, ha, hal” o w3
“I—I ‘sa , you fellpwa, ig—is—is ha
waxy ¥ dsked Billy -Bunter anxiously.
“F say, I—T wes downstairs, you Entw,



and I saw mm come down with Win-
gate, s0 I knew he'd got out! Is—is—
15 he shirty 7% . :
Y Just & few !” grinned Johnny Bull
“"The fewfulness 13 terrifio!"
“If you have tears, prepaore to shed
Wharton  comes up1”
“Hiz Highness 13

thom . when
chuckled Bkinner,
in a roval bait™
“Ha, ha, ha!” .
Billy  Bunter blivked anxiously
round &t the grinmng faces in the
Bemove passags. If he had hoped that
Wharton had cooled down while he was
locked in the study, it seemed that the
hopé was unfounded. Really, it was
rather a. lot to hope for.
“I say, vou f{kl?:m's, it was only a
lark, you know,” squeaked the fat
junior. “I npevor had tha cakel Yon
see, he fancied I'd had his cake—you
fellows know that 1 wouldn'i =znoop a
fellow's cake——"
- "“Ha, ha, hal”
“But I—I say, think he's shiriy?”
appealed Bunter. “If—f he is 11—

1I'd better keep out of the way., I—I
don't want to knock the fellow
down—" '

““Ila, ha, ha!” shricked the Re-

movites, quite taken by storm by the
idea of the fat Owl knocking down the
captain of the Bemaove.

“Blessed if I see anything funny fo
cackle at! I zay 3 _
“Ain't he top funny fo  live ¥
gurgled Peter Todd, “Let’s all stand
round and see him knock Wharton
down I

“(h, let’'s ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Gilbert Tracy came wup the Remove
staircase. ‘There was a lurking grin
on the face of the new fellow. e
glanced at the hilarious crowd in the

passoge. )
“Anything up with Wharton?"” ho
atked., “1've just passed him down-

stairs, and ha looked sz if he was going
to hite somebody,™

“Oh lor' I gasped Bunter. “I-I-—
I say, Tracy, is--is he coming upt”

"“Yes; he's commg up now."

“'ﬂh Erlkﬂzlr 1 .

Bunter shot up the passage to his
stuilly—No. T—and shot in, followed by
a vell of laughter,

He vanished, but the next instant his
fat face reappeared, blinking round
the door. :

“1 say, you fellows, don't mention to
Wharton that T here, will yout Ii
—if he asks about me, tell him ]?‘1'13 gone
to %uelch, will you?”

“He's likely to believe that, when
he's just gone to Quelch himself Y
chuckled the Bounder.

“Oht Has he? Tell him I'm gone
to the Head, then!” gasped Bunter.
“{Jr—or tell him I've becn taken sud-
denly ill, and—and gone into =anny |
Tell him I'm awfully ill—pneumonia
or somethin M :

“Shall ;we tell him you're dead and
gone to your own funeral?” asked
skinner.

““Ha, ha, hal®?

“ Look but—hersa he comes ("

“Cut under the table, Bunter !”

“{Get up the chimney, old fat man!®
*“*Ha, ha, ha "
The door of Study WNo. 7 slammed.
Bunter disappeared again. And a
crowd of laughing fellows turned to
look at Harry arton as he come
tramping into the Remove passage.
But the look on his face caused some
of the laughing faces to become ecrious,

Tracy gave him & eurious glance, and
went into Study No. 1 and shut the
door. The Bounder, glancings at

Wharton, shrugged his shoulders, Lord
Mauleverer raised his eyebrowg. Othor

"L Evary follow lere
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Fellows stared, What had happened
Wa3 ANNOYIng enou h fo nmi; ellow ;
but it certainly did not ecall for the
black and bitter anger that was only too
visiblo in Wharton’s face. 8o far, nono
knew that anything had happened,
cxcept Billy Bunter’z fatuouns trick at
the study door.

“My dear chap!"” execlaimed DBob
Choerry unmmfurtni]y. “ What H

“Bunter’s only a blithering owl, old
chap !" said Frank Nugent. * No need
to go off al the deep cnd—p="

“Don't bo an ass ™ snapped Wharton,
“Do vou think I'm bothering about

-that fat fool 1V

“0Oht Then what—"

“Not a row with Quelch?” asked
Johmny Bull. *“He didn't want you for
a row, did he "

“Yesl™

& Dh !!l’

“Dear me!" zaid Skinner. “ What
has our madel head boy been doin
now? Has the eagle eye of our bea
detected s  fault in  that faultless
character 7 ;

There waz a snigger from Snoop.
Some of the other fellows grinned. But
Wharton pave no heed to Skinner.

“The old ass=—" ha said.

“Are vou speakin’ of Quelch, dear

man?"” asked Lord Mauleverer, wery
quictly.

“You know I aml!” snapped
Wharton,

“Yaas! Might I suggest rather mors
respeotful  language? Bad form o
speak of & beak like that I soid Mauly,
shaking his head.

“The old ass—"" repeated Wharton
savagely. :

Lord Mauleverer ambled away up the
passage. He was not going to listen
to a fellow speaking of hia Form:master
in 2uch terma, arton’s own chums
were looking "'E"j' uncomfartable.

“Draw it mild 1" said Johnny Bull,
“ Zuppose you tell us what the row is,
without ﬂ_\l’ing off the handle.”

“0h, I'll tell youl"” said Wharton.
“I'va got detention for four half-
holidays, and very nearly had a licking,
too! That washes out the Highcliffe
match for me to-morrow—unless Quelch
comes to his senzes bofore then.”

“And why ™ asked Bob.

“No reason at all.” :

“ Got it for nothing ¥" asked Vernon-
Bmith, grinning.

S Yag 1 .

“It's a tough life at school!” said
Skinner sadly. “ We're always getting
something for nothing 1. T've been thers
myself.” And there-was a chuckle.

“But I suppose Quelch gave a
reason ' said gﬂh C'-'he;rr;r, with & touch
of sarcasm. "He dido't say he was
1t for fun, did hea 1™

cl-:rinﬁ
“He said that somebody had buzzed
a turf ak his silly head, in the quad,
and bhe was fool enough to think that it
was I, because he was ass encugh to
whop me, more than a week ago,
through Traey’s rotten trickery.”

“Digd he use those wvery wordst”
athed the Bounder. -

“Ha, ha, hal" .

“Don't ba a fool, Smit
Wharton. “I dare
vou,” he added savapely.
out to-morrow, you captsin the side,
snd you can pick your own men, and
play the rottenest ecad that ever
breather, if you like ™

“No great loss, if vou stand out,
then 1" said the Bounder tartly., *Wa
shall beat Higheliffe better wihount Rou,
if I captain the side and play Tracy.”

“Bhut wup, Smithy, j man 1"
muttared Tom Redwin

b ;nap]:rgd

this will suit

Ei‘:aw& that that's
the tzuth ™ retorted the Bounder,

fat Owl.

“If I stend -

- after

11

*8hut up, all the same, old chap 1™

M1 say, you fellows.” The door of
Study WNo. T opened and a fat face
Eeeeread cautiously out. *I say, did that

ast Wharton come up? Don't tell
him I'm here.” -

“Ha, ha, kal”

“0ODhl! ©Oh criker! Ys—is—is that
Wharton! ©Oh lor" 1" Billy PBunter
popped his head hack, like that of a
tortoise into its shell, and the door of
Study No. 7 slammed, amid o yell of
merriment. '

Harry Wharton geve no heed to the
He wasz not thinking of Billy
Bunter and his fatuous anties,

“But look here, old chap!” urged
Boh Cherry. “Quelch must have had
mmefhing to go upon. What made him
think—"

“He seems to have picked up my cap
in the quad. I never dropped it there.
1 know that, I remember putting it
on the peg in the lobby when I camo
in, 1 suppose some fellow took it by
mistake, and he must have dropped it
in the quad, if Quelch found it. Sflflﬂh
fancies that it was dmpﬁed by the
fellow who got him with the tur%. 8o
he “thinks was the fellow’!
8

% And you weren'ti" asked Vernon-
Smith blandlw.

That's

Wharton gave him a look.
“No, I was not, Yernon-8mith!"” he
answered. "1 leave that kind of

hooligan trick to fellows of your kidney.
It's the sort of thing you would do, or
Tracy or Skinner would do—but not the
sort of thing I wonld do, and’ Queleh
ought to know that.”

“ Hoity-loity ! grinned the Bounder.

“But when did it happen?” asked
Nugent.

“I don't know—Quelch never szaid:
but before lock-up, suip S ogrowled
Harry Wharton. “Ci*uﬂ GE thinks it was
I, because some felléw had borrowed
iny cap and dropped 1t about——"

“ Sort of evidence,” said the Bounder.
“If the fellow dropped your cep, he
most - likely had wvour head on- his
shoulders, old bean,™ -

"Harry Wharton clenched his hands.

“I've got to stand Quelch's roi," he
gaid, ri:r&hﬂﬂ:{:n his teeth. " Buat 'm not
ﬁtundmgil yours, verngp-smith! Yeu'd
better shut ap!”

“T'll please myself abont that!™
answered thoe Bounder coolly, “If a
fellow borrowed your cap, it was the
fellow who got GQuelch—that's plain
enough. Quelch may hb an ass, af you
#a¥ he is; but he's nob a=ss enough to
fancy that the chap he saw dropped hi
cap, if the chap didn't! And as it'a
jolly unlikely thiat any fellow borrowed
your cap, it loaks to me as if Quelch haa
got the right man.” .

Harry Wharton made a sinde at tha
Bounder, snd the Co. pushed in
between. :

" "heck that 1™ sald Bob.

“Will you let me get at that jeering
cad?” cxelaimed Wharton, his eyes

flashing.

HNot” answered Johnny  Ball
stolidly, ¥ Scrapping won't mend
matters. "|."i'i1|_a’ha;£l‘fjl have to clenr this
up, somehow, if you're to play at Higl-
cliffa'_tu-murmm Punching Smithy's
chéeky head won't do it."".

“T tell you—" roared Wharton,

“Oh, come on!” said Bob,

Vernon-S8mith lsughed, and went inlo

his study.
Harrg‘ Wharton mado o movement
im, but his friends gathercd
round him, and barged him n?ung the
passage to Btudy Mo, 13
Billy Bunter, -blinking out of Study
THE Macwer Lisrart.—No, 1,604
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No. 7, spotied his face as he passed, and
fairly palpitated with ferror.

He wateched the progress of the
Famouwg IFFive up’the Remove passage,
with his cves almost bulging through
his spectacles. -

Wharion had a temper—but never
had the fat 0wl seen him looking so
fearfully savage.. And as the fat Owl
supposed that it was on his account,
it was no wonder, that be was alarmed.

“Look here—-" roared Wharton, as
the’ Famous Five reached the doorway
of. Study Ne. 13.

“Oh, come on Y _

“I'm -going to cmash that cheeky

cad!” : :
TOh erike gazped  Bunter.
harton was alluding to

Unaware that ;
the Bounder, the fat Owl shook like o
fat jelly. . . '

¥ou're not,” said Bob, * Come on !

“1 tell you——o E
““Barge him in!"” said Johnny Bull.

There was a tussle in the deorway of
Study No. 13, The Bounder's jeers had
roused Wharton's deepest anger, and he
was “very kden to ‘get within hitting
distance of Smithy's nose, But Bunter,
blinking a. "terrified blink up  the
passage, did nof “doubt for a moment
that he, his own fat self, was the object
of thizs deep wrath—not knowing that
anything was the matter except his
fatnons trick at the deor of Study Ne 1.

“0Oh erikey " gasped Bunter.

And—once noge | displaying un-
commen presence of mind—Billy Buntér
bolted fromn his study, careered down
the passage to the landing,. and shot
down the staircase. A yell from the
fellows in the passage followed him.

i HE, .hﬂ., hﬂ- 1 -

“Hook it, Bunter—he's after you!"
yalled Skinner.

“Just behind you, Bunter!” roared
Hazel.

“0Oh orikey 1"

£ H&’ h" a 1]?

Billy Bunter vanished down the stapirs
—what time Harry Wharton, who had
guite forgotten his fat oxistence, went
inte Study No. 13—~barged in by his
loyal and devoted chums!

—— =

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Buils In |

R. @UELCH glared.
A Roypl Bengol tiger had
nething on  Quelch at  that
. . Imoynent,

He was already intensely annoyed,
irritated, and angry:; but even had he
been hia usual serenc self he wounld have
glared when a fellow burst open his
study door- -without even o knock and
hurtled into his study.

* Bunter,” ' Quelch
1 w'hat____TT!

“Oh ecrikey! Keep him off ' splut-
tered Bunter, .

“Who—what—"

“1 never did it—I mean, it was only
a lark! 1 won't be wh{]:-:{)p&d with a
cricket stump ¥ reoared DBunter, “Oh
lor’ ] Ch enkey b I say—— Oh dear ™
S Wpen wy word Y gasped  Ale.
Quelel. .

! You make him stopmt, siv ! gasped
Bunter., “He's after me—— crikey !
I am't going to be whopped with that
ericket stump! I never did it—and it
was only a lark! I never had the cake,
either ]  Chasing a fellow down the
stairs—— (h lor’ I¥

Mr. Quelch gazed at him,

He realized that pursuit was on the
track of this member of his Form—or
that, at least, Bunter supposed that it

Trag Macyer Lispapt.—No. 1,604
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.was, The fat Owl, in the fizxed belief
that Wharion was just behind him,
cricket stump in hand, had scultled into
‘his Form-master's study for refuge.

No pursner, certainky, was likely fo
follow him there, lgut. the far Owl
blinked at the doorway with terrified
cyes, evidently in full expectation of
seaing the pursuer appear,

“Upon my word!” repeated DMy,
Quelch.  * Bunter—-"" ] )

“*You tell hin to  stoppit, sic!”
gasped Bunter, “He's just comieg, sir
—he's got acricket stanmp—""

“f whom are you speaking,

Dunter ™

“NWharton, sir! He's just coming!
He's in an awful bait ! groaned Bunter.
“I've never seen him so savage before!
It was only a lavk ! Fellows have been
locked in their studies before now with-
out- getting so fearfully wild about it!
Oh dear [ o '

“¥ou utterly stupid boy, did you lock
Wharton in his study " exclaimoed Mr.
Quelch.

“He—he thought 1'd had the cake,
siv |” gazped Bunter. I never had it,
of course; it was another cake—quite
another cakel” So I—1 just turned the
key on him to give him time to cool
down, siv, “But—but he ain't cooled
down ; he's as wild as-—as a Red Indian,
sir] He's after me !

Me. Queleh glanced from the doorway.

Exeept ' for Mr. Prout,  rolling
majestically, the passage was vacant. -

* Is—15—13 he there, sir?” gasped
Bunter. - '
“You foolish boy, certainly not!”

snu]liud Mr, Quelch,
behind me——" stuttored Bunter. “ He
looked fearfully wild?!  De-d-d-do you
mind if 1 stay heve a few minutes, sir?
I—I.don’t want to meet Wharton before
he's cooled down. Perhaps you'd tell
him to—to chueck it, sir? o would
have to chuck it if you told him, =ir.
Ch lor' 17

I shall certainly not allow Wharton
to deal with - you, Bunter, for your
foolish trick—""

“0Oh, thank you, sir!™

“But I s'h;w_iil deal with vou myself,”
said Mr. Queleh grimly., "It appears
that yvou have been pilfering in a
Remove study, Bunter,”

“0Oh, ne, sir!” gasped Bunter
alarm. _

He had escaped the supposed wrath
of ‘the captain of the Remove, but it
ocenrred to his fat mind now that he
had eseaped out of the frying-pan into
the fire. Quelch was an cefficient de-
fender against an exasperated Re-
movite, but there was no  defender
against Quelch. ' :

“You purleined a cake from Whar-
ton's study [ rapped Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, no, nothing of the kind!™
groaned Bunter. It was—waz all a
mistake, sir! I—J happened to be in
Wharton's study. I—I never thought he
would come in %efﬂre the other fellows;
I—I thought he wouldn't cothe 1in before
lack-up, of course.  But—but he did,
and—and I was there; and—and' he
fancied I'd had the cake, and—-"

“What do you mean, Bunter? You
are talking nonsense ! snapped Afr
Quelch, *“ Wharton was in ilhe quad.
rangle when the bell rang for lock-up.
What do you mean, you stupid-boy 1”7

“Eh? He wasn't, sir; he was in his
study.” ] W

“How dare you make such a state-
ment, Bunter 1

TEh?" Bunter blinked at him. “IHe
was, sir; I locked him in——"

Mr. Quelch gave a stark and fixed his
eyes like penelraling gimlets on Billy
Bunter’s fat face.

in

I—1 supp

Skinner said he was after moe—just

“Bunter, are you telling mo that you
locked Wharton in his study before the
bell rang for lock-up ¥

*It was only a lark, sir—-'

“Did you, or did you not?” thun-
dered My, Quelch. o

“Yeoa, -sirl” gaﬁ:ped Bunter.

“ Impossible I exclaimed My, Quelch,
“Imipossible ! Bunter, take care what
vou are saying ! This matter iz scrioys.™

" [s—iz—is it, sir? It was only a
lark. T locked Bol Cherry in his study
once, and he only laughed; bug
Wharton—" : '

“ At what time exactly, Bunter, did
von lock Wharton in his study—if vou
did zo at all?¥” . SO

“1 never noticed the time, sir—"

* Ara you ‘sure that it was before
lack-up ? e

“Oh," ves, sir! The olher fellows
hadn't come in; Wharton came in hArst.
ose he caime fot the cake, now
I think of it; and—and as if wasn't
there, and—and I wasz in the study, ho
—he thought——" ' '

“* How long before lock-up was 167"

“I den't know, sir—""

“"Think ™ rcared AMr. Quelch in a
voice that made Bunter jump.

“0Oh  erikey!  About—about  five
minutes, sir, or ten—perhaps a bit more.
I never noticed. I remember mosc of
the fellows came in after 1 got down-
ELALp§——"" oo g
_“¥You came downstaips,
Wharton locked in his study i

“¥esg, sit. | [—I thought” he might
cool down—" :

“How long did Wharion remain
locked in his study §*'
 “I—T don't know! I—I never saw
him again till ho came down with
Wingate. I—I think Wingate went to
feich him for something., And then I
went up Lo the Remove: and scon alier-
wards Wharton came up in a fearful
temper-—7»"

Mr, Queleh compressed his lips hard,

That turf in the dusky quad had

r

leaving

knocked off his mortar-board just as

the bell for lock-up was ceasing lo ring.
1f Wharton had been locked in his
study before the bell 'rang, and ro-
mained there for even 2 few minuies
it was physically impossible that lLe
could have been the turf-hurler.

Yet that fleeing figure had stumbled
over, and dropped Wharten's ¢cap in
stumbling. There was no doubt on that
pont,

A fellow in & hurry might have
grabbed another fellow's cap from a
per, or—— Quite a dreadful thoughe
came inte Mr. Quelel’s mind. A bad
and unscrupulous fellow might have
taken the cap intentionally, and
droppéd 1t intentionally, feigning a
stumble to ' give colour to the act, The
nhme of Gilbert Tracy shet e
Queleh’s troubled mind.

His lips shut harder,

{ince before he had given lhis head
boy an unjust punishment owing to that
wreiched  young  schemer's  trickery.
Had he done =0 again?

It was a very disquieting thought, yet
there could be me doubt about 1t if
Wharion had been locked in his study
before the bell rang and remained there
afterwards.

Hiz keen eyes searched Punter's fat,
terrified face,

"Wou are sure, Bunter, that you
locked Wharten in his study before the
bell rang for lock-up?”

“(h, yes, sirl!”

“%Was anyone clse aware of thist"

“I—I suppose the fellows knew, s=ir,
as Wharton was kicking up 8 row in the
study to be let out——"

“Remain here, Bunter I snapped blr,
Quelch.



“But Ican't !

“Yes, sir! I—I'd like to, till Whar-
ton cools down a bat.” : :

Mr. Quelch left the study, With a
knitted brow he made his way to the
Remove studies.  There "was a sound
of laughter in the Remove passage
when he arrived itheve; but it died away
at once as Mr. Quelch was seen,

“Todd!" rapped Mr. Quelch.

“¥es, sir?™ said Peter.

“I understand that & [foolish boy
Iocked Wharten in his study. Was this
before or after the bell rang for
lock-up

“ Before, air,” answered Peter.

" Von are sure of that, Toedd

" Quite, sir ! answered the wondering
Peter. “Ie was banging on the inside
of the door when I came up, and that
was before the bell rang.”

Mre. Quelch felt quite a  pang.
Wharion had been banging on the
mside of a locked study door when that
whizzing turf had knocked off his
mortar-board in the dusky quad!

“Where was Wharton when Wingate
came for him ?" he asked.

“In his study, =ir.”

“Did Wingaio find hinr [ocked in hia
study 2"

“Yez, sir; he waited wiitle Cherry
got a key.”

YO sald Mre. Quelch. " Where is
Wharton now

“Im Cherry's stude, sir.®

Mre. Queleh rustled on up the Removae
passage, leaving a crowd of fellows
staring.

— —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Tea For Bunter !

1 EEP smiling, old bean!”
“0Oh, don't be a silly ass !
“ Hem "
There was rather an electrio
atmosphers in Bob Cherry's study,
Haerty Wharton's face was pale and

“ You fellows know that I'd jump at playing a foothaller of
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I'd rather chuck Soccer than play in the same team with him [ **

lounging by the fireplace.

set. He was decply and intensely ex-
asperated by an unjust punishment : all
the more deeply, because detention
meant cutting the Higheliffe match on
the morrow,

He was angry with Quelch—but
ﬁueln]n was out of the reach of reprisals,

o was angry with the Bounder—and
the Bounder wasz within the reach of
reprisals—if the Co. did not stand in
the way!

But they did!

“Lgok here, don’t be an exeited ass,
Wharton ! said Johnny Bull. * Bmithy's
a checky swab, but you won't set this
matter right by punching him.”

“Do you think I'm going to havo
that cad calling me a liar i exclaimed
Wharton savagely. "I've said that I
never buzzed anything at Quelch’s silly
head——"

“If Queleh thinks you did, any fellow
has a n%‘:nﬁa think you did ! answered

ull.

“Johnny

Wharton's eves gleamed at him.

“If that means that you don't take
my word for 1%, Bull—"

“Oh, cheese it 1™ said Johnny, * You
know I do! Quelch must have made n
mistake, if you say you never did it!
But——"

“As likely as not it was Bmithy him-
zalf 1" said Harry batterly., “It's jusk
one of hiz rotten cheeky tricks.”

- "We might figure it out if we knew
jlfﬂ when it happened !” said Bob.
“Might have bappenad while you were
locked in your study, for all we know,
Didn't Quelch sa "

“He never srsiu'jy anything except that
ht‘.]'f“’ﬂ.ﬂ going to make a fool of him-
g0 5 -

“(Oh, chuck it!
ask GQuelch "

“I'm not going to ask him anything!
The old ass lancies I buzzed a turf at
his silly head because he whopped me
more than o week ago for nothing—"

Look here, we can
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Traey's quality, if Y could trust him." sald Harry Wharton.

** Thanks ! ** sneered Tracy, who was

“Well, some fellows would—"
“You silly ass!” roared Wharton,
“Do you think I go about nursing silly
grudges like a cad like Tracy? I've
got something better to do! I'd for-
rotten all about that whopping—I knew
that Quelch understood afterwards that
he'd made a mistake, and I'd never hava
dreamed of owing him s grudge for it.
Think I've got nothing better to do
than hang about brooding over a sill

grievance? I tell you I'd forgotten all
about it-——"

Tap I

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“By gum, if that's Smithy——*

He broke off as the study ddor
opened, revealing a tall and angular
figure in cap and pown.

“Oh!” he gasped, unclenching his
hands in a hurry. '

Tha juntors in Study Noo 13.all rose
to their feet. "They all 'wondered why
Mr. Quelch had come there.

Wharton gave his Form-master =
grim and uncompromising look.

But Mr. Quelch’s expression was very
mitld, ;

I heard what yvou said, Wharton, as
I rveached this study,” he said. " You
wera s‘feaking very londly.”

“1 don't mind you hearing what I
said, sir!” answered Harry.

“I quite belicve, Wharton, that vou
had forgotten about that unfortunate
inctdent of a week or two ago, snd I
regret that I ever doubted that you had
done 501" said Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!"” gasped Harry. That was
rather unexpected, in view of what had
passed in Quelch’s study,

“And I regret,” added Mr. Quelch
quietly, *that I did not accept wvour
word, without question, when I saw yov
m my study, arton.”

. (Continued on page 16.)
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(Continwed from page 135.)
) {4 ':'_h tlﬂ'

“1 have since learned,” pursued Mr. -

Queleh, “that it was aot, and could not
have been vou, who Hung a turf at me
in the quadrangle at lock-up.”

-11'1 Dh ]-:I-l . - . 1 .

“Your  detention is, .of course, ro-
scinded 1’ said tho  Remove master.
“The whole matter ends here.” =~ -

L1 Dlt !?:I" E . )

. “J have only one question to ask you,
Wharton—do you know who was wear-
ing vour cap after you came in?”

“No, sir! I left it on the fpeﬁ in the
lobby, and I suppose some fellow was
ggling out in & hurry and took it by mis-
ta ;

“I fear,” said Mr., %m_alnh. “that
there was no mistake in the matter. I
fear that I have been misled by & very
unscrupulous boy. That is what I shall
ascertain, if possible. I regret that [
was misled, ‘(Ehartun.“ :

“0Oh! Thank you, sir'” stammered
Harry. )

“No doubi can Mp::-ssib]g.r remain.on the
subject,” smid T. ‘%llt'l{.‘ha “T -have
learried from that foolish boy, Bunter,
that he had locked you in your study
before the iocident occurred in the
guadrangle—"

i Dh :u ]

“1f I had known this at the time,
Wharton, I should have known, of
course, that you could have had nothing
to do with what happened outside tho
House. Buot I knew nothing of it till
Bunter came to my study—"

“I gave you my word, sir!”

Mr. Quefeh breathed rather hard.

“I regret. that I did not accept it
without questiony Wharton! 1 came
here td tell you so. "That is ell ™

Mr. Quelch rustled away, lpaving the
juniors in Biudy No. 13 staring at one
another. They heard his voice in the
passage a+moment later,

“Where is Traey !

“In his study, sir ' answered Hazel.

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

*He's after Tracy now! I wonder
4 e

“I don’t ! spid Harry., “Ten to one
it was Tracy—but he won't nail that
wary rotter down! You'll see.” '

The juniors looked out of the door-
WAY.

Mr. Quelch st d at the door of
Study I%::- 1 anduﬁmw 1t open.

“Tracy ! came bhis deep voice.

S %es, sir ! answered Gilbert’s voice
from the study.

*Were you in the guadrangle when
ihe bell rang for lock-up, Tracy "

The Remove fellows in the passago
exchanged glances. Twev understood the
purport of that question. No doubt
Tracy did also. Elis answer came at
onee.

“Wo, sir! I came wn 2 few minutes
before the bell rang.” :

“You are sure of that, Tracy ?” asked
Mr. Quelch grimls.

“{My, quite, sir.”
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“Did you come up to the studies when
vou came in, Tracy 7 '
= Bob' Cherry winked at his friends.

“He's got him ¥ he murmuored. * Lots
of fellows know he never came up till
long after—"

Harry Wharton shook his head. He

y had no doubt that Quelelr was on- the

rf:i!tt' track this time; but he did not
believe that the wary schiemer of the
Rvrmove was to he “got ™ so easily !
" No, sir!” ecame Gilbert’s  bland
“I remember I staved to look
at the notices on the board before I
came ap.”
 “Where were vou at the precise
moment that the bell rang, Treacy §7
ML think I was looking at the nobice-
board. just then, sir.” ' :
“Was anyone else on the spot at.the
time ¥ '

.. "Oh,.ves, sir, two or three fellows, I.

think."

“Their names ™ |

“1 didn’t nokice who they were, sir.”

“I thought not '™ said Me. Quelch,
belween his closed lips, “I do not
believa a single. word that you have
uttered, Tracy !

“Oh, sir ™ murmuored Gilbert,

Mr. Quelch gave him a long, hard
look. But there was nothing to be done
=—in the total absenes of evidence or
proof. he could not deal with the young
raseal. It was not the first timoe. that

he had been morally certain of Gilbert's

delinquency, and yet ungble to deal
with him, <l A
After that grim lock, Br. Quelch
walked on to thie siairs and went down,

In Study No. 13 the Famous Five sat
down to tes in & much more cheerful
mood. Tea was going on when the door
ﬂ%‘ﬁﬂﬂdr and a fat face and & big pair
of spectacles glimmered in. ]

"1 say, you fellows——"

“Halle, halle, hallo, here he is—kill
him 1" said Hob Cherry,

“{h, naall;’.', Cherry! I say, where's
that beast Wharton? If he isn't hore,
I'll come in to ten, old chap

“Ha, ha, ha!” £
“Blessed if I see an:;thm_g to cackle
at! I dodged into Quelch's study to
get away from the rotter—and 1 dare
say he's 'huqtmﬁ me all over the Houso !
Skinner said he was just behind me
when I went down——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“I say—oh crikey!™ Billy Bunter
spotted the captain of the Remove in
the study, and gave a velp of terror. *1
ssr.%', keep off, you beast—"

Tarry Wharton, laughing, grasped
the fat Owl by the collar, and hooked
him into the study.

2 Iggﬂ!” velled Bunter., *Ow! I
wish staved in Quelch’s study now—
leggo! I say, old chap, it was only a
lark—leggo, you beast—I say, old fellow
—will you ]EEE{:I my neEi{, you rotter 7%

“¥ou fat chump—
YT mever had the ‘eake!™ roared
Bunter. “I hadn't just Bnished it

when wou came in! It was another
cake—quite ancther cake—and—and—I
—]I only locked you in for a jig-jog-joke
—I1—I thought you—you'd be amused—I
—I did, really—27"

“¥You blithering bloater, if you hadn’t
locked me in, I should be up for deten-
tion to-morrgw n

“Ehi*

- “Instead of playing foothall at High-
EIE_-ET'S'F'I:" x

“Sit down, you fat chum o
“Oh!” gasped Bunter., © E—I seel 1

—I'll stay to tea, old fellow, as vou're

so pressing! 1 sav, is there a crke?™

“Yag " . '
:':Gde Where i3 it?”
Parik inside - vou, Fyou fat

burglar !

“(h, really, Wharton~—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter sat down to tea in Study
No. 13 Tt was quite an unexpected
and happy ending to Bunter's wild
adventures ! _ i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Glorious Prospect !

“ ORRY ¥ said Skinner politely.
Harcld Skinmer did not look
sorry, and he did not: feel
: sorry ! Still, he had no objec-
fion to saving that he was sorry!
Words eost nothing!

Critbert Tracy scowled.

It was Wednesday morninz, and in
breal, Tracy, like other fellows, walked
over to the schoo! shop, Skinner and
Snoop, with friendly smiles, joined him
a3 he went. But when Tracy suddenly
paused and ran his hands through his
pockets, ' as if suddenly remembering,

Skinner and Snoop exchanged a_rather
significant glance.”
And when' that action, on  Tracy's

art, was followed by o request for a
can of the moderate sum of five shil-
lings, Skinner said that he was sorvy!
mnoop did not even take the trouble

to say, that he was sorryl He -dged
away, and strolled off.

*I'm stony, Skinner!”™ muttered
Tracy.

S Hard  chesse ™ sighed Shkinner.
“Might happen to any fellow—cspeci-
allv. & fellow -who spots winners! I
think that's Btott calling me—"

“Hold on" & minuté!™ said Tracy
bitterly. L.

Skinner politely held on. He did not
mind Tracy repeating his recﬁtest if ha
liked, and as often as he liked.
Indeed, he could have set it to musie
and sung 1t, for all Bkinner cared!
Skinner was not geing to lend him any
money, if he talked till the bell rang
for third school.

Harold Skinner, in point of fact, did
not like Tracy much more than other
fcllows did. He had become more or
less friendly wilh him, not only becauss
their tastes were similar in the way of
smokes  and  gees-gees, but  chiefly
becaunse the nephew of old Bir Giles
Oakwood always had plenty of money—
and Bkinner’s supply of that wuwseful
article was limsed.

Now it seemed that cash was soarce.
Vernorn-Smith had said nothing of what
Tracy had told him in Study No. 4, but
evervbody kpnew that Gilbert had
written home for a *tenner,” and had
not received the same. And most of
the fellows knew that during the past
fow davs Tracy had been "raising the
wind * by any and everv mmeans.

One day he had ridden dowm to
Courtfield on his bieyele, and come back
on foot! A handsome wrist-watch he
had onee worn was no longer to be
seen. Skinner was contemptuously
amuzged by any fellow being fuu{)nnmlgh
to raise money in such ways to back a
“winner.” Tracy was keen, cunning,
artful, unscrupulous; yet in this matter
he was acting like the veriest gull, Ho
was absolutely certain that Chocolate
Box was going to Win the one-thirty at
Wapshot. He fancied he knew about
these things—and the fact that he
generally  lost meoney on his elusive
gee-gees made no difference fo that.

MNow, 1t seemed, Tracy was' not
merely “short of a tenner,” but short of
shillings and sixpences—irom which it
appeared to the excellent Skinner that
it was hardly worth while wasting kia
time on 2o unpopular a fellow at alll

Either he was not so well off as he
had made out, or elsp the supply had
been cut short, but if he fancied that



he was going to spend Skinner's cash,
he was very cousiderably out in  his

reckoning,
M Ive said T I'm ostony I nmtfercd
Ceilbert. “Dut it's only for a time—a
short time! I shall have lots this
evening.”

" Expecling &
old Blfnter ?’ﬁ
“I shall
evening.”

Skinner jumped.
¥ Bixty quids ¥ he ejaculated.

8 Just that ™

“Ch, my hat!' T'll help you spend it,
old bean,” grinned Skinner. “But I
ray, you're not asking me to believe
that that uncle of yours i3 sending you
2 packet Jike -that, afier keeping you
as hard-up as Bunter for a week 1 Why
not tell a chap an casier ona?® :

“MMy uncle's turned me down, owing
to Quelch 1 said Gilbert between his
teeth. “I'll make Quelch sorry for it,
too, before I'm through—"

“By knocking his tile of again?®
chuckled Skinner, * Better go easy, old
tulip—he's got a deadly eye on you !

“I'm getting the sixty from Bill
Lodgey. I've got & tenner on Choco-
late Box at six to-one.”

“Fan me [* murmured Skinner.

He contrived not to laugh. What
sort of o “gee” Chocolate Box might
be, Skinner did not know. But that it
waes going fo win he Lknew was very
doubtiul.

SBkinner could not quite “see® Bill
Lﬂd%e_ﬂ_ at the Three Fishers, taking
much Tisk of having to pay out such a
sum as sixty pounds! -

Lodgey, in his own disreputable way,
wasz straight; he paid if he lost! Other-
wise he would have done little business
with the sporting set at Greypfriars and
Highcliffe. But that he would book a
bet at six to one, to the tune of ten
pounds, on & horse that had the re-
motest chance of landing him in the
soup, Skinner did not believe for a
moment. )

_Chocolate Box might be a “dark
horse,” The “man who Lknew ™ might
havae put Tracy on to a “good thing.”
But Skigner was going to believe all
that when he saw the sizty pounds—not
before !

“It's O.K.,” went on Tracy. “1X Eﬂ
il from a man. Pon knows—Ponsonby,
of Higheliffe, you know! Fon's back-
ing him as hard as he can! Choeolato
Box has been kept dark to diddle the
bocokies! ¥You'll zec.”

“So0 easy to diddle bookies!™ mur-

mured Skioner. * Buch innocent, trust-
g chaps—child-like simplicity, and all
that!™ -
“0h, don’t be an ass! They think
Chocolate Box is an outsider—but there
are some in the secret—and I've got on
to 1t, sea 7™

“Best of luck!™ zaid Bkinner. "“I'll
lend ¥ou a bag to carry your winnings
home in, if you likel ¥ou won't want
8 yery big e : v
- “You'll talk a different tune, when
you. see the result!” suapﬁed Tracy.
“1 know something about these things!
It was because I got in with racing
men that old Giles made up his mind
to land me here. I know the game all
xight. I shall get the news early, too!”

‘Special wire from the racecourse?”
f‘rmnad Skinner. “Think Quelch would
oL you have it, here?™

“I'm calling up Lodgey on the tele-
{;}muﬂ at two o'clock, at his pub at
Wapshot [ grunted Traecy., “He's
going fo toll me.™

“You awful ass!” said Bkinner. “For
goodness’ sake, get outside the school if
ﬁ-u’ re-going to do anything of the kind,
M you were caught at it here—*

ostal. order, like !ir:;ll:v
asked Bhkinner blandly.
have sixty pounds this
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. "I'm poing ta! I'm going to ring up
from Highelifie—I've arranged that
with Pon—he wants to know as much
83 I do. Pon can always get a phone
if he wants one—it's easier at Highcliffa
than here! If you want to hecar the
news, you can come over to Highcliffe
with me.” j

“0.K.,"” said Skinnper, laughing. “A
lot of fellows will be going over io sec
the match; might as well ecome. I
wouldn't bank on that sixty qud,
though, if 1 were you.”

"It's as safe as if I had it in my
trousers pocket already! Think I'd
have cleared myself out to the last six-
pence, if it hadn't been & dead cert?”
growled Gilbert. “I1t will sce me
through for the rest of the term—old
Giles can keep his fips, blow him! 1
shan't want anything from him, with
my own' money in my pocket. T shall
have plenty left, after getting my bike
and watch back, and—what are you
laughing at, you fool ¥ .

“Did I smile?” gasped Skinner.
“Borryl You're more entertsining
than you know, old bean.”

“Oh, shut up! ~Lend me five bob
till thiz cvenin A ,

T Coming 1™ ealled out Bkioner, in
answer to an imaginary call; and he
walked away, leaving Gilbert .spcrwlm%‘.

Skinner, -evidently, valued five shi
lings in hand more than sizty pounds
in_the bush!

But Gilbert, at all cvenis, had no
doubts! It was unpleasant to be
“stony ¥ at the moment, but he had a
happy and confident anticipation of lots
of money coming | Skinner irritated
him, with his doubts, but did not shake
his eonfidence. ' :

His cheery confidence, in fact, was at
the moment going up like a rocket—
though probably it was destined {o
come down later like the stick!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.,.
A Chance For Gllbert !
HARTON !

i “¥es, gir "
“Pleasn take out No. B
map, and place 1t on the
easal 1
“Yed sir!”

The Remove had gone in for third
school, 'The lesson was gveugraglg; and
No. 8 wasz a large rolled map of Europe,
required for the lesson. Quelch was
i;mug to give his Form some more oy
ess valuable information on the subject
of the latest fronticrs in Ceniral Europe.

Harry Wharton lelt his place, and
went to the cupboard at the end of the
Form-raom. Little duties like this fel
to the head boy of the Form.

That cupboard, which was let into the
wall, was Iiargﬂ_ ang deep. Rolled maps
of extensive size, and other articles,
sometihines required in the lessons, wers
kept there. ?

The key was in the lock; and Wharton
unlocked the tall deor, drew it open,
and stepped into the cupboard, which
cxtended from the fAcor to m height of
eight fect or more, and was [our or hive
feet wide from front to back,

A number of rolled maps were parked
thers, and the head boy had to lock
them over to select the gie required,

The Remove fellows, settling down in

their places for the lesson, paid na heed
to ' Wharlon’s proceedings—with ona
exception.

Gilbert Tracy walched him curviously,

Baving stepped into the large Form-
room cupboard, Wharton ' disappeared
for tha moment from sight. .

Gilbert's eyes glimmered. A strange
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and rather startling-thoyght had come
inte his_ mind. leha.]::I c. Was sug
gested by Billy Bunter's ante of 'tho
pra;i'rmus day—locking Wharton in his
study. _ b 7

Had anyone at that morns “t pushed
the cupboard deaor shut after Tharton,
he wpuld have been locked in, alssg
with the collection of mape: the door
closed with a spring lock, ana " suld not,
of course, be opened from the inside
without the key. R
- That was the ithought that occurred to
Gilbert's mind; and it was a malicious
trick that he would willingiy have
played had it been possible—which, of
course, 1t was not, at the mooent. ‘But
that thought remained in Cilbert's
mind=and developed there.

The -hoad boy™stepped out with No, 8
map, which he unrolled over the black-
board on the ¢asel. Then he rzturned
te hia place in the class—quite uncon-
scious of Gilbert and his thoughts.

The lesson proceeded. But Tracy was
not  giving much attention to My,
Queleh’s geographical instruction, What
had been & vague idez in his mind, was
forming into a ‘carcfully thought-out
scheme. _

Gilbert was going over to Higheliffe
that afternoon, partly to see Ponsonb
of the Fourth, chiefly to put throug
his ielephone call to Mr. Lodgey at bis
“pub ™ at Wapshot. He had given up
hope of going over 83 & momber of tha
football team. .- But it was in his mind
now that, -with luelke, ha might go over
to Higholiffe after u.il.a.a..a. foatballer |

The captain of the Remove was in-
fHexible on that point; he was standin
by his decision, in spite of the gener
opposition,. The _[ﬁ'.m-nﬂ.re foothallera
wanted Tracy in the team;
to. chooss between Tracy and their
skipper; and Smithy was the only
fellow who was prepared to. tske the
drastic step of turning Wharton out,

But if by any chance Wharton did not
turn up=—if he could not be found when
the Remove  men started for High-
chiffe——- . M

Gilbert grinned at that idea. .

In that case, Hpgrhert Vernon-Smit
would captain the eleven, and he woul
pick his own men. The first man he
would pick was Gilbert Tracy ! Smithy
was the leader of the opposition; and
if he had a chanee to have his own way,
he would jumnp at it, that was certain,

The fact that he disliked Tracy, and a
few «days ago punched him out of his
study, made no difference fto that.
Smithy wanted thet wonderiul goal-

etter in the team, and he would want

im all the more if he was captaining
the side, with personal glory to ba
Ea.mmi by a sweeping victory 'over

ourtenay's team at Fligheliffa,

1f Wharton was not available, Ver-
non-Smith would play Tracy, and avery
man in the side would approve. That
wag & foregone conclusipn, And fo the
schemer's cunning mind  there now
seemed to be s chapce that Wharton
might not be available—if ke played his
cards carefully, and had-a spot of Juck !

Gilbert was still thinking 1t over when
the lesson ended and the Remove were
dismissed. It was the last lesson of the
day, as the afterncon Wwas a half-holi-

but they ha

day.
: ém't‘g Wharton lingered a few

moments behind the Form: te roll up the
map and mﬂ}&m it in- the TForm-room
cupboard. hen ‘he followed the rest
of the Form, he, passed Gilbert loiter-
ing :in ‘the passage, without giving him
a glance, and joined his friends in the

quad. :
Gilbert still loitered, and ha was still
there when Mr. Queleh laft the roem.
THE Aagxer Lisrsny.—No. 1,604
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Leaving it, the Remove master locked
the door after him, taking away the
Ley, as was his ususl custom,

If Gilbert had hoped that he might,
for some FEASON, &3 Was 50metlines the
rase, leave the Form-room unlocked, he
was disappointed.

Mr. Quelch went te his study, taking
the key with him; and Gilbert strolled
out into the quad, with a thoughtful
wrinkle in hia brow,

If he was to carry out the scheme that
had fprimed in his mind, he had to get
possession of that key. Queleh, he knew,
would put it on a hook in his study; he
knew whero to look for it But if Quelch
was in his study after dinner, there was
nothing doing. It was quite probable,
however, that Quelech would go out for
a walk, or that he would be in the
Library at work among the black-letter
manuscripts there! Gilbert hoped for
the best,

After dinner that day, Gilbert's eyo
was on his Form-master from a dis-
tance. Ile scowled blackly when he saw
Mr. Quelch go to his study. If Quelch
remained there, the game was up.

But ten minutes later the Hemove
master, with a bunch of papers in his
hand, left his study; and Gilbert, loiter-
g at a distance, saw the library door
close an him,

uelch was safe!
_ Hardly a minute later, Tracy slipped
imto his Form-master's study. He
slipped out again & moment later with
the Form-room key in his pocket.

His heart was beating rather fast, but
his face was cool and casual, as ho went
to look for the captain of the Remove.

There was not a lot of time to spare
now, for the footballers were making
atn early start for- Higheliffe, Harvy
Wharton, at the moment, was in the
vad, engaged in an argument with the
ounder—Tracy - could . guess on what
stibject, as he observed them.

“What's the good of jawing,
Smithy ¥ Wharton - was saying im-
patiently, as Tracy lounged up, *“The
thing's settled | For goodness’ sake let's
heat the end of it 1" ]

““You won't hear the end of it in a
hurry if we get licked at Higheliffe this
afternoon 1 suai:; ed  Vernon-Bmith.
“¥ou know as well as I do that s gaoal-
getter like Tracy ought to be in the
tE&mI-III

“T don't !” answered Wharton eoolly.

“Courtenay and his men are in greal
form—-="

“I know that!™

* And you stick to leaving out a4 man
that can walk all over them !” snapped
the Bounder,

“I stick to leaving out & man whao
would be more likely than not to dis
grace us by playing foul.”

*“Oh, rats!”

“Oh, let it drop ! said Harrr,

“I jolly well wish that Quelch had
carried on. instead of letting vou off
detention " grunted Smithy.

“That would have suited Tracy—I've
no doubt he did the whole thing with
that in view !” sald the captain of the
Remove scornfully.

1] DI]: 'I!"ﬂ-t- !ﬂ|

The Bounder turned angrily awary.
He had made a last attempt to make the
captain of the Remove elimb down, and
he had failed, . He stalked away with a
knitted brow, lesving Harry %ﬂlmrtun
frowning.  Wharton, turning away
came face to face with Gilbert.

He would have passed him without a
word, but Tracy spoke quickly, This
was hid opportunity; as good a one as
he could have wanted,

“Iold on, Sharton !
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‘Harry.

“Gladly 1" drawled Tracy. “"But I've
got a message from Quelch.” He held
out the Form-room kevr. *“He's sent

Ieave me alone!” snapped

vou this. He wants that map we were
using n class—vou're to take it to his
stndy. "™ :

“Oh, all right!"”

Harry Wharton fook the Form-room
kev, slipped it into his pocket, and
walked away to the House,

Thera was nothing to excite hia sus
picion in that supposed meszage from
Quelch, Quelch might have wanted the
map; and if he did, he would naturally
send his head boy for it. That Tracy
could possibly have any reason of his
own for wishing to inveigle him inte the
Form-room, deserted on a hali-holiday,
waz not likely to gocur to Wharton,

He went ab once to the Fofm-room
without even noticing that Gilbert Tracy
walked after him. ith the key, he let
himself in, leaving tha door open as he
erossed to the cupboard where the maps
were kept,

A moment later, Gilbert Tracy
stepped into the Form-room after him,
and shut the door,

#

THE THIRTEENTH ¢HAPTER.

Trapped !

ARRY WHARTON glanced

round as he opened the door of

the Form-.-room cuphboard, at
Tracy’s footstep.

He stared at Gilbert.

“What the dickens do you want
here?” he asked. “You know you're
not  allowed in the Form-room after
class,”

“I left a book in my desk

“Well, get it, then. I shall have to
lock up again when I leave, and take
the key back to Queloh.™

“All right 1

Giving Tracy ne further heed, Harr
Wharton set the cupboard door widg
open and stepped in, to pick out that
rolled ma 13 back was to Tracy,
E’]:u, hardly breathing,  tiptoed after
1ITl. 3

Cautious as he was, Wharton heard a
gound, and, with his hand on the long,
rolled map standing at the back of the
cupboard, glanced ovér his shoulder.

Ho saw Tracy—but only for a split
second [, *Tracy made *a swift bound
forward, grasped thé cupboard door,
and slammed it.

Alam! Click!
~ The spring lock snapped shut," lock-
ing the captain of the Remove insids the
cupboard ! He was shut in sudden dark-
ness, only 8 gleam of light penetrating
above and below the door.

“You silly ass ! reared Wharton,

He let go the map and turned round,
enraged and exasperated by  what
seemed to him a childish trick.

_ Grilbert, outside the door, stoed pant-
ing.

He had succeeded. The captain of
the Bemove, without the remotest sns-

icion of his real object,” had fallen

lindly into the trap! Even yet
Wharton did not imagine what Gilbert's
real object was

He thmnlp_ed on the inside of the door.

“You checky fool, let me out of
thia 1" he shouted.

His voice' came muffled through the
thick oak door.

(zilbere chuekled breathlessly, He
came close to the keyhole to speak to
the junior withimn.- "

*(iot you—what?” ha chuckled. -
C"What do you. mean, you gcheeky
idiot " -snapped the captain of the
Remove. " Haven't you sense enough

not to play silly tricks Iike a kid in the

Second?  Open this door. 1 can’t open
it from in=ide.™ )
“¥ou woulda’t Be there if wou

could ! grinned Gilbert.

“Will you unlock that door®™

“MNo!”

“¥ou silly owl, do you think vou can
leave me locked in here®"  voaved
Wharton. .

“You've got it.”

“Why, you—von—you fool, Queleh is
expecting me with this map——"

“"Hardly ! echuekled Cillbert,
“Queleh isn't expecting vou a lot, old
bean! Queleh is in the library—"

1 “You said he was in his study, and

e_

“Oh, quite! I pinched the Form-
room key from his study, so you can
guess whether he's there or not.™

Wharton trembled with rage.

“ Do vou mean that Quelch never sent
you with a message for me to get that
map " ha exclaimed.

‘“(Fuessed it in one."

“You—you—vou dummy!"” panted
Wharton. *“Have you pulled my leg,
to get me here to play this silly trick ¥

* Exactly I

“I'll smash tou when I pget out!”
roared Wharton.

HM¥ou're not out yet, old bean!
You're not getting out in a hurry,
either.”

“We start for Higheliffe in twenty
minutes ! roared Wharton. "
“I don't think yon'll be starting.”™

“Wha-a-at?”

“Not unlesz you can =quecze through
tho kevhole, LCan wou?"

S You—vou—you rotter ! If vou don't
?_{;En this door I'l shout till half the

ouse comes along hero——=""

“Bhout away. old bean! Nobod
comes to the Form-rooms on a hali-
holidey [ I don’t think vou'll be heard.

“What do vou think "

. Harry Wharton panted. A rmaoment's
reflection  told him that the loudest
shout from within the locked cupboard
would not be heard outside the Form-
Toom. Ho eould shout, and thump
as long as he liked; but unless zomeone
cameg to tho Remove Form-room he
would not be heard. And no one would
come | :

“I think you're pretty safe there—
what!” drawled Gilbert. I got the idea
in third school this morning, when vou
went in for that map. You can thank
iclly old Bunter for putting the idea
into my head! You remember—"

“¥ou cur!” gasped Harry Wharton.
“ Do vou mean to say that you've done
this to keep me away from Highcliffe 7"

“Is it dawning on you!" chuckled
Gilbert. * What a brain!”

“¥ou dare to keep ma away from a
foothall match—"" arton choked, as
the full extent of the scheme dawned on
his mind : ;

“That depends!” said Gilbert coolly.
“I'm keen to play at Higheliffe! -I'm
going to play at Highchifie! Smithy
will play me, if you won't!” x

“You plotting rascal—"

“Make up your mind to play me, and
I'll let you gut! I'll take your word—
honest Imjun(” grinmed  Gilbert,
“You've got nothing to.grouse aboput,
I can play vour head off, and vou know
it! ¥You get a good man—"

“¥ou curl”

15 it & E.ﬂ-{ﬂ

. “ Do you think you can wedge into the

team by a trick like this? -I'll smash
you the minuta I %et out of the cup-
board 1" gesped tha captain of the
Remove, ;

“Then you won't get out till after the
Higheliffe match!” said Gilbert coolly,
“1 wish yvou joy of your afternoon!™
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“You breathed
Wharton.
“You'll zeal™

"Uh,uyau rolter ! You worm!

dare ngt-—-—

I-1

the captain of the

—_—

Words f{ailed
Bemova,: -

“Sinithy will be glad of a good man
in the team—whatt"” drawled Gilbert.
“*Vou reedn't worry sbout Higheliffe.
Wea shall beat them all right 1™

“1'N smash you——" choked Wharton.

“] daresay the fellows will stand by
me, after we've heaten Hli;hﬂhﬁe by
fiva or six goals!” chuckled Tracy.
' Every man in the team is against you.
Last time of asking—will you play me
if I let you outi”

“Nol!" roared Wharton.

“That does it, then I

The imprisoned junior heard a sound
of retreating footsteps.  Tracy was
going ! )

Wharton beat on the locked door with
his knuckles1

“Tracy ! You rotten rascal! Do you
hear " he shouted. “ You rotter! ¥You
worm ! You cad! Tracy !

Only the sound of a shutting door
answered. (Filbert was gone.

Harry Wharton beat on the thick oak
docr, and ,shouted. He could hardly
believe that Traey, reckiess young rascel
a3 he was, roally intended to carry on
with this amazing schemae,

But there was no doubt in the matter.
Tracy was gone—and the captain of the
Remove was left a prisoner.

When Bunter had played his fatuous
trick, the day bLefore, it had been easy
to draw a crowd round Etl.h:éﬂ' No. 1
by banging on the door; but there was
no chance of that now, He was not deal-
ing, this time, with a fatuous ass, but
with a cool and cupning rascal. Tracy
had laid this trap with cool un-
serupulousnezs; he had succeeded, and
he had left the captain of the Remove
absolutely  helpless—to  remsain a
prisoncr until the young vascal let him
out! It seemed incredible—but there
it was!

Meanwhile, Gilbert Tracy locked the
Form-room door on the outside and put
the key in his pocket. Hoe walked back
to. Masters' Passage, loitered till the
coast was clear, and then slipped into
Mr.- Quelch’s study and replaced the
Form-room key on ita hook. Quelch,
if he cama back te the study later,
would ses 1t thero; he would not miss

FVERY SATURDAY

it, and he f:ena.inlg
of the use to which it had been put.

After which, the <cheery Gilbert
strolled ocut into the guadrangle, with
two happy thoughts in his mind, one
that he was going to play foothall at
Higheliffe that afternoon, the other that
tha one-thirty at Wapshot was now on,
and that “dork horse " Chocolate Box,
was romping home snd winmng sixty
pounds for him! ] :

It was no wonder that Gilbert emiled
cheerily as he walked in the wintry
sunshine in the quad!

waould never dream

o r—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Skipper Missing !

NYBODY geen Wharten 1"
“Where the dickens
Wharton " _
“YWhat the thump—"
The motor-bus that was to carry the
Greyiriars footballers over to High-
clife was waiting.. Everybody was
ready—excepting. the captain of the
team. Where Harry Wharlon was, and
why he had not turned up, nobody

secmed to know. _ ;
possible that he had

0" _
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It seemed hord! ]
gone out, when the team were getting
ready to start. It was still more un-
likely that if he bad gone out he would
not come in again in tine to go wiin
the others. But he was not to be scen,
and as the minutes passed the foot-
ballers were puzzled and perplexed, and
growing exasperated. ==

They had to get to Highelifie by the
appointed time. Thay were expected
tﬁere. Maoreover, ~dusk was early in
MNovember davs. Two op three fellowa
had seen him in the quad, after he had
left Smithy, going towards the House.
But he was not to be found in the
House., 3

No one, of course, thought of looking

‘in & locked Form-room—-still less in a

locked eupboard in that Form-room.

Frank Nugent ran up to the studies;
Bob Cherry looked in the Rag; other
fellows logked in other ﬁiaﬂcs. Johnny
Bull even went to Quelch's study to see
whether the head boy might possibly be
with his Form-master; but neither
Quelch nor Wharton was there.

Billy "Bunter suggested that he might
be in the tuckshop; it seemed probable
to Buntér that a fellow might torget so
unimportant a trifle as a football mateh
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if he bappened to ba busy demolishing
tarts orieream puffe! :

. MNobody else thought it tgruhaHE;
ttill, Peter Todd rooted :in the school
shop without havigg-any luck. And the
footballers, already. ten minutes behind
time, grew mote and more exasperated
and perplexed.

“Heen Wharton ¥

“ Anvhody -seen Whartan 1%

*“Here, Tracy, you were spealking to
Wharten! Sea where he went ™ called
out Vernon-Bmith. _

“1 thought he, went inte the House,”
sald Tracy. * Looked in the studies?”.

“NYes He's not there. Becides, why
should . he. ba” therai” grunted the
Bounder. " He, knows when we had to
start.™ _ ;

“Ciond out, perhaps.”

: ?}Iﬂw could he be idiet encugh to go
out "

Tracy laughed,

“*Well, he doosn't geetn to be here™
he said. - ¥ Got room for & man in the
bust I'm mmiﬂ%}qmr to sce the pame,
and I haven't a bike.”.

“1 'dare say you-can cram in.  But
where is that =i l;‘i' ass Wharton? Why
doesn’t ha come I

Four members of the Co. were_hunt-
ing up snd down and round about in a
very puzzled frame of mind. They
asked every fellow they met, but no
follow knew anything of the Iorm cap-
tain's whereabouts,

Amazing &s it was th? were driven
to the eonelusion that he must have

one out of gates, and that something
wad opcurfed to delay his return. That
ha was in those very moments breathing
fury behind & locked door was not likely
to gecur to anyona.

* Hasn't ha turned up ! asked Bob,
coming back breathlessly to join the
crowd by the waiting bus.

“MNo!” spnarled the Bounder. " And
we're jolly well not going to wait any

longer for the silly fooll - It will be too
darl to finish 4Af we hang it out much
longer.™

“We can't go without him,” said

oh.

The Bounder gave an sngry snord. .

“ Ara wo gpoing to wash out the mateh,
you fathead? If Wharton doesn't choose
to turn up, we've got to go without
him I :

“ But——" said DBoh.

He broke off The Bounder was
right. If Wharton was not on tha. spot

(Continued on nexi page.)
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to go with the team, the feam had to

o without Wharton, or else wash ouk
Ehe fixture—which, of course, was noi
to be thought of. _

“ Something must have delayed him,”
said Frank Nugent. “I can't under-
stand it. He never said anything about

cing out.”

& Iglust have gone,” said Johney Bull

“Well, something’s delayed him.”
“]ia shouldn't have let it, and he
shouldn't have gone out!” snapped
Vernon-8mith. “We're a quarter of an
hour late now. We'll give him five
minutes more, and then we start.”

“ Nothing else to be done agreed
Squiff. “We shall have to put on speed,
too, and make up for lost time on the
.“,BF_H ;

“Five minutes
Vernon-Smith.
Tracy 1"

is the limit!” said
“ Where's that man

“g&itting in the bus™ answered Bob.
*What—" )

“He will be wanted if Wharton
doesn't turn up.”

A 'j].. !H

Vernon-Smith was as puzzled and
annoved and exasperated ss the gther
fellows by Wharton's strange and un-
accountable absence.  But those feel-
ings passed as he realised that the team
would be going without their skipper—
in which case, he would be in that
skipper's place. :

Smithy was quite keen to captain _the
side, and, as captain, he l:-‘:‘rtaml:!.'
would have preferred Tracy to Wharton
in the team, If Wharton stood out
there would be a place to fill, and the
Bounder did not need te think - twice
about the man who was to fill it. JFle
was glad of the chance of playing
Tracy, whose elaims he had urged in
zeazon and out of season,

The footballers had waited a quarter
of ‘an hour, and, as Wharton had not
appeared, it did not seem likely that
he would now appear. KHis iriends
made a last hurried search for him, but
it was quite clear by that time that he
was not to be found in the school,

Vernon-Smith ealled to Tracy, who

had taken a seat in the vebicleas a °

follower of the team. Ile wag not aware
that Gilbert was expecting that call,
and wag, in fact, waiting for it!

1] TI"H{"E !!.l‘

“Hallo 1™ called back Gilbert.

“Botter get your things. You may
be wanted.” . ;
"Mracy stared at him. _
" How's that?¥ he asked innocently.
“Wharton's not likely to change his
mind about that, is he ¥ '

“Hang -~ Wharton !” enapped the
Bounder irvitably. “He's standing out
for zome fatheaded reason of his. own,
bBlow him, and leaving us in the lareh [

“That's rot, Smithy!” said Bob
Cherry. * Something must have kept
him:” i

“h, rats! Aoyhow, he's not herel

T shall play you, Tracy, if I captain the
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side, and it looks as if I shall have to.
Get vour things.” : ;

“Qb, all right, if yoa want me 1" said
Gilbert, ;

The last hurried scarch for tho miss-
ing skipper proved unavailing. There
was no more time to be lost, and the
foothallers, and as many other fellows
as the wvehicle would held, packed 1n
and rolled awav for Higheliffe.

As they rolled away there was a good
deal of exciled discussion on the subject
of Wharton's absence. Ilis friends on
the bus kept a look-out as it rolled up
the [:nurignld road, in the hope of
sighting him; they could only suppose
that he was =omewhere out of gates,
and that something or other had
delaved him in getting back. But they
saw nothing of him, and the one fellow
who could have enlightensd them was
not likely to do =o.

They were puzzled and rather
worried, but the Bounder, at least, was
in a satisfied mood.

This was, from Smithy's point of
view, rather a stroke of luck. He had
noe doubt of cnptnmmﬁ the side quite
as well as the missing skipper, and, with
Tracy in the ranks, he was going to
win a tromendous victory, and prove,
even to Wharton's own satisfaction, that
that wonderful goal-getier was entitled
to a place in the team.

He Tather enjoyed the prospect of
seeing Wharton's face later when the
captain of " the Remove learned that
Tracy had plaved, after all. He could
ke 1t or lump 16; Smathy did not care
a straw.

But he would be, in fact, left with

mnot a leg to stand on if the tale of goals

waos uncommoenly high, as Smiathy had
not the shghtest doubt that it would be,
He was determined against all opposi-
tion not to play that wonderin! man;
g0 what would he have to say when the
Remove returned victorious after a
smashing game?

The rest of the team to some extent
shared the Bounder's feelings. They
did not want to lose their ekipper, but
they did want Tracy in their ranks.
Only when the footballers got down
at Highelhife did a shadow of a doubt
cross the Bounder's mind, and he spoke
quietly to Tracy., Harry Wharton
might, or might not, be an obstinate
ass, bent on plaving Lord-High-Panjam-
drum; he- might, or might not, be
influenced by his personal dislike of
Tracy; but he was, after sll, no fool
in football matters, and he had faneied,
at least, that he had good reason for
barring Tracy from the team. Smithy
realiwg that. B

“Look here, Traey,” he said in a low
voiee, " Do i-{:lf.en-hriglca in this gome [*

Trac Elanced at.-him :

“1 don’t quite get you,” he drawled.

“1 think you do,” answered Smithy
gquietly, “You fouled a map in that
mateh, and were turfed off the field.
I don't think that was a reazon for bar-
ring you from Remove Boccer for good.
I'm proving thet by pulting you in
to-day. But don't let me down.”

“Rely on me!” said Gilbert. *“That
was an oceident, as I've =aid often
enough.” G

“Don’t have anv accid®nts here ! sald
Emithy. i

And he left 1t at that

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Tracy Takes The Knock !

ECIL PONSONBY of the High-
clife  Fourth gave Tracy a
friendly ned.

Cilbert E]Ipsﬂd a coat on over
his football outfit and jeoined the dandy
of Higheliffa.

He had time for that telephone eall,
and he was extremely eager to get the
good news from Wapshot. Possibly
there was, at the back of his mind, somo
half-conscious element of doubt which
made him so eager, for he hardly dared
to think of the outcome if that “dark
horse,” Chocolate Dox, failed to get
home, If he had nat, Jiterally, put his
“shirt ” on Chocolate Box, he had put
everything else; and if it turned out
that hie had backed a loszer, the disaster
would be overwhelming.

“This way, old bean,” said Pon, "1
didn’t know vou were plaving football
hera to-dav,” he added.

“Wharton's standing down, and
Vernon-Smith asked me to take his
place,” eanswored ‘Tracy carclessly.
“You've got a phone ™

* Mobby's,” answered Ponsonby.

“Your beak? He's not abowt, I sup-
pose "

Ponzonby chuckled.

“MNo! Even dear old Mobby wouldn't
stand for calling up s bLookie on his
phone,"” he said. * giﬂhh:-"s gone out—
and ho's given me leave to use the
phone 1n his study, to speak to the old
folks at home.”

Tracy chuckled, too.

“T seal That's all right ™

In Mr. Mcbhs' study, l*onsonby closed
the door carefully, and Gilbert rang up
g Wapshol number, _

- Pen joined-him at the telephone,

He was as eager as Tracy to hear the

pod news. Pon was “on® Chocolate

ox, a3 well as Gilbert, though not to
sich an cxtent. Pon hoped to finger
six pounds of Mr. Lodgey’s money,
when the *“dark horse” romped home.
Cridbert was still dreaming of sixty !

Tracy got through, and a beery voico
told him that Mr. Lodger would come
to the telephone.

He waited eaperle. Mr Mobbz, who
had ?iven his good I’onzonby leave to
usae that telephone to ring up his home
that afternoon, would probally have
had s shock, could he have seen the two
cager, greedy faces over the instrument.

i1l  Lodgey's husky veoice ¢ame
through. . =

“Hallo! That Master Tracy ™

“Epeaking I answered Ciilbert.
“How's it, gone?” He asked that
question without a doubt of the answer,
vet in spite of hiz confidence, his heart
was beating rather fast.

“You've 'ad bad luck, sir!"™ came the
heery, huzsky voice of Mr., William
Laodgey, over the wires.

Tracy gave zo viclent a start that he
almost dropped the receiver. The colour
wavered n his face, and drawed out of
it, leaving him so pale, that Ponsonby
gtared at him.

“What—"" began Pon.

“Bhut up!”? hissed Tracr. Then heo

anted into the transmifter. *“What

o vou mean—bad Juck, Lodgey?

.What do you mean ¥ Choeolate Box—"

“ He nover came in, sir (Y

Tracy choked. '

“ He—he—he never came in ™
stuttered. -
- ¥ No,sir—not even in the first three!
Tagged in at the tail of the field, that
‘orse did! You was took in over that
gee, sir! Better Juck next time!™

Tracy held the receiver in a trembling
hand., He stood staring ak the telephono
with - starting eves. At his  side,
Ponsonby scowled. Pon, like Gilbert,
fancied that he knew something abomt
“gees.” WNow he ad learned exactly how
much he knew,

“Lost I muttered Pon, “Dy gad, I
banked on him! By gad! I had a

ha

quid on him—I'd have had a fver if 1

(xlad 1 didn't,

could have raized it!
now ! But what rolten luclc !



Trdey almost threw the receiver back
at the t&iaghﬂne. He stood with a
white face, breathing hard. | )
1He wns gquite knocked over by this
oW, :

Fonsonby, looking at him, =necred
slightly,. Pon had lost his quid and
he was disappointed and annoyed, but
he had nerve enough to take things as
they eame. i

Tracy looked as if he was poing to
crumple up.

He moved unsteadily away from the
telephone, and leaned a hand on Mr.
Mobb's study tabla. A

Heo had totally forgotten the football
m&‘tﬁh .;r.}r t.huI time,

¢ footballers were going down to
the field, probably wondering where he
was, and why he had slipped away
from them. He did not give them a
thought. All his thoughts were taken
up by this erushing blow.

It was not only the loss of the large
suim he had hoped to win. That was
bad ecnough, after his high hopes. But
warse than that was the ?E!E of the sum
he had placed in Lodgey’s -hands—ten
pounds, which he had scraped and
squeezed from every gquarter. '

A week apo it weuld not have
mattered much—when he had been able
to draw on old Sir Giles. But for Qielch
—he ground his tceth at the thought—
1t would not have mattered much now.
But now—— "He had sold everything
on which he could raise money, to back
that precious dark horse, in the hope, or
rather the certainty, that it would sco
him through. And it had let him down,
as he might have expected that it
would, from his previous experiences
in the same line. Let him down with
a crash!-

He would not even be able to try his
luck apain—to snatch victory from the
1aws of defeat; the delusiva hopo of
cvery gambler. He was left penniless
—stony I He had told Skinner that that
sixty pounds was a3 good as in his
trousers pocket, and hLe had bhelieved
gn.  The. disappointment was over-
whelming—crushing—it seemed to the
wretched fellow annihilating?!

“Oh!” he breathed aloud. *“OQh?!”

. “Better pet out of this,” drawled
Ponsonby,  hardly disguising his
contempt for a " sportsman ® who could
not take a knock without erumpling up
under it. “We're through here.”

Tracy gave him a black and bitter
look. Pon could take it coolly—Pon
was nol hard hit. Tracy was utterly
overwhelmed by this disastrous dis-
a_.p'g:rm:@tmf:nt S

You fooll” ke muttered thickly,
“You fool I

“ Wha-at1” .

YL got this tip from you—vou told
me it was a dead cert—vyou fancied—
El'!. r,?-uu fool! You've let me in for
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Tracy clenched his hand, In his dis
a_.psou‘r:tment, his rage and his bitterness
and dismay, ha looked for the moment
s if he would strike the dandy of High-
cliffo. -

Cecil Ponsonby gave him & look of
cool contempt, and walked out of the
study, leaving Tracy to hiz own devices.

It was long minutes before Gilbert
Eollowed bhim. He fried to pull him-
self together, but with little success.
The blow seemed almost to have stunned
him. When at length he left the study,
he locked limp and erushed, and the
cxpression on his face drew curious
glances from Highelife fellows that he
Eﬂ.w}d, f over a follow looked as if
¢ had *takén knock,” Gilbert
‘I'racy did—and the knock had fairly
koocked him out!

* differently.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise For Smithy I

ir RAQCY 17
I‘ “Where's Tracy ¥
“1s that fool playin

oat ltke the other

muttered Varpon-Smith,

The footballers were on tha field.
Courtenay and De Courey and the rest
ofsthe Higholiffe team were there, ready
~the Greyfriars fellows were ready—
with the cxeception of their latest
recruit, whe was to play centre-forward
in Harry Wharton's place. Tracy had
not arrived.
. Some of the fellows had noticed him
oim & Highcliffe junior, .and go with
im, but naturally, they hod supposed
that he would follow on to tha field.
But he had not followed on.

It would have amazed them to learn
that he had actually forpotten the foot-
ball matech, when both teams weara in
the Beld, and the whistle ready to blow.
But he had.-

rHe hod intended to follow thae feam
down to the ground, after getting the
good ‘news from Wa?shat—a. matter of
& few minutes, The “good ™ news from
Wapshot had turned out bad—the worst

ossible! It had driven other matiers

rom Gilbert’s harassed mind.

Meanwhile, the footballers wondered

tha
ool 1"

what on earth had become of him, and.

waited impatiently for him to appear.
The Bounder, intensely firitated, stared
round in vain for him. ;

At Greyfriars, Harry Wharton had
failed to turn up to go with the team.
Now his substitute was feiling to turn
up to play; it looked as if history was
repeating itself at Highclific! hat
Tracy fancied he was up to, was a
mystery. He was known to be keen on
playing in the match—he was as keen
as every man in the team. Yet here
the-iv' were, alroady late, and with the
ball ready to kick off, and he was not
on the spot. He had walked off with a
Igzghxlzliﬁ‘e fellow, and had not been seen
EINQe £

Smithy set his lips hard. This was
the fellow whom the captain of the
Remove refused to trust in the team,
and whose claims Smithy had pushed,
through thick and thin. Had Wharton
heen right, after all? Vet it was surely
unimaginable that Tracy could let the
team down. :

“You fellows go and look for Tracy 1
the Bounder called out.

There were a dozen Remove fellows
on the ground who had come over to
sea the game, and they were in a buza
of surpriso at Tracy's failure to appear.
They cut off at once, at the Bounder's
word, to look for the missing forward.

The Hizheliffe men were waiting—
politely! But they were clearly sur-
prised. The Bounder was” growin
angrier and angricr. He hed jumpe
at the chance of putting Tracy in; he
had locked forward with amusement to
Wharton’s annoyanee when he heard of
it. but he was not =0 sure now that he
was glad to have included that wonder-
ful goal-getter.

It was Skinner who came on Tracy—
coming out of the Iouse, with a
dropping jaw, & quw&rm% lip, and the
whole appearance of a fellow who had
had the stuffing knocked out of him.

“0Oh, here you are!” exclesimed
Skinner. * Where the dickens have vou
hoeen, Tracy? Don't vou know the
fellows are waitisg for youl?* )

"Ara they7¥ muttered Tracy in-
“Well let them wait and
be hanged!” .

Skinner simply blinked at him.

He could see, In utter amazement,
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that Trmg had forgotten the match
and that ko was boo to play in it,
till he was reminded,

“What on earth's the matter 7 he
asked. *' Are you ill, or what?"

“0h, don't bother !

kinner gave a :tart, as he remem-
bered what Gilbert had told him in
braak that morming. He puessed what
wad tho mattes with him then.

“By gum " he said. “You've heen
ﬁ}lttmg through that phone call to

apshot—is- that it

Tracy scowled at him by way of
answer, .

H“¥You mss!” said Skinner. “VYou
dummy [ You've backed a loser, and
}'uu’va let it knock you over like this!
g that it #"

“Oh, shut up 1*

" Well, the fellows are waiting,
Bkinner.  “8Smithy's getting
ont—-="

“Hang Smithy 1”

You'll be booked for trouble if
let him down [ said Skinner.
goodness’ sake, man,
gether and get going] v

Tracy gavre fim an srgry stare, but
he reslised that the advice was good.
He was in no meod for foothall—he
would' gladly have cut the mateh and
walked off by himself, to brood over
that c¢rushing disappointment to his
]H%h hopes. DBut though that disaster
!:';I_Ij ed his thoughts, he realized that

ErG

I1e

? gnid

15 Tz

ou
*For
pull yourself to-

werd other matters to think of.

 had wedged into the football
team by .leaving ceptain of that
team under lock and key st Groyiriare
To lot them down sfter that was
scarcely to be thought of. Anvhow, it
was 1o use mooching sbout brood-
ing over what was dene and could not
be helped; it would be better to throw
himself into the football and try to dis-
mizs 1k from his mind—if ho, could!

He tramped down te ‘the football
ficld, Bkinner following- him, with a
speering grin on his face.

“Hallo; hallo, hallel Hera ho is!”
calied out Bob Cherry, as Gilbert put
in hiz appearance at last

Vernon-3mith's eyes glittered

racy. -

"What have - you kept us waiting
like this for, Tracy ?* he snapped:

“Find out!"” snapped back Tracy.

di whﬂ-t- 1

“I'm hers now—that's enough I said
Tracy sullenlg. “ Bon't start ragging
me, Vernon-8mith—I'm not sianding
it 17

The Bounder's fare reddened with
rage. .

“¥ou -cheeky cad—" he began
furiously. o

“Oh, shut up®? :
~“Bob Cherry hastily stepped in. The
Bounder looked ltke hitung out at that
valuable recruit he had been so anxicns
to capture for the Remiove eleven.

“ Smithy, don't be a fool V" breathed
Bob. “Afe you gomng to start a
shindy here—on the Higheliffe ground?
Are you poity ™ . '

N ‘esteemed  3miths—"  muz-
mured Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, .

The Bounder choked back hiz rage.
He gave Tracy cpe look and turned
away from him without speaking

ain. .

. Tho foctballers .got, going at last.

at

But Herbert Vernon-8Bmith was ne
longer in the ﬂhﬂETE mood in wl;fmh he
¢ over to Higheliffe. Tle wa:

in & gavage temper, and it waz being

borne in upon his mind, tog, that, won-
derful goal-getter as Tracy undaubt-
edly was, the captain of the Bemove

had not been such a fool as he had sup:
posed for leaving him out of the team.
Tns Maiower Lmeany.—No. 1604
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Neveriheless, there was one consola-
tion—much &3 ho would have hked lo
kiock the fellow spinning for- his' cheels,
the fellow was going to pile up goals
—oeven if he had to take back-chat from
Tracy, Tracy at least was going to dis
play super-quality as a footballer, and
make Smithy's captainey a glorious
sac0ess |

But was he? Bmithy had counted on
that as an absoluto - certainty, and
never o doubt had crossed his mind.
The fellow, when he- liked, at least,
econld play a wonderiil ghme; and he
had every incemtive' now for playing
the game of his life. Heo was keen on
Soccer; his keenest wish was to plant
himszelf in the Remove -eleven, and if
he put up a ¥reat game at Higheliffe,
it world be very diffienls for Wharton
to keep him out afterwards. ~ Smithy
was banking without a doubt on those
poals | 7

Bot.they did not materialize |

It was true that Traey was a wonder-
ful man when he'put his heart and his
thoughts into ‘the game. But on the

resent occasion he could put neither
nto it, —

He had hardly realised, when he
joined the footballers, how utterly he
wd ‘been knocked out by the l;r'us_hinf
nows from Wapshot. - But he was feel
ing, in point” of fdet, rather lLike™ a
feilow still staggering from a punch.

In epite of himself, his thoughts
woandered, snd even had bhe tried his
hardest to pull himself together, nao
fellow could have played a good game
in a4 mood of the heaviest and blackest
depression.

His keenncss, as a footballer, was,
for the time being, quite gone. ke was
sullan, depressed, irritated, tired, and
utterly *rotten.” And that condition
wes reflectad in his play.

Indeed, in that black moad, he cared
Yittle whether he played & good game
or not! He was fed-up with every-
tlling—inclu&ﬁg Soccer !

Thet remarkable turn of speed, that
ewift and wnerring judgment, those
lightning-like shots that left the goalie

slering, wers conspicuous by their
absence. B0 far from scoring, he
failed fo take advantage of good

chances that were given him; even his
passing was so clumsy that -he robbed
other forwards of chances. Only once,
in the first half, did he even atiempt a
goal, end then he sent the leather a
vard outside.

Smithy's feelings, during
formance were more easily
imagined than deseribed.

What was the matter with Tracy he
did not know—unless he was giving
way to & sullen temper, .or had puf
himself out of condition with too
rauny cigarettes in the study! What-
ever the cause, his now recrnit was no
g2 to him=—not only was ho not &
Tateh on Wharton, but there were five
or six fellows waiching tha mateh who
amyuld and would have done better than
'is] Russell, Newland, . Kipps,

fibley, Hazel—8mithy would have
tumped at any one of them in the place
of this scowling, clumsy, fumbling dud.

The Bounder's temgar grew blacker
nnd more bitter all through that firsk
half. He had mads a mistake—Whar-
teri  Lind been -right, after all—tho
fellow was not, reliable, and was not to
be trusted. It was no comsolation to
have that fact forced into hla‘mmd.

Ile had ragged and worried and
bothered the captain of the Remove to
put his man in—he had e¢ven been
reads, if the other fellows had backed
him up, to turn him out of the cap-
faincy for not laving him. #Ha had

Tue MacsEr Emﬂmf.—ﬂm 1,604.

that per-
to  be

shime himself !
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jumped at the happy chance of plarving
: And it was for this!

Mhat wonderful goal-getter,” whatever
tho reason, was nothing more or less
than a passenger in the team.

Smithv's rage and disappointment
dicd not "1mprove lus own play by
any means. When the whistle went at
the end of the first half, Greyfriars had
rot piled wp 8 startling tale of goals!
Greyfriars had not scored at all. The
seoro stood at 1—nil, -and the one had
hﬁﬁn 4aken by Courtenay for High-
CLitie,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.,
‘Too Late !

ETANHUMP ! Bangl
Mr. Qnuelch
jump.

Thump !
He slared,
Mr., Queleh had come to the Remove
Form Room. After a couple of happy
hours with black letter manuscripts, in

the library, Guelch had -torn himself

gava quite. &

reluctantly from . that' fascinating oceu-

pation &t the call of duty. He -had
ebout thirty Latin proses te correct for
his Form—not & happy task for eny
Form-master, but one which had to be

dane..’ ;
Those proses were in his desk in the
Form-roomt.  So there was Quelch to

colleet those proses—hbut he guite forgot

the claszsical efforts of his Form es he
heard a lond. thumping from the in-
terior of the wall-cupboard at the end
of the Form-room.

Thump, thump!

Quelch was, of rourse, quite unaware
that there could possibly be any oceu-
pant of that cupboard—till he heard
him. He was quite astonished.

That cuphoard had had a tenmant for
about two hours. Those two hours had
seemed rather like two weeks, or two
months, to Harry Wharton.

He had found it hard to belie 3 at
first, that Gilbert would dare to leave
him thera while the footballers went
oter to Higheliffe without him., But it
was not long befors he could have no
further doubt about that.

The minutes erawled hy! The foot-
ballers were at Higheliffe—Tracy, he
knew, _p]ﬂ.j.‘ing in his place It was
stuffy in the eupboard, and uncomfort-
ably close quarters. But after a few
minutez of shouting and thumping,
Wharton had given up the hope of
making himself heard, and settled
down, in & state of silent rage, to wait
~-till he heard someone moving in the
Form-rogpm | Then he began thumping
on the door again—the thumps that
startled Mr. Quecleh!

Ho did
It could not be Tracy, for the foot-
ballers could not be back wet. Who-
ever it was Wharton wanted to get out,
and he thumped and banged to draw
attention.

“Bless my
Queleh, -

He realised, with great astonishment,
that someone was n ihat cupboard—
evidently locked in. He erossed over to
it and turned back the key. He drew
opett the door.

He stared at a crimson face.

“Wharton |” ho ejaculated.

“0Oh! You, sir!” gasped Harry.

He stepped out of the cupboard,

Mr. Quelch surveyed him grimly.
Wharton had been anxious to be re-
leased, but ecrtainly he would have pre-
farred to be released by anyone but his
Form-master. Obviously, Quelch would
want to know all about this extraordi-
nary oceurrence.

goul ¥ murmured Mr.

not know thot it was Quelch,

“What does thiz mean, Wharton?”
atked the RHémove master. "I find you
locked in. this eupbeard 'in this Farm-
room, Wwhich you should not-havé entered
withont, permissien. Explain this at
onca | '

" A f-fellow locked me 1n, siv 1™ stam-
mered army, - '

i No doubr! How did youn obtain ad-
mickanece here? "This Form-room- was
left locked,. the key on the hook in my
study, - Did you—2"

“1 was told that vou wanted s map
from here, sir, and the-—the fellow gave
me the I'orm-room key, Heé said you
had sent it.” :

Mr. Quelech compressad his lips.

1 understand. T cannot hlame you
for ‘being ‘deceived in such & way,
Wharton. - Then the boy 1o whom you
allude must have taken the koy from my
study and replaced 1t afterwards, after
locking you in here,”

“1I suppose =0, sir.™

*“His name*"”

Wharton did not answer that.

“His pame?™ repeated Br. Queleh
sternly, :

Wharton's eolour deepened, but still
he did not speak, Hé -awas feeling the
keenest  desive to get at. Gilbert, 1o
hammer him right and left, and reduce
him to something like a jelly; but giving
hiz name to a master was another
maftter, ' i '

Mr. Queleh’s brow grew-sterner.

“This is a serious matter, Wharton,”
e said. “No one iz allowed to enter
this ¥orm-room out of elass without
leave. In this case, the key has been
surreptitionsly abstracted from my study
and used without my knowledge, .It is
inpossible for mo to overlook such &
matter. I reguiro you to give me the
name of the boy who locked vou in."”

“I—I hope you will excase me, sir,"
stammered Earry, * but—but—"

“1 cannot excuse you from giving mo

1he name, Wharton. I require you to tell

me this instant
Wharton's lips set gbstinatelr.

quite’ understand,” added Mr
Queleh, *vour scruples on the peint,
Wharton: but I have no choice but 1o
give you a direct order to tell me at once
the name of e Removeo boy who locked
vou in here.”

“1 can't, siv!”

“What P thundeved dMr. Queleh,

“ Every fellow in the Remove would
call moe a sneak, sir, if I gave you his
name, sir,” answered Harry,

“In so seripus a matter as thig,
Wharton, you must dizsregard that ron-
sideration. Nor would any Remove boy
expect you for one moment to dischey a
direct command from your TForm-
master. The name—at once ™

Wharton did not sfpe&k

“Do vou imagine for one moment that
I can pass over such a matter as this,
Wharton 7" cxclaimed Mr. Queleh
angrily. " A key is abstracted from my
study—a boy of my Form locked in a
cuphoard ! Buch an ocourrence must be
dealt with most Severely. Answer me [

The captain® of the Remove stood
silent. Mr. Quelch’s brow was knitted,
pritd his eyes glinting,

He respected a schoolboy’s scrugles in
sweh a matter, but he expected the boy
to put them aside at a direet order.
His faco grew grimmer as his head boy
did not speak, :

“Tor the [ast time, Wharton, I com-
mand vou {6 give me the name,” ho
caid, In & voico like that of the Great

Huga Bear,

No answer.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, be-
tween his olosed lips. ™1 shall not cano
vou for this disobedience, Wharton,

though you mmst know that you deserve
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** What does this mean, Wharton ? * asked Mr. Quelch, as he drew open the door of the wall-eupboard. ** I find you locked

In this euphoard—which yow should not have entered without permissfon. Pleasé explain I

it. You will take five hundred lines,
MNow, leave this ‘Form-room |”

Harry Wharton, breathing hard, lefi

the Form-room.
elch’s grimmest look followed himn
as he went,

He went out into the quad. Five hun-
dred lines to save the skin of the young
vescal who had played that treacherous
trick on ‘him, His feelings towards
Gilbert Tracy were deep.

“Oh crikey ! Is that you, Wharton T
Bﬂlg Bunter rolled up to him in the
gquad, blinking at him through his spec-
tf‘i’l%%. % ITrra . wg?re. IEEW fﬂudbee-n all
thiz time ought you' 8
ount—" & : R _

“Did the olhers think I'd gone out
asked Harry. He wondered snd won-
dered what the footballers would think
of his inexplicable absence.

“Eh? Of course they did ! answered
the fat Owl. * Haven't you heen out?™

“Tracy went with the team " asked
Harry.

“Yes; Bmithy put him in."

Vharton glanced up at the clock-
tower. It was half-past three! It was
useless to follow the tcam to Higheliffe.
Tha game must be nearly over by this
time—the second half, at all events, in
progress.. It was worse than useless to
think. of ‘making a scene at Higheliffe.
Tracy would have to wait till the team
came baek, Wharton had not yremained
locked in so long as the schemer of the
Remove had intended and expected ; bat
it capme- to the same thing—his releasc
had come too late |

There was nothing for the captain of
the Remove to do but té wait till Tracy
came back, after playing in his place,
And if h
hig credit, possibly ke would be right in
counting on the footballers to stand b
Iumd in spite of the methods he ha
used.

Wharton's teeth set hard at that
thought. If the whole Remove stood by

a came hack with a big seore to -

in, sir,* stammered Wharton.

Traoy as one man, it would make no
difference. He would make the young
rascal pay the Fmait;.r for the miserahble
trick he had played.

“I say, what did you clear off for?”
asked Buuter,.blinking curiously at his
a!ﬁgllrya clouded face.

idn't, you ass! I've been locked

in. That ecur Tracy locked me in to
keep me away from Highcliffe!”
grunted Wharton savagely.

“Oh crikey|" gasped Bunter, His
round eyes %mw rounder behind his
spectacles. I say, what did you let
him do it for 1"

l'lE ?H

I:I]-::' shﬁ:-pldn’td have,”
BOGIELR 13 a4l
shizg e heod.

“Qh, really, Wharton—-"

*Chump I'

“Well, you can call a fellow names,™
said Bunter. “You clear off and make
out that a fellow locked you in somes
where—=="

“What " roared Wharton.

“¥ou neadn’t yell at a chap., It sounda
jolly steep to me!” said Bunter., *I
say, did Tracy really lock you ini"

“Haven't I said so0?" howled the cap-
tain of the Remove,

Bunter grinned.

“¥Yes; but it’'s a hit steep, old chap.
Sounds to me like gammon.”

“Yon blithering idiot 1”

“Well, it's steep!” said Bunter. “I
say, honest Injun, old chapl Are you
pulling my leg 1

ho captain of the Remove gave him
& Flam. . :

‘No,” he answered, "I'm not n}:ﬂu,x.]’i’:'mg
your leg—I'm pulling your ear!

IFYPIQMFQh Ili

+» “Inke that!"

“Yoo-hoop! Leggo! Yow-ow-ow!
Beast! Wow 1™ roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton tramped away wilh a
black brow, leaving the fat Qwl of the
Remove rubbing & fat ear,

said DPBunter,

“* A fellow l-locked me

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Fﬂlﬂ'-—-nﬂ !
i OU fool I
Herbeart Vernon-Smith

almost hissed the words,

At half-time, with Higheliffe
one up, and the outlook dubious and
dismgal, the Bounder's temper was very
nearly boiling.

The match was as good as lost, or as
bad; and it was owing to Tracy, and to
his own mistake in playing him.

Specially and keenly did the Bounder
want to win fhat match, in which ho was
r:ﬂ_;gtmmﬂ_g the side; up’eciai!ﬂ and keenly
did he want to prove that he -was right
and that Wharton was wrong, . And he
had nover doubted—till it was too late
for doubt to be of any use.

The other follows wers puzzled and
disappointed. Johnny Bull grunted ex-
pressively as he sucked a lemon. That
new man, to.whom they had pinned
their faith, was not merely o failure—
he was o rotten failure, and in a game
which was so tough that only the very
best men were of any use.

“You fumbling, feozling dud 1" went
on Bmithy. “What's the.matter with
you? What's come over you? Smoked
vourself sick, or what?™ -

“©Oh, shut up | snoarled Tracy. His
failure wras irritating te him, though
with other and héavier troubles en his
mind he did not give it a great deal of
thought or care. '

Smithy elenched his hands,

“You ean play if you choose,”™ he mut.
tered. "‘.an.t?; come over youl You
seem %0 be half asleep. What haye you
got on your mind, you foal }*

“Find out ! -

It was not good business for a football
skipper to rag a man in the middle of o
game, Hairy Wharton would have
reserved such remarks, if réguired, till

Tae ‘Maigner” Lipgary.~—No, 1604,



24

later. But Smithy was too enraged and
exaspetated to think of that.

He.would gladly have punched that
new recruit’ of his there on the field,
under the oyes of the Highclifians, The
fellow had utterly let him down, without
sense o reason for doing so, that Smithy
could see,

“Wharten said you weren't to be
trustéd i’ szard the Bounder bitterly.
“And -T'¥e been calling him & fool—
ragging him to put you in! What's up
with you? You can play when you
choose. By gad! Are you letting me
down because I wouldn't let you stick
me for a tenner, and pushed you out of
my study for cheeking my father?

“Oh, don’t be a fool! I'm s bit off
colour 17 muttered Gilbert. *“Shut up,
and let me alone 1™

““And why- are you off colour?”
snarled the Bounder. “You were all
right when we left Greyiriars—keen to

nsh in. What's happened sinca?

hat—" The Bounder broke off, as
it flashed into his mind and he knew.

Healmost. choked.

“You worm1” he breathed. “You
measly; worm !. I saw you walk off with
Ponsouby ! Have you got news from
him about that rotten race you were on
to-day-—the one-thirdy ot
Have you heard iV

But it was unnecessary to ask.
Smithy knew that he had put his finger
on the.mystery now. Something had
occurred since the arrival at Higheliffe
to pubt  Gilbert utterly off his form.
That was it! .

“ ¥ou—you—you—" In hkis rage,
the Bounder made a etep towsrds his
centre-forward, his eyes blazing.

“SBtop that, 3mithy, vou hooligan !
snapped FPeter Todd. )

“®mithy, vou ass——" Bquiff pushed
the Bounder back.

Smithy shoved the Australian junior
nside, but Bob Cherry added a push
that rmade the Bounder stagger.

“Chuck it, you dommy ! eaid Bob
eurtly., " The man's no good! But you

icked him; you knew better than

‘harton, or fancied you did, You've
got to blame wourself 1

“Io vou know why he's leb us down

Wapshot 7
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like this?” snarled the Bounder, “Do
yvou know what's the matter with him?
He's backed a loser, and got the news
sinee we got here '

“0Oh, rot1”

"I tell you that's it1 That's why
he's chucking away this mateh I¥ the
Bounder panted. *“That’s why! The
car—the rat "

“Ts that so, Tracy ¥ asked DBob, very

quietly. ‘
“Find out!” answered Gilbert
sullenly. :
“That's it!” said Vernon-Bmith,

between his teeth, “ Wharton said that
the cur couldn’t be trusted, and he was
right. It would have happened just
the same if Wharton had ecaptained
the side and had been fool enough to
play him-——as wo were fools enough to
want him to do!  He's got the news
that his precious gee has lost, and it's
erumpled him u%—me cur—the rat—the
—the——" Smithy choked again. * But
it’s Wharton's fanlt!” he added., “If
he hadw't let us down, that rat wonldn't
be in the team at all!” g

“And wyou'd have been ragging
Wharton for the rest of the term for
Eutnput-ting him in!” grunted Johnny

utl.

Vernon-Smith made no answer to
that. It was trus enough, and he knew
it. 'The call to play interrupted further
dizeussion,

The second half of that game never
showed a spot of hope for the visiting
team, Had Tracy pulled himsell to-
gother and displayed something of his
old style, fortune might have smiled.
But the Bounder's angry, scornful worda
had not had an inspiring or nvigorat-
ang effect on his centre-forward ! = Ita?—
ging ® a plaver during a game really
was nok g{)ﬂd policy. Traey was in no
condition to put up & good game—and
savage words of scorn ‘only roused his
sullen, sulky, resemtiul temper and
made matters worse. _

He hardly seemed to make an effort
at all. That wonderful geul-getter was,
in point of fact, nothing better than a
chink in the armour.

The next goal came to the Caterpillar
for Highecliffe. With the score at two-
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nil, and {wenty minutes to go, the most
hopeful member of the Bemove team
did not envisage the %nuihilitj' of pull-
ing the game out of the fire.

Tracy's hopeless failure and Smithy's
savage tomper had a disintegrating
effect on the team; no fellow seemed
at his best, The ball went in again
for Higheliffio, And almost on the
stroke of time Frank Courtenay put it
in again. And it was only the finsl
whistle that prevented the Highelifians
from piling up & bigger score, as all
the visitors knew.

However, the whistle went when the
scora was four-nil; and fellows round
the field grinned as they watched the
Bounder's face when he came off with
hiz men, Bmithy was not a good loser
at the best of timos—and in this case
every circumstance conspired fo exaspar-
ata him.

It was not a cheerful team that
rolled homeward after that match.
Tracy sat with a sllen scowling face,
not & fellow speaking to bim- mllghg
glancing at him from time to time wit
s look that indicated only too plainly
that he did not find it easy to keep hia
hands off that valuable recruit| Seldom
or never had so disgruntled a team
rolled horme to Greviriars after a Soccer
mateh.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER. »

Gilbert's Last Card !

b HARTON !
“You're here, then!”
“Where the dickens have
you been?"
“You let us down, yon fool 1" snarled
YVernon-Smith.
“Twok here, Wharton—"
Filbert Tracy gave & start and drew
a quick breath, .
arry Wharton was waiting for the
footbellers when they came jn, and the
gight of him started- the hapless
schemer whose schemes had gone so
hopelessly and disastrously awry.

The captain of the Remove, so far as
Tracy knew, was still locked in the map
cupboard in the Form-room, and had to
be let out before calling-over. Evidently,
however, he was no longer therc; he
hed escaped somehow, for hera he was.
And his eves, with & gleam in them
singled out Tracy. -

“8o vou're here, Wharton 1" said Bob
Cherry, rather grofily.

“Ves, I'm here,” said Harry quietly.

“You've got hack!” - sneered the
Bounder. “? ‘hope you enjoyed your
walk this afterncon—as much as we
enjoved Soceer.” '

ST'd like to know what you mean
by it, Wharton,”. said Feter Todd.
“It's the first time I've ever heard of
a football akigper clearing off just
befora & football match without a
word—" i

“ Better - ask Tracy,” said Harry
Wharton dryly.

“Tracy! What does he know -about
it?" enapped Peter. “Did he make
vou clear off and give Bmithy a chance
to satick him in the teami*

" Yes—exactly that "

“{h, don't be an ass!”

“My esteemed” Wharton—" mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ou played Tracy, of course?”
asked Harry, .
o “You know I did!” grunted Vernon-
Smith. “¥ou knew jolly well T should
when you cleared off and left us in the
lurch. It's your fault that he let us
down st Higheliffe—yours from begin.
ning to end!” :

“UOh! He lot vou dewn after all?*




#id the captain of the Remove sarcastic-

ally, - “Ewgry. man here has been
ragging me for leaving him out. You
jumped—at the chanco of shoving him

. Aren't you satisfied now you've had
your own way 1" : :
“Vernon-Smith gave the captain of the
Remaove a ]’:rliqk'iiooh He had had hia
way—but he wwas very far from satis
with the ms’tﬁﬁh. : :

C“How did it go?” asked Harry.

“ Four-nil,” said Bob diamally.
“Licked to the wide!”

“0Oh, my hat(”

" Nohadz will rag yon to.stiak. Tracy
M sgeanl” sald Squiff, “He let us
down all along the line. Bmithy thinks
in was upset over some roften recing
piffle or other.”

“I don’t think! I know!” snarled
the Bounder, *“Ha was up to'the neck
on some rotten outsider, and he went
fo piecns when he heard thot he had
hacked a loser. Do you deny that,
Tracy, you wormi”
han Wharton told us he wasn't to bo
tiusted 1 grunted Johnny Bull, “It
turns out that he was right. DBut—"
_ “But he wonldn't have been in the
pam-if Wharton hadn’t walked off and
et us down!” seid Vernon-S8mith.
“Yes, I know ¥ was keen to play him—
and I know I waz & fool for my pains
—hut that doesn’t alter facts. And I
want to know——"

“TIl tell you, if you'll shut up for
a minute,” said the captain of the
Remove. “Tracy could tell you if he
liked, as ha plug’mi the rotten trick that
fept me away 1Y )

“Tracy did ¥ exclaimed Nugent.

_ “What the thump do you meani”
inn ﬁ}uz]i ?einﬂn-ﬁmlth; “How Ecmllﬂ
Lr ave kept you away, you fool!
_ aﬁl tell you,” said Harry, his eyes
gleaming at the sullen face of the
schemer of the Remove. “He tricked
fie inte=going to the Form-room with
a spoof message from Quelch, and
banged the door of the- map cupboard
on me, I was locked in for a couple of
liours before I fot out—tpo late tg come
over to Highﬂ;‘iiﬁei” -
“0Oh!” ges the Bounder.

“Oh ﬂrfmbps 1 stuttered Bob Cherry.

“"He knew that Smithy would be

keen to play him,” said Wharfon
bitterly. ‘PHE had f;nly to get shut o}
me! And that was how he did it!

_All eyes turned on Gilbert Traey.
Tracy was breathing hard.

.Even the disastor of Chocclate Box
hod Deen dismissed to the back of his
mind during the run heme to Groy-
friars—with the prospect before him of
what awaited him there, when his
irickery was discovered. .
Had his scheme gone according to
plan, had he covered bimscH with glory
i I:T'm football field, and taken a chief
art in a smashing victory, he might
Rauﬂ connted on the footballers to stand
by  him Mothing esucceeds  like
success—and three or four goals would
have covered a multitude of sins,-
“But ‘the mctual outcome of his
«cheming had been the most crushing
defeat the Remove team had ever
cx}[l:re'riemed on the Higheliffe ground,
hat, a8 it wera, put, the lid on!

The wretchod schemer fsirly gquaked
at the prospect of the Remove fellows
discovering what He had done—that he
had tricked their captain out of the
match in order to take his place, and
loée the game for them ! The looks on
the faces round him sent a cold chill
down his back, e
:But ha had—or thought he hed—a
chance still of wrigggi;:lg out. Somehow
or other, Wharton gobt out of that
locked cupboard in the Form-room!
Tracy had not expected that—but it had
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happened; fortunately, es it seemed,
for him. What was to prova that he
ever had been locked in there?

“Bo that’s how it was " said Johnny
Bull, in n deep, growling voice, “That's
how it was, Tracy, was 127

“¥You mean to say that Tracy locked
vou in—" the Bounder scemed hardly
able to helieve it. *“He kept you
away—"

“ Just that !

“Oh gad! And then chuckc® the

Ymatch away for us—"

:' Tracy, vou cur—-" :

' Bemeawyy you rotter—'

“Will you let a fellow speak?
Gilbert's voice . was cool, though his
heart  was beating " unpleasantly. “lIa
Wharton making out that it's my fault
he eleared off for the afterncon?”

I ‘The captain of the Remove stared at
Vi,
“You know what yon did, you rat 1™

he snapped. * You banged the door of
the map-cupboard on me, and turned
the key——"

“ Direaming 7™ asked Tracy.

Wharton could only stare at him. It
had not even oceurred to him that the
voung raseal would deny his own action.
But that, plainly, was what Gilbert
was going to do.

“Pid you, or didn't youl"” znarled
Vernon-Smith, )

“Mot at ell!” said Gilbert coolly.
“If Wharton was ever locked in the
Fm'mvrmm_, he scoms to have gob out
all right!’

ti\i"em-nn-ﬁmith stared from ene to the
other.

“1 den't know why he cleared off this
afternoon,” went on Gilbert
deliberately. "1 dare say he had his
reasons—if he cared to give them| But
he can’t put it down to me.”

Harry Wharton stood silent, logking
at him. Ho saw at once what Wwasz in
the voung rascal's mind, Traey con-
cluded that ho had esca gomehow,
perhaps by forcing the lock of the map-
cuphoard. It had not occurred to him

‘that Vwlarton owed his release to the

circumstance that Mr. Quelch had
chanced to come to the Form-room for
Latin papers.

“¥ou mean to say that you had
nothing to de with 167" asked Peter
Todd blapkly.

“Nothing at all!" eaid Gilbert
airily. “A follow?® ought to be abla to
think out a better yarn than -that!
Dodsn’t it strike you as steep ¥

“Well, it sounds steep enough ' eaid
the Bounder. * Buot-—" :

“Don’t talk rot, Bmithy I said Frank
Nugent. “Wharton's word is good
cnough for us—=>" .

“Iz it7"” eneered Vernon-Smuith, “I
know that Wharton clesred off and left
us 1n the harch,. Now he tells me that
ha was fool enough to let a fellow bung
him into a map-cupboard end torn the
key on him! 1f he was ever locked in
that cupbosrd, he seems to have got out
all right, as Traey eays™

“Tf1"” gaid Harry Wharton, with a
glaam in his eyes,

“YVés—if I retorted the Boundar,

“There's no *if " ahout it,” ssid Bob
Cherry unagmfurtab! . “Wharton says
so, and. that's enough! Buat——"

“ But—-~" Peter Todd
dubiouslg.

AT say, vou fellows, it's tos jolly
steep, ain’t 141" squeaked Billy Bunter.
“T1 told Wharton it was too jolly steep,
snd the beast pulled my ear—"

“Steep ain't ‘the word!" said
Bkinner. -*Mountainous, I eall it1™

Tracy breathed more freely.  He had,
at_ least” cast doubt upon the mattér,

Harry Wharton watching him, ‘smiled
grimly., He had only to spesk)

said
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“I don’t think any decent fellow here
will doubt my word!” he said quietly.
“But_any other sort of ‘fellow, such as
vou, Smithy—-~"

“"¥You cheeky- fogl——=""

“ Any other felloty,” went on Harry,

in _the samo quiet tone, *can ask
Qucleh 1" - :

“ Quelch 1™ peated  Vernon-Smith.
> .?I?d what ‘has Quelch got to do with
ik

“Only that it was Quelch who came
to the Formsroom, unlocked the eu

hoard, and® let '‘me out!" esid the
captam of the. Remove,

WOhl”
" Grilbert's jaw dropped.

“Quelgh will tell you, if you ask

him,” edded Wharton M.rr.:.aatiaa;l!::'.
“and he may tell yen, too, that he's
given me fve hundred lines, for
refusing to give the name of the fellow
who locked me in.”

“{th 1" repeated Brhithy.

“That settles 161" exclaimed Bob
Cherry, "“What have Jou got to gay
now, Traoy, you swab?

Hea

Gilbert had nothing to say.
backed gqaickly, turned, snd cut inte
the House. Thoro was & roar.

“Stop himd"

“Gﬂlfﬂr him 1"

“ Serag him |V :

The wholé crowd of Removites rughed
after ACY.

It was rather fortunats for him that
the angular form of Mr. Quelch was
standing in the doorwey of the House.
Gilbert cut past him, and disappearcd—
and the stern glare of the BRemove
master brought the pursuing mob to a

halt.
Mr. Quelch,

“What—"  began
frowntng. ) ]
-The crowd meled away under his
gimlet eyes, Tracy had té wait—bnt it
was probable that that for which he
waited would improve with keepingl

— e

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Going Through It!

i TEAG? "
No snswer, )
Mr. Quelch was calling the

roll, in Hall. ,

“ Adsum " cardo to pame after name;
but at the name of Treey there was -no
answering ' adsum."”

The Remove master glaticed at his
Form, and repested the name. But
there was po answer to it, and he
marked Tracy absent from the roll, and
went on. .

That Gilbert was in the House, he
knew, for he had seen him cut in, with
a crowd of Remove fellows, almost at
hiz heels.  But Gilbert had not chosen
to turn up. for calling-over; and Mr.
Quelch made.a mental note to Impress
upon him that he cold pet cut roll at
his own sweet willl

Certainly, it did not oecur to him why
the rebél of the Remove ".id cut calling-
over on.this oceasion. It wes not, for
once, “¢theek ™ on the part of the new
junihu;; -(zi]bert, :;*-._ thRn: moment, Wwads
in _hia study, in tne Remove passage,
with ﬂlﬂ'li:'&;;: turned in the door! gﬂ
had not gome. dawn to cslling-over for
the simple renson that ‘he. dared not.

The Rma !ﬂ_llﬁhg;d no &ugntlrtfa!

tti ilbert at g -Over, o
ﬁg m_ﬂnﬂg&& what 'was coming ‘to
hims; but he had to turn up for roll
In Hall, under the E_';)E: of authority, of
course, he could not be dealt with; but
Aftér rolly he was Eﬂm%a te hive "a
numerous. escort when he left Hall, and
no chance of dodging sgain. Gifbart,
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quite awape of what was in prospeet,
staved away from roll.

L |  you fellowe, Tracy ain’b
heve ! whispered Billy Bunter.

“We'll get i aftor roll 17 mutterved
the Bounder. S

Seldom had the Removites been so
impatient for roll fo be over. Almost
overy fellow in the Form was anxions
to see Tracy. IKeenest of all were the
footballers whe had played at High-
cliffe. -
Quelch, at length, called the last
name, and the school were dizmiszsed,
and almost as one man the Remove
marched off to the studies. Gilbert was
keeping doggo; but he was not likely to
remain doggo for lomg, with all the
Form leoling for him, i

Traey, in Study No. 1, caught his
breath, at the sound of tramping foot-
steps ond buzzing veices in the Bemove
passage,

Thump !

“Here he is!”

“Let us in, you swab !”

“He's locked the door ™

“Mracy, you outsider——"

“Trasy, you rotter—-"

“Let us in, you worm ! roaved the
Bounder, “You're going {o have the
vagging of your life!l. you heay,
vou outsider 77
. Thump, thump1
Open this door, Tracy
Harry Wharton.

There was no answer from the junior

151

called out

in the study. He stood, panting, with

a white face.

“Outside the study a crowd of fellows
thumped and shouted and buzzed. Only
the lock stood between the wretched
schemey and the angry crowd.
was not likely to stand long, o was at
the end of s tether,

“Will you open thi®door, Tracy *"

But. 14-
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g | say, you fellows, Fishy's got &
key——

“There's & key sticking inside, faf-
Liead ! Tracy, vou swab—-"

“Tracy, you cad—"

“Open this door, you rotter !

Tracy was not likely to open the door.
He knew what awaited him—such o rag-
ging a5 had seldom . or never happencd
i the histery of the Greyfriars Remove.

‘Unly a few davs ago the Remove foot-

ballers had come to that study to nrge
tha captain of the Form to put
the eleven; more than helf inclined to
tarn him out of the captainey for
refusing | Those very fellowa were in
tha ecrowd outside the study now,
coenest of all to get hold of him and
give him the time of his life!

Such was the ultimate outcome of

wnsecrupulous = scheming. . Perhaps it
dawned even on Gilbert in  those
moments that honesty was the best

imlie:l; and that it paid better, in the
ong run,. to play. a_straight game, But
if that reflection occurred to him, it
came too late to bo of service.

Thumyp, thump |

“Biop that row'! You'll have the
prefects up here ! exclaimed Vernon-
Famth. ¥ Geb & chisel or something,”

“Good epg 1"

* Buck up 1"

Gilbert quaked, He had one hope—
that the shindy in the Remove passage
would bring & master or a pmilnct. up.
Guelch—the Form-master whom he had
irickedd and flouted and defied—would
have been very welcomo to him at that
moment, .

But at the Bounder’s warning the
t-hm‘ngmg and banging on thes door
ceasad. The buzz of angry voices was
subdued, A minute or two later eame
the sonnd of a loud erack ot the door—
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he's a brutal tyrant, the terror of the
scheol! The sudden change in his
character gets everyone guessing at St.
Frank's, but Nelson Lee 15 determined
to solve the mystery. Make sure you
don’t miss this great yarn.

him 1in

as the laek was forced. The door flow
open and the doorway was crammed
with axcited faces.

“Collar him 1

“Bag him ™

Y lerag him !

There was a rush across the study as
Gilbert backed away. The next moment
he was struggling wildly in the grasp of
many handa,

Y Now, von vat, you're going l.hmu’gh
161" said the Bounder grimly, * You're
oing fo have a lesson that vou won't'
orget so long as vou stick bLiere. You

won't meddle with Remove fixtures
aftor t!us.” ;
“Brmg him out 1™

"Frog's-march "

“Hear, hear ™

*Boot him out !™

Atrugeling and yelling, Gilbert was
whirled out of the study.

He struggled and kicked and yelled.
But he ecame whirling out into the
passage with half a dozen fellows grasp-
g him.

“Bump him 1"

“Berag him 17

* Now, yon worm—-"

“Now, vou rotter—""

The next ten minutes were like an
awful mghtmare to the hapless schemer
of the Remove, Buccess at Higheliffe
might have seen him through; at léast,
it would have left him with only tho
captain of the Form to deal with, But,
as it had turned out, his trickery had
spelled defeat, and the fellows whe had
been keenest to see him in the eleven
were keenest now to make it abundantly
clear what they thouglit of his trickery.

Up and down the Remove passege he
woent in the [rog's-march. Then the
Bounder held his head under the tap
while Peter Todd turned it on,  And
then Vernon-Bmiih cut into his study,
and reappearcd with a bottle of ink in
one hand and a bottle of gium in the

other., Both were up-ended over
Gilbert, and the contents streamed over
him as he gasped and gurgled and

splnttered.
Y(Give him some morg——
“I =zay, you fellows, I've got some
treaclé—=>" . - = '
*fIHHa, ha, ha 1™
TGive him the treacle [ .
THold on!”™ . exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “ Enough's az good as 8 feast,

vou fellows [

“Bhut up, Wharton 1"

“"Liook here—"".
ghut  up! Get
roared the Bounder,

“Hera you are—"

“o it, Bmithy !

“Urrrrggh ! came a horrible’ gurgle
from Gilbert, as treacle stmumeg over
him. *Gurrrggh !?

“Ha, ha, hg!" ,

“Give him the let!®

“Whoet about some soot 7"

"Good egp!

*Chuck 1t1” Harry Wharton pushed
the Bounder back. “That's enough—if
not a litfle over——"

“Rot!™ snapped the Bounder.

that treaclet™

“I'm sure Tracy thinks so!” grinned
Bob Cherry. “What do wvou think,
Tragyi” -- .

“Gurrrgeh 1

“ta, ha, ha!”

“Boot him ont!™ shouted the
Bounder., “Now then—all together!
Boot him "

JHow many boots landed on him

before he escaped from the Removo
passage, Tracy never knew. They
seemed innumerable. But he czeaped
at last, and for the next hour, he was
busy in & bath-room, with soap and

(Continued on page 28.)









HILTON SIMPLY SCORNS

-SNOBS!

Seys Sir Jimmy Vivian

“* Bnob? Not I! Matter of fact, 1
snobs 1 ™

That <was what Hilton of the TFifth said, as I
trotted out of Courifield Station with him, one day
last week. To bo strictly accurate, he did not say
exactly that. What he really said was something

lika this:

* Bnawb ¥
scorn gnawha t '

But that's just how Hilton happens
tq speak and is neither here nor there.
What interested mo was Hilton's denial
that he wes sncbbish. I had always
imagined thet he was the last word in
snobbishness !

“ The mere idea” of any chappie
puttin’ himself above m‘.t&')' other
chappie makes me wild,” zaid Hilton.
(I won't try to reproduce his accent
again.) * Une chappie is as pood as
any other chappie—no better an’ no
woras. They're my sontiments ! *

“ Mine, too, Hilton, old chep 1" I
said,

“ Comin’ my way, kid{" ashed
Hilton, as we walked into Courtfield
High Street., * I'm tekin' & really
stunnin’ girl to the Palm Lounge to
E% FP:}mulu. Posghe-Leigh, you know—

* 0.C.F. ' " 1 repeated blankly.

* 0Ol County Family,” explained
Hilton, with a somewhat pitying smils.
* The best family in the county at
thet, Oh, gad !’

Much to my surprise, Hilton did the
disappearing trick at that moment.
I realised suddenly that he had slipped
into a shop deoorway.

Potter and Greene of the Filth came
strolling by, the next moment. They
gave me & nod and passed on.

Hilton came out of the dunrwa.;r.

“ Wanted to miss thoss two,” he
said cheerfully. * Frightful bounders ;
no class at all, you know.,"”

“ But — but didn't you eay you
weren’t snobbish ¥ *' I stuttered.

“* Oh, I'm not—naot a serap,” beamed

Not Ayl Maitaw fact, Ay simply

simply scorn

EDITED BY HARRY (VHARTON,

gomethin
thia wee
description

“ M'yes, I suppose he must,” I
grudgingly admitted.

“ Al }_’HEEB comes the girl friend ! "
exclaimed Hilton, as an expensively
dressed young lady sailed into view.
* I'll just give you an intro., kid, then
vou ¢an buzz ! "

FOh! Tsea!™ Lgrinned.

Daylight had suddenly broken
through the darkness. In o flash, X
realized why Hilton had condescended
to be seen with me.

It was becauss of my title !

Hilton wanted to collect all the

kudos he could get out of introducing

his girl friend to a chap with a
handle to hizs name! -

I doffed my school cap
to the young lady; at
the same time, I put on
my thinking.cap.

As most of my readers
know, I spent my early
years, by a strange rnis. |
chance, in a wvery poor |
district among people
whose accent was not
exactly up to the B.B.C.
standard ; and, although
I suppose I speak stan-
dard English as well as
most people now, I can =
atill “ go native ™ and i
]a%::ae back inte the old dialect when
I like

N
r
e x|

That circumstance gave me an idea.
Hilton, grioning cheerfully, per-

 formed his introduction.

“* Hallo, Pam ! This is a young friend

. Miss Poshe-Leigh staried slightly,
Then she threw me & dazzling smile.
She apparently liked meeting titled
people.

“ Aw, how d'do, Bir James " she
drawled,

“Ow do, yerself, yvoung lidy 7% I
chirped back.

To say that my cheery answer gave
the pair of themn a shock would be
putting it mildly. They jumped

epasmodically and regarded me with o
look of frozen horror.

“ W.w-what did vou say I siut-
terad Misa Poshe-Leigh.

* "Ow do yerself, young lidy 11 I

repeated brightly, " Lumme, you don’t

arf look a toff ! Wotto ! ™

Miss Pﬂahe-Lsigh reeled back quite
dizzily.

“ D-did I understand that wvour
namo is SIR James Vivian i she

Hilton. “ But, of course, & man must | of mine. DBeet Sir James Vivien!| gasped. .

draw the line somewhere.” Vivian, old bean—DBiss Poshe-Leigh 1*|  * Yus! Wotto! Not ‘arf it ain't !"
waa falling off.|staghering along in a sort of variation
Tom Brown Reveals "Bt even thouth | of the Latabeth Walk, 1 Jearnad thedt
; Eha B::lnppbar &Erﬁﬁi]'ls he ht?ed: r.}ﬁﬁgﬂ bee?umEuin'E with a
2 OOTI beaga '‘m | num of his Form-fellows about who
THIS m s FASHION SECRETS! joll sure the }marr:.r wae the best footballer in the Fifth,
r an' fila are aleso I decided not to interview him
The presept being the time of the | dashed sight smarter than they | personslly on -the subject of his

vear when the smart man-about-achool | were,” he said, * Yaaa!" striking mode.

thinks of his winter wardrobe, I have
beerr scouting round to pick up e fow
tips on winter fashions for the benefit
of dressy ** Greyfriare Herald ™ readers.

First, I called on Lord Mauleverer to
obtein his view on the forthecoming
season’s prospects, Iis lordship, who
WAaS Wearing o snappy pink dressing-

own o8 he sat before the fire with his
eet on the mantelpiece, expressed the
opinion that everything pointed to a
highly successful season for fellows
who took a pride in their appoarance.

“ I've noticed that there are far
fewer frayed trousers an’ sticky waist-
coate about than wusual this year,
begad,” he said. ** What's more, by
Jove, many more chappiea are wearin’
emart gilkk hankies m  their coat-
pockets. Of course, toppers are fallin’
off & little—"

“ They're falling off a lot in the
guad,” I grinned, * In fact, I've acen
qute & oumber used as footballs this
term 1 M
 Mauly smiled gently and explained
that he roeant the uee of them

With this comment, his lordshi
lapeed into a state of coma, and
pushad off to see-what I conld see on
oy oW, i

]i' must say, the general standards do
seem, as Mauly indicated, to have im-
proved considerably. Junior clobber
was remarkably fres from jam, soup,
and ink steins, and such marks gs I
noticedd were smaller than the blobs
one used to see. Of course, thia may
be beeause chaps are taking less soup
and jam and vsing lesa ink.

Judging by the most elegant exam-
led seen in guad, jackets will be
uttoned in the middlo this year.

There were, however, severnl excep-
tions to this rule, Rake of the Remove,
for instence, achieved a distinetive
effect by buttoning up his jacket to his
waisteoat buttona, '

Bunter had sdopted & unigque style
by having no buttons at all on either
his jacket or waistcoat.

Coker of the Fifth, who appear
bo Wﬂ&ﬂnﬁiﬁ jacket inside out, had
enhanced his unusual appearance by

ed Lo-

Hereareafewrandom styles I noticed
in' the course of my expedition :

Walker (Sixth): ne trouser-leg
turned up and the other down.

Hoskina (8hsell) : A woollen muffler
tied round the head and under the
chin. A daring revival of a old
fashion, this, Poesibly, of course,
Hoskins was only suffering from tooth-
ache.

Blundell (Fifth) : A tailed morning-
ecoat with footer shorts and runniog
shoes. I should mention, by the way,
that Blundell had been practising for
the senior cross-country run.

Wingate {Sixth): Plus fours and a
topper. This -:::-mb‘in.atinn, which I
belicve Wingate adopted as a result
bf a happy waccident, was strangely
fascinating,

If discorning readers don't pick up
enough tips from these few notes to
enable them to introduce some re-
{reshing changes ot the Sundsy-
morning parade, then they jolly well
ought to!

: |1 send you one with

jown food; and if fwey

Isid, " Well, T'L 4o "oppin’ it nah,
sn' leave yer witl, this ‘ere covey.
"Arternoon ! "' B

And I doparted. I heard a dull
sound behind me, 3 I went: but I
didn't look round, @ I ean't tell you
whether it was Hiltea or his pirl friend
wha fainted.

I haven’t seon Fiton since.

Perhaps he's losling too small to
be sean !

MR. SAMUZ: BUNTER
REPLIES TO HIS OFF-
SPRING—BILLY !

Dear William,—Tium aorry to learn
from your letter thai-you are suffering
from an acute shorjuge of cash. Un-
happily, T am afflised with & similar
trouble, Things bhaye not gone at all
wall- for ma on the Bitock Exchange,
with the resuli thea I have sustained
spvere cash losses,

You ssk mo t0 sewd vou a tip, and
! ure, ]Eem it
in: Content yourt ith the meals
prw:]:}ﬁd E;;' tlt;ha " athool, in.atcn,d't-:}f
gpending & e mmey you can la
hmdﬂuﬁinthﬂ tuck mep, ﬂ}lr].ﬂ Iam aurg
your health will siywr 8 marked im-
provement—particubrly in regard to
the * india-gestion™ of which you
makes special mentia,

I am sincercly sery to hear that
your frame is gawmit and that your
theeks are hollow ; ‘and the circum.
stance of your weigh falling away to a
mere fourteen stors is certainly dis-
tremsing.  Nevertbyleas, Williarn, I
mush szl you to drear in your belt and
do your best to survive in this feather-
weight condition, Der <X ~ou have
a long way to po belsre you become a
* shellington * ! *

I am afraid I wnnot altogethor
share your indigu-gun about your
schoolfollows ]utkin& their cupboards
g0 that you eannck rorrow their eat-
ables without their yermission. After
all, they have the fig claim to their
really are as
sEinny as you say they are, it seems to
me that they may bhe more urgently
in rieed of it than ywu are yourself,

Agsoon s I ean do w, I will eend you
on & postal order. dow soon that is
likely to be, I ecanvot say; but, at
least, T hope it wi"mot have grown
whigkers by the tird vou receive it.
Jith all gﬂgﬂ wishes to yourself

to your AT,
Ym:r]gﬂ"ag:tic.-ﬁ father,
SANUEL BUNTER.

Throw an i.range at
Quelchiy—

Or dr¢p & banam-gkin in front of
Prouty, Please, sooebody, do some-
thing or other to me the beaks sit
up. Things have deen so peaceful
this torm, they'll thik we've lost our
backbone if somet. Miviolent doesn’t

happen soon |

F OUr

H. Vernon-Smith's

Weekly Sports Shorts

A prophet is not without honour save
in his own country.

When I went round the school last
weols, foreeasting that our team would
atono for the Redelye disappointment
by winning handsomcly at St. Jude's,
I was grested everywhere with polite
acepticism. :

ritics pointed out to me that our
failure to beat the thivd-rate Redelyfle
XTI was preof positive that we were on
the down-grade, I was told also that
St Jude'a, notwithstanding their bad
lapee at Bt. Jim's last week, were a
smart team that had been beaten only
onee in four matches,

As 1 #ay, & propbet is not without
honour save iri his own country. I am
glad to be able to add that our visit to
the St, Jude's ' couniry” was not
without * profit ¥ { - :

In brief, woe won & brisk, businesslike
match by three clear goals.

8t, Jude’s, who seem to have fallen
away rather severely after their
brithant early-season starf, proved
fairly easy victima, Had wo been in a
* killing * mood, we might well have
doubled the scors,

As you will see for yourselvea, Grey-
friars still head the championship table
with 9 points out of & possible 10,

The pace, however, iz pretty hot,

with 3t, Jim’s only one point behind
us ; and we obviously cannot afford to
vield & single point without fplar:ing

selves in prompt denger of lesing
the lead.

Lack of space preventa me giving
you detatled news of other sports at
this hectic period of the footer goaszon.
I must, however, record that my own

rticular pal, Tom Redwing, won a

ower School S-mile eress.country run
orgarused by Wingate to find out how
the marathen men among the junior
Forms were shaping, Radwing, who
Won in & canter, so to speak, beat some
of the best runners «in the Lower
Sehool, including Brown, Russcll, and
Cherry.

Just room for this tit-bit : thare are
strong rumours going round that the

ropricters of the ice-skating rink at
~ourtfield have offered the Head the
use of the rink for the school if he will
Ea.gme- to the formation of &n ice hockey
o,

Femove men who tried out ice-
hockey last Christmas are in a fovor of
excitement at the prospeéct. 1 advise
them not to place too much reliance in
the rumour., But we'rs all boping for
the best !

CHAMPIONSHIP TAELE

(Zoals
P.W. D.L.F. A, Fis.
1, Greyfriars & 4 1 013 & 9
2.8t.Jims.. & 4 0 110 3 8
3. Ryleombe
G5, .0 2 2 1 5T 6
4, Bagshot .. 4 2 1 1 6 3 5
6. Higheliffe 65 2 1 2 811 &
B.8t.Jude’'s 65 2 1 2 712 &5
7. Rookwood 4 2 O 210 7 4
8, Claremont 4 0 3 1 & 8 3
9 Redelyffle 5 0 1 4 3 8 1
10, Abbotsford 4 0 0 4 210 O

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL CHUMS!

Hallo, Ev

erybody | I am calling this week from

the Greyfriers Junior Common-room-—more usually
known as the Reg.
fresh for the *

on the leck-put for
erald,” I have decided
to devole my space to s first-hand
of this cclchrated mesting-place just

Alwa

as it appears on & Novemher evening.

It's e long, lofty room that stretches before me
—{urnished plainly, but quite comfortably, with
plenty of ordinary chairs, arm-chairs, and éasy-chairs, s

big tuble in the centre, dnd a number
of small tables down the sides, Mosat of
the small tables are occupied by chess or
draughts ployers,

Lurions erowd to look at, by the way,
these players. = Their foreheads are
deeply furrowed’ ond they bite their
lipa and screw up their faces just sa
though they are undergoing excruciating
pain ! The only sounds that escape them
while they are playing are granta; but,
to make up for that, they indulge in
plenty of wordy warfare as soon as the
game 13 over !

Around-the big table in the centre sit
the members of the Upper Fourth
Debating Bociety, debating the ropo
aition * That brevity ia the soul oF wit.'
They all look. as solemn as boiled owla—
in striking contrast to the Remove
listeners-in, who seem to be petting a
vast amount of amusement out of the
gpeeches. The Upper Fourth men, who
occasionally break out into & peculiar
bleating chorus of * Hah—hah |7 (I
fancy it's their way of saying “ Hear,
hear ! ) occasionally turn round to direct
frepzing glares ot the Remove chaps;
but the only result secms to be to warm
tghem up to it ! :

Around the big, blazing fire cluster a
number of juniors, arguing warmly (in
two scnses !) as to the precise reasons
why we only drew apgainst Redelyfis on
Littls Bids, & fortnight ago. The opinion
of each non-player seems to be that
the game would have been won by a
cricket scors if only he had beon playing.
On the other hand, the idea of every
man who did play in the game is that
the game would have been lost, but for
his own particular efforts |

Just to complete the buzz of voices,
Wibley isin thoe far corper
mstructing several bud-

filings hew a

Dick Russell Tells You crowbar or two! I

e e

HOW BOLSOVER MAKES :’-fsﬂf ry, old
t t

HIMSELF TOUGH!  specist excrcises:*

“I euppose you're just|tough!® grﬂ%lad& til?g

tough by nature,” I remarked | Hercules of the Rernove.

to Bolzover major, strong man | *° For inatance, soon after

of the Eemove., * Just can't
help it, eh 1

olsover major cornpreseed
his lips, frowned tremen-

dously, and then shook his
head .

““NWNot 8 bit of it!" he
growled, ** Being tough is a
matter of careful preparation.
You hevo to teke a epecial
diet, do speciul exercises, read
special literature.”

a cha

I got wup this morming, I’
spent fen minutes
a brick wall—without the
lovez on. Then I did some
§l:ipping in sghoes filled with =
tintacks., Bort of hardens

“ Oh, guite !
about the apecial hteraturei's

“ Anything with plenty of
blood and slaughter in it,”
rurnbled Bolsover major. **

unching -2\

ace T
And what

Wit

* Er—the epecial dict, I |read two chapters of a thriller
suppose, would be raw meat | after my exercisea this morn.
for broakfast——"" ing, eqntaining three torture off.
A bellow of geornful laughter | ecenes ‘and half 8 dozen kill- I watched

interropted me, ¢

“ Raw meat! Ye gods!
What's tough about raw
meat 1" roared Bolsover.
“ When I want to make my-
self tough, I eat some iron

hap !
shap

g, That's the stuff to put
strength into & man!”
* I should imagine so, old

tough roood 7%
ough 7

apple-cote at

S0 now vou'ro in & | cat.

I ghould say! | nervous|

You just watch me, and I'll
show you how tough L am ! "

these words, Bolsovor
serewed up his beefy face into
a ferocious scow] and lumbered

Bunteér's nose, throw a fag'a

cap in the air
AMrs. Kebble's

Then I fed.

These Lough chaps make me

ding aectors in the 8
they are taking inpailfiﬂ
forthcoming production :
* Beauty and &o Bandit,"

You may wonder how
on earth actors, debaters,
ers, and mere idle
talkeras can all do their
| | stuff in one room, without
interfering with each
other., Well, I can't ex-
plain it myself ; but I do
asaurs you that it's done
right encugh in that
cheery pgathering-place of
high-gpirited youth—the

Bag at Greyfriar !
you all again next

week, chums |

HAERRY WHARTON.

WHY BREAK BONES

BREAKING BOUNDS?

For the modest fre of
ene sghilling (payabls in
advance) wa will lower
ou out of the House andd
ift vou back on wour
return. Any night! Any
hour! Bmooth! Bafo!?
Silent !—Apply, SNQOP'S
HOISTS, EBemove  Dor-
mitory,

him {weak

and hurl an




