‘IN ANOTHER’S NAME"’

Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life.
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I “ Which do you want me to do 2" demanded Bob Cherry,

A PBSEH FOR BUNT ' grasping the end of the plank with both hands. * Hold on

—————————— 01" ¢t q0—you've asked me to do both.” “Ow! Let thal

plank alonec!” yelled Bunter., For he was in the middle of the plank, and darcd not advanee,
(For this amusing incideat see the grand long, complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co. in this issue.)
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A Splendid, New,
Long, Complete School
Tale Dealing with the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Broken Bounds!

LINK!
C Harry Wharton moved drowsily in bed and openid
his eyes.

Greyfriars School lay still and silent under the stars.
Midnight had chimed out from the old clock-tower, and the
last light had been extinguished. All the windows of the
old school were dark, and the shadows were thick under the
ancient elms in the Close,

Harry Wharton lay half awake, wondering what had
wakened him. All was silent in the Remove dormitory; the
Lower Fourth were fast asleep. Deep breathing came softly
through the darkness from the many white beds, and a
deeper sound of snoring from the direction of Billy Bunter.
Otherwise all was silent.

Clink !

Wharton started. _

Tt was the sound of a pebble clinking on the dormiiory
window from outside.

He knew now what had awakened him. In his sleep he
had heard that sharp, metallic chink. Now he sat up in
bed, gazing towards the window; a dim, glimmering square
faintly illumined the starlight.

Clink !

It was a signal from the Close,

Mo, 2812.

Wharton, wile awake now,

Copyright in the United States of Amer/ca.

> Adventures of HARRY
= WHARTON & Co. at
= Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

and IiE'[Eriitlg keenlv, heard the pebble strike the glass, and
caught a sound in the ivy as it fell there. A frown gathered
over Wharton's brow as he listened.

Someone was out in the Close, someone who should have
been in bed in the dormitory at that hour of the night.
Some member of the Remove had been breaking bounds at
ipidnight. The pebble on the window was the signal (o
some pomrade within to let him in.

As Wharton sat up n the darkness,
sound of movement in the dormitory.
was getbing out of bed.

Clink !

Another pebble at the window. The fellow out in the
(lose was growing impatient, evidently. Wharton caught
a glimpse of a form in pyjamas moving towards the window,

**Who's that "

Wharton rapped out the question sharply. Iis voice was
not loud, but i1t zounded sharp and clear in the silence of
the dormitory. There was a gasp.

“ Is—is that you, Wharton?"

“Yes: and vou're Vernon-Smith !"

The dim figure in the dormitory had stopped, startled by
Wharton's sudden speaking. It was Vernon-8mith, the
Bounder of Greviriars. But the DBounder recovered his
coolness in a moment.

listening, he heoard a
One of the fellows

July Bth, 1313,
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“Yes:,"" he sanl.
lo with you."

** Who's throwing stones at the window 7" asked Wharton,

“hap out<ide,” =aid Vernon-Smith calmly.

" YWho st

“DBerter ask him-when hie comes in.'”

Clink !

Again a pebble rattled on the window.

Vernon-Smith hurried towards the window and mounied
vn®a chair.  Ile opened the lower sash, and put his head out.

““ Al right ! he ealled out softly.

A hurried whisper came back ]‘:mm the darkness helow.

“ Buck up! buck up! I've just seen a light in Quelchy’s
window.””

* Phew !

“He must have heard the stones ! came the whisper from
the Close. “ Be quick with the rope—quick! It's serious!”

Vernon-Smith let a rope slide down from the window.
The end was fastened to a bed inside the dormitory. There
was 4 rustliug in the ivy as the junior below began to
chmb.

Vernon-Smith stepped down from the chair. He moved
towards the door of the dormitory, and listened. Mr. Queleh
was the master of the Remove. If the Form-master had
heard the clinking of the pebbles on the pane, he would
certainly come to the dermitory to ascertam the cause of
it. And the Bounder did not mean to be caught out of bed.
There was a sound in the silent house, and Vernon-8mith
knew that a door had opened.

The Bounder drew a quick breath.

ITe ran to the window and put his head out. The ivy
was rusthng loudly under the weight of the climber,

“ Buck up, Skinner!"” he whispered shrilly. ‘I can hear
Quelchy moving."’

*“Oh, crumbs !’

“I'm going back to bed. Buck up!”

*“* I—1 say, wait for me! Help me in!"

The Bounder «id not reply, and he did not wait. He
hurried back to his bed and turned in, and drew the bed-
vlothes over lum. Skinner had to take his chance. If he
was caught there was no need for the Bounder to be caught,
too. That was how Vernon-Smith looked at it,

Wharton was still sitting up in bed. He had heard the
wliuspering, and he knew that it was Skinner who was
¢limbing to the window. It was Skinner who had broken
bounds. The head of the climbing  junior appeared at the
upen window, and he clambered breathlessly in, and draggzed
.n the rope after him. '

“The rope!” whispered Vernon-Smith.
sight, Skinny !"

Skimner detached the rope from the bedpost, and coiled it
hastily and threw it under the bed. Then, without stopping
to remove his clothes, he turned in, hastily drawing sheet
and blankets oter him, and laid his head on the pillow.

“Ts Quelchy coming "' he whispered.

The Bounder listened.

“T can’t hear him ; but he mnst be!"

“Bafe now!” murmured Skinner. “ e won't spot me.
Au'y of the fellows awake?"’

“Yes: Wharton”

“ Wharton !
voice as he uttered the name,
i he?”

“ You wonke me up,'" =zaid Harrvy.

“Weep this dark " muttered Skinner.

T sha'n't give vou-away to Mr. Queleh, if that's what
you mean,”’ said Harry, with a curling lip. ** Where have
vl been *"

** That’s my business.™

“You've left the window
Vernon-Snuth suddenly.

“0Oh, my hat!" said Skinner, in dismay.

“Got ‘nut——quic—k!—and shut it. I(Y Quelchy finds it
open——""

“T-T can’t get out.

This is nothing to

“ You can #o lo sleep,

“Put it out of

There was a strange inflection m Skinner's
“Oh, Wharton's awake,

oprn, vou ass!” exclaimed

Tf Quelely comes in he'll see I'm

— e e e
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dressed,” muttered Skinner hurriedly.  “ You get oud,
Bmithy, It won’t be so bad if he sees you.”

“ Catch me!"” said the Bounder.

““But if he sees I'm dressed—-"

“I'm not chancing it,”" said Vernon-Smith.
to have closed the window !”

“ Look here, Smithy—""

“Rats! 1'm in Quelchy’s black books alveady, and I'm
not going to chance his catching me out of bed., Ask some-
body else.”

“If—if he finds the window open he will ask questione,
IHe may notice that my clothes aren't here. Then he'll tind
I'm dressed

“ 8hut the window, then!"

Skinner gasped. He was in a state of terror now. Skinner
had been expelled from Greyfriars once for bad conduct.
If it were discovered that he had been breaking bounds at
midnight, there would be no chance for him. He had been
allowed to return to the school upon a solemn promise of
better conduct in the future. His present action showed how
much his promise was worth.

“I—1 say, Wharton,” he stammered, ‘* will you close the
window ? Be a good chap. If Quelchy finds you out of hed
he won't be suspicious.”

“T17" said Wharton, _

““Yes, yes. You know what it will mean to me if I'm
spotted !’ said Skinner feverishly. “I was sacked once,
and the Head has given me another chance. If I'm spotted
I shall be kicked out, and——""

““ And serve vou right!™

“¥You don’t want to see me sacked!” .

“1 don’t want to get mixed up in your rotlen business|”
eaid Wharton angrily. *“ It's like your cheek to ask me to
close the window. Suppose Quelchy catches me out of bed,
he may think that I'm tg: chap who got in!”

“But—but I—I dare not be caught! I—I'm dressed, you
know, and that would give me away!" stammered Skinner.
““ For goodness’ sake, Wharton, do what I ask you! I—I
haven't been dﬂingimanjr harm, really! I--1 haven't been
down to a pub., if that's what you think, It was—was some-
thing else. I—I swear it! I—"

h, shut up your stammering!”’ said Wharton con-
temptuonsly. * g:-ﬂll ought to be sacked. But I don’t want
to see any chap get it in the neck. I'll risk it, if your own
precious chum won't do 1t for you,*

“1'mi not chancing it!" said the Bounder coolly.

Wharton slipped from his bed. He was very angry at
Skinner's eonduct in the first place, and at being asked to
have a hand in Bkinner's disgraceful proceedings in the
second place. By helping the black sheep of the Remove he
was making himself a party to what Skinner had done,
whatever it was. But the instinct to stand by a Form-fellow
in trouble was strong, and Wharton was a generous lad.
He hurried to the window, and mounted upon the chair
and closed down the sash as silently as he could.

There was the sound of a footstep outside the door.

Harry Wharton heard it, and his heart thuimped.

He made a spring back to his bed; but he had not reached
it when the dormitory door opened, and a light glimmered
into the shadowy room. Behind the light appeared the form
of Mr. Quelch, the paster of the Remove, in dressing-gown
and slippers. And Mr. Quelch’s sharp, metallic voice rang
out sharply:

“ Wharton !

“ You ought

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
For Another’'s Fault!

ARRY WHARTON swung round sharply.

He had not had time to reach his bed when the
Form-master threw open the door. The light of the
lamp Mr. Quelch carried fell full upon the figure of

the junior inm his pyjamas. Wharton's face was white and
startled. .

“ Wharton! So it's you!"” _

Wharton did not speak. Mr. (iuelch advanced into the
dormitory. Two or three of the Remove fellows had
awakened now, and were blinking in the light in surprise.
But the Bounder and Skinner were apparently asleep.

“ Well, Wharton {”" said Mr. Quelch quietly.

"“Yeg, sirl”

“You are out of bed!"

“ Yes, sir.”
“ Do you know what the hour is? Half-past twelve I'*

‘“ Yes, sir,’! said Harry mechanically. i _

“T was awake,”” resumed My, Quul:_-]‘;—" T had, in fact,
only just gone to bed—when I heard the sound of a stone
elinking on a window. I had the impression that it was
the window of vhis dormitory. I come here, and find you
out of bed, Wharton. Can you explain?"’

“ T—T haven't anvthing to explain, sir,”” stammered Harry.
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Bunter utuuped towards the fender to take u up the letter that Wharton had thrown there, but Harry reached out |
with his foot, and rammed his boot upon the Owl of the Remove, sending him sprawling into the grate. “ Oh!
Yarooh 1" roared Bunter, * Yah! Im hurt! " (S Uhqur 3.)

‘- Have you been :mt of the dormitory " bed or lying on their elbows, looking on at the scene in
“ Certainly not, sir!™ surprise, Wharton's face was pale and troubled. He knew

Mr. Quelch looked at the junior’s face searchingly. that he was in a very tight place now.

“Then I must conclude that you ere the person who * Were an:. of you boys awake five minutes ago?’" asked
received the signal, and that vou opened the window for the Mr. Quelch, looking round at the startled faces of the
boy who was outside. ~ Is that correct?” Removites.

“ No, sir.” There was a general shaking of heads.

“ You did not open the window 7" ‘ No, sir.

T No. ™ “ Will you explain, Wharton ¥’ .

“ Then why are you out of bed 7" “1—1 gnt up to close tha 111[1«[1[}“’ sir,” said Harry at

*“ [—1 got up, sir,”" muttered Harry. The junior's teeth last.
camo hard together. He could not give away Skinner. If “ Not to open it?"

Skinner had been decent, he would have ceased pretending * No, sir."” )

to be asleep, and would have owned up that he was the culprit ‘Someone else, then, had opencd 1t ?”

as soon as there was danger of Wharton being suspected. “I -I—ves, sir.”

But Skinner was not that kind of fellow. And Harry “And vou closed it so that T should make no discovery--

\T]H]mn could not betray him, g0 as to conceal from me the fact that a member of this
“1 am aware that vou got up, Wharton, since I I"n:l vaon Form had broken bounds at midnight?” Mr. Quelch

out of bed,” said the Remove master sarc .1%“(11[]:, “1 want exclaimed sharply.

to know W]l_‘!r'-” Wharton hung his head.

Wharton was silent. “ T understand now, Wharton. I will not question you

“T1f you do not explain, W harton, T ean onlvy conclude further. I accept vour word that you were not the gmln'
tkat vou helped into the dormitory soms nr‘ who had broken party. But yvou have done very wrong in thus attempting
bounds at this late hour,” said Mr. Quelch sternly. to hoodwink your me master.’

* T did not, sir!”’ “T—I'm sorry, 811",

Most of the Remove were awake now, and siiting up in “ You will take five hundred lines, and stay in for th:o

Tur Magner Lainrary.—No. 282
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next half-holiday to write them out!” said Mr. Quélch
grimly,

Wharton's heart sank. - The next half-holiday was the date
of a specially important cricket-match in;the Remaove. But
it was useless to say so to Mr. Quelch. The Remove -master
made a Eeature, and Wharton got into bed. Then Mr.
Quelch’s keen eyes roamed over the awakened juniors.

“This matter cannot rest here,” he said. ** I must know
which boy in my Form has been guilty of this disgraceful
conduct. I shall call upon him to give me his name.”

Thﬁrﬂ was no reply. .

“Not good enough !’ murmured Bob Cherry, though he
was careful not to let Mr. Quelch hear that remark.

“Very well. I shall question each boy here,” said Mr.
Quelch. ““ I hope that no boy will be base enough to tell
me a He!"

And Mr, q;.IEIEh proceeded to question the Remove. All
but two or three were awake nmow. Billy Bunter was still
snoring. It would have required an earthquake, or a can-
nonade at least, to awaken him. And Skinner and Vernon-
Smith had their eyes closed, and were breathing with
beautiful calmness and regullrity. Mr. Quelch questioned
all the others in vain, and then shook Bunter by the shoulder.

“ Groogh!” murmured Bunter, * Gerraway, you beast !
Tain't risinq-bel] i

“* Bunter!"’

“Groo! Lemme alone, you rotter! Gerraway!”’

The Removites chuckled. . Billy Bunter was not aware
that he was talking to his Form-master, Mr. Quelch shook
him riulantl;r.

* Bunter !

Billy Bunter’s eyes opened, and he blinked at the Form-
master.

“ Whoozat I"" he mumbled. Billy Bunter was extremely
short-sighted, and without his spectacles he was quite help-
less. ' Whoozat? Tain't rising-bell! Look here, you

Lﬂﬂjr"if you don’t lemme go to sleep I'll punch your silly
ead !’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Silence, boys! Bunter, it is I!" said Mr. Quelch
majestically.

_“Oh!” Bunter gasped. " I—I didn’t know it was you,
sir. I thought it was some other silly idiot !

ad Whl.t !'I':l

“ I—I mean, I thought it was some silly idiot, sir !"" gasped
Bunter. ** What—what are you waking me up for, sir?
Is there a fire?”

“ No, Bunter. I wish to know if you have been out of
the durmﬂur;."

* Yes, sir.’

“What! You admit it, then 7™

“Oh, certainly, sir!"

*“ And where have you been?”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Do you mean the last time I was out of the dorm.,
sir !’ he asked.

“ Yes, of course! Where did you go?”

“ To my study, sir.”

“To your study? You would not require to come in by
the window if you had only been to your study!” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch angrily.

“J—I—the window, sir?
window."’

*“ Then how did you come in "

“ By the door, sir, along with all the other fellows !’ said
Bunter in amazement. * We all came up to bed together,
sir. We always do.”

The Removites chuckled again, in spite of the gathering
thunderclouds upon Mr. Quelch’s brow. There was evidently
a misapprehension in the matter. Mr. Quelch fastened his
pieming eyes upon Billy Bunter’'s face with a terrifying
glare,

“ Are you joking with me, Bunter?” he demanded.

“ J-)-joking, sir? Certainly not, sir! I wouldn’t joke
with you, sir. I—I'd rather joke with my own grandmother,
sir I"" stuttered Billy Bunter.

“T asked you if you had been out of the dormitory since
!I'g"i‘]tﬂ- out 1"

I—I didn’t come in by the

Oh, sir, you didn't say since lights out!” said Bunter.
“ Of course 1 haven't been out of the dormitory since lichts
out. How could I when I've been in bed all the time? Of

course, I might have been walking in my sleep. I did
once.”’ '

“ Have you broken bounds to-night, Bunter$"

“0Oh, no, sir! Certainly not "

“That is all I wanted to know. You are a stupid boy,
Bunter."” _

* Th-th-thank you, sir.”

Mr. Quelch turned away angrily. The juniors left off
grinning as his sharp glance swept along the row of beds.
There remained two fellows ta be questioned—Vernon-8mith
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and Skinner. The Bounder had opened his eyes now, realis-
img that the pretence could not be kept up any longer; but
Skinner, who was less acute, was stih apparently asleep,

** Vernon-Smith, have you broken bounds to-night I”’

** No, sir!” said the Bounder.

" Skinner!””  Skinner opened his eyes. He was afraid
that Mr. Quelch might shake him, and feel his collar through
the sheet. * Skinner, have you been out of the dormitory 7"’

gt 7 mlr?" said Skinner, with a look of great surprise. ** QOh,
no, sir!"

‘Mr. Quelch made an angry gesture,

“One boy here has lied to me!"” he exclaimed. “ The
matter will not rest here. I shall make further inquiries.
For the present you may go to sleep.”

And the Remove-master left the dormitory, carrying his
lamp. There was a gasp of relief from Skinner as the door
closed upon him and his footsteps receded down the assage,

"My hat! I—I was afraid he would spot it that I'm
dressed! That was a narrow shave, if you like I””

"' Bo you were out?” demanded Bob Cherry.
Skinner chuckled.

f:]]]nn’t. ask questions, and I wan’t tell you any lies!” he
=R,

"It was Bkinner,” said Harry Wharton quietly. I got
up to shut the window after him, so that the silly chump
wouldn't be spotted !

2 %m{I got spotted yourself "' growled Johnny Bull
“Yes "

" More ass you! Why couldn’t you leave Skinner to fale
hie chance ¥

"It would have been a more sensible thing to do,” said
Harry,

* 1 should jolly well say so 1"

“ You are a rotten cad, Skinner, to tell Quelehy such a

thumping lie,”” said Bob Cherry. “I'd rather have owned
up, and taken a licking !"

Skinner yawned.

“I've got five hundred lines, and a gating for the next

half-holiday,” growled Hnrr’y Wharton. *“ You'll have to
play Courtfield without me !’

** Oh, rotten !
And then the Remove went to sleep once more,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

An Extremely Mysterious Letter!
Ll ETTER for you, Wharton 1"
“ Good !’
Nugent had brought it up to Study No. 1, in the
Remove. Bob Cherry came in with him. Wharton
grinned as he took the letter. He was expecting a remittance
trom his uncle, and the remittance would be very welcome
when it came, as funds were decidedly low just then with the

Famous Five,

** Buek up and open it,”" said Bob Cherry
nrder;
grub.”

" Sorry,” said Wharton, “ it isn't!"

““How do you know when you haven’t opened it}
drmanded Bob.

* It's not in my uncle’s fist I*?

(‘1” Oh, crumbs! Come upstairs for nothing !" grunted Bob
herry.
" And the postmark’s Friardale, too!” said Harry, looking

at the envelope. * It was posted in the village to a‘y."

" Some blessed bill ¥"” said Nugent, with a sniff. “ You’ve
forgotten to pay for the new nets, I suppose. Ripping to get
a dunming when you're expecting a remittance, at are
wa going to do for tea?”’

Wharton laughed and opened the letter.

He glanced at the contents, and a look of amazement came
over his face.

“*My only hat!™

** Hallo, hallo, hallo! News?"” asked Bob Cherry.

Wharton looked bewildered.

* It's a hoax, 1 suppose,” he sajd.

“ Bome joker in the village pulling your leg?” asked
Nugent. ** What 1s 1t about 1"

“Look at it!"” _

Wharton tossed the letter on the table. The two juniors
read it together, and then they gave a whistle. The letter,
i a heavy, thick handwriting, ran:

: " If it's a postal
we can cash it with Mrs. Mimble when we go for the

" Master Wharton,—I want to see you to-day. Come to
the same coppice after school. 1 will be waiting there at
haif-past six. It is important !—J. G.”

Bob Cherry stared at the letter, and stared at the captain
of the Remove.

““Who's J. G. " he askea.

B o



“ Blessed if I know !" said Harry.

“You don't know him?"

“ Not from Adam!"”

“ Where is the coppice "

“1 don't know any coppice.”

Bob lookad bewildered.

““The letter can’t be intended for you, then,” he said.

““1 suppose not!” said Harry. * But it was addressed to
me right enough. Might be the wrong letter +hat's got put
into the envelope:; such things happen sometimes. The
address is all nght.”’

The address was certainly all right: Master 1. Wharton,
Greyfriars School. There was no mistake about that. But
the letter was a puzzle,

*# Do you know the handwriting 1" asked Bob.

“ Never seen it before, that % remember,”” said IHarry,
scanning the thick, heavy handwriting of the letter.

““ And you don’t know anybody whose initials are J. G. "

‘T don’t remember anybody.”

“ He says ‘ the same coppice,""” said Nugent.
met anybody in a coppice lately ¥

Wharton shook his head.

“ Not that I know of,” he said.

“ Well, it's a gitddy mystery,” said Bob, in amazement.
““ Here's a letter from somebody you don’t know, asking
you to meet him to-day you don't know where—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ It's jolly queer,” said Harry. ‘' Must be off his rocker,
whoever he is, or else it's a joke. But if it's_a hoax, you'd
expect him to put in the name of the place I'm to go to—
I couldn't very well guess which coppice he means—there are
a good many coppices up and down round Friirdale. 1 sup-
pose it's some silly ass in the village having a joke, but I'm
blessed if I see where the joke comes in "

And Wharton tore the letter up.

“1 say, you fellows “
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Have you had a
Bunter,”’ demanded Bob Cherry, *“ and rushed o

with us at once ¥’ i

“ Ahem ! I'm expecting a postal-order,” said Billy Bunter,
blinking into the study through his b spectacles. ' As
soon &s it comes, I want to stand you f{‘lﬁbws a feed!”

“ Thanks! We shall be getting our old age pensions by
then, and we shall be able to stand oursclves onc !

“Hh, really, Cherry! 1 just looked in because—because

¢ Because vou saw us bring up Wharton's letter, and you
%:fllEBEEd that there was a remittance in it,” grinned Bob

Orry.

“ Have you

¥

ostal-order,
to share 1k

“ Ahem! Not exactly! I—vou see, if there's going to be
a feed, I should be quite willing to do some shopping for
you, and help you with the cooking. In fact, I'd do anything
to oblige fellows I really like!”

“ Well, there isn't going to be a fced, so you can Luzz
off "' said Wharton.

“ But I say, now vou've got a remittance—-""

“ I haven't got a remittance !’

“ Oh, really, Wharton! I saw the letter, you krow

“ It wasn't a remittance !” roared Wharton, ‘" There was
nothing mn 1t "

“ Who was it from, then?”

““ Mind your own business!”

“[ really think vou oughtn’t to prevaricate, Wharlon. I
hope vou're not keeping your remittanve a secret because
you think I want to borrow moncy. I shoi'd decline to
borrow of yousif you lent 1t !’

““If you say I'm prevaricating, vou fat toad, I'll pitch you
out of the study on yvour neck!”

“ Ahetn! Is that the letter you've just torn up 1"

“ Yes, fathead!”

““ And there was nothing in 1t ?"

“ Nothing !’

““ Wasn't it from vour uncle?

“ No!” roared Wharton. * Never mind whom it was from.
Don't ask questions! Get out of this study !™

**Oh, really, Wharton; I don’t ece what you want to be
g0 jolly mysterious about. If you've been getting letters
from Marjorie Hazeldene—""

“ You—vyou fat brute, I haven't!”

“ Well, let me see the letter then," =aid Bunter inguisi-
tively, and he stooped towards the fender, where Wharton
had thrown the fragments of the letter.

Wharton reached out with his foot, and rammed his boot
upon the Owl of the Remove, sending him sprawling into
the grate. Fortunately, there was no fire. Bunter gave a
roar as he rolled into the fender.

“Ow! Yaroooh!”

“Get out !

“¥ah! Oh! I'm hurt!”

“ You'll be hurt some more, if yvou don't clear off " ex-
claimed the exasperated Wharton, and he bestowed a
powerful kick upon the fat person of Billy Bunter.

“Yah! Yarooh! Oh!"”

Bunter scrambled towards the door and fled.
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“ The checky cad!” Wharton exclaimed angrily, and then
he burst into a laugh. **I'll burn the bits of that letter—
Bunter will come back for them—he never can mind his own
business.” '

And Wharton gathered up the fragments of the mysterious
letter, and applied a match to them. But he did not destroy
them all. For the fat hand of Billy Bunter had closed upon
the largest of the fragments in the fender, and he had carried
it off with him. Billy Bunter's curiosity was excited about
that letter—he had always a strong inclination for looking
at other fellows’ letters and probing into other fellows
affairs. He halted by the window at the end of the Remove
passage, gasping for breath, and cxamined his prize.

It was a torn fragment of paper, and a fe'v words were
irregularly scrawled upon it, in a heavy handwriting. There
were not enough words to make sense of the letter, but there
were enough to excite Billy Bunter’s ready curiosity.

“I want to see you—after school waiting—"

That was all the fragment bore. Billy Bunter blinked
over the letter-fragment in great interest. Somebody had
written to Harry Wharton to tell him that he wanted to see
him after school, evidently, and Wharton was keeping 1t &
secret—so Billy Bunter concluded from the fact that the
Remove captain had not been willing to gratify s
impertinent curiosity.

¢ The rotter!” murmured Billy Bunter. “I wm’ldnr what
it 1a! FHe was jolly secret about it. I shouldn’t ba sur-
prised if it was something shady ; something that it's my duty
to find out—ahem! I'm jolly well gowng to keep my eye

on Wharton !" -
Meanwhile, the chums of the Remove had dismissed the

mysterious letter from their minds; they had a more im-
portant matter to think of. Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of
the Remove, looked into No. 1 Study as Wharton finished

burning the letter. ;
“ You fellows engaged for tea?” he asked.

“ No fear!" said Nugent. :
“ Then come along to my study, my dear fellows; I'm

standing a brew. Peter Todd and Tom Brown and Hul!s’t'mda
are coming, and it will be rather a decent feed, begad !

The chums of the Remove fell upon Lord Mauleverer and
hugged him, much to his astonishment.

‘““ Bogad! 1 say R .
¢« Corn in BEgypt!” chuckled Bob Cherry. Come on, my

infants! Mauly, old man, you're the right man in the right

place !" _ :
And the juniors proceeded cheerfully to Lord Mauleverer's

study to tea,

— ey, T—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Declines to be Decent!

® ¢y KINNY !V
S Vernon-Smith spoke suddenly, and Skinner camsé
out of a deep reverie with a start. Sinco Skinner s
return to Greyfriars he had shared Vernon-Smith’s
study, and the two had got on very well together. They
were, as Bob Cherry had remarked, birds of a feather.
Vernon-Smith  was seated in his armchair, smoking &
cigarctte, and for some time past he had been watching
Skinner's thoughtful face. Skinner was 50 deep t.lwu[ﬁ'.lt
that he scemed to have forgotten that he was not alone. e
started and coloured as he looked up and met the Bounder's
evea,
" Hallo !"* he said confusedly.
“ Penny for 'em!" said Vernon-Smith
““ Eh! For what?"”
“ Your thoughts!”

Skinner forced a laugh. . A
%11 was thinking about the ericket,’ he said. " They

—they'll be a man short for the Courtfield match, a-
Wharton's detained for the afternoon to-morrow, and—anu
1 was wondering if there was a chance for me to play.”

The Bounder laughed.

¢ Gammon !"" he said calmly.

“ What ?"

“ Gammon "’

“ Look here, S8mithy 1

“ Don't try to spoof me,” said Vernon-Smith contemptu:
ouslv. * You weren't thinking about the cricket, and you
don't care twopence for being put in the eleven. That's the
first yarn that came into your Epnﬂ. You don't want to tell
me what you were thinking about.”

Skinuer flushed.

“ Well, you see, I—"
2 ““ Where were you last night "’ asked Vernon-Smith coolly.

I agreed to help you out, and to help you in, because you've
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done the same good turn for me, more than once, I didn’t
ask you dany questions; I concluded thdt it was one of the
old card-parties at the {ross Keya.”

* Don’t-abk-any now,” said Skinner,

B t'i;hfﬂﬂt?”

‘" Because I sha'n't amswer them !

** Perhaps I don’t need to ask,” said the Bounder coolly.

Skinner started.

“ You—yeu mean to say—vou know—"" )

“1 know more than you think, anyway,” said Vernon-
Smith, watching with a peculiar cat-like p re the uneasi-
ness growing in Skinner's face. ‘‘ You may have gome to
the Cross Keys, as you let nie suppose you were going to do,
but that wasw't the only place you went to.” :

* Where else did T go, then " said S8kinner, with a shrug
of the shoulders,

“ You were in the wood.”™

:I' Rﬂt !I'I'

it' ?F'l s

“Yes, T do!” snapped Bkinner. * What put that idea into
your head 7°' 3

" Looking at your boots, that's all,”” said Vernon-8mith,
" From here to the village there is a dry, dusty road, and
your boots would have hﬁ dry dust on them if you'd kept
to it. They had mud and bits of rotten leaves on them,
thick. You had been tramping in the wood before you came
back to Greyfriars.” _

* You ought ‘to be a detective,” sneered 8kinner. )

“I think I should make a pretty good one,” said the
Bounder, with a cool nod. “ I should bowl out a fellow like
you in no time, anyway."” ;

" Any more evidence as to my whercabouts?”’ asked
Skinner, affecting to yawn, but with his eyes hawkishly on the
Bounder’s face, )
~ ““Yes. You've been thinking about it all day—going off
into a snooze—hardly answering when a fellow speaks to you.
You've got it on your mind, whatever it is. That's why I've
asked you, as a pal, where you went. Have you got into
some trouble 7" i

“1f I have you wouldn’t help me out of it,”" said Skinner.

“ Oh, I might; it depends. What have you been doing?"
asked Vernon-8mith curiously,

“ Find out.”

* Then you won't tell me 1"

T N'ﬂr 1 won't. " _

There was a knock at the study door, interrupting the
talk. The Bounder hastily put his cigarette out of sight. If
a prefect had found him smoking in his study the results
would have been {uinful for the Bounder. Smoking in junior
studies was looked upon with a very severe eve by the
authorities of Gregfriars.

But it was not a prefect. Four or five juniors entered the
study at once. Bulstrode was at the head of them, and after
him came Johnny Bull, Tom Brown, Hazeldene, and Uﬁll?:‘f.

Vernon-8mith looked at them in surprise. With the
exception of Hazeldene, the juniors were not friends of his—
quite the reverse.

“Hallo! What do you want?"’ he demanded.

Johnny Bull gniffed. He had caught the scent of tobacco-
emoke in the air, )

“ We've come to see Skinner,” said Bulstrode.

‘““Here T am,” said Skinner,

" It’s about Wharton being detained to-morrow afternoon,”
s1id Bulstrode, in explanation. * You know we're playing
Courtfield.”

Skinner nodded.

“We want Wharton! Courtfield are. ii'xl great form, and

we can't spare Wharton from the team. e's got to be got
off, somehow.”

“TI'd be willing to take
Bounder.

“ The team wouldn't be willing,”” grinned Johnny Bull.
“If you could take his place in the Form-room for detention,
you would be useful.”

“ Oh, rats!”

*“ We're not looking for a substitute for Wharton: we want
Wharton,” said Bulstrode. *‘ He’s got to be got off somehow,
It's no good asking Quelchy, and explaininig about the cricket-
match ; Quelchy’s as hard as nails.”

“Well, T can’t get him off,” said Skinner. “I'm not a
Form-master, am I? What's the giddy good of coming to
me "’ :

“ Quelchy has got his rag out because he can't find out who
was out of the dormitory last night,” Bulstrode explained.

s s E——

ANSWER
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Wharton’s place,” said the

Our Gompanion Papers.

" He's been nosing into the affair all day, but he can't find
anything out. He's ratty. Now, he's specially ratty with
Wharton, because he knows that -Wharton must know who 1t
was, as he closed the window after him—after you, of
course. Wharton could get off if he gave you away.’

* Wharton wouldn't sneak,” said SEinner. with a start.

“ Exactly; that’s why we've come to you,” said Tom

]"D'H:‘ﬂ.

Skinner shifted uueasii;r i his chair,

1 don’t see what you've come to me for,” he said. .

“ We want to put it to yom, as a decent chap,” said
Bulstrode. * You know you promised to play the game, and
keep straight, when you were allowed to come back to Grey-
friars, after being sacked. I hel you then, more than any
other chap; we stood by you because we believed in you.
Well, what you did last night doesn’t look much like keep-
Ing your word. You were out of bounds in the middle of the
mght-_—playlpg some rotten game. Wharton acted like a
brick in trying to keep you from getting found out, though
hn::-‘- must have been disgusted with you.”

* Thanks ! said Skinner sarcastically.

“*No need to thank me; you're entitled to my plain
opinion,” said Bulstrode. = *'Now, "Harry Wharton is
detained, and Quelchy won’t let him off—unless he finds out
who was out of the dorm. last night. If the chap owned up
to Quelchy, and explained that Wharton was only deing him
a good turn, and wasn't really mixed up in I':Zia breaking
bounds, then Quelc!:'y would see reason, and let Wharton off.”

* He might,” said Skinner.

“Oh, he would,” said Bulstrode. * He's ratty with
Wharton for screening the chap from him. That's the
trouble. As captain of the Form, n is supposed to

put his foot down -on breaking rules, you know.
can sce that the only thing for you to
and own up """

Skinner stared.

* Own up—that I was out of bounds at midnight !” he said.
““Are you dotty 1"

“I'm asking you to do the decent thing,” said Bulstrode.

“ You're asking me to get sacked.”

M It wouldn’t be so as that. If you're found out you
may get sacked; but if you own up, it will be up to Quelch
not to sack you: You'll enly be flogged.”

“Only!” said Skinner mrdunit:nfl]r. " Only flogged!
Merely nothing ™" '

‘“ Nothing in comparison with risking losing the Courtfield
match because Wharton’s deta.inad,nf suppose,” said Bul-
strode warmly, .

“ Oh, nothing at all!" said Skinner, with bitter sarcasm.

“Then you’re going to do it?”

““No fear!” .

“ Now, look here, Skinner, I've explained to you that we
must have Wharton for the match——""

“And I've explained to you that I'm not going to play
the giddy ox,” said.Skinner angrily. * You must be off
your chump to ask me such a thing, I should think.”

" Any decent fellow would do it!"” growled Johnny Bull.

“Well, I won't!”

"1 told you it would be no good asking him, Bulstrode.
He's a worm from the toes up,” said Johnny Bull. “ He's
got to be made.” _

“ How are you going to make me!"” sneered Skinner.

"“ Rag you!”

" lmgk herg—""

" That's the ticket!” said Tom Brown, the New Zealand
junior. ‘‘ You've got to own up, Skinner, and get Wharton
off, or we'll rag you bald-headed. Seet”

“ Don’t be an idiot,” said Skinner. *““I can’t, and I won't !
Blow your old cricket-match! Do you think I'm going to
get flogged for the sake of a rotten cricket-match [

“1t’s the Courtfield match "’ roared Bulstrode.

“ Blow the Courtfield match !"

“1 told you so!"” said Johnny Bull,

“ Then you won't do the decent thing, Skinny?"?

“T won't make a fool of myself, if that's what vou mean
by the decent thing,” said Skinner savagely, ** and if you rag
me I'll complain to Wingate.””

“ Good! e’'ll give you something substantial to complain
about in that case,” said Johnny Bull. * Collar the cad I

‘“ Hands off! I—— Oh! Oh! Oh!"

Bump! Skinner descended upon the floor of the study
with a heavy concussion. He gasped for breath, and glared
furiously at the juniors. Vernon-Smith looked on with a
grin. It was no business of his—not that the avengers would
have allowed him to interfere. They would cheerfully have
bumped the Bounder, too. _

** Now, then, Bkinny, are you going to do the decent
thing 1"’

“ Ow, ow, ow !

*“Give him another |"

] ow, you
o 18 to go to Quelchy

s - l!
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Bump, bump!
“Yaroop! Lemme alone!’ roared Skinner.
‘““ We're going to bamp vou till you agree to do the decent

thing, if we bump vou through the floor,”’ said Johnny Bull

“ There's only one way!”’

*“I can’t do it!"”

“Bump him!"”

* Oow—ow=ow ! Help!”

Harry Wharton looked in at the open study-door in amaze-
ment.

“What on earth’s the matter?’ he exclaimed.

Bulstrode explained. Wharton burst into a laugh.

“Let him alone,”” he said. “ Bomething may turn up.
You can bump him all vou like if I have to miss the match.™

“1—I'll think of a way out!” pasped Skinner.

“ Better bump him!"" growled Johnny Bull,

“* Yow—hands off —[—help 1"
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“ Chuck it!” said Wharton. * Skinner's a deep beast. He
may think of a way out. If I have to cut the match, we'll

simply scalp him. But give him a chance.”

The bumpers reluctantly agreed. Johnny Bull shook a
huge fist in Skinner's face before he left the study.

“H Wharton's detained to-morrow, wvou'll be scalped,
squashed, and slaughtered,” he said. ** Remember tﬁ:t!

Yah!"

And Johnny Bull strode out of the study and banged the
door after him, Skinner groaned as he rubbed hig injuries,
afid Vernon-Smith grinned.

“You seem to have got
Skinny,”" he remarked,

“Ow! Why didn't you stand by me, yvou rotter!” growled
Skinner.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

““No bizney of mine, especially as vou haven't even told
me where vou were last night.”

* Well, that's no biznev of vours, either,” grunted Skinner,
And he did not say another word on that subject, and the
Bounder was left with his curiosity ungratified.

the fellows up against you,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

“J. G." Again!
- UST be the remittance this time,”" said Bob Cherry.
A letter addressed to Harry Wharton was in the
rack when the Remove fellows came out from the
dining-room after breakfast the next morning.
Wharton reached it down, and started at the sight of the
handwriting.

“It's not from home,” he said,

** Not that chap again !’ exclaimed Bob.

“Yes; it's the same handwriting as the letter yesterday.”

“ Great Bceott! This is getting mteresting."”

Wharton regarded the lctter with a perplexed brow. It
was addressed to him in the same thick, heavy handwriting
as the mystenous letter of the day before. There was no
doubt that it was from the same unknown correspondent.
Wharton had dismissed the first letter from his mind, con-
cluding, after thinking it out, that it was some absurd mysti-
fication intended as a practical joke. He had never dreamed
that he would receive another. But herec was another, de-
livered with the rest of the morning’s letters.

" Well, open it,” said Nugent. ‘' Let’s see whether the
chap explains himself this time. It's getting interesting—
the Elut. thickens, as they say in the novels.”
¥ slit open the envelope. He unfolded the letter
inside, and the three juniors read it together. It ran:

“ Harry Wharton,—I waited for yod in the coppice yester-
day. You did not come. Does thfs mean that you will not
come? 1 will give you another chanre. I will wait for you
in the Old Spinney this afternoon at four o'clock. If you do
not come, look out for yourself. I am not to be trifled with,
as you will ind.—J. G.”

Tho chums of the Remove looked at one another blankly.

The letter was more explicit than the other, as it specitied
exactly where the junior was expected to meet the writer,
But what did it mean? Who was “ J. (3.,”" and what did
he want to meet Harry Wharton for? And what did the
threat ig the letter mean? The writer hinted very plainly
that he did not think that Wharton would dare to refuse the
meecting. What could it mean?

“ And you don't know the chap?’ said Bob at last.

“ 1 haven't the faintest idea who it i8,” said Harry.

“ It's extraordinary. Must be some idiotic jape. Might
ba a joke of the Highcliffe fellows to get you there and rag
you,” sawd Nugent.

“ It might be, but—but they can't expect me to ocome,”

id Wharton. “ The fellow is threatening me, goodness
knows with what. If there were another Wharton at the
sl;:hnnl. I should think that he'd got the Christian name wrong.

m“Tj

“ But you're the one and oanly; you haven't ¢ven a minor,”
said Bob Cherry.

*1 can't understand it.”

“Will you got”

" No fear! If he wants to see me, whoever he is, he can
1T hllla name ; and he can come here, too! He can go and
cat coke!"

** Besides, you can’t go, as you're detained,” said Nugent,
“and if you weren't detained, you'd be :playing in the
Courtfield match. I—1 say,”” Nugent broke off, ** it couldn’t
be a trick of & Courtfield chap to get you away from the
match, oould it?"’

Wharton shook his head decidedly.

" Impossible. They're all straight chaps. TIf we were
playing Higheliffe, I should suspect it was a dodge of
Ponsonby & Co. But the Courtfield fellows are all too
decent.” .

‘ Right; it just came into my head, that's all,” said Nugent.
** You see, whoever wrote that knows that it's a half-holiday
here to-day, or he wouldn't make the appointment for four
v'clock. We're in the class-rooms at four on other days.”

“Well, T su everybody knows Wednesday is a hall-
holiday at Greyiriars,”” said Harry. I don't think this was
written by a boy at all. It's a man's handwriting, and it's
not an educated hand, either. Some heavy-fisted chap, by
the way he's jabbed down the pen. But he can go and eat
voke. I sha'n't take any notice of it."

“1 say, you fellows, is that the remittance?"’

** No, it isn't!" said Wharton, tearing np the
Don't ask questions.”

Billy Bunter blinked at his suspiciously.

“ More giddy, mysterious letters—ch?"’ he said,

“* Mind vour own business,"

The juniors walked away, leaving the Owl of the Remove
vlinking after them very suspiciously. Wharton had put the
fragments of the letter into his pocket, as he could not very
well throw them down in the hall. There was no chance for
Bunter to spy into that letter. But Bunter had caught a
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glimpse of the handwriting, and he knew that it was tho
m&as the hand upon the fragment reposing in his own

‘Something jolly fishy about all this," murmured Billv
Bunter, with a shake of the head. “ T wonder what Wharton’s
getting mixed up in. I'm jolly well going to keep an eye on
him. -F‘St:ﬁnethmg joliy fishy, or he wouldn’t be so jolly secret
about 1t.’

Wharton was thinking about the letter as he went in to
lessons that morning. He could not help wondering about
it. He had not the faintest idea whom his unknown
correspondent could be. Why the man should write to him
was & mystery.  What object could the unknown have in
trying 1o get him to a meeting in the spinney? The spinneyv
was a lonely place, certainly; but it d bardly be a scheme
for robbery. The wording of the letter was certainly not
likely to influenee Wharton. The threat contained in the
lines “ get his back up’ at once.

After lessons that morning, however, there was something
more important than the mysterious letter to think abont.

J. G." vanished from Wharton's mind. The Courtfield
match was coming off that afternoon, and Wharton was
wanted to {af*. And he was detained. The five hundred
lines Mr. Que ch had given him had already been written
out—with the assistance of his friends. But he was detained,
lines or no hnes. Wharton thought it over during dinner
with a worried brow. It was not only that he wanted to
play in the match. He wanted to do that, of course: but that
was not all. 3 r and his team from Courtheld were
very “ hot stuff,” and the Remove wanted their best men in
the field. At such a time, it was a great misfortune for their
captain to be under detention.

Suppose you ask Quelchy ! said Johnny Bull, as the
chums were talking it over after dinner. * Take him in the
lines, and put it to him as & man and a brother. Tell him
you simply can't miss the match.”

"th_mrtun grinned ruefully.

i I'm afraid it's no  he mid. “But I'll trv.”

', After all, you've the lines, vou know, or, rather,
we've all done them. Don’t mention that part to Quelchy,
of course, i

“Ha, ha! No!l
~ And Whartaon, laden with 'guita a sgheaf of closely-written
;?:l;[ﬂrt- paper, made his way dubiously to the Form-master's

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Skinner's Scheme !

R. QUELCH locked grimly enough at Harry Wharton,
as the captain of the Remove entered the study. Iis
expression did not raise Wharton's hopes.

" Well?™ he said curtly.
Wrtﬂn deposited the sheaf of paper on the table,
I've done my lines, sir,” he said meekly,

- E'EI’ weg e I

“ And—and as I've done the lines, sir, T—T was hopin
that you might let me off the deteniion this aftemnﬂn,’
etammered Wharton. ““ You see, sir, we've got a rather
important cricket-match on 4

Mr. Quelch held up his hand.

Listen to me, arton,”” he said acidly. “ There iz no
doubt that a member of the Remove was out of bounds on
Monday night at a very late hour. You must know per-
fectly well that that is m very serious matter.”

“1 koow 1t is, sir.”

“ I found you out of bed—the only boy out of bed, I
accepted your word for it that you had not been out of
bounds; that you had not opened the window for the bov,
whoever he was, on his return. I know you to be truthful,
and I, therefore, acoepted your assurance.’’

“You were very kind, sir.”

** My kindness seems to have been wasted, however. Some-
one in the Form has been guilty of wicked and disgraceful
conduct. It is my duty to discover who it is. ] cannot do
so. You, who could throw light upon the matter, have
chosen to keep back anything you could tell me. I do not
I"-':L{HI'!.] that as being your duty, as captain of your Form,
Wharton. 1 know that you do not wish to be guilty of what
your Form-fellows would call sneaking. But this is too seri-
ous a matter for considerations of that kind to be allowed
to enter. You have your duty to do as head boy of the
Form. I cxpect you to aid me, not to hinder me. I shall
not press vou for information. I leave it to vou to decide
for yourself. But unless you decide to do what I tell vou is
vour duty, you need ask no favours at my hands." )

Wharton was silent,

The Form-master was quite right, from his point of view.
Breaking bounds at midnight was as serious an offence as a
schoolboy could commit.  Skinner had acted badly, and

i (T ]
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Wharton had made himself a party to it, by helping him to
escape detection. The junior realised all that clearly enough.
But the unwritten code of schoolboy bhonour lmwld him fast.
Skinner might be a rascal; bui Wharton could not betray
him. And giving information to the Form-master would have
amountued to betrayal. Mr, Quelch’s point of view would not
have bocn understood in tho Lower Fourth at all.  The
juniors would simmply have regarded it as sneaking 1 Harry

d told Mr. Quelch what he wanted to know.

Mr. Quelch waited for the junior to speak. Wharton re-

mained silent,
“You have nothing to say, then?” the Bemove-master

asked al lasi.
¢* * No, sir,” faltevred Harry.

“Then vou may leave my study.”

“ And—and I am detained, sir?"

“ Most decidedly. As you have done the imposition I set
yau, you may write out the four Latm conjugations, active
and passive, so that you will not be idle."”

“We're playing Courtfield, sir.”

““That 13 no Eusine&s of mine. You cannot expect to
escape the punishment of bad conduct because you are playing
a cricket-match.™

“I—I don't mean to act badly, sir.
S0 o

“ I see that vou are wasting my time,” said Mr. Quelch.

There was nothing more to be said to that. Harry Wharton
left the study with a heavy heart, and a downcast face.

_ His chums met him at the end of the passage with cager
inquiries,

“Got off 7" asked Nugent.

i NU !"‘!

“ But you've done your lines!™

““I've got a new lot to fill up the afternoon in case I
should be idle,” said Harry bitterly. *"1 suppose Quelchy
puessed it was a dodge getting the hines done so soon.”

“ Dh, it's rotten !” said Johnny Bull.

““ Beastly I groaned Nugent, ‘' Just when we want the
eleven to be at top strength, tne.”

“ 1t can’t be helped,” saud Harry. * You'll have to ﬁlcnj'
without me. Tom Brown can captain the team in my place,
and vom can put in young Rukc; he'sa g man."”

* But it's rotten.”’

“ Skinner will have to be scragged,” said Johnny Bull
wrathfully. **It would be all right now, if the cad would
go to Quelchy and own up!” _

“ No good expecting him to do that,” said Harry quietly.
“ Skinner's not that sort.”

“*We could have ragged him into doing it, if vou hadn’t
stopped us!"" grunted ﬁulntrude. ‘

: ;I Skinner said he'd think of a way,” said Tom Brown hope-
ully,

“T'm afraid he can’t.”

“T.et's sce him, anyway. It will be some satisfaction to
bump him, if he can't think of a way out.”

Wharton smiled faintly. He had little hope of Skinner's
being about to find a way out of the difficulty. But Skinner
had a reputation for being remarkably ' deep,” and Wharton
went with the rest of the juniors to look for Skinner.

** Been Skinner?’ asked Bob Cherry, as they met Fisher T.
Fish, the American junior.

Fish shook his head. There was a thoughtful expression
upon Fisher T. Fish's thin, keen face, as if he were giving
great thought to some problem.

“I guess you Mllows are landed up against a snag this
journay !”" he remarked in the beautiful American language,
which generally made the Removites smile, But they did not
feel like smiling now.

“We're in a difficulty, if that’s what you mean,” said
Wharton.

“Yep! I've been thinking over the matter, and I reckon
I can show vou a way out!"”

Wharton brightened up. If Fisher T. Fish had thought of
some ' dodge " for escaping detention that afternoom, it was
worth hearing, though the juniors, as a rule, hadn't very
much faith in Fisher Tarleton Fish and his ideas:

““ What's the wheeze!" asked Harry.

“ You'ro detained, I guess. Can't play?”

“ That's so0.”

““ Meeting an extra tough tecam, too—regular galoots,'
Fish.

“* Yes, ves."

“ Then 1 guess T can fix you, When vou're in a difficulty,
or up against something havd, all you've got to do is to
step round for F. T. Fish. Hc's the galoot to get vou out of
it—the kind of pilgrim to deliver the goods, every time.”

* Come to the point.”

“Yep; |l guess I'm coming. Yon want another captain in-
stead of Wharton—a splendid, all-round cricketer—good at
batting, good at bowling, good at fielding, and, above all,
good at leading a team. Is that about the size of it?”

I—I—that is, you

k]

said

“Yes, but—
“Well, I guecss I'm ready !"” Wiy,
“ Wha-at "
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"1 guess I'll show you how we play cricket over there,”
said Fisher T. Fish tu?!ﬁdﬂntlj?. i

“ Over where, you ass?"

“In the Yewnited States.”

“You—you ass!’ said Wharton in measured tones. “I
thought you had something to suggest with some sense in
it, though 1 ought to have Enﬂwn you better.”

Fisher T. Fish looked surprised.

*Isn’t that hoss-sense?”’ he demanded. * You lose your
skipper, and 1 offer you a better one? Galuot can’t do more
than that. I guess——"'

““ Oh, bump him over, and come on!" growled Johnny Ball.

“ 1 guess—— Hallo—I say—hands off —yah !"’

The juniors walked on, leaving Fisher T. Fish sitting in
the passage, looking very ruffled, and very surprised. It
was hard for F. T. Fish to realise that the Remove ericketers
really didn't want to know how they played cricket ** over
there,” in the pgreat Yew-nited States!

Harry Wharton more than half-expected to find that
Skinner had gone out to avoid trouble, But Skinner was at
home¢. They found him i his study. The Bounder waa
there, vainly trying to induce Skinner to accompany him en
an excursion.

“ Why the dickens won't you come?’ the Bounder ex-
claimed angrilv. " You never used to want to stick indoors
on a half-holiday.”

““I can’t come."

“ 1 suppose you're -not going to watch the match and cheex
for the Remove 7" said the Bounder sarcastically.

“*No!" said Skinner, with a grin,

** Then what are you going to do?"”

**Oh, hang about !

“ Why won't vou come out?”’

“1 don't want to.”

The Bounder turned to the door; and then he turned back,
and looked at Skinner with so much keenness that Skinner's
cyes dropped before the glance,

‘““ Are vou afraid tc go out, Skinner?' he demanded.

Skmner coloured and shifted uneasily.

“Why should I be afraid?’ he snapped: *° What is there
to be afvrnid of ™

':[Did you get mixed up in something the other mght,
m _"_":'

““ Oh, rot!"

“ Then you won't come?”

“No, I won't!”

The Bounder stalked away angrily. Tt was just then that
Harry Wharton & Co. arrived in search of Skinner,

" Looking for Skinner?"' asked Vernon-Smith, as he met
them in the passage.

“Yes. Is he at home?”’

“You'll ind him in there,"” said the Bounder, and he
walked away, with an amiable hope that Skinner was about
to get a thorough ragging.

The juniors crowded into the study. Skinner looked at
them very uneasily. He had been expecting the visit, and
probably only some very powerful reason had kept him
within the precincts to meet it. Though why Skinner should
not wish to go out with his chum that fine, sunny afternoon
was a mystery.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!" said Bob Cherry.
thought of a way "

“I—1 -I—" )

‘“ Aro you going to get Wharton off his detention, or are
vou going to be ragged till vou feel that life isn’t worth
iving 7"’ demanded Johnny Ball, :

“1—1I think it eould be worked,” said Skinner,

And all the juniors asked together:

“How?" ]

“Wharton's got to stay in all the afternoon, same time as
regular afterncon lessons,’”” said Skinner., * Well, T happen
to know that Quelchy's going out.” y

“ What difference does that make ?"' asked Harry. * He's
bound to ask another master, or & prefect, to keep an eye on
me, in case | clear.” ‘

“[ know that: I heard him ask Monsieur Charpentier,
the French master. Mossoo is going to look inte the Form-
ronm, and see that you are there.”

“Well, he'll do it, then."”

““You know, Mossoo is short-sighted, and there’s a shady
corner of the Form-room,” said Skinner. * My idea is that
auother chap might take your place.”

“Oh!’

“{M course, it's not any good thinking of taking ‘Quelch_v
in he's too sharp!" said Skinner. ' But he's ?Nﬂﬂ out,
and that makes all the difference. Mossoo is nearly as blind
as u bat, and he won't care twopence about the matter, any-
He's only taking it on to oblige Quelchy. He'll just

take @ peep into the room once or twice, and if he sees ag

“Have you

A Splendid Compilete Tale of Harry
pﬂ‘hll‘l-ﬂ & Co. Order Early.
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fellow sittingi_lt]wrﬂ, that will be enough for him. The chap
can wear Wharton's clothes, and make up his face a bit—
t:mui-l-:zhnp who belongs to the Remove Dramatic Club could
%o that.”

" By George !" said Bob Cherry. “It's not a bad wheeze.
But who's going to do it "

“Well, Wharton can select somebody,” said Skinner,
“Young Penfold would do it— "

““He's playing in the eleven.”

*“ Well, Mark Linley, then——"

“ He'd playing, too I"

" Well, you can find a chap— "

“I've found one!" said Harry,

“Good !" said Skinner. ** Who is it 7

** You IV

Skinner jumped.
“Me? No fear! I'm jolly well not going to be stuck in
:]he Flnrm-lr’nmn all the afternoon! I've got fﬂtﬁ of things to
0. 1—
’ “It’s your idea, and you can carry it out,” said Wharton.

ou got me into this fix, and it's only fair that you should

get me out of it. You can choose between that and owning
up to Mr. Quelch,”
I'm jolly well not going to own up to Quelch.”
“Then you can take the alternative.”

“ Well, you see, [ —I—_"*

“You'll do it,” said Bulstrode. * It's only fair, and it's
up to you. If you don’t, blessed if I won't go strairht to

Quelch now, before he goes out, and tell him the facts !”
Skinner looked alarmed.
-I1-—"

““ Look here, Bulstrode !

" Are you going to do it ¥ demanded Bulstrode.
kinner gave in,

':I—I—I Il do it if you like, blow you !"’

“Good cgg!” said Harry Wharton. “I'll stay in the
Fnrm‘-runm until Quelchy-has gone out. As soon as the
coast's clear, one of you chaps come and tell me. 'Then

‘aner can come and take my place, and write out Latin
conjugations,”

Skinner groaned.
:Uh, my hat! Latin conjugations !"
€5, your verbs, active and passive !" grinned Wharton.
“Oh, crumbs !
) “ Well, it will inerease your knowledge,"” grinned Nugent ;
‘and it needs it, you know. You get into the Form-room
now, Harry, before Quelchy gets his back up, and we'll look
after Skinner. We shall have to touch up his eomplexion
with some grease-paint and powder, to make him look a

“ttle less putty-coloured, or he'll never pass for you."
**Ha, ha, ha I'* ’ ’

And Harry Wharton went

: to the Remove-room, while hi
(riends attended to Skinner. 2 VAL S

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Caught!

ARRY WHARTON was scated in the Form-room,
stcadily at work, when Mr. Queleh looked in about
half an hour later. The Remove-master had looked in
to see that the detained junior was there, before going

out. Mr, %unleh was & severe man, though not a hard one,
is a rule; but he considered it his duty to be hard on this
sccasion, and there was no chance whatever of his letting
the captain of the Remove off his detention.

He paused by Wharton’s desk, and glanced down at his
work. Mr. Quelch was not an encourager of idleness, and
he did not intend that the detained junior should waste his
time in the Form-room that afternoon,

But Wharton was not wasting his time. He knew that
Skinner would not do much work, and it was necessary for
some to be done, to keep up appearances, and so Wharton
was putting n as much as he could in advance, Wearily
enough he was grinding out a list of the various tenses of a
verb of the first conjugation, active voice,

*“ Amo, amas, amat

And so forth.

“I am sorry you are detained this afternoon, Wharton,"
said Mr. Quelch.

“Thank you, sir; so am 1, said Harry.
Mr. Quelch frowned; the junior's reply seemed to savour
of flippancy. If the Remove-master had intended to say

anything else, he did not say it, but walked out of the Form-
rGOM.

Wharton went on writing.

It was ten minutes later that Frank Nugent came whoop-
ing into the Form-room, with a whoop that showed thut
Mr. Quelch was out of hearing. Wharton jumped up.

““He's gone *"" he asked.

““Yes, rather: watched him out of the gates ' said Nugent
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Ieefully. *““Now you're as free as air, my son! Free as
the giddy birdlets !

“* Hurrah !” :

“ Mes garcons!” It was the voice of Monsieur Char-

pentier, the French master, at the door, and the juniors
became instantly grave as they heard it
“ Good-afternoon, sir!" said Nugent. “I mean, bong

apres-midi! I suppose that's how you do it in French, sir.”
Moszoo smiled,

“Ve do not say bong apres-midi in la France,” he said.
“ Zat is English custom, like ze eating of ze biftek. Ve say
bonjour.”

“Bong jewer, sir!” said Ntgent.
vous ¥’

‘“ Tres bien, merci,”” said Monsieur Charpentier. ** Nugent,
I do not zink zat you are detained.”

** No, sir—I mean, nong, mossoo.'®

* Zen you may go.”

Nugent made a grimace and left the Form-room. )

* Mistare Quelch 'ave ask me to keep ze open eye on zis
room zis apres-midi, Vharton,” said Monsieur Charpentier.
“I am sorry zat you are detained. But I keep open ze eye,
hein, and I zink you vill not go out, isn't it? I hope zat you
stick to ze work like ze—vat you call—blue—"

*“Glue, sir "' suggested Wharton, .

“Qui, oui; zat is it. You stick to him, and I look in
vunce more again, isn't it, and see zat you get on all right,”
said Monsieur Charpentier.

*“ Thank you very much, sir,”’ said Wharton demurely.

Mossoo coughed and retired. He had a pretty correct
idea of how thankful the junior was for his kind attention.

Wharton waited. Not till the French-master had been
seen to wander forth into the Close, with a Parisian news-
paper under his arm, to read in the Head's garden, did the
Remove fellows come near the Form-room again.

Then they came. They brought Skinner with them.
Wharton grinned at the sight of Skinner. The artistic hand
of Frank Nugent had touched up his complexion with
grease-paint and gowder from -the supplies of the Junior
Dramatic Club. Skinner, who smoked and seldom took any
cxercise, had a complexion that was far from healthy, and
Nugent had fﬂl.lt:]lE(P 1t up in imitation of Wharton's fresh,
healthy face. In a shady corner of the Form-room there
was no doubt that it would pass. For the rest, Skinner was
very much of Wharton's size, and twe juniors in Etons
looked much alike.

“Here we are!” said Bob Cherry. “What do you think
of 8kinner 7"’

“I think he'll do,”” grinned Wharton.
Mossoo ?
out 1"’

“Gone to read in the Head's garden.”

“Oh, good! If he sees me on the ericket-field it won't
matter, I'Emm a distance—he won't know me from any of the
others. Here you are, S8kinner, my infant! I've started all
the verbs for you, and you've only got to continue them."

Skinner grunted. ;

“I've got a book with me to read !"" he said.

“Well, you must do some verbs, or Quelchy will want to
know the reason why when he comes back. Now I'll go and
get into my flannels,™

And the juniors crowded out of the Form-room, elosing the
door after them.

Skinner was left alone.

He did not settle down to write out Latin conjugations.
Ile had a sporting paper in his pocket, and he took it out
to read it, much more interested in the form of horses for
certain forthcoming races than in the tongue of Horace and
Cicero.

But he jammed the paper hastily into his pocket, and
bent industriously over the impot. paper, as the Form-room
door opened about half an hour later.

“Ah! 8Still at vork, I sce, Vharton, isn't it?" said
Monsieur Charpentier cheerily.

*Ouil, mmossoo !” mumbled Skinner,

And Mossoo went out, satisfied.

Another hali-hour peassed. Skinner had finished his
sporting paper, and put it away in sheer boredom, and was
idly writing out verbs. ~Even that occupation was better
than sitting and biting his nails, or deing nothing at all.

The Form-room door opened again.

Skinner affected not to hear it. He kept his face bent over
his work. The new-comer entered the Form.-room, and
came {owards the junior,

“ I am glad to see that you are still at work, Wharton 1"

Harry Wharton’s deputy fairly jumped.

For 1t was not Monsieur Charpentier’s uﬁﬂak
time. It was the deep and severe voice of Mr.
The Remove-master had returned !

“THE PENNY POPULAR,”

“Commy vous portez

“ But what about
Is he anywhere where he might spot me going

voice this
uelch,
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asked.

Yavasour handed over the card he had picked up in his study. * Do you know what this is, Tom Merry? " he
“Yes! " sald Tom, with an expression of amazement upon his face.
exciting incident, see the grand long, complete ta'e of Tom Merry
JIM'S!" by Martin Clifford, in this week's number of “THE GEM"™ LIBRARY,
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“It's a roulette card!" (For this
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wharton at the Wicket!

| .
T RUMPER & CO., the cricketers from Courtfield, had
arrived,
Trumper and hs team belonged to the County
Council Behool at Courtfield. They did not have so
many holidays as the Greyfriars fellows; and on Wednezday
afternoons, as a rule, they were hard at their lessons. But
there was a holiday on this special Wednesdayv in Courtfield,
account of some local celebration, and Trumper had
taken advantage of it to hix up a mateh with the Lower
Fourth of Greviriars. Harry Wharton & Co. had been glad
enough to meet them. Trumper & Co. were a fine team,
and always gave the Greyfriars fellows a hard tussle; which,
a= good sportsmen, was what they wanted.
The Courtfielders had arrived
Tur MaGcxeET LiprARY.—No. 282,
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when Harry Wharton

“THE SANDOW GIRL AT GREYFRIARS!”

reached the cricket ground. Harry shook hands
cordially with Trumper,

“Glad to see you!"” he exclaimed, “ 1 came jolly near
mizsing the match myself. I want to ask you something
before we start.”

“(30 ahead!” said Trumper,

“I'm detained for the afternoon,” Wharton explained,
I've cut it—my Form-master’s out, and I've given myself
leave.”

“* French leave?" grinned Trumper.

** That's it! If anything should happen, and 1 should be
roped in, I suppose you wouldn't mind the fellows playing
a snbetitute for me.”

““ Not at all,”” said Trumper heartily,
be nobbled. But if vyou are, put in any fellow you like.’

““ Yeth, rather!” said Solly Lazarus, the champion
bowler of the Courthield team.

Very

““T hope you won't

A Splendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early,
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“ Thanks! You are a good chap!"”

The two captains buasenf for choice of innings. Wharton
won the toss, and he elected to bat first. It was a single-
innings match. If anything went wrong with Skinner's
scheme, and Wharton was recalled to the Form-room, it
would be a bi advantage to have his batting finished first.
It was for Ea,tt-ing that Wharton was chiefly wanted.
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh was the champion bowler of the
team, and next to him was Dick Penfold: while Tom Brown
and Mark Linley and several more were as good as Harry
in the field. If the Remove captain knocked up a good
score for his side in his innings, it would not matter so
much if some untoward accident recalled him to his de-
tention.

Harry Wharton opened the innings with Nugent.

Trumper tossed the ball to Solly Lazarus for the first
over. Bolly grinned as he received it. Solly was a bowler of
renown in g{hut‘tﬁﬂld, and he knew his powers. He fully
Lntendpril: to give the Greyfriars fellows an exhibition of the

at trick.

And his bowling started well—for Courtfield.

Frank Nugent stopped the first two balls, but the third
was & regular scorcher, and it gave him no chance. There
was a shout from all the Courtfield team as Nugent's leg
stump was whippﬂd out of the ground.

“ How's that "'

There was not much need to ask “how’ was * that.”

It was out—right out! Frank Nugent carried away his
almost unused bat dolefully.

“ Look out for that giddy Hebrew, he's a cough-drop !
Nugent eaid to Bob Cherry, who was next man in.

Bob nodded, and made his way to the wickets. Solly did
not capture Bob’s wicket in that over, but no runs were
taken ; Bob had enough to do to protect his sticks. But in
the next over, after a three by Wharton, Bob had the
bowling again, and he was caught out by Solly Lazarus
at point.

ﬁ?ﬂ down for three!

“ Not much of a beginning !" Fg:unted Bob Cherry to
Mark Linley, the next man in. * For goodness’ sake pile in
on the beggars, Markey!”

Mark nodded and smiled.

“I'll do my best,” he said.

But Mark Linley’s luck was out that day. Grahame, of
Courtfield, caught him out in the next over, after he had
taken five runs. Wharton had piled up a few as well, but
the ecore was not looking promising. Three of the best
bats were out.

The Courtfielders were looking very cheerful now; but the
faces of the Greyfriars Removites were very serious indeed.

*“ My only Uncle Tham !” said Solly Lazarus to Tramper.
“ I think thith ith going to be a walk-over.”

And Trumper rmmﬁ assent

“tBEmk up, Johnny!"” said Bob Cherry, as Johnny Bull
wensv 1n.

* What-ho !"" said Bull.

Bull was an obstinate batsman, not eepecially brilliant as
a run-getter, but to be relied upon to keep his end up. He
did keep it up, and Harry Wharton was quite ready and
able to contribute the necessary runs. Matters looked
brighter for the Remove now. lly Lazarus did his best
against Wharton and against Bull, but the wickets did not
go down, and the runs went up. The score was at fifty
when Jo]':lnn Bull was caught out at last.

The Greyfriars juniors gave him a cheer as he came off.
Wharton was well-set at the wicket now, and it looked as
if he would be not out for the whole of the innings.

The Remove batemen came in one after another, and
again fortune smiled upon the Courtfield fellows.

Solly Lazarue, now that Johmny Bull was got rid of,
seemed to be able to show his powers more effectively than
ever, and he took three wickets in quick succession, and a
3qllk from his side greeted the performance of the * hat
trick.”

S8even down for fifty-two! Even Dick Penfold fell to
Solly's bowling, with only six runs to his credit! Eight
down for fifty-eight! And Wharton was still batting AWAY
well, as if it was going to be the innings of his life.

But there was a shade of anxiety upon Harry's face.

It was useless his batting all through the innings, if his
comrades had such bad luck that there was nobody left to
keep the other end open.

Two moré wickets remained to fall—Bulstrode and Tom
Brown, the New Zealander. Wharton was sure of a good
partner for the finish, at all events. But—

Bulstrode did his best, but it was sheer ill-luck that
brought his wicket down. A stumble on the pitch, and the
ball got home in time after two had been run in safety—
and the stumps were wrecked. The ball came in from the
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hand of Grahame, true as a die, and it zave the wicket no
chance,

“ How's that 7"’ roared Grahame,

i {J'I.It !lj

Bulstrode gave Wharton a grim look along the pitch, and
carried out his bat,

* Last man in!"”

Tom Brown came down to the wickets.
fellows greeted him with a cheer.

" (Good old Brown! Play up, Frozen Mutton!”

“ Btick it out "

Tom Brown grinned. He meant to stick it out if he
could. Tom was a splendid bai, and Wharton was in his
finest form. There was no reason why their partnership
should not pull the game out of the fire after all. Wharton
had fully taken the measure of the bowling now, and he did
not believe that the Courtfielders could ehift him. And he
was not at all fatigued—to all appearance, at least, he was
as fresh as paint, and keen for his work.

** Stick it out, Browney ! he called along the pitch,

" You bet!” said the New Zealander.

Solly Lazarus went on to bowl énce more.

But Tom Brown had better luck, and he was in great

The Remove

form. He did not sit down under the bowling, either; he
knocked it right and left. And the betsmen made the run-
ning now,

Grahame bowled, but with no better result: and then
Trumper took the ball himself for an over: but then the last
state of Courtfield was worse than their first.

Both batsmen were hitting out in turn, and there was no
more stonewalling; the leather was always on the go, and
the fieldamen were given enough leather-hunting to last themn
for a considerable time.

The Remove fellows cheered loudly every hit.

“ Bravo, Browney!"

* Good old Wharton "

“ Good old Maari !

“ Hurrah! Well hit! Hurrah!"”

They roared out Wharton’s name, quite forgetful of the
fact, by this time, that Wharton was supposed to be under
detention in the Form-room,

Wharton himself had forgotten it.

He was thinking only of the ericket, and of holding out
that final struggle of the innings as long as possible, and
giving his side a good score before the innings closed.

The score was mounting up.

Ninety—ninety-four—ninety-six—a hundred! There was
a howl of delight from the Remaovites as the hundred was
turned. At least, they had something to go upon now, in
spite of the disastrous beginning of tﬁe innings. When the
Courtfielders came to bat, they were expected to knock up
at least a hundred. But the Remove had feared at first that
the visitors would have about fifty to beat. Wharton and.
Tom Brown had changed all that. The visitors would have
to make a good score if they were going to win. And the
runa were still being captured — a hundred and three — a
hundred and five—hundred and ten——

“Bravo! Pile ’em up!”

“(Go it, Wharton!"

*“ Hurrah !"

There was a ripple of hand-clapping round the field. Then
the cheering died down in eager interest as Solly went on
to bowl again. Not that the Grevfriars fellows believed that
he would touch Wharton's wicket. They were gleefully
anticipating a huge score, and the innings * declared ” in
order to give the Courtfielders time to bat.

But it was not to be !

In the excitement, no ome had noticel a stern figure
striding towards the ericket ground; and there was a gengral
start of dismay as a sharp voice rang out;

“ Wharton !

Wharton jumped.

In the keen excitement of the hard-fought match, and his
own splendid innings, he had completely forgotten the very
existence of Mr. Quelch. _

The sudden sharp voice of the Form-master brought him
back to realities,

** Wharton ! : ,

The junior swung round from the pitch., Mr, g_uelch, with
a stern and angry brow, raised his hand commandingly

“ Wharton! How dare you? Return to the Form-room
at once !”’

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

An Interrupted Innings!

KINNER had done his best.

S He had stood the test of Monsieur Charpentier’s
cursory examination, and doubtless if the surveillance
of the detained junior had been left to Mossoo nothing

untoward would have happened.

“THE Eﬂ!ﬁ?uﬂ.“



But msar. Quelch had returned to Greviriass, end on Lis
return he looked into the Form-room at once. Perhaps
some shout from the cricket-field, heard as he came in, had
warned him that the detained junior had broken bounds.

Skinner looked up in dismay at the Form master, and
looked down upon his work again hurriedly. He had littie
hope of being able to “spoof’ Mr. Quelch as he had
spoofed the French master. Mr. Quelch was a great deal too
lieen to be taken in so easily. But Skinner did Lis best. He
kept his face over ‘his work, and wrote away at a great rate;
and Mr. Quelch paused by his side and looked at him.

“ Wharton! Is that yvou, Wharton i’

Skinner groaned inwardly. Even in that shadowy corner
pf the Form-room, Mr. Quelch’s eyes were not to be deceived.
Indeed, Monsieur Charpentier would hardly have been
deceived if he had come as close as Mr. Quelch was now.
Skinner had only expected a glance from the door—a caré-
less glance. But Mr. Quelch was fairly standing over him
now—and he could see that it was not Harry Wharton sitting
at the desk.

““What does this mean " said Mr. Quelch harshly. * Look
uy. boy ! Don't hide your face liké that!"

Skinner looked up helplessly.

Mzr. ‘Quelch’s keen eyes travelled over-his made-up [ace.
The Remove fellows sometimes alluded to Mr. Quelch as
% Gimlet eves,” on account of the piercing quality of his
glance. His eyes seemed like red-hot gimlets to the unfor-
tunate Skinner just now. As Skinner said afterwards, he
could fairly feel them going through him.

“ Skinner !"” said Mr. Quelch,

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

“* What are vou doing here, Skinner "

“ W-w-w-working, sir!”

“ Where is Wharton ?"

““G-g-gone, sir!"’

Mr. Quelch frowned heavily. He understood it all now.

““What i1z your face made up in that ridiculous manner
for, Bkinner?"’

“ M-m-my face, sir!” stammered Skinner. A

“Yes; I presume you have taken Wharton’s place, in the
hope of passing for him if anyone should look into the Form-
room.”’

It was not of much use to deny it.

“ Ye-e-es, sir!” muttered Skinner,

‘*‘ Monsieur Charpentier has been here, 1 think 1"

“Ye-e-os, sir!”’

““ And he supposed you were Wharton "

“Ye-e-es, sir!"”

“ You took advantage of his short sight?”’ thundered the
Remove-master.

““ Ye-e-ps, sir

*“ And where 15 Wharton 7"

“Playing crvicket, sir!"”
chdn’t mean any harm, sir!
match, and—"

“ 8ilence ! Come here!”

Mr. Quelch stepped to his desk and picked up a cane.
Skinned followed him apprehensively. He was going to
“ catch 1it" now, and he ];mew it. Mr. Quelch was angrier
than Skinner ever remembered to have seen himn  before,
The Form-master had been severe, but he had reason for his
anger. His orders had been directly disobesed; the boy
he had detained had gone out to play cricket in spite of his
commands. It was only natural that Mr. Quelch should b
very much incensed. There was trouble to come for all
concerned ; and Skinner was to be the first victun, to take
the edge, as it were, off Mr. Quelch's wrath,

““ Hold out your hand, S8kinner! Now the other—now the
other again—and the other!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish !

Skinner simply wriggled. Two on each hand—and deadly
cuts! - The unfortunate junmior had never realised before
what an exceedingly hard, bitter man Mr. Quelch could be.

“QOw!" groane gkinﬂvr. “Ow! O-0-0-0h!”

“ Now, as you have chosen to detain vourself, S8kinner, 1
will not interfere with your detention,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly. “ You may remain here until eix o'clock, and writv
vut Latin verbs!”

“ Oh, sir!”

“Go to your place!”

Skinner returned to his place. Mr. Quelch left the Form-
room, closing the door after him. BSkinner sut groaning and
rubbing his hands at the desk,

Mr. Euolﬂh strode down to the ericket-ground,

His brows were kmtted, and his eyes were gleaming with
anger under them. As a rule, Mr. Quelch showed vvery con-
sideration to the juniors in their sports. But he felt that it
was time to put his foot down now. He could not allow hi-
orders to be openly disregarded.  And his arrival upon the
cricket-ground spread dismnay among the juniors.

The Courtfield fellows looked on in surprise.

Solly Lazarus had been about to bowl at Harry Wharton's
wicket, and if he had delivered the ball at the moment the
wicket would certainly have gone down, as Wharton stood
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staring blankly towards his Form-master, But Bolly gener-
ously held his hand. He would not take advantage of the
trouble that had fallen upon the home side. _

Mr. Quelch made a commanding gesture to the captain
cof the Remove, .

“Wharton!"”

“Yes, sir,”" stammered Harry.

“You left the Form-room directly against my orders.”

‘“ Yes, eir.”

“ You will be punished. Now return at ounce!”

Wharton hesitated.

His Form-master's word, of course, was law; but—but
the Remove still wanted some more runs to make their
victory secure against the possible score of the visitors. 1t
seemed a sin and a shame to break off his innings before the
finish. He cast a helpless glance at his chums. But they
could not help him. ey were all looking dismayed and
angry. But there seemed to be nothing to be done

Mr. Quelch raised his voice sharply.

“Do you hear me, Wharton "’

““Ye-es, sir!”

““Then obey me instantly !" . _

Still the captain of the Remove did not leave the ?m:hi
The teams and the crowd were looking on with tense faces.
For a moment it seemed as though Wharton intended to
defy his Form-master.

“*Wharton ! | _ [

“ Won't you let me finish the innings, sir !"’ said Wharton,
appealingly. * It won’t take long now! We don't want the
side beaten, sir!"

“ Nonsense !"

“It’s the last wicket——""

““ Go to your Form-room at once!” _

Mr. Quelch’s voice rang out sharply and uncompromis-
ingly.

%‘ne brief moment of hesitation, and then Harry Wharton
put his bat under his arm, and walked off the pitch, looking
neither to the right nor left.

There was a loud murmur on the field.

‘““ Bhame !"

Mr. Quelch affected not to hear that murmur. He turned
and followed Wharton in the direction of the School House.

“ 1 sav, thia is rotten!” said Trumper, when the s 11 of
<ilence was broken by the disappearance of Ilarry Wharton
into the House. * Of course, you chaps can play a substi-
tute to finish the innings.”

“ Thanks!" said Tom Brown.

And a Remove fellow was put on in Whartoa's place. But
it was useleas. That brilliant innings was rum?d: and at
the second ball the substitute was out for a duck’s egg; and
the innings closed for a hundred and ten for all wickets.

And a gloom had fallen upon the Remove team. which
dashed their spirits, and made a very perceptible difference
te their form. . : ;

Harry Wharton's chums were feeling anxious about him,
and the other fellows were fecling the gloomy cffects of Mr.
Quelch's interference in the game; and the bowling and
fielding of the Remove team were by no means up to their
usual level.

The Courtfielders had a good score to equal; but they
luooked like equalling it, if not surpassing it. '

The game went on; and meanwhile, Harry W harton had
re-cntered the Remove Form-room, to which he had hoped
to return before Mr. Quelch came home—after the match.
fle had not known precisely when the Form-master would
veturn; and Mr. Quelch hacly come back unfortunately early,
that was all. Wharton’s face was dark and gloomy. He had
strong doubts now about the result of the mateh, and he
knew what a depressing effect the incident would have upon
his team, just at the time when they needed all their spirit
and vigour. Perhaps the trouble in the boy s face touched
Mr. Quelch a little, for his voice was less harsh as he spoke
to him in the Form-room.

“ You have done very wrong, Wharton.”

The junior was silent.

“ You are the head boy of your Form, and you have set
an example of disobedience and defiance of authority to all
the other boys,” s=aid Mr. Quelch. *‘ Surely you sce for
vonrself that you have done wrong, Wharton.” s
"1 suppose so, sir,” said Harry wearily. “I'm willing to
tike my punishment.” >

““ You are sorvy for what you have done, T trust!?

“‘ T had to play up for Greyfriars, sir.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“ T have caned S8kinner,” he said. ‘I shall now cane vou,
Wharton. I am sorry to have to do so, but you have left me
no alternative. Hold out your hand.” _

Wharton obeved in silence. He did not even wince under
the stinging cuts of the cane. 3

A Splendid Complete Tale of Harry
llml‘h‘l-mrh;\rl & Co, Order Early.
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“You will remain here until six o'clock,” said Mr. Quelch.

“ Very well, sir.”

“Can I trust you to remain, Wharton, or must I lock the
door " said the Remove-master sternly,

Wharton flushed.

“ 1 will remain, sir."”

“ Very well; T take vour word.”

And Mr, Quelch went out of the Form-room.

Harry *Wharton sat down gloomily at his desk. Skinner,
rubbing his aching hands, grinned at him ruefully.

“I did my best, Wharton !"* he said.
Wharton nodded without speaking. He was exasperated
with  Mr. Quelch, and exasperated with circumstances
geperally. But it was all Skinner's fault that the trouble
had arisen at all: it was all due to the hfurl-:guaa'd];.r conduct
of the cad of the Remove. But for Skinner's excursion out of
bounds on Monday night, Wharton woul not have been in
his Form-master’s black books, and the present trouble would
not have occurred. If Courtfield defeated Greyfriars Remove,
it would be due to Skinner; and Harry Wharton was not
inclined to speak to the cause of all the trouble. He settled
down glumly and wearily to write out Latin verbs, cheered
ouly by the echoes of distant shouts from the cricket-field,

————y

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Shocked |

IX o'clock rang out at last from the clock-tower of Grey-
friars, and Harry Wharton rose from his desk in the
Form-room.

The (‘ourtfield match was not vet over, as the loud
houts from (he cricket-field had told him. Courtfield were
still batting, and they were apparently going strong.
Wharton hurried out of the Form-room without & word to
Skinper, who followed in a more leisurely way.

" Master Wharton!”” Trotter, the house-page, met Harry
‘n the passage. ** Telegram for you, sir.”

Wharton took the. telegram.

Telegraims for juniors were not common at the school, and
Wharton opened it immediately, with a fear in his breast that
perhaps it meant bad news from home. But the telegram
was not from home. The initials “ J. G.” at the end caught

15 eye at once, and he knew that it was from his unknown
correspondent. “ J. G.” had fixed an appointment with him
for that afterncon at four o'clock, i the Qld Spinney.
Wharton had utterly forgotten the circumstance in the stress
of more important matters that he had to think about.

But the telegram recalled it to his mind. He read through
the message with amazement and growing anger.

8 e i)

CONTRASTS.—No, 16.

THE OLD-FASHIONED JESTER AND CLOWN, AND—

“ Harry Wharton,—I give you one more chance. Come
o the Spinney at seven o'elock. Otherwise, I come to Grey-
u - i PF

friars to sce you, J. G,

Wharton erumpled the telegram in his hand.

“ s 1t some lunatic?” he muttered. ** Blessed if I can
understand it ! Must be off his rocker, whoever he is!”

He thrust the telegram into the pocket of the blazer he was
wearing, and hurried out of the house, and down to the
cricket-field.

A shout greeted him—a shout from the members of the
(Wourtfield team. It was not addressed to him, but to
Trumper. Trumper and Grahame were at the wickets, and
all the Courtfielders had not batted yet. They were not
wanted to bat, either. The shout u% the Courtfield party
showed Wharton what had happened.

“ Well run, Trumper !"

‘“ Bravo, Grahame !

““ Hurrah !

It was the hundred-and-eleventh run! Courtfield had run
up the score, and won the match: with four wickets still in
hand. The Greyfriars Remove score had been at & hundred
and ten. Courtfield had won—with four wickets to spare.
That was the news that greeted Harry Wharton as he
arrived on the cricket-ground.

The Courtfielders were jubilant.

Greyfriars Remove were far from sharing their feelings.
They had had cruel luck. If their captain had not been called
away, the last partnership in the Greyfriars innings would
have lasted much longer—resulting in a score, probably, that
the Courtfielders could not have beaten.

It was hard luck—hard indeed! Courtficld had won, and
the Greyfriars juniors, who could take a licking cheerfully
enough under ordinary conditions, felt specially ** rotten ™
about this one, because they need not have lost but for un-
toward circumstances,

** Licked I'" grunted Bob Cherry, as Wharton came up.

*“ Diddled and done !"" said Johnny Bull. * What a bit of
rotten luck it was, Quelchy turning up like that! Why
couldn't he stay out all the afternoon 7"’

“Why couldn’t he fall under a tram or
groaned Bulstrode.

“ Well, it can't bo helped,” said Harry. * Better luck
next time,"

“ All Skinner’s fault,” growled Johnny Bull. * If he had
owned up to Quelchy, 1t would have been all right.”

“ Too late to think of that now."

‘““ He ought to be scragged!”

““ No good scragging him now the match is lost,”” said
Wharton quietly. * After all, he did his best, in o way,
Don’t let Courtfield see you looking down in the mouth.”

something ¥
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| Harry “'It_arfun looked into the open study with amazemznt. * What on earth’s the matter?" he exclaimed.

“We're going to bump Skinner until he owns up, and gets you off to play in the match this afternoon!” said

- e— = ——

And the juniors contrived to conceal their chagrin from
the eyes of Trumper & Co.; but after the Courtfield team
had departed, they growled to their heart’s content.

Harry Wharton went into the pavilion for his clothes. He
had changed in the pavilion before the match, and when he
was ordered back to the Form-room he had had to go there
at once, in his flannels and blazer. His Etons were, there-
fore, still in the dressing-room, and he went in for them. ‘He
gave a start as he cntered.

Billy Bunter was there,

The Remove team had mostly gone down to the gates with
Trumper & Co., to sc¢ them off, and Bunter had evidently
found that his epportunity for sneaking into the dressing-
room unobserved.

Wharton looked at him in amazement.

Billy Bunter did not see hini at the door. The fat junior
was going through the pockets of Wharton's jacket, a% it
hung on a peg.

The captain of the Remove stood rooted to the ground.

Nilly Bunter was a thorough young rascal in some respects ;
but Wharton would never have suspected him of theft; -and
vet it certainly looked like it. What had Bunter stolen into
the pavilion for, and why was he going through the pockets
of Wharton's jacket?

Wharton stood still, wondering, 1f Bunter, in his need for
cash, had taken this method of raising it, there was trouble
waiting for him, But Wharton could hardly believe 1t, and
he was willing to give the fat junior the benefit of the doubt,
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Johnny Bull, (5:¢ Chapler 4.)

S0 he did not interfere for the moment, but waited to see
what Bunter would do.

Bunter had his back to him, and did not look round,

The Owl of the Remove gave a grunt of satisfaction, and
drew out his fat band full of fragments of paper.

“Got it !" _ e

He spread the fragments out on a chair, piecing them
together, with the evident desire to read the letter they had
formed.

Wharton smiled. ,

The first unavoidable impression, on seeing Bunter going
through his pockets, was that the Owl of the Remove was
dishonest. Bunter had laid himself open to that suspicion
without a thought, in this oblusencss. And Wharton was
rlad encugh to find that that suspicion, at least, was unjust.
Bunter was playing the spy as usual.

Wharton remembered the letter he had received from the
mysterious J. G.—the second letter from that unknown
individual, which he had torn up. He had placed the frag-
ments in his pocket, because he was indoors at the time, and
could not very well throw them on the floor, intending to
throw them away later, but he had had plenty of other things
to think about, and had entirely forgotten the matter.

Billy Bunter had evidently not forgotten it.

He meant to know what was in that letter; and he was
taking a method which recommended itself to his pecular
mstinets,

“ The Old Spinney—meet—"" murmured Bunter, pie¢ing
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the letter together on the chair bit by bit, and too absorbed
to sec Wharton at the door, or to observe that Bob Cherry
and Nugent had joined him there. * Good! I'll have the
lot soon! They're jolly well not going to keep these rotten
secrets from me!"

The chums of the Remove grinned. 1

It seemed so utterly absurd, that Bunter should be ]f'liemn_g
the letter together under their eyes, ignorant o their
preseuce, and muttering his comments i their hearmg, with-
out being aware that they heard, that the juniors eould
hardly restrain a roar of laughter. ¥t was impossible to be
angry with Billy Bunter. One ngght as well angry with
Myrs. Mimble's poodle, or Nugent minor's white rabbit.

" Rotters!” Bunter went on murmuring, blissfully uncon-
scious of the fact that the three juniors had entered the room
and were advancing u him on tiptoe from behind.
““ There's something jolly fishy about this, and I'm going to
look into it. It's my duty to look into it. ‘That rotter
Wharton Yaroooh !V

Bunter’s mutterings were suddenly interrupted.

He was grasped from behind by three pairs of hands, and
bumped on the floor with a sudden and terrific bump, which
knocked every ounce of breath out of his fat body. His
spectacles slid down his fat little nose, and he Hﬁod and
g‘nﬁped helplessly.

Ow-groo! Groo! Ow! Yow! Yah! Yowp! Oh!"
** Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ow! You beast! You—you rotters! Yowp!”

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

“Ow! You beast!

*“*Go hon!

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton collected up the fragments of the letter, placed
them upon a saucer that happened to be on the table, and
applied a match to them. Billy Bunter blinked at him, too
breathless to rise and make an attempt to rescue the precious
fragments. The last pieces of the mysterious letter were
consumed in a few seconds.
. " Ow!" groaned Bunter. " You beasts! What did you
jump on me hke that for! Ow!"”

.. You were spying into my letter I'" said Wharton sternly,

s ;l'E—I wu.sift].l I—I 3 3 i it

" You took those pieces of paper from m et?"

“I1—I found thempnu the ﬂncl::” Lt

" Why, you awful Ananias, I watched you taking them out

WE Gﬂ ﬂ- !ﬂ-
You—you rotters! Yowp!™

of my pocket!” exclaimed Harry Wharton indignantly.,
“Ahem! I—I mean—I—I'm rather shocked at you,
Wharton !

“What !"” yelled Wharton.

" Bhecked at you!' said Bunter firmly. “It's rotten to
play the Sﬁj" like that.”

** Play the spy !’ said Wharton dazedly, * 11"

“Yes, you! You've admitted it. You sneaked in here
and watched me "

“Why, you—you—you fat rotter!” howled Wharton. “I
=aw you rummaging in my pockets. If I'd collared you on
the spot, you'd iare been supposed to have been stealing.
I gave you a chance. Any fellow would have thought you
were after money, not after some old pieces of paper.”
I —————
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““Oh, really, Wharton——""

“ You'll get into trouble, real trouble, with your rotten
spying, one of these days,” went on the indignant junior.
** Buppose 1 had lost some money, and then found vou rum-
maging in my pockets, I should think vou'd taken it,
naturally.” .

“No good trying to brazen it out,” said Bunter, picking
himself up gingerly.

" Brazem 1t out!” _

" Yes; that's what you're doing. T've told you I'm
shocked, and I am. I should never have thought yvou'd have
descended to it!” said Billy Bunter, with lofty scorn. * 1
know you fellows don’t have the same high ideals that I
have !

“ Great Scott!"”

" Do your high ideals make you sneak into other fellows'
pockets, and read other fellows' letters?'’ roared Bob Cherry.

“Ahem! No good trying to beg the question,’” said
Bunter. “ You spied on me. I'm shocked at you. I may
say 1 despise youw. I'm sorry to see you fellows furn out
like this. I repeat that I'm shocked. That’s all!”

And Bunter turned away with an air of great dignity.

The e¢hums of the Remove were speechless for a moment,
Bunter’s cool " cheek"” took their breath away. That a
fellow caught in the act of spying should accuse those who
had caught him of being spies was a little too ‘' thick.”
Bob Cherry was the first to recover himself. He rushed at
Bunter as the fat junior reached the door, and captured him.

* 80 yvou're ahn-c{cad,. Bunter?'' he demanded.

“Yes, I am! Leggo!"

““Not yet; you're going to have another shock.”

“Ow! Leggo! I—I—yah!”

“ Kick him out,” said Bob, * all together, and as hard as
you can. Imagine you're kicking for goal in a cup-tie! Now,
then—one, two, three!”

" Yarooh !”

Three feet were planted at the same moment behind Billy
Bunter, and he shot through the doorway like a stone from

a catapult.
“Yarooch! Ow! Groogh!”
““Ha, bha, ha!"

* Do you want another shock, Bunter?”
Bunter didn't! He picked himself up and fled.

¢ o ———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
(On the Track—And Off!

ARRY WHARTON changed,. and came out of the

H pavilion with his chums. There was a thoughtful cx-

pression upon his face. The clock in the old tower

indicated half-past six, and the telegram in his pocket

had made the appointment—for the third time—for seven
o'clock.

Harry Wharton was thinking about that. He was in a
state of exasperation that afternoon—everything had gone
wrong. The Courtfield match had been lost, he was in dis-
grace with his Form-master, and now this unknown man—
evidently a rascal—was worrying him with threats of he did
not know what. It would J{aw? been a satisfaction to the
worried junior to administer a licking to somebody who was
responsible for his worries. The Courtfield cricketers were
not proper objects of resentment, and he could not lick Mr.
Quelch. So his thoughts turned to the unknown man who
was sending him threatening letters. And he communicated
his idea to his chums.

“I've had a telegram from * J..G.,"" he said.

“My hat!"" said Bob.

““He orders me to meet him in the Old Spinney at seven,
and says it’s my last chance, or he's coming to Greyfriars.”

* Great Scott !” _

““ What on earth can it mean?” said Nugent in wonder.

Wharton's brow was dark.

“ I don’t know what it means,”’ he said. * But it’s plain
enough that the man is threatening me. Look at the tele-
gram. Either he’s mistaken me for somebody else, or he's
got an idea into his head that I'm a soft kind of chap who
can bo threatened.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

““He's off the mark there,” he observed,

“ Yes, rather. I'm getting fed up with his letters and
telegrams. I was thinking I might as well keep the appoint-
ment.

“Keep it !I" exclaimed Nugent,

“Yes. It's pretty clear that the thing isn't a joke—the
man, whoever im is, is trying to frighten me, and I suppose
hs wants to extort money—that's the only reason he can
have, I should say. Well, let's go and meet him. If he's
anything like my size, I'll give him a jolly good hiding !"

** Hear, hear!"

** If he's too big for me to tackle, you fellows can lend me
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a hand, and we’ll rag the scoundrel, and duck lim 1 a
ditch, and teach him not to try to blackmail Greyfriars
chaps.”

“p.]-:-l]y rood wheeze,” said Bob Cherry heartily. * Count
me 1m. He may not be alone, though. Might as well take
zil the family."”

“¥Yes, that's a good idea. Call Johnny and Inky.”

Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were willing
¢nough to join the expedition, as soon as the matter was ex-
plained to them.

The Famous Five walked out .of the gates of Greyfriars
together.

The letters, and the telegram that had followed, mystified
the Uo. utterly. The only plausible explanation seemed to
o that ** I. (3." was a blackmailer, who was secking to gain
his ends by threats. In that case, the sooner he was stopped
and punished the better.

A boy of a weaker or softer nature than Wharton's might
haye been scared by his letters, especially a boy who had
secrets to keep—such as Skinner, for expample. It would
have been wiser, perhaps, for the juniors to place the matter
in their Form-master’s hands; but Harry Wharton was not
specially anxious to see his Form-master again just then. His
relations with Mr. Quelch were very strained. Besides, the
famous Co. were accustomed to relying upon themselves. If
tho man was a blackmailer, they would deal out his punish-
ment, and give him a severe lesson. If he turned out to be a
practical jokdr, they would convince him that practical jokes
of that kind were barred. _

‘* Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” murmured Bob Cherry, locking back
as the five juniors swung down the road. '‘ Bunter!”

The Co. glanced back.

Billy Bunter had followed them out of the gates. The {at
junior was trudging down the lane after them, his spectacles
gleaming in the sun,

Wharton made an angry gesture.

Billy Bunter was evidently on the track! His curiosity
was excited, and when Billy Bunter was curious, he was not
to be stopped. He had read enough of the torn letter to
know that someone had made an appointment with Wharton,
atid he had guessed that the Famous Five were going out to
keep it. And Bunter meant to be on the scene, and know
what it was all about.

The Owl of the Remove did not see the juniors looking
back. He was too short-sightéd for that. He did not know
that they had spotted him,

“ Inquisitive beast!” growled Johnny Bull

““He's tracking us down,” grinned Bob Cherry. ‘' One
pood turn deserves another, Let's give him a little run!”

The juniors grinned, and started off again. This time they
were careful not to look back, in case Bunter should see that
liis pursuit was discovered. They entered the wood, and the
fat junior, flattering himself that he was quite unobserved,
followed upon the track, Bob Cherry led the way, and
pfuaﬁ:d where a woodland stream was crossed by a single
plank.

““This is where Bunter gets wet,”” he remarked.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors crossed the stream by the plank, and halted,
under cover of a rthass of leafy bushes, ‘

A few minutes later there was a puffing and panting sound,
something like a motor-car climbing a very steep ascent,
and Bunter came rolling through the underwoods.

Ho halted at the edge of the stream, and blinked round
him, and blinked at the plank, and blinked across the water.

The juniors were not in sight. Billy Bunter mopped his
brow with a large spotted handkerchief. The pursuit had
winded him.

““ Beasts !"" he murmured. * This isn't the way to the Old
Spinney. I wonder if they're going round in case they're
spotted? This is blacker than I thought. They must havé
gone across the plank. There's no other way on.”

And Billv Bunter started to cross the plank.

He had just reached the middle of it, when Bob Cherry
appeared from the bushes on the other side, and stooped over
the end of the plank where it rested in the thick ferns.

Billy Bunter halted.

‘“Hold on!"” he roared.

“T'm holding on,”” said Bob, grasping the end of the plank
with both hands. ** It's you that had better hold on, Bunty—
if you've got anything to hold on to. I'm going to shift the
plank. I'm afraid you'll get wet.”

* Leggo!"” roared Bunter in alarm,

Bob looked surprised.

“Which do you want me to do?" he demanded. * Hold
on or let go—you’ve asked me to do both. You don’t make
vour meaning clear, my dear Bunter!"

“Ow! Let that plank alone!” yelled the Owl of the
Remove., He was in the middle of the plank, and he dared
not advance, and it was difficult to retreat. Bob Cherry had
conly to twist the plank to hurl him into the water, The
water, it i3 true, was shallow—not more than twelve or four-
teen inches deep. But Bunter disliked water at any time,
and a bath with his clothes on did not appeal to him at all.
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“I'll try to please you,” said Bob. ‘' I'll hold on first—
while I shift the plank—and then I'll let go—when you're
in the water. Will that do?”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“leggo! Chuckit! 1 say, Bob, old fellow—Cherry, you
beast—ow—yarooh !

Splash !

The plank tilted, and Billy Bunter sprawled off wildly.
He went into the water with a terrific splash. The juniors
on the bank yelled with luughter. Billy Bunter's fat, red
face came up out of the water, which streamed -down his
face and hair and spectacles,

“Ow, ow, ow! Help! I'm drowning!”

“Good! Let’'s pelt him while he drowns!" said Nugent,
heartlessly, dr&gging up a turf,

““Ha, ha, ha!’

Whiz! Whiz! Bplash! Splash! Biff!

Bunter roared as the turves splashed in the water round
him. He scrambled out of the stream, and sprawled gasp-
ing on the bank. Bob Cherry set the pinnk straight again.

‘* Bafe now, Bunter,” he called out; ' try again!"”

Bunter snorted. Not for wealth untold would he have
attempted crossing that plank again while Bob Cherry was
anywhere near at hand. .

““ Better run home,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“You'll catch cold, Bunter! The sooner you change your
clothes the better !’

“Ow! DBeasts!"”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha !’ ]

Wharton’s advice was too good not to be taken. Billy
Bunter set off as fast as his fat little legs could carry him,
leaving a wet trail on the grass. And the Famous Five,
relieved of the tracker on their trail, went on their way
cheerfully to the Old Spinney.

— e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Unknownl

2 HERE he 18!"”

Bob Cherry whispered the words.

The chums of the Remove had approached the Old

Spinney cautiously. The wooderaft they had learned

in their training as Boy 8couts stood them in tbaafi '
now. They did not intend to let the unknown “J. G.”
become aware of their approach until they had seen him
and scanned him. They wanted to know with whom
exactly they had to deal, before they tackled him.

The juniors peered through the bushes as Bob pointed the
man out. As yet the screen of leaves and twigs hid them
from his sight. .

They regarded him curiously. The man was standing there
evidently waiting—leaning against a tree, and smoking a
cigar—a strong cigar, of which the scent reached the jumiors
where they had stopped. He was the only person in sigh
and it was a lonely spot—and it was just seven. There coul
be no doubt that this was the mysterious “‘J. G.”” who had
sent two letters and a telegram to Harry Wharton at Grey-
friars.

Who was he? None of the juniors knew him by sight.
He was a man of about.thirty, with a hard face a
square jaw, and little keen, grey eyes that gleamed under
bushy brows. He wore a velveteen jacket and gaiters,
looked something like a gamekeeper in appearance. The
juniors knew by sight a good many of the keepers in the
vicinity, but they cfid not remember having seen this man
before.

“That must be the chap!” murmured Nugent

““ There's nobody else here,” said Wharton. ' I suppose
that's J. G.?7 Looks something of a rotter, to judge by his
chivvy." ,

. ﬁma rotterfulness is terrific, to judge by his esteemed
and ludicrous chivvy,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“You chaps wait here,”” said Harry. “I'll go and see
what he wants first. If there’s trouble, you'll be ready i

“* What-ho !I"

“ Lie low till I call you, then.”

And, leaving his chums in c¢aver, near enough to hear
what should be said between them, Harry Wharton
approached the stranger under the tree.

As he pushed his way through the thicket, the man started
and glanced up. ) _

A gleam of satisfaction came into his eyes as he caught
sight of Wharton. ;

“Ha! You have come?"" he exclaimed.

Wharton nodded calmly.

“ Looks like it, doesn’t 1t?"" he said.

“You are Harry Wharton!” the man asked, eyeing ﬂ'in

A Bplendid Complete Tale of Harry
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junior searchingly, looking him over from top to toe as if
to assure himeelf of his identity.

“That iz my name."

“You got my letters 7"

“Yes: if you are the man who signed himeelf J. G.”

“You know I am J. GG. !

“I know it now you tell me,” assented Wharton. ““T camae
here after your telegram.”

“Why did you not come yesterday, ss I told you?”
demanded the man grufiiy,

"I didn’'t choose to !

“"What '

“Didn’t you hear what T said?" asked Wharton calmly,
“I didn't choose to. I thoucht the letter was from SO0
fool playing a practical joke, or from some rascal trying to
threaten. me. [In either case it wasn't worth taking any
notice of !
" The man's eyes gleamed savauely,

“You seem to have picked up more nerve than you had
the last time I saw you, Master Harry Wharton,” he said
savagely, biting his lip.

" The last time you saw me!" repeated Harry.

* Yes, vyou young rascal !”

Wharton turned erimson.

“You scoundrel !" he excliimed.
me names!"

The man stared at him. The astonishment in his face was
80 evident that Wharton's anger changed to amazement,
What did this man know of him, or fancy that he knew of
him? It was borne very clearly in upon Wharton's mind
that there was a mistake somewhere—though what it was
he could not guess.

“ Who ave you?" demanded Wharton, as the man did not
speak, but continued to stare at him blankly. * What have
you written to me for? What does it mean ? Why did you
want me to come here 7"

“One question at a time, young master,” said the man,
rn;:-ﬁw-ring himself. *“ As to who I am, you know very
w .u

“I do not even know your name." said Harry.

Again that stare of amazement.

"1 begin to think you are out of your senszes,'’ said the
man slowly. *“ My name is Jem Gadd, and you know it
well enough, as I told you myself.”

s %nu told me 1" repeated Wharton,
LK E'E..”

" When?" asked Harry.
scen vou before.”

* You voung liar !

Smack !

Harry Wharton's open hand came full across the man's
rough face, and Jem Gadd started back with a howl of razse.

“That's for calling me a liar!" said Harry Wharton, his
eyes blazing,

The man made a movement as if to spring upon him.
but he controlled himself. FHis eves scintillated as he fixed
them on the junior.

“You—you " he muttered. “Wait a ‘ittle—wait a
little! I will make you pay for that: but—but we'll have
this out first! I think you are mad! Yoeu say vou have
never secn me before 7

“ Never that I know of, and I never want to s you
again!" said Wharton contemptuously. The junior was
standing warily upon his guard. He did not trust Mr. Jem
Gadd an inch. *T did not come here ause I was scared
by your letters, as you have fancied. 1 came here to tell
you what I think of vou, and to give you something to
remember me by, you villain "

“ It was dark,” muttered the man. his eves scanning Whar-
ton’s face. * It was very dark; but—but—you are the same
build—and your name is Harry Wharton 7"’

" My name'is Harry Wharton,” said the juiior,

“You belong to Greyfriars School ="

“Certainly 1 do!™

““Then there can be no mistake. You are tryving to bluff
me,” said Jem Gadd savagely. * Now, stop this game!
II don’t know what you mean by it, but stop 1t! Do you
1ear 7"’

“ What game 1"

" This pretending you don’t know me !”

“I don’t know vou!"” said Wharton.

' Chuck it, I tell you!"” said Jem Gadd between his teoth.
“Chuck it, you young fool. Listen to me. You've raised
your hand to me—""

I'll raise it again for the same cause "' said Harry.

“You—you dare to call

“As far as I know, I've never

me—you are in my power—right under my thumb—and I
can put the screw on of I like !

" Under your thumb!” repeated Harry.

“Yes,” said Jem Gadd, - right under my thumb, and you
know it. You dare not quarrel with me, and you know that,
too !’

“It doesn't look like it, though, does it?" said Harry,
contemptuously. ' I'm beginning to think you are mad, or
you have mistaken me for somebody else.”

Jem Gadd smeered.

" 8o that's the game, is it?" he said. “It was dark, I
know; but you can’t palm off a varn like that on me !”

“ Dark—when—where 7" said Wharton, puzzled. * Are
you dotty ¥’

Jem Gadd burst into a scoffing laugh.

“1 tell you it won't work!” he exclaimed. * Don't you

understand? It won't work! You are under my thumb.”

“In what way?!" asked Wharton, in wonder, almost
inclined to belicve that the man was indeed out of his
BENSES.

“ Suppose,” said Gadd, with low and angry emphasis—
“euppose that I went up to the scheol—suppose I told
your headmaster what I know " : 1

And he leered at the boy triumphantly, as if expecting
him to be crushed under the mere suggestion. But Wharton
only stared at him wide-eyed. )

‘“* Tell my headmaster what you know 1" he said.

“ Yes, my pippin. What then?"

“What then? I suppose Dr. Locke would have you
thrown out, if vou came playing the fool at Greyfriars, or
you might be locked up,’”” eaid Wharton. “ What can you
tell my headmaster? I don’t keep any deadly secrets from
him, that I know of. I've done nothing to be ashamed of.”

“ Nothing 7" sneered Gadd. ““My eve! What a nerve!
You mean to say that you don't care if I came up to the
school 7"’

**1 don’t care a rap!"

“Not if 1 see vour headmaster ?"

“ Why should I care?” demanded Wharton.

‘ Because,” said Gadd savagely—** because what I should
tell him would be enough to get you turned out of the
échool, if not zent to prison.”

Wharton looked at him fixedly. The man spoke with
such intense and trinmphant earnestness that it was evident
he believed what he was saying. But why he should imagine
that he had any power to disgrace Wharton with his head-
master was a mystery. Had he mistaken Harry Wharton
for someone else—Vernon-8mith, perhape? The Bounder
of Greyfriars had certainly done many things to be expelled
for, if the Head discovered them, though the Bounder was
always very carcful indeed to cover up his tracks. But
then, Wharton did not resemble the Bounder in the least,
and again, the man called him by name—his own name! [If
the man had made a mistake in the person, how could he
make a mistake in the name? There was no one else named
Wharton at Greyfriars College.

There was a short silence. Wharton broke it.

** 50 you think you know something about me that would
get me into trouble if you betrayed me to my headmaster 7"’
he asked slowly.

“1 don’t think—]I know !’

“ You've made some sort of an idiotic mistake,” said
Harry. * I’ve done nothing that I should mind Dr. Locke
knowing. But even if it were so, what then? What do you
want with me? You didn't ask me to come here simply for

‘the pleasure of telling me that, did you?"

Jem Gadd grinned.

“ Not exactly,” he said.
ness [

“'Well 7" said Harry quietly.

It was his cue now to let the man eay what he wanted.
Gadd had made an egregious error, in some way Wharton
did not understand —he fancied that the junior was in his
power—and he intended to use his power—for what? That
was what Harry Wharton wanted to know. It was pretty

lain—the man had a purpose to serve—and his purpose was
Elar-]-:mait. But the junior wished to hear it from his own
lips, so that there could be no possible mistake, before he
acted.

“ You admit 1t, then?" demanded Gadd.

“I don’t admit anything. I want to know what you want
with me, that’'s all %"

“An old want—money !” grinned Gadd, quite at his ease
now. " It's going to be a bargain. You'll make it worth
my while, and I'll keep iny mouth ghut. Understand 27

" Now, we're coming to busi-

“You've raised your hand to me,” said Jem Gadd unheed- “I understand!” said Ilarry. “ How much do you
ing. “ Never mind; I ean look over it, if you do the sensible want ¥’ ‘ , I~ ik .
thing now. You were tryinz to bluff me, and I ecan look " Now you're talking senze!” said Gadd. Never mind
over it.  But drop it now! T'm fed-up with it! Understand  that slap on the mug—you were trying to bluff me, and I
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don’t bear malice, now you've come round. Talk business
to me, and I'm vour man! [ want a fiver now.,”

“ Five pounds!”

“* That's tke figure. I may want more later on,” grinned
Gadd; “I'll let you know.”

“ Where do you think a junior schoolboy is going to get
five pounds for you!” asked Harry Wharton, still very
quietly—a quietness that would have put Jem Gadd on his
guard, if Mr. Gadd had been a little less satisfied at his
supposed success,

“Oh, you can get it!" said Gadd. ‘‘ Write home for it;
I'm a reasonable man, and I'll wait for a day or two, if it's
understood. Say you want it for clothes, or mew boots—
amything you like—or borrow it—or——" He lowered his
voice instinctively, though he did not think there was any-
one but Wharton within hearing. ** Collar it!”

“ Collar it—how 1"

“ There are plenty of rich boys in your school, and I
suppose they don't all lock up their money,” eaid Gadd,
with a grin.

Wharton drew back a pace. The man's business made
him feel almost sick. Gadd misunderstood his silence,

“ Or give me a chance,” he said. **I'm an old hand at
that game—give me a chance to get into the place—one
night—late—you understand ?"’

“ I understand, you scoundrel!” said Wharton, his voice
vibrating with anger and scorn, “ You think you have
some hold over me, and you want to make me a thief to
hand you money. If you had a hold over me, you rascal, I
should defy you. But you haven't. 1 came here to find
out who you were, and what you wanted, and to punish you
if it was anvthing of this sort. Now you're going to get it
in the neck!”

“ What! What—you—"'

“ Come on!" shouted Wharton.

He leaped at the rascal, and scized him; and at the
same moment the hidden juniors came tearing out of cover.

Gadd uttered a savage oath.

He made a fierce effort to throw Wharton off ; but before
he could do so the Greyfriars fellows were upon him.

“ Down him !"" roared Bob Cherry.

And Gadd went with a crash to the ground, with the
juniors sprawling over him.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Rascal Well Punished!

" OWXN the cad "
** 8it on his head !”
Gadd roared and struggled furlously.
le:-erflul fellow, and he would have given one or
two of the juniors a very severe tussle. But the five of them
were much too much for him.

The rascal sprawled in the deep grass, and Bob Cherry
sat on his chest, and Nugent stood on hie legs, and Johnny
}Eiull, and Hurree Singh grasped his arms and held them
ast.

The man wriggled and cursed in vain. Harry Wharton,
panting « little, stood looking down at the rascal with
gleaming eyes.

“ 1 think we've got you now,’” he remarked, * and we'll
teach vou a leseon about blackmailing Greyfriars chaps, you
scoundrel !’

A torrent of curses replied.

“ Shut nim up !’ said Harry, in diegust.

Bob Cherry grasped up a chunk of grass by the roots,
En-lfhiimmned it into the open and eloquent mouth of Jem

add.

Mr. Gadd spluttered furicusly, and the torrent of hie
eloquence was checked.

“ Gerrogh—groogh—gug-gug !

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ That puts the stopper on,”” grinned Bob. ‘ Gaddy my
man, you mustn't swear. you ewear you won't catch any
fish, yvou know; but you'll catch something else. What are
we going to do with the awful rascal, Harry ?"

Wharton knitted his brows.

“* He ought to be locked up,” he said.
to get money out of me by threats,
prison for that kind of thing.”

Gadd sputtered the grass-roots out of his mouth.

““ You take me to the lock-up, and see wot I can tell ‘em !’
he g:zlled;’ “TIl tell "em all about you—poaching at mid-
night—

““ Poaching at midnight, hey,” said Bob Cherry—** is that
the yarn? Harry, old man, I'm shocked at you—I really
am! You must have gone poaching in your sleep.”

““ Ha. ha, ha!"

“ He can tell what silly varns he likes,"" said Wharion

He was a

““He was trying
Peaple are sent to

scornfully. *' I think the man must be mad. But he's a
l'ﬂ_f.lii"‘t;j ecoundrel, anyway. You fellows heard what he
eaid.

:: !I'ivnrjr word !’
e wanted me to steal and give him monev—or let him
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into the school to take it,”” said Harry. *“He ought to be
locked up. But we don’t want to be mixed up in & police-
court case if we can help it, and I think we can give him &
lesson ourselves.’’

** ¥Yes, rather !’

“ The ratherfulness is terrific.” ;

“ There's a ditch on the other eide of the spinney,” said
Wharton. ** Bring him along! We will give him a lesson
that will make him leave Greyfriars chaps alone in the
future.”

““ Hear, hear!" ,

“ Lemme alone!” roared Gadd. ‘ By George, if you
touch me, I'll* go straight to the sehool, and tell your
headmaster what I know &Ebout '}'ﬂu!"

“You're welcome to do that,’ said Harry Wharton, *“ I'm
not afraid, you scoundrel!”

“ You're lying; you'd be turned out of the school—"

“ Oh, shut up! Yank him along, you chaps !"'

Gadd struggled again; but it was not of much use
struggling with five angry and determined fellows.  They
drageged him along, and his struggles only made it the worse
for him. With a fellow holding each arm and leg, and
another grasping his collar, he had no chance; but was
rushed away thromgh the underwoods. His voice was heard
in sulphurous curses as he was bundled along. _ :

The juniors stopped at the side of the ditch with their
prisoner.. The ditﬂﬁ was deep and wide, and it was half-
full of water. Under the water were deep beds of mud and
slime, and on the surface floated masses of green ooze.

Gadd shuddered at the sight of the ditch, It was enough
to make even a man who was not very particular shudder,

“ Don't you dare—"" he began.

Wharton cut him short.

““ You're goirig in,” he said. You've threatencd me,
and tried to get money out of me. You're a rotten, black-
mailing hound. You ought to be locked up. You know
you'd get sent to prison if I set the police on you, :f?:-r
what you've done. We're letting you off that. But youre
going to take your punishment—as a lesson to you.

* 1 tell yer o ) .

 And if we find you anywhere near Greyfriars again we'll
serve you the same,” said Bob. |

“ The samefulness will be terrifie, my worthy and ludicrous,
rascally friend.” ;

“1 tell yer, you lay a 'and on me, and 1 go straight to
your headmaster ! yelled Gadd. .

“ You can please yourself about that!” said Harry con-
temptuously. ** If you do, 1 shall explain to Dr. Locke what
we punished vou for, and I don't think he will blame us.
we'll chance 1t, anyway.” :

1 don’t mean that! I'll tell him about your poaching at
midnight !’ _ _ oy

“Yau can tell him any silly yarns you like, if he’ll listen
to you,” said Harry. * But you're going to take your gruel
now.""

* Listen to me,

“ In with him?!"’

“ Ow 1" roared Gadd. ‘‘Leggo—oh—ah!"” 3

The juniors grasped him, and swun him into the ditch.
There was a terrific splash as Mr. Gadd landed in the very
middle of the cozy water, and he went quite underneath it
for a moment. It was only for a moment ; then he cam ¥ surg-
inz up, and he Erﬂnntcd a most horrible appearance as he
emerged above the surface. ’ :

Green ooze and slime clung all ever him, festooning him,
and mud was caked on his face and his clothes, and water
yan in little streams down his face and hair and clothes.

Mr. Gadd was not recognisable in his new coating.

The juniors roared.

I—"

“* Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Ow. ow! Greegh! Gu-gug-gug!’ spluttered Mr. Gadd.
“T'll be the death of yer! Ow! f’il go to your 'eadmaster
now! Groogh! Ow, ow! Oh! Greoogh!”

'** Ha, ha, ha!”’

* My hat, he's stirred up a’scent in that ditch, bhasn’t

he?’ said Bob Cherry, with a sniff. ** Gaddy, my man, you'd
better walk over to the river and give yourself a bathe.
You're like a giddy scent-packet now.”

“Don't come out this side,” said Johnny Bull, as Gadd
tried to scramble out of the ditch. * You smell too sweet !

“You mustn't get between the wind and our nobility!”
grinned Nugent.

** Shove him in

(Gadd had one knee on the bank, and was crawling out,
E;t.wu Johnny Bull gave him a shove on the chest with his

of.

There was a roar from Gadd as he went plunging back-
wards into the ditch again.

=nlash !
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Water and mud rose in a spurt round him as he dis
appearecd.

** Ha, ha, ha!"

Gadd came up again, freshly festooned with green ooze,
smothered with mud, and smelling worse than ever. He
panted and gasped and spluttered, and scrambled across the
wide ditch to tﬁe other side.

The juniors grinned as they watched him crawl out. All
the spirit seemed to have been taken out of Jemn Gadd. He
had no breath left for cursing. He panted and panted as he
clambgred out of the ditch, and sank in a pool of water and
mud and ooze upon the further bank,

“ I think that merchant has had his lesson,” said Johnny
Bull. “T don't fancy he will try to blackmail Greyfriars
chaps any more.”

“Ha, ha! I should fancy not.”

« Gadd struggled to his feet. He was a harrible-looking
object. His face, where it could be seen through mud and
slime, was red with ‘fury. He shook his fist across the ditch

at the grinning juniors,

“T'll pay you gur this!” he muttered hoarsely. * I'll make
you smart! I'll get you turned out of your school for this,
Master Harry Wﬁartun you mark my words!”

“We'll mark vour ci‘li‘l.'\?}" if we see you at Greyfriars!”
said Frank Nugent. *You'd better go and get cleaned.
You don't smell nice. Poof!”

And the juniors turned and walked away through the wood,
leavine Jem Gadd muttering and shaking his fist furiously.

" Blessed if 1 can quite understand the rotter, though,"
said Bob Cherry, as they went through the spinney. " We
know what he- was after, of course. But how could the
rascal expect you to give him any money, Wharton? Why
should you?®"”

" I suppose ho thought he could frighten me.” said Harry,
with a curl of the lip.” ** If it had been littla Banthorpe, for
instance, he might Il)nmre scared something out of the kid.
But he woke up the wrong passenger,”’

“ Ha, ha—he did!"

* You don’t think he’ll come to Greyfriars®” said Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

I don't think so. What can he tell the Head about me?

There’s nothing against me—nothing that T should mind the
Head knowing,”

" That's true. But I suppose he's got a bee in his bonnet.

He seemed to think you were in his power, somehow, I
wonder——""'

" What?"’ asked Harry, as Nugent paused.

“ 1 wonder if he's unstaken you for somebody else.  He

says he found you poaching at midnight, and 1t was dark.
He may have found some Grevfriars PliaP, There are some
chaps who wouldn't be above tf.:ing that.

" But the name?’ said Harry.
at Greyfriars named Wharton.”

“No; that’s settles it, unless—unless the chap may have
given him a false name,’ said Nugent suddenly, as the
thought came into his head.

" Some Greyfriars chap—poaching
name, too ! Harry exclaimed.

* Well, that would explain the thing, wouldn't it®

““Yes, it would,” said Wharton. * [f that's the explana-
tion, I'd like to know what chap has becn taking liberties
with my name, that's all. I'd take care that he didn't do
it & second time,"

And the juniors, thinking over the matter as they walked
back to Greyfriars, came to the econclusjon that Frank
Nugent's surmise was probably correct. And if it was—if
Mr. Gadd was really convinced that he could get Wharton
" sacked "' from the school by telling what he knew, then it
was extremely probable that he H'ﬂuizd., after all, come to the
acheol to see the Head, And, in that case, there was trouble

in store for some Greyfriars fellow—trouble that might be
very serious indeed,

*“There's no other chap

at night—using my

— —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Gadd Calls Upon the Head!

o OOD heavens!”
G The Bounder looked round quickly.

Skinner was looking out of the hall window iy the

School House into the Close. The sun was setting,

and fellows were coming in from the playing-fields: the du
was deepening over the old school.
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Skinner had not been out that day.
from the Form-room, he had met Vernon-Smith, who had
come in from his excursion, The Bounder had proposed a
cycle run; for the summer evenings were drawing out now,
aed it was light quite late in the evenng,

Skinner had declined. For some reason best known to
himself, he did not want to go outside the school gates. He
hung about the house aimlessly, not even going into the
(Close, as if he ¢lung to the protection of the house for somo
unknown cause, and the Bounder was very curigus. He had
us.li-uta-_d Bkinner guestions, and had received the gruffest of
replies,

ﬂa a rule, S8kinner was almost toadying to the Bounder,
whose friendship was worth a great deal to him. But just
now he did not seem to care a straw whether he offended
Vernon-Smith or not. It was easy for Vernon-Smith to see
that Skinner had some trouble on his mind, and he wondered
what 1t was,

There were few secrets between the two black sheep of
the Remove; but in this case Skinner was proving very
secretiva indeed.

“Good heavens!” panted Skinner.

Vernon-3mith joined him at the window and looked out,
curious to see what it was that had caused the startled ex-
clamation,

A man was crossing the Close towards the School House—
a man in rough attire, with a muddy velveteen jacket, and
gaiters thick with mud.

He looked as if he had been rolled in a particularly muddy
ditch, and had partially cleaned himself afterwards; but only
partially,

Skinner's eves, through the window, were fixed upon the
man, and his face had gone white. He did not seem to
notice the Bounder at his side. Vernon-Smith scunned the
strangzer, but did not recognise him. The man was quite a
stranger to him. But it was pretty clear that he was not a
stranger to Skinner.

“ Who 18 it, Skinny ?"’ the Bounder asked, in amazement,

Skinner started.

“* Eh—what did you cay? Who's who?”

“ Whao's that man?’ asked the Bounder, with a nod to-
wards the (lose,

* I—I don’t know."

Vernon-Smith grinned.

“Don't be an ass,” ho said.  “ You know him, and the
eight of him has scared yvou out of your wits."

“It's a lie! I—=l—"" stammered Skinner huskily.

“ 1’3 not a lie, and you know it!"” said the Bounder calmly.
“1 say, where are you going, Skinner? Where are you off
to?"”’

“J—I'm gzoing to my study. I've got my prep. to do.”

“ You don't want to see vour acquaintance?”

T %%}'—I;I]}' acquaintance! 1 tell you I don't know him."™

“Rot !

“ Lok here, Smithyv,” muttered Skinner.
loud, you ass; the fellows may hear you! I—I say, you—
vou might stand by me now. Be a pal. 1—I'm going to the
study, and—and you might try to see what that man wants,
and—and tell me.”

** Then vou do know him?"

“Yes, 1=I've seen him. T'll explain afterwards, if vou
Iikle;;* sald SBkinner wretchedly, ‘Do as 1 ask you, like a
pal.

" That's why you haven't heen out of doors the last day
or two, You were afraid of his seeing you,” said the Bounder
comprehending.

“Don’t sprak so loud, you idiot !"

The Bounder laughed.

“Cut off to the study,” he said. “ If vou've gol to lis
low, T'll stand by vou, only you should have told me about
it before, Cut off I

Skinner was already on the stairs. The Bounder was left in
a state of wonder. He observed the man in the velveteen
jaeket curiously as he came up the steps of the schoolhouse.
A pgood many more fellows looked at the new-comer with
l'llri{][-tit:\', T, This {ii!-]i'r*ilul.ﬂ.hlf_‘-h}ﬂliiﬂg iﬂdj\’i[]uﬂ__l Was R
queer kind of visitor to come to Grevfriars. Trotter, the
page, eved him with great misapprobation as he asked his
business.

1 want to see the headmaster ! said the man gruffly.

“ Dr. Locke don't see beggars,” said Trotter loftily.”

“ My name's Jem Gadd! Go and tell the headmaster I
want to =ee him.,"”

Trotter hesitated. He did not feel inclined to show the
disreputable stranger in, by any means; but Gadd was look-
g savage, and was evidently not a man to be trifled with,
Wingate of the Sixth came down the passage just then, and-
Trotter turned to him,

““Who on earth’s that?” asked the captain of Greyfriars,
looking at Gadd.

** He says he wants to see Thr. Tocke, 1. said Trotter.

** Nonsense !"" said Wingate sharply. " Tramps aren’t
admitted to see Dr. Locke. Gosling ought to have stopped
i at the gates. What do you want, wy man "’
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“1've got some very important information

““1 want to see the headmaster of this
growled Gadd.
for him."

e gu you mean you've got a message ! asked Wingate.

““Yes !

“*Take his name in, Trotter.
man !’

Trotter took in the name, and came back in a few minutes
to say that Dr. Locke would sece the caller. Gadd, with a
scowl at the surprised fellows in the hall, followed the page
to Dr. Locke’s study.

There was o buzz among the fellows when the Head's door
closed behind that very curiouna visitor.

* Jolly queer kind of visitor for the IHead ! said Bulstrode.

“Begad! T don’t like his looks!” remarked Lord Maul-
everer. ' He may be goin’ to rob the Head! Ought to be
somebody near the study in case help’s wanted, begad !’

** Bhonldn't wonder,” said Coker of the Fifth. * Let's
keep round here, in case we're wanted. That fellow looks
an awfully tough zpecimen.”

The Head's bell rang, and Trotter went.
and disappeared into Mr. Quelch’s study.
out of his study, with a sur
Head’s room.

You can wait here, my

He came back
Mr. Quelch came
prized look, and went to the
The curiosity of the fellows in the hall
redoubled. It was evident that there was something un-
common ' on.” Trotter was surrounded by eager questioners.
But he could only say that the FHead had sent him to ask
Mr. Quelch to come.

A few minutes later, Mr. Quelch came out of the Head's
study. His face was very grave, and very sevire. He did
not appear to notice the curious looks of the crowd of
fellows in the hall, but went directly to the stairs, and
ascended to the Remove passage. A daring spirit who
followed as far as the landing whispered over the banisters
that Quelchy had gone to Study No. 1.

* Bomething to do with Wharton and his set, then,” said
Vernon-Smith. *1 wonder what trouble they have been
getting into now. BSure it was No. 1, Newland? Not 8kin—
ahem—I meen, not my study ¥’

“No; he’'s gone into No. 1!” gaid Newland, coming down-
stalrs again,

“ What on earth does it all mean?' said Bolsover major.

" Goodness knows !"

And the fellows, in a state of curiosity that was growing
quite pamnful, waited for further revelations. Maanwhile,
Mr. Quelch, as Newland reported, had gone into Study Ne. 1,
where he found the Famous Five at tea.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been in some time, since their
visit to the spinney to deal out rough justice to Jem Gadd.
They were having tea together in Stady No 1 now, On their
return to Greyfriars, Wharton had found the long-expected
remittance from his uncle waiting for him, and he had
promptly cashed it in the tuckshop, and laid in a supply of
“tuck "' that was, to all appearance, more suitable for fif*y
jumiors than for five. But the Famous Five were hungr
after their walk, and they were doing the prm-iaiun:a.nfuﬁ
justice,

The feed in Study No. 1 was going on very cheerfully
when Mr. Quelch came in,

Harry Wharton & Co. rose to their feet at once. They
could see by the Remove-master's expression rhat something
was the matter. It could hardly be Wharton's escapade of
the afternocon; he had been punished for that, and the
matter was over and done with. But they wa ted rather
uncasily for Mr. Quelch to speak. 1

It was upon Harry Wharton that the Form-mastcr’s stern
glance fixed,

“Yon are wanted, Wharton!" said
“* Kindly follow me to the Head!”

“Yes, air. Is n.n]_rthing the matter "

" Most certainly, yes!
“Do you mean agclut my leaving the Form-room to-day,
sir? I thought that was done with,” said Harry.

“This is nothing to do with your leaving the Form-room

while under detention. It is a far more serious matter than
that! Follow me "

“Very well, sir!"”

And with his head very erect, the captain of the Remove
followed the Form-master out of the study, and down the
stairs, A murmur from the crowd below greeted his appear-
ance,

“Tt's Wharton !

Wharton [ollowed Mr. Quelch into the Head's study. His
chums had come downstairs after him, worried and dismayed.,

* What on earth’s the matier " exclaimed Nugent. ** Has
anything happened 1"’
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F"f‘ Elm Head’s got a jolly queer visitor," said Coker of tha
ith.

The Co. exchanged glances.
now.

“ Chap named Gadd?" asked Bob Cherry eagerly.

“ Yes; that's the name he gave,” said Bulstrode.

* Oh, t's all right, then!"
And the chuma felt relieved. Gadd had coms, as he had
threatencd—but Harry Wharton had nothing to fear from

Lim—at all events, so they believed.

They thought they understood

¥ —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Accused !

R. LOCKE was loocking very troubled, and verv stern,
whcén Wharton followed the Form-master into the
studay.

Jem Gadd was there! He stood with his eap in his
grimy hands, and an expression of malicious triumph upon
hiw surly face.

Wharton did not even glance at him. Gadd's presence,
of course, warned him of what was to come. DBut he had
nothing to fear—he was innocent. He stood before .the Head,
and he met the doctor’s stern glance without quailing.

“I have sent for you, Wharton," said Dr. Locke, in a
deep voice, ** because this man has made an accusation against
You—a most astounding accusation, which, if true, will make.
it necessary for you to leave the school. I hope it is not
true. I can hardly believe that it ean possibly be true: But
the matter must be gone into thoroughly. This man’s name
13 Gadd. Do you know the name "

“1 heard it this afternoon for the first time, sir,” said
Harry.

“You have met this man before?”

*To-day, asir!"

“ Not before to-day **"

& Nﬂ, air Ir'n
. “: It's a lic!"" blurted out Gadd savagel.
he !

Wharton flushed.

“Am I to let that scoundrel insult me, sir?” he said, his
voice trembling with anger.

The Head made a soothing gesture.

“Cualm yourself, Wharton. 1 understand your feelings.
But it s my duty to investigate this matter. Where wore
you on Monday night—at midnight ?*’

“1In bed, sir, of course.”

*“*You did not leave the school 7"

““ Certainly not!”

“J should accept your word, Wharton, without hesitation,
aqainst the word of thiz man.
something that puts another light on the matter. [t appears
that on Monday night, Mr. Quelch, being awalie at the time,
heard someone throw a stone up to a window, and he thought
that it was the window of the Remove dormitory He came to
the dormitory to see whether any boy had been out of bounds,
and he found one boy out of bed—and that boy was you.”

“* That is so, sir!"

“You stated that you had got out of bed to close a win-
dow,"” said the Head. * The infercnce is that vou closed it
after someone had entered. You réfused to give Mr. Quelch
any information, and you were punished in consequence.”

“1 haven't complained about that, sir. It came very hard
on me, as we were playing a special match to-day ; but——"

“ But it remains to be seen whether you were closing the
window after someone else, or afte- yourself, Wharton,"
said the IHead.

“ 1 can only say that I told Mr. Quelch the truth, sir.”

The Head turned to Gadd.

“Repeat what you have told me, my man!” he said.

Gadd gave the junior a viecious lool;.

“I was in the wood—S8ir Hilton Popper's wood—that
night,"”” he said. **That was where I found myv voung gentle-
man. He had been stealing pheasants—he had his bag
crammed with them. 1 knew ﬁw was a schoolbov at ence, of
course, and I collared him. I made him give up the birds.
I made him tell me his name and where he came from. His
name was Harry Wharton, and he came from Grevfriars
School. I knew he belonged to this school by his cap—I've
seen Greyfriars caps about often enough. That's all 1"

** You are sure 1t is the same boy ?"

" Quim sure, siv. He give me his name, and I know him,
too !

* It must have been very dark in the wood at midnight,”
said Mr. Quelch,

*“1 know him agin, sir."

" What have you to say, Wharton?" asked the Head
“ Under the circumstances, I should not believe a word of
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this man's story. IIe ean have been in the wood for mo
honest purpose—and if he took the pheasants, he 1s a thief,
He cannot have a good motive for coming here to denounce
you, I am aware of that—"

Gadd’s grimy face Aushed.

" Never mind what I was doin' in the wood,” he said.
“ That's neither ’ere nor there. Never mind what I did with
the pheasants. I'm warnin" you that this kid goes out poach-
ing and stealin’ birds of a night."”

““That will do. Now, Wharton, T am rcady to hear you!"

Wharton did not falter.

Like a flash understanding had come to him. Tt was upon
Monday night that Skinner had been absent from the
dormitory, and he had come back in a hurry, and had hung
about the school without going out of gates since. It was
all plain enough to Wharton. Skinner had been caught
poaching in the wood by this ruffian, and Gadd, with a view
to blackmail, had demanded his name. Skinner had had to
answer, and he had probably given the first name that came
into his head—not his own.

It was clear enough. But Wharton could not betra
Skinner. He had to save himzelf without betraying the blac
sheep of the Remove—if he could.

**1 say that it is not true, sir."”’ he said steadily. “I was
not out of bounds on Monday night. I never knew of this
man s existence till he wrote to me, signing his letter J. G.
He wanted me to meet him. [ burnt the %‘ﬁtter. He wrote
again, and I destroyed the letter again. To-day he sent me
a telegram. 1 was getting fed-up, and 1 guessed that the
man was a rascal, and I determined to go and sec him."”

*You saw him to-day?"

“* Yes, sir. He demanded moner, threatening to come and
tell you this story if I did not pay him. He even suggested
that I might steal money to give him, or help him enter the
school to steal it himself."

** Bless my soul !

“It's a lie!"” growled Jem Gadd.

But his expression was quite enough to show that it was
true.

“ Then I knew what he wanted, sir—he was a rotten black-
mailer. I had my friends in the wood, out of sight, and I
called them up, and we gave the scoundrel a ducking in a
ditch. It was taking the law into our own haunds, but we
thought he ought tﬂqm punished."’

*I certainly do not blame you for ducking him, Wharton.
He deserved more than that,” said the Head, with a glance
of scorn at the poacher. * His motive is clear enougn—ie
hoped to obtain money from you as the price of his silence.
As you refused to be blackmailed he has come here to
betray yvou."

“That is so, sir. Only he has nothing to betray; his yarn
is lies from beginning to end. He has most likely mistaken
me for somebody clse.”

“I ain't mistaken !"" said Jem Gadd viciously. * I'd know
you anywhere, my fine young gentleman! There ain't any
mistake in the matter!"”

“You lie!” said Wharton directly.
to-day yvou didn’t know me by sight.  You asked e if I was
Wharton. You knew the name, but not me. You said that
it was very dark at the time vou'd seen me; vou admitted
you didn’t know me by sight.”

“I tell ver &

" You suggest, then, Wharton, that this man has mistaken
¥ou for someone else,’’ said the Head slowly.

1 suppose so, sir."”

“In that case. the boy he caught in the wood must have
given yvour name."”

Wharton was silent.

" There is no other explanation,”

“Well, 1 suppose that's so, sir.”

‘' It comes to this, then, that a Greyfriars boy was actually
doing as this man states—poaching and stealing pheasants
late at night—and when this man seized him he gave your
name instead of his own.”

**1 suppose so."

There was a pause.
(Gadd's face.

““1f that is the case, Wharton, you are. of course,
exonerated,” said the Head slowly. “T hope it is the case.
But I cannot be satisfied unless the real culprit is discovered.
You were out of bed when Mr. Quelch visited the dormitory

“When I met you

said the Head quietly.

There was a grin of disbelief on Jem

ok 1I_ was in my prjamas, sir—I couldn't have just come in

“You had time to undress before I reached the dormitory,"”
sald Mr. Quelch coldly.

“If it was not you who had come jn, Wharton. it must
have been some other member of the Lower Fourth," said the
Head, *“and the boy of your Form who was out of bounds

that night was undoubtedly the boy whom this man found
in the wood,"

ri
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¥ 1 suppose that's the case, sir.”

“Very well. As you were aware, at all events, you know
who it was that entercd the dormitory by the window at that
late hour?”

Wharton was silent.

““ Answer me ! said the Head, raising his voice a little.

“Well, yes, sir.”

" Who was it?"”

No answer. The Head waited a few moments, and then
went on, gently enough :

“You must tell me the name, Wharton, so that 1 can
question the boy. This is a serious matter. I am aware
of your natural prejudice against telling tales, and I approve
of, 1t, as a rule. But this case 1= too serious for considerations
of that kind to be allowed to enter. This man—a thoroughly
bad man, acting with very bad motives—has given me
information that I cannot decline to take notice of. I must
know which boy in the Lower Fourth was absent from_the
dormitory an Monday night. You know who it was. You
must tell me."

Silence.

“I am waiting for your answer, Wharton.”

“1 can’t answer, sir,”” said Harry desperately. *“You are
going to expel the fellow if he's found out, and I can't tell
FOu.

“You must tell me! Give me his name, and I shall
decide between you. But if you cannot answer me, Wharton,
I must come to the conclusion that you cannot give me a
name—that you were the person who broke bounds en Mon-
day night, and whom this man found in the wood stealing
pheasants.”

“ And I'll swear he i=!" said Jem Gadd.

“You cad !" said Wharton, in a blaze of anger. “ You'd
swear anything since 1 ducked you for trying to blackmail
me !

“T should net beliese a word that this man says,”” said the
Head. *““ He is actuated by the worst of motives in coming
here. But it is quite clear that some boy in the Remove has
acted as he has stated—you or another. The boy, whoever he
ia, gave your name instead of his own—you owe him nothing.
You must answer me."

“] can't, sir! You—you don't understand,” said Ilarry
miserably. *‘ My life wouldn’t be worth living in the school
afterwards, if 1 gave him away. 1 might as well be sacked
mvself as be zent to Coventry for sneaking ! And, apart from
that, I can't! I can't give a chan away to be expelled !

The words came out in a desperate burst. Then Wharton
stood silent, with downcast eves, waiting for the thunder.

But the thunder did not coine. The ead was very quiet
and ecalm.

“ 1 shall give you time to reflect o the matter, Wharton,
before I decide,”” he said quictly, ** As for Gadd, if that is
your name, you may go!"” _—

Gadd gave Harry Wharton a vicious leer, and shambled
out of the study, _

“You may go, Wharton! T shall give you a few hours
to reflect. This evening 1 expect you to come to ine and
tell me the truth —the whole truth! 1 rely upon vou. If you
do not, the conscquences will be very serious—for you! You
may go!”’

And Wharton weut.

-

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way.

ARRY WHARTON'S face was white as he left the
Head's study.
His chums gathered round him anxiously.
“The man's gone!" said Nugent. ** What did he
tell the Head?"’

“* What he said he would tell him,"” said ITarry bitterly.

“ But the Head doesn’t believe him,” said Nugent quickly.

Wharton nodded.

““ He believes him ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“He knows that somcbody was out of the Remove dorm.
that night. You remember Quelchy heard the stones on the
window, and came to the dorm. lle found me out of bed,
and he was ratty becausc of it. You remember "

“* And now they believe that it was you who were out of
bounds ?"’ _

“Tnless T can prove it was somebody else.”” said Wharton.

““ But you can prove that casily cenough!” said Nugeunt
warmly.

“I know I can—if I could give Skinner away! But 1
can't do that.”

“ 8kinner will have to own up.”

Wharton's lirs eurled,

“ (Cateh him domng that.,  He was expellied once for being
a blackguard, and the Ilead let hiin come back, He would
boe kicked out asz sale as houses 1if this came out. Skinner

won't sav a word! He's more likely to lie himself out of
it, even if I gave him away. And I can’t give him away [
“ But—but how's it going to end 77" said Johnny Bull,
“T've got this evening to think over it.”
“And then?'’
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“I don’t know.” .

“But I know!"™ said Johnny Bull wrathfully. * You're
not going to get it in the neck for Skinmer’s sake! The
cad gave your name—you don’t owe him anything! We all
know it was S8kinner. Smithy let him in; and we all know
he was in bed with ail his clothes on when Quelehy came
to the dorm. He cau't have the cheek to keep quiet and let
you take the punishment. The Form won’t let him !”

““1 fancy he will "

“Well, I faney he won't; I'll go to the Head myselfl—"
Wharton laid a hand on his excited chum's arm,

“You can't do that, Johony.  Sneaking's barred,
especially ainong us!”

“Yes; but e

ﬁﬂut what's going to be done?” demanded Dob wrath-
fully.

“ Goodness knows !”’

All the Remove soon knew what had come about. The
mystery of Skinmer's expedition on Monday night was &
mystery no longer. The black sheep of the Remove had been
out poaching. He had been caught by Gadd, and given
Wharton's name. And Gadd, believing that Wharton was
the rascal he had caught in the wood, had tried to blackmail
the captain of the Remove, with results that might bhave
been cxpected. And in his disappointment and rage he had
denonnced Wharton to the Head, and Wharton could only
save himself by, in his turn, denouncing Bkinner,

That was how the matter stood.

Skinner would have to own up! That was what all the
Removites said. But they knew Skinner too well to suppose
that he would do so, if he could help it.

“ But he can’t help it !” exclaimed Bulstrode. * Why, we'd
scalp him and slaughter him if he let Wharton get it in the
neck over this! He can’t be such a funk !”

* It means the sack !’ said Vernon-Smith.

“It will mean worse than the sack for him if he lets
Wharton get booted out in his place,” said Russell. “ I've
a good mind to tell the Head rﬂj‘l-ni.f—l jolly well will, if
Skinner doesn't own up ! ,

“ We'll see Skinner about it,”’ said Balstrode. * We'll all
go to his study—the whole giddy Form—and put it to him!
1f he doesn't do the right thing, we'll glaughter him ! We'll
make an example of him! He shouldn't do theso rotten
things, if he doesn't want to stand the racket when they
come out! Giving Wharton's name, too—did you ever hf‘l}:
of such a dirty trick. He might have given mine—or yours.

“ Begad ! Call up all the fellows, and we'll all go and see
Skinner,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“ Hear, hear ! ;

The Bounder whistled softly, and hurried away 1o his study.

Skinner was there ! .

The wretched junior was waiting, with sickening anxiety,
to know the result of Jem Gadd's visit to the Head. ,

[Te started, and uttered a ery, as Vernon-Smith came in.
The Bounder eyed him grimly, and closed the door before he
spoke,

P You've got yourself into a ripping pickle this time, and
no mistake,’” he said, * The whole Remove know: the story
now—vou needn't tell me anything! That man Gadd found
you out on the Monday night, and you gave Wharton's name
to him.”

Skinner groaned.

“ 1 couldn’t give my own, could T?. And—and Wharton's

the kind of chap to deal with that blackguard, 1 krew he
wanted to blackmail me—and I thought Wharton would be
able to handle him better than 1 could. I—I1—"

“ Wharton has handled him,” grinned the Boupder. 1t
seems that Gadd has been writing him threatening letters,
and trving to screw money out of him—and Whaston and his
fiiends ducked him.”

“* Qerve the beast right ! said Skinmer,

“ Now he's given Wharton away to the Head—"

** It—it can’'t hurt Wharton—he waen’t out of the dorm—he
can prove——" _

* He ean’t! Quelchy found Liim out of bed that night—you
remember he got up to shut the window after you !”

Skinner gasped.

“You—you mean to say

‘“TIt’s planted on Wharton, that's all I _

s 'I{lm:}, he's given me away !’ shrieked Skinner.

* No !

“ You—you mean to say he's standing it, and toking it on
his own shoulders,” said SBkinner blankly,

“He won't sneak !"

Skinner drew a deep, deep breath of relief,

““Oh, good! Good! Then it’s all right?”

“ All right, is it?"’ quericd the Bounder.

(Concluded on page 26.)

¥
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A Bplendid Complete Tale of Harry
":'h‘hnrtnn & Co, Order Earily.
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READ

THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is sarrounded in his mazaifizent Lyadon rasidsnca by his friendy Ching-Lung, Barry O'Rooney,

Gan-Waga the Eskim
there is & rumour a
devoting

mysterions intin: island, inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers

and Prout & Co.—the stalwarfs of the millionaire’s famous submaring, ths Lord of thes Daep.
that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his Sk SN0 SN0 S Sy

all his attention to & curiously carved narwhal's tusk, which he has picked up in an Eajt Ead i aler’ ‘
to be hollow, and to contain some gold coins, and & small wad of parchmsnt. P » a East Ead curio-iealer’s shop

Lord determines to go in search of.

After a period of inaction,
Meantimes, the millionaire himself is
The tusk preved
This tells of &
Thurston immediately christens the

great expeditions again.

which bear:s & straage message from the sea.

om island ‘‘ Mysteria "’ in advance. All hands board ths Lord of the Deep, which slips out of it it ne est.
m‘ travelling under water for some weeks, Ferrers Lord proclaims - Be S0 Bt i o INIberiun Ay o

Deep.

: : his intention of ex
He takes a party of his crew with him, and they discover an old treasure-ship.
Thurston are discussing the find, when there comes & geotls knock at the door.

oring the sea-bottom in the wicinity of the Lord of the
o they arrive back at their ship, Ching-Lung and

(Now go on with the story.)

Gan and the Congers.—The Chef Does Not Like His
Tobacco.—The Treasure,

“ Enter, friend Barry from Ballybunion,"
ness. ' What dost thou need?”

" Plaze you honour,” said Barry, one eye fixed on the
whisky decanter, * cud yez tell mie the toime?"

“ What's happened to your watch 7"

Barry sighed as he produced an enormous silver chrono-

meter, amd shook it. It rattled like a bladder filled with
peas.

*“ Bedad, he's sthruck, sor!” he said. “That howlin’
savage of an Iskimo butted into it wid his cast-iron head
and nearly burst iviry rib Oi've got, not to mention the ould
wntcih;l he cook has swore to put rat-pizen in the spalpeen’s
gruel,

His eye was still fixed on the whisky.

" Help yourself, Barry,” said Thurston. “ I'm beginning
to think mysclf Gan is getting a bit out of hand. It's your
bad example altogether, Ching. He used to be a nice, in-
offensive little chap till he came under your evil influence.””

said his High-

“ Wance he was koind and gintle,
As any swate gazelle,
But now he'll swat vez wid a brick
And break your ribe as well.
Oh, phwat a change from bliss to woe,
Has come upon the Eskimo!”

murmured Barry, .

Ching-Lung wiped away a tear of sorrow with the bow of
yellow silk that decorated his pigtail, Gan-Waga himself,
unmistakable from his shortness and width, came close to
the glass and peered in. He shoolk a hatchet menacingly at
0’ Rooney,

" Luk at his savageness,” said Barry. *“ Did yez see ut?
Oi belave, bedad, he'd cut me up into lucifer matches av
he had the chance.”

*“It's your own fault,” grinned Ching-Lung.
treat the Blubberbiter properly.
cap to him and call him * sir,’ "

“* Phwat !"" yelled Barry. ‘' Call that walrus-cha.in’, whale-
chewin' candle-guzzler *sor’? Troth, and me an O'Rooney
of Ballybunion Castle, Oireland! Ghost of MeClinty, who
wint to the bottom of the say, and niver came back! Oi faul
il. Wad vez koindly repate it, sor? Ut's the infloorinza
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O'm afther catchin’. Will yez wroite ut down? Call that
“sor’? Oi'd sooner go down on my marrerbones to e
grandmother’s pig and lit the intelligent animal browse off
my whiskers. Call ut ‘sor'? No, no! Wather is wet, and
foire is hot, whin Qi call ut * sor,’ may (i be shot. Niver,
mver, niver! Oi don't moind hittin’ ut wid a handspotke
first and callin’ ut ‘sor’ aftherwards. Good health, and
good-noight !

Barry strode out with the air of a melodrama hero, whose
father the noble earl has sworn to eut him off with three-
pence and a box of kippers if he marries the tripe-dresser's

beautiful daughter, Margarina Boffins. And Rupert lay
back in his chair and laughed. .
“You're like a lot of kids at school, Ching. I wonder

what a stranger would think if he were suddenly dumped
down amongst you? He'd faney himself in an asylum for
incurables, If I didn't know what splendid boys they are,
I'd think the same!"

" M'yes!" replied Ching-Lung thoughtfully.
Oh, Ru! Look at that! Well!
measles "

Lucky Gan-Waga could please himself whether he worked
or played. His squat figure suddenly rose above the deck.
He seemed to be possessed of wings, for two objcets were
lashing and writhing above his extended arms. He vanished
high above the vessel. With a couple of hooks, baited with
whiting, Gan had managed to tempt two of the largest
congers in the hold of the yacht. They were powerful brutes,
and it was risky aport,

“ That’s a fool's trick, Ching,” said Thursion uncasily.

“ Oh, trust Gan!" said the prince. ** Here he comes'"

The Eskimo bobbed this way and that, and reeled and
staggered like a human float. To an ordinary diver. relv-
ing on an air-tube for his life, such folly would have been
fatal, for one blow from those powerful tails would have
severed the pipe. But, in spite of the danger involved, the
sight of the dancing diver was so-utterly grotesque and
ridiculous that Thurston and Ching-Tung roarcd with merri-
ment. Maddock and Joe paused in thew work, and turned
their lamps on the dancer, giving a limelight effect. Then
Hal Honour's light began to wink and blink as he fashed
a message n the Morse code, It was brief, like all the
engineer s messages, whether written, spoken, or flashed:

“Take him in."

lom Prout and Maddock grasped the Eskimo, and their
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weight settled the fight. They conducted Gan to the diving-
room.  Barry O'Rooney answered the signal, and opened
the inner deor. Gan waddled out as quickly as the weight
f the diving-suit permitted, and kicked the door viciously

to close it.

““ Oh, ut’s yez, is ut?”’ growled Barry. * How d’vez do,
vez ould whilk? And Oi suppose Oi have to ondhress yez.
Bedad, Oi'd as soon be valet to a codfish! Stick your ugly
head down afore O1 knock ut off. Oi say, cook, come and
give me a hand to peel this miserable baste of a lard-tub!
Howld sthill. Ow!l Murther and muffins! Ow! Ye
spoiteful haythin! L'.i:,r best corn is busted flat!”’

A leadeh-soled diving-boot, when it comes in contact with
a corn, can make itself very dizagreeable. Barry gave Herr
Schwartz and Gan-Waga 'a splendid idea of how a cake-walk
can be danced on one leg, He stopped suddenly, and began
hastily to unscrew the front nozzle of Gan'’s helmet as
Ferrers Lord walked past. Instead of going on, the mil-
lionaire, his eyes on the ground and his hands clasped behind
him, stood still, wrapped in deep thought. Gan-Waga was
undressed in record tune,

** Hallo, ole billygoat whiskers!”" he grinned. " Yo' want
a new faces. Dar's tuppence to buy one. Ho, ho, hoo!"

He pressed a small but lively voung crab into Barry's
hand and hop away. Barry smothered a yell, and
dmp‘]J:wd it as if it had been red hot.

“Orll ate him!"" he hissed. ** O1'll ate him widout salt!”’

Barry would probably have endeavoured to carry out this
cannibalistic feat on the spot, except for the presence of the
millionaire, The heavy stecl door stiled all the nose made
hww the congers Gan had left in the diving-room. The mil-
lionaire glanced at his wateh,

“Go to the conning-tower, O'Rooney,”” he said, *‘and

1 shall be in my room."

bring me the chart marked *B 17.'

The Irishman saluted and hurried off, leaving Herr
Schwartz alone. A bell rang as Ferrers Lord touched a
Lutton. Barry read the order on the indicator, and at once
sprang te the wheel A glance showed him that the divers
were clinging to the rail of the deck outside. The vessel rose
almost imperceptibly, Barry's eyes glued to the gauge. At
eighteen fathoms she backed away gently to the east at a
crawl, Prout paying out the insulated wire destined to
explode a dynamite cartridge. _

err Schwartz waited, humming a German ditty. He put
a match to a very ragged cigarette of his own manufacture.
1je always made his own eigarettes, and he inade them
vilely. The tobacco he kept in a big Dutch jar in the galley.
(van-Waga, being of an inquiring turn of mind, had natural
examined that jar during the owner’s absence. It had atruni:
Gan that the jar would be a splepdid place for cayenne
pepper. Just by way of EIPErimF:nt, he End put an ounce
of that condiment in, for Gan was a searcher after know-
ledge, and he seemed to imagine that pepper would preserve
its Havour longer in the jar than in the pepper-box.

Mighty iﬁ!nius, however, often overlooks trifles. Gan
forgot to take out the tobacco before putting in the cayenne.

As the chef struck the match the vessel began to move,
The heavy door of the diving-room swung open. Schwartz
took a long pull at the cigarette. He let out a howl of
anguish nng jumped a vard from the floor. Then he began
to cough and caper and snort. Tears poured’ from his little
eyes, and his face Aushed purple.

*“Ach! Dunder!’' he E-Lric-kﬂd. “ Phoo!
spa '—under—ouch !'—der mouth of me!
Oooch! Mine Vaterlandt !

I vas on vire—
Pho—pha—spuiz !
Vat haf happen, 15 ud? A-r-rr!

I haf smoke red-hot leaf. Ach, sputz! Ach, dunder! Ja,
ja!  Vater—vater! Quick! I vas scorched—yes! Ow!
Wow! Dunder, I am frizzle! Help! I am emn pig, hod
cinder! Wa-ow "

Herr Schwartz could not see very well, but he could taste.
He wondered whether he had drunk a quart of beiling oil,
or merely swallowed the galley-stove. A last jump shook
the tears out of his limpid eves, and he started to make a
bee-line for the nearest water-tap. His right foot skidded
like a cycle-tyre on a greasy road, and he alighted upon his
hands, slewed round, waving his legs gracefully in the air,
and alighted on his chest.

The shrick he uttered was almost enough to lift the deck
of the vessel. Two horrible snakes—they looked like full-
sized pythons to the terrified cook—were writhing towards
him, with snapping jaws. They were only Gan-Waga’s
congers, but a gentleman who indulges in cayenne-pepper
cigarettes is inclined to suffer from delusions,

Herr Schwartz got nimbly on his rather shaky legs, and,
with one last dismal bellow, bolted, reeled into the galley,
locked the door, and collapsed in a chair. He got up again,
and dipped his head into a bucket of water. He took a pull—
a long, glorious, refreshing pull.

But why did he get up again as if stabbed with a pin, and,
with hands pressed hard over his waistcoat, dance more
wildly than before, roll his eyes in anguish, and squeal
abominably? Why—oh, why?

The water was salt.

As Gan-Waga, emiling like a Cheshire cat, talked to the
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congers with a mallet,- Ching-Lung watched the operation
dreamily.

‘* Gan,”’ he said, "' your papa is puzzled. He cannot under-
stand, Why—why did he ll;?xgh so uproariously?”’

" Dids he laughs, hunk, Chingy 7"’ asked the Eskimo.

" Of course he langhed. And why did he dance, fat sweet-
heart, and laugh so? I am in the dark.” :

“8Borry yo'm so darkses, Chingy,” lisped Gan, striking a
match. *“ Now yo'm lightses, hunk? Tink hims not needed
to smokings, Chingy. Huns 'baccy too strongses, Chingy.
I puts de crayenne-peppers in him. Ho, ho, hoo !”

** Ah,”" said Ching-Lung, * you are hot stuff, pet?”

“ Not so hots as dat erayenne-peppers, Chingy."”

““Think not? I'm not so sure. We'll let that go by, as
the soldier said when he got out of the way of a four-point-
seven shell. Hallo! FHold up! They're going to let off a
cracker !’

The water was roaring as the water gushed from the tanks.
Remembering that the swimming-bath would be left high
and dry, and that fresh-air treatment would do his dogfish ne
good, Gan raced to the rescue of his queer pet. Ching-kung
hastened to the conning-tower.

““ Go easy, Barry,” he said. * You'll strangle your name-
sake, the kipper.” _

* And ﬂimnikﬂ to do that same to uts owner,”” growled
Barry. " Ay ut is, sor.”

The rounded deck gently broke the surface. The seca was
almost as smooth as a mirror, and a low moon threw a path-
way of silver across it. At a touch of a lever the glazed door
slidl down, and the divers cautiously clawed their way aft.
Ching-Lung and Ferrers Lord went out,

“* Where does she lie, old man?”’ .

** There, to the south-east. You will see little or nothing,
for the lﬂ;ﬂtﬂr is deep, and I am only using a small charge.
Go, Hal!”

Hal Honour sent the electric spark flying towards the
cartridge. A long, white-topped roller broke over the Lord
of the Deep, telling that the charge had been fired success-
fully. Ching-Lung wound in the wire. ,

Ten hours later the vessel was again ing on her
journey. Broken specie-chests and heaps of gold and silver
coin lay in the store-room. .Joe, Barry O’Rooney, and Ben-
yamin Maddock weighed, measurcd, and counted it like three
usty misers, The silver they ignored altogether. That was
flung into buckets to be melted down. At last Maddock
knugkr:d,' and handed a piece of damp paper to the million-
aire.

“Two hundred and forty thousand in gold, and some odd
thousands in silver,”” said Ferrers Lord. * As usual, rumour
has lied again.’’ :

““ M’yes,” said Ching-Lung; ** but that little lot ought not
to make you very tearful, old boy. Hallo, Ben! You loock
about done up.”

“I don't tﬂ'nk we ever tackled a ’arder or nastier job,
sir,”” said the bo'sun, who was fagged out. *“* Mr. Honour
worked out the figures. Souse me, if we want to see any
more money! OQur fingers is as blistered and sore as if we'd
been haulin’ on a rope for months.”

“ There will be & holiday to-merrow, Maddock,” said
Ferrers Lord, ** and the galley will not be closed to-night.”

The bo'sun smiled, 5a.lutuci’. and went out to spread the
welcome news. It was not long before all aboard were n-
formed of the momentous fact, and each of the hard-working
crew felt rejoiced at the idea of a day of idleness,

A Holiday — An [Interruption at the Festive Board —A
Strange Message,

With the prospect of a holiday in store, the crew, in spite
of the fascination of an open fa'lle;v, were sensible enough to
turn in early, Ferrers me' himself took the wheel, and
drove the vessel rapidly on her way. Gan-Waga, who had
insisted upon singing an Eskimo song, was forcibly carried
to the swimming-bath and thrown in. They locked him
there, and took away the kev. Gan snored the night away
gracefully., The one thing that mystified everyone about thie
extraordinary Eskimo was that he had not grown fins and
gills. He was certainly more at home in the water than on
land, and the colder it was the more it seemed to agreé with
him. On land he grew thin, while in the water he waxed as
fat as a healthy grampus.

The silvery notes of Maddock’s whistle and Prout’'s hoarse
“ Tumble up, there—tumble up, you lubbers!” roused the
sleepers,

1t was a lovely dawn, with a sea as flat as a mirror and as
blue as a mountain lake on a June day.

The gallant little vessel had left storm, fog, and cold behind
her long ago. ‘Not a ripple broke against her polished sides.

Never had such a delicious scent emanated from the gallev.

“THE SANDOW CIRL AT CREVFRIARS!" °einuitsarairgiar sl
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The men sniffed it, and smacked their lips with relish. As
a cook the Little German was superb. -

Seience has killed the days of salt junk and spotted dog for
ever, and when Joe reported roast legs of mutton, * wi'
‘taters browned under 'em,” for breakfast, the hungry sea-
men smiled.

“ Faith, ut’s loike livin' at a big 'otel,” said Barry, as he
sat in his hammock, dangling two bare legs over the side.
* But, bedad, for livin® in stoile yez ought to live wid my
Uncle Dinnis at Ballybunion Castle.™

“ By hokey, that's the place to taste 'tater-skinse cooked in
train-oil I'"" said Prout. * You'd never forget 'em !

Maddock giggled, and Barry looked hurt.

" Arrah, he knows!"” said Barry, who was seldom at a loss.
“He's tagted thim often. They're grand, but they make
vour hair fall out. That's what's s%nift.ed this thatch, me
bhoys. Joe, collar that pore floy quick! The silly craytur's
throyin’ to walk on his head. Oh, eatch ut! Don’t let the
dear innocent slip off and break ut's little legs !™

Prout looked round for a mop, and then Barry promised to
be ever so good.

Hammocks were stowed, and the tables set up.

In the middle of the proceedings Gan looked in, but he
retreated hastily before a volley of breaderusts.
“ Drat that Heskimo !"” said the carpenter. * Gimme some

o' that gravy, Thomas, and another spud."”’

_Prout, although Maddock still retained the old-fashioned
title of boatawain, was really head petty-officer, and as such,
he occasionally presided at the festive board.

As Joe passed his plate, a dozen hands shot out to inter-

E{;g':t A mysterious objeet which unexpectedly soared through

e .

Every hand missed, and the object dumped down on the
dish, shooting the leg of mutton and potatoes into Prout's
lap, and sending a tornado of gravy in every direction.

1t was the head of a conger-ecl, and on a piece of card

]1ir1ne~r]ﬁ to 1t was written, ** A little bit off the top. With
Gan-Waga's love to Tommy.”

(Another splendid long instalment of this grand
new serial next week.)
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IN ANOTHER'S NAME!

(Continued from page 23.)

“ Yes; if Wharton keeps mum, I'm safe. And he's just
the kind of obstinate fool to keep mum, on a far-fetched point
of honour, too!”

* Pity he can’t hear you!
grateful vou are,” said Vernon-Smith,
Skinny. You'll have to own up !

“Own up!” yelled 8kinner. ** Are you mad?”

“I'm giving you good advice.”

“1 should be sucked!™

" I've been thinking about that,” said the Bounder. *I'm
trying to help you. I don’t like Wharton any more than
you do. If the matter could be left as it is, I'd be glad. But
it can’t! I've come to warn you that the whole Form are
coming here.”

* Wh-what for?"

“ They all know the story.

He would like to know how
“But it won't do,

They think you ought to own

up "
*1 won't—I won't !” _
“You must! They'll vag you, and scrag you, and simply

sluughter you, if you don't—and it will all come out. Can’t
you sce that? In a few davs at most & will be so chattered
about that the prefects will get to know all the facts—and
then the Head.”

Skinner groaned.

*“Oh, what a fool I've been! T—I—can’t you help me?" he
shrieked, glaring at the Bounder. * You're a cunning beast
—you always get yvourself out of scrapes—you're ten times
worse than I am, any day, but you never get into trouble,
Tell me what to do !

* That's what I'm trying to do,” said the Bounder coolly.
" You've got one chance—soft sawder with the Head! You!ve
heard that Wharton is suspected—you simply break vour
neck getting to the Head to own up and save your dear
schoolmate.”

" Wha-a-at!"” panted Skinner. ‘ Oh, you're mad !"

“You're mad, if you don’t take my tip. The Head will
think it's jolly decent of you to own up, to save another
chap—and you'll save yourself from the sack. You'll get a
Hogging—but you can stand that! Take my tip—own up
before it's too late, and throw yourself on the Head's mercy.”

* But—but——"

““Here they come !” said the Bounder, as there was a roar
of voicea nm}' footsteps in the passage without. ** Make up
your mind—quick—and tell "em you're going to the Head !

Skinner thought hard. The Bounder's advice was good—it
was his m;?;,' chance. But—— The study door opened, and
a crowd ot juniors poured in, and the passage outside was
thick with more of them.

**Here he is!” roared Bulstrode.

* 8kinner, you cad—"'

* Skinner, vou worm

" Keep your wool on,”’ said the Bounder ealmly. ** Skinner's
going straight to the Head now—he's going to do the right
thing—ain't vou, Skinner?”

Skinner suppressed a groan.

““ Yes," he muttered,

**Oh, that alters the case!” said Bulstrode. ** No time ljka
the present, though—come on! We'll see vou to the IHead's
study, in"case you alter your mind !
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very Wednesday.

“* Now, Bkinner——""

L3

Our Companion Papers.

“Yes, rather!"”

** The ratherfulness ia terrific !

“ Come on!" roared Johnny Bull,

And the wretched Skinner, in the midst of an excited
crowd. was marched away to the Head's study. He went
like a criminal going to judgment—as indeed he was.

The jumiors left him at the door of the Head's study, and
Skinner, with quailing heart, tapped at the door, and the
Head's deep voice bade him enter.

Skinner dragged himself in.

. " Dear me!” said the Head, surprised and startled by the
Junior’s haggard look. * What ever is the matter, 8kinner 7"

" If—if—it you please, sir——"" stammered Skinner.

“ Well 2"

"I—I've heard that Wharton is suspected of breaking
bounds on Monday night, sir—and—and—and I can't let him
suffer for me,” said S8kinner.

" For you?” repeated the Head.

“ Yes, sit. I—I wasn't poaching, sir,”” stammered Skinner,
drawing upon his invention to as great an extent as he dared.
“That fellow Gadd said he would say I was—so—I—I dared
not give him my name. He was there poaching himself, sir.
He's an awful villain. I—I was out of bounds, sir.”

* You, Skinner!"

“ Yes, sir!” Bkinner hung his head.
won't expel me, sir!"

“ You have come here of your own free will, to admit the
truth 7" said the Head, his stern glance relaxing a little,

“Yes, sir.  I—T counldn't let another fellow suffer for
what I've done !"" said Skinner,

" That is very right and proper,” said the Head. “ I am
glad to see, S8kinner, that you have this much manliness.”

" 1—I wanted to do the right thing, sir.”

" You have done the right thing. You have been guilty
of foolish and wicked conduct, for which I should certainly
expel you—but for the fact that you have come to me anil
owned up in a straightforward way!” said the Head.
' Under the circumstances, 1 shall " punish you with a
floggzing, S8kinner,"

Skinner breathed again. He was not much given to grati-
tude, as a rule; but at that moment he was eeply grateful
to the Bounder for his good advice. The cunning of Vernon-
Smith had saved him.

" Thank vou, sir!"’ he faltered.

He did not feel so comfortable after he had had the flog-
ging. It was a severe one, and Skinner left the study feeling
that life was not worth living.

“I—1 hope you

Harry Wharton was cleared—and it remained a matter of
endless astonishment to the Famous Five that Skinner had
owned up. Most of the fellows declared their belief that
Skinner |l'lai:] improved—he evidently wasn't such a worm as
they had believed. Whatever Skinner's motive, the Famous
Five were glad enough that the matter had ended so well
Skinner went up in the estimation of the Remove—a fact
that made the Bounder indulge in many a sardonic chuckle.

Slkinner's fear of Jem Gadd had gone now—and he was as
anxious to see him again as he had before been to avoiu him,
And he had the great satisfaction of meeting him one after-
noon—with a party of Remove fellows with him—and the
unfortunate Mr. Gadd was the vecipient of such a terrifin
ragging that he made up his mind to give Greviviars School
a very wide berth in the future. And Le did.

(Another splendic, ong, complete tale of the Chums
of Greyfriars next Monday, entitied: “ THE SANDOW

GIRL AT GREYFRIARS,"” by Frank Richards. Ordor
now to make sure of getting a copy.)
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NEXT MONDAY:

FOR

“THE SANDOW GIRL AT GREYFRIARS!”
By Frank Richards.

This i3 the title of our next story, m;d the yarn is one which
will amuse vou from beginming to end.

Johuny Bull's fair cmﬁain pays a visit to the old school, and
from the very moment she arrives at Friardale things begm
to hum. Poor Billy Bunter, who fancies himself as a Ia‘f;
killer, meets his match in Johuny Bull's cousin, and so
many other members of Greyfriars.

Yon must not miss

“THE SANDOW GIRL AT GREYFRIARS!"

FORTY-FIVE SHILLINGS OFFERED!

Qur companion paper, ** The Penny Popular,” is offering
a number of big money prizes iﬁ a simple competition called
Poplets. Have you tried your hand yet? Poplets are guite
simple to construct, as is proved by the fact that in this week’s
issue one  reader of * The Penny Popular™ won twenty
shillings for sending up these three words:

Curiosity for * Tenderfoot.”
Buy * The Penny Popular ™ to-day—it is on sale every-
where—and you will soun ec how fascinating 1t 1s to construct
Poplets,

IF YOU FIND A TREASURE.

© Treasure-trove ’ consists of money or bullion of any
description which has been fouud hidden in all sorts of secret

laces,
. In former times all such property had to be forfeited by
vizht to the ('rown; but more recently this law has been con-
siderably modificd, with the result that all finders of treasure-
trove—on condition that they report their discoveries to the
authoritics—a1re to be lezally entitled to all such articles as
are not actually required for the national institutions, and to
the antique value of all articles so required, less twenty per
cent.,

The rights exercised by the Crown to treasure-trove were
the direct cause of many articles of rare antigquity, and of
almost priceless value, being losgt to the nation. Such articles
were formerly consigned to the melting-pot, and sold for their
mtringie value of gold or silver. This was the case with a
gquantity of jewcllery found by a labourer in a ploughed field
near Ilastings some years ago. The ploughman unearthed
with his plough a large number of old rnings and chains, which
he =old for old brass at 6d. a pound. n taken from the
melting-pot the gold realised five hundred and thirty pounds!
This by no means represents the value of the artiles in an
antiquarian sense,

The temptations under the present law, however, for the
concealment of treasure-trove may be considered as entively
removed ; the finder being reimbursed m full for reporting
the find to the proper authorities,

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

G. Couzin (Buie).—You should take your dog to a veterinary
BuUrgecn. _
“Tarp Macxer Liprary.—=No. 282,
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P. L. M. (Leystone).—You will see that a ‘‘ Gem " Portraib
Gallery has already been started. I am glad to hear you
like the two papers, but have you seen our other companion,
the * Penny Popular " 1 ‘ )

R. Rose (Norwich).—To become a private detective ap-
plication should be made to some of the private investigators,
whose advertisements can be seen in the d.ul{ papers.

L. R. Davies (South Africa).—I am sorry I cannot supply
you with the 3d. Libraries you want, but you can order them
through any newsagent. -

A. Collins (Leicester)—I am afraid I do mot kmow
the address you require, If you consulted a local directory,
you would probably be able to find it. _

G. T. T. (Africa).—You ask me for a place to obtamn a
book on swimming. Messrs. Gamage & Co., Holborn,
London, E.C., stock a good book at about a shilling ; but no
ﬂﬂuht your own newsagent could get you one from nearer

ome,

KING CRICKET.
Useful Information on the Great Summer Game.

Care of the Ground.

The fact should be borne in mind that it is not difficult to
carefully mow and roll the actual pitch and neglect the sur-
rounding neighbourhood; the whole ground should be
treated alike, as if the grass is long the direction of the
ball cannot be followed when it is hit by a doughty hatﬂmﬂ.f‘.h

If the ground is compoged of clay, it should be watered in
the cool of the evening. When watering a pitch, never
throw the water on in patches, but always spray it on evenly
all over the pitch. )

Always clear the pitch of weeds, as a ball bouncing on one
of these will jump.

Feats on the Field.

The cricket field at one time and another has been the
scene of some very fine feats,

In the year 1895, in a match between the county of Lanca-
shire and Somerset, Mr. A, McLaren made 424 runs 1n one
inningea. ) \

[n 1901 Mr. C. B. Fry made six successive centuries.

In 1901 in a one-day match, the county of Notts, playing
against Y orkshire, l:r::tlF scored 13 runs. . i

In 1806, Arthur Mold, playing for Lancashire against
Surrey, bowled a ball that sent one of the bails 635 yards.

In 1907, at Lord's cricket ground, Albert Trott (Middlesex),
performed the hat trick twice in a match against Somerset,

In 1909, F. Woolley and A. Fielder, playing for Kent
against Worcestershire, succeeded in keeping lég.ﬁ eir wicket
—it was the last to fall—until they had added runs to the

score, :
In 1884, a man named Percival, at Durham, threw a cricket
ball 140 yards 2 feet.

The Implements and their Costs.

When buying a bat, see that it is not too heavy for you.
You 3.]1“11'1]:’&1“&[) see that it is well balanced ; a badly-balanced
bat is difficult to wield. _

Bails and stumps vary in price, but can be cbtained from
5s. a set. Guard against knots and flaws in the wood, as
should these be present the stump will split and break. .

Remember that a little more meney spent on good articles
at the first 18 much cheaper, in the long run, than buying
implements of inferior quality.

‘ricket balls and other necessities for the game vary as to
price. A good ball can be pur-

chased for 3s.; a score book
for 6d.; a pair of batting . :
gloves for 3s. 6d.; a pair of AL

pads for 58, T ————
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“Could you spare me a copper, sir? I'm trying to get
back to my poor old mother. She ain’t seen my face for

years.'
r * I believe you. Why don’t vou wash it 2
: ’3:’ z S =
R EASIER SAID THAN DONE!

Ciirls, tﬂ-.r A \Tr*rn Widow 77 hat away -
with vou this summer. You will find the =
men will always be by your side, if only to LR
get ont of the sun,

BUSINESS IS
BUSINESS!

Indiznant Passer -
by : " Madam, vour
batpin has ripped me
across the cheek.”

She: “8So 1 see,
Permit me to call vour
attention to Squill
intment, for which
I am the agent, It
cures scratches and =
punctures, prevents :
blood poisoning, and
1s sold at the small
price of——"  But Dr. Flannigan : “ Shure yon mu[u L be alarumed about the
he had fled, ewellin' on the back of your nec! k, Dooley. It's nothing much
yet, but just keep an eye on it.”

Drinted snd |m'l lished by the Propri icters at The Fleetway I’GLH Farri HET.:[ n Street, Londo; 1- Engla and. Agents for Australia Gordon & ’

Gotck, Ltd,, Mclbourne, £ydrey. Adelaide, Erisbane, :l.rl:li"lel‘m.,tcn N.Z.; for Bouth Alrica: C‘:ntulﬂena .ﬁun:;,itd Cape Town and
Jobannesbury, Subscription, 7s per angum, Salurday, July 5th, 1915
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DID HIM A COOD CHURN.
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1. “These 'ere eyclists want all the road,” said Farmer
Turmut, earrying the pails of milk, as he heard their merry
bells ring out in the background.

“The Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement,

111,

RECEIVED HIM WITH MUSICAL HONOURS.

3 \ P=ao

e

1. Private Smithy was feeling very aggranoyed at having
had his copy of ** The Gem * stolen from him in the dead of
night, so he prepared a musieal reception for the next maiau-
der.

L

2. And the two specd-merchants, thinking to make the old
boy jump, eut by a Lit too close, with the above result, while
the Little poodle warbled, * Waltz me again, Willie.,™

2. And, sure enough, about twelve minutes past thirteen
o'vlock that afterdark the door was opened, and in erept the
pilferer.  Then the fun commenced, the phonograph and drnuno
joining in, as per above,

3. But was old Turmut wild ? Not much. For, you see,
that milk had been churmned into butter by the time they had
stopped cireling the cire. Fact, dear readers.

3.. I
Private Smith, as he led his eaplive off to the thief warchouse,
" if the regimental glazier bas only got enough putty leit to
make onre,

get & medal for this smart capture,” chortled

1. “By Jove!
too late 1 ™

I'm just in time to be 2. “ I must take a leap1”

3. but the
he landed rather abruptly.

boat was backing in, and
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A GASE OF SUSPENDED ANIMATION.

e .

1. “Aka! You are my prisoner! " eried the cavalryman
to the intantrymanr. * Halt at once, or it will be the worse
for yeu ! '
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2 Bat, unluckily for him, his plume caught in the bough
of the tree, and took him elean out of the saddle like this,

— s C o

. i f,_'_,.u.ﬂf;a-“-" p:

P [}

3 SL"I' the infantryman collared the noble steed and dﬂpartg-d,
like this, much to the annoyance of the gentleman in the
tree.

A TRIFLE
MAZY.

Billy Beetle (con-
sulting his map) :
“Dash it all! They
ought to put wup
signposts when there
are S0 ANy Cross-
roads ! "

"The Magnet” Library Special Story Supplement.
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NOT A N-ICE ACTION.
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1. “ Clear away the snow, sir ? "' said Ranjee to the Rajah of
“Be ofl !

Tingting. “Nol!™ roared the mean rajah,

Hop it ! "

2. But when the rajah had finished the job himself, Ranjes
and Baby, the elephant, dropped a lot of nice fresh spriny
water outside the front door.

3. Well, of course, when the rajah came forth for his after-
noon stroll, whish! he went, and came down a nasty ovue,
Then Ranjee and Baby smole,

Teacher: * What is the plura!
of rhinoceros, Johnnic ¥ ™'

Johnnie : * Please, {eachor.
there ain't any ! 7

Teacher: * How's that * ™

Johnny : * "Cos you said jusg
now it was a singnlar animal.”
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