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A Splendid, New, Long, Complete School Tale dealing with
the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

Billy Bunter puffed up the steps to where the chums
were talking, * 1 say, you fellows, do you see that
chap over there ? He’s Rawlings the bookle! I saw
Hazel talking to him the other day in the lanel"”

(See Chapter 1.)

% E;;);right la-ti‘u Ualted ‘Etu of Amaerica.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Visitor for Hazel!

i REAT pip!  Wha's that merchant?”

Bob Cherry uttered that  ejaculation. A
group of fellows belonging to the Remove were
chatting on the steps of the School House at

Giroyfrinrs, when the **merchant’ came in sight.
Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the stranger in surprise,

He hud come in at the school gates, and was
advancing across the Close towards the School House,
when the juniors spotted him. A slight tendency to
sigzagging in the * merchant's™ walk hinted that he
hiad partaken of the eup that cheers, not wisely, but too
well.  He was a florid gentleman, with a loud waist-
cont, and a louder wateh-chuin, and a silk hat set at a
rakish angle upon his head.  His whole appearance was
of the horse horsey, as Frank Nugent put it.

He was cortainly a most remarkable visitor for Grey-
friurs School, and he was favoured with inquiring stares
from all the fellows who saw him.,

“Looks like a giddy bookmaker,” said Harry
Wharton. * One of Smithy's friends come to pay him
n visit, perhaps.”

* Smithy wouldn’t be idiot enongh to have him here.
1 should think,” said Bob Cherry.  * | wonder what
he wants?"

*ood heavens!™

T'hat ejaculation came from Hazeldene of the Remove,
who had just come out of the School House, The
juniors looked quickly at Hazel.  All the colour had
flod from lis face, and his eyves were fixed upon the
“merchant * with the rakish silk hat, wide-open with
tarror.

November 29th, 1013,
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“Do you know him#™" a~ked Wharton.

“It's Rawlings!"

* And who may Rawlings happsm to be?”

Hazeldene did not veply. e turned quickly and van into
the house, and the junmiors heard his footsteps die away on
the stairs within,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged iooks of surpriee and dis-
mayv. It was evident that Hazeldine knew that exceedingly
flachy-looking gentleman ;. anl equally evident that he was
very umullmg to meet him,

The ass!" murmured Bob Cherry.
has got himself into a fearful pickle this time!
vome here to sce Hazel”

There was consternation in the faces of the juniors
Hazeldene, always weak and wayward and obstinate, was
|momu||tl\ in a serape of some kind, and his friends were
getting tired of helping him out of them. Indeed, they
would probably have left him alone, to go to the dogs in his
own way, but for ane eonsideration—his sister Marjorie, their

irl chinn at Cliff Ionse School.  For Murjorie’s sake,

Tarry Wharton and his chums had chipped in many times to
save Hazel from the consequences of his own I'u!'i) But
this time the matter had gone too lar.

If the Head, or any of the masters, canght
disreputable merchant who was zigzaggi
there would be an instant inquiry into his reason for vieiting
Grevfriars. And when it transpived that he had come to sce
ITazeldene

“Oh, the ass!" said Wharton, between his teeth. *To
!rl the man come here, of all things!”

‘Me doesn't seem to want hmn here,” said Nugent drily.
“[t's pretty clear Hazel owes him money, and he's come for
it. The duffer was trying to borrow l"lllll* in the Remove
this morming—and that's what lw wanted them for—to keep
his friend Mr. Rawlings away.

Harry Wharton nodded.  1Te knew that Hazel had been
making desperate attempts to borrow monoy for the last two
days,  DBut as Hazel wis an oxe eedingly bad debtor, and hd
no pro=pect whatever of 1epaying the sums he borrowed, he
fonnd it difficult to raise loans. e had not sue weocded in
raising the sum he wanted—and this was the result! Ths
vreditor hind come to the school,

It was a half-lioliday at Greviviars, and there was a eenior
footballanateh going on. Most of the prefects were in the
First Eleven, and so were fortunately nﬂi the scene.  But the
football-field was in sight of the Close, and Wingate or
Conrtney, or Walker might easily catch o rlimpse of the
merchant duving a prose in the play.  The Head might
look out of his window—Mr. Quelch or nother of the
masters might come out of the house at any moment.  And
il that man were =cen, there was only one possible result
for Hazel—he would be called into the Head's study for a
stern inguiry, and he would be immediately expelled from
r!u- rchool,

*1t means the sack for him ! said Bob, in a jow voice.

“Serve the silly ass vight ! said Jolmmy DBull. ** We
pulled him ont of just such a h(:ll' as thiz not leng ago, and
sed to chuck it for good.”

o him right, right enough!™ :-ai(l Bob. 'llut—"
* But what "' growled Johnny Bull = I'm fed up with
him,  If he can’t In- decent, the sooner he gets the order of
f|ll‘ boot, the better,
*Yea; but—but

“The eill_\‘ ass! Ile
That man’s

dght of that

~Mayjorie ! said Bob.
= Oh, hang ! sard Johnny Bull u:u-..-il‘\u
That thought was in the minds of all the Co.—how
\lnjnnl' would feel of her brother were " <acked ™ from
For thut veason they had stood by 1
fl!ll!“« when they were disgusted with him, and tired of his
folly.  Wharton vemembered the anxions look he had =cen
on Marjorie's I‘m‘- the lust time she had come over to
Gresfrinrs, e pealised now that the girl kuew that hier
biother was in lumlllv aguin, and that all that had been done
f.r| hiim I:.l(i been doe in vain,
“We can’t do anything now !™

said Nugent. ** Why, the

ing across the Close,
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Hn-ld must see him if he hap pens to look out of his window.
rotter’s just in fromt of it!
* And Quelehy may come out any minute !"" said Johnny

CTes all ap now I

1 osay, you fellows,” Billy l'.umm-. the fattest junior in
Covexfriars, came puffing up the steps **do you see that chap
over there? 1 know him! He's |L|u1:||".n the bookie !
saw Hazel talking to illm Ihl other day in the lane—""

“Ob, vou shut up!™ growled Johnny Bull,

Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles,

= Oh, veally, Bull! 1 shouldn’t wondes if he's come to see
Hazel. T know Hazel owes hine money, because 1 happened
war them talking—-

* You happened to be eavesdropping, as usual!™ snapped
Wharton, L

= 8hut up !
CSha'n't ! said Bunter. T think this kind of thing is
disgraceful, you know.  After all U've done for Hazel, too!”
“ Lot vou've ever done for anvbody, vou fat porpoise.
What have you done ™
*Well, 1= stood by him!" suid Bunter virtuously. “I
felt T was bound to, yvou know, consider that Marjorie is

vather mashed on me, and——  Ow, ow "
Bump !
At that |m|IiI Bob Chievry had introduced his boot into

the conversation, and Billy Bunter volled down the steps, and
~at on the ground gasping.

= Ow! (Cherry, you beast N
at the group of julll(lln. wl as he saw Bob coming down the
steps towards ham, with face aflame, he picke « himself up
and fled, withont waiting to conelude his remarks,

Meanwhile, the merchant had zigzagged himelf across the
Close, and he veached the steps of the Schoul House as
Bunter dashed off.

]Ir- turned a tishy eye upon the juniors,

Afternoon ! he said thickly.
* What do von want ?™" gsked Tlarry Whaecton curtly.

*T've come to colleet a little debt,” said Mre. Rawlings
affably.  * Yonng gentleman of 1}"- name of  Hazeldene,
l'h\f-- me five quul Where is he?™”

* You onghtu't to come here,”" said avey shavply.
know it will get him into trouble.”

Mr. Rawlings nodded.  He had been drinking. but he vas
not intoxicated, and the j jlll}lﬂl-l gueseed that he had inspived
hlmﬂ‘lf with ** Dutch courage for thut visit Iu the school,

= T shouldn't wonder,” said Mr. Rawlings. * Wat [ know
i~'. that T want my mone)

\\ hat does Hazel owe vou the money for?
A little flutter on a “orse,” l-\|||u|lw1| My, Rawlings.

2 Ynu know you can't colleet gaming debts;  they’re
illegal,” said thr- captain of the Remove; * you Lnow that
a8 \\oll as I (ln

‘I'm goin' to collect this ane, or there will be a row !’
suid Mr. Rawlings emphatically. = I've got his paper
‘vre—I O U five quid. Amd that five quid is goin’ to be
paid, on the nail, or there will be trouble for Mr. Swindler
lhm-hh-lu- If T don’t sen h:m I'm goin' to see the "Fad.”

*You'd better clear off——

“ 1 ain't cleaving off \\1Ihnm my money,"” -nill Mr. Raw-
lings., raising his voice. ™ Now,. I ain't come 'ere to jore.
1 want five quid! Where's that voung swindler?”

The juuiors looked at Myr. Rawlings, and at one another
helplessly,  They ehivered the thought of what would
follow if Mr. Queleh should hear the man’s voiee and como
out. They knew that the Remove-master was in his study.

And there was no getting rid of Mr. Rawlings. He had
evidently come there with the special intention of making
a seene unless his eluim was met. What was to Le done?

It was no business of theirs, certainly. Hazel had brought
it upon himself by his folly, and le had to fuee the conse-
IeTees, But—there wis \I.lljlulr"—.ml] Wharton had not
forgotten that he had promised the anxious givl to look after
her brother as much as he could.

Wharton thought the matter over quickly, rnd made up
his mind.  To have any dealings with 3"» hl'\lf"llﬂ.l]lll‘ black-
cuard might be dangerous to himself; but I'm Marjorie's
suke, he was prepared to run the risk,

*We've got to stop the brute's monI]l.
l[liil'k'[), “ Let's do our best—for \Inl}ur!o

Aund the other fellows nodded.  They were prepoared to take
the risk, too. Mr. Rawlings had not been seen, so fur, by
masters or prefects, and there was a bare chance that the
situation might be suved, if he could be got rid «f.

“Where's Master Swindler  Hazeldene?  vepeated My
i\{ II“!.I'lK" ising his voice still londer. 1 want to see "in!

Bunter blinked furiously

“You

=1 -l\l\{'l] ] !ﬂ rey.

he muttered

s 1 live quid?™”

*Hold your tongue,” =aid Wharton savagely. * Loak
here, dear off. and you shall have the money, ‘T promise
Lo,

Mr. Rawlings grinned sceptically.
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The newtomef t_ul;ned a fishy eye upon the juniors.
to collect a little debt,” sald Mr. Rawlings affably.

“ 1 come heve for money, and not for gas,” he remarked.
“You "and over the five quid. and Ull get off quick enough.
But I ain’t going without my monesy.”

“Do you think 've got five pounds in my pockets, you
fathead?”" said Wharton angrily. 1 give yon my promise.”

* Promises is like pie-erusts,” said Mr. Rawlings senten-
tiomaly.  * Made anud broken,"you know. 1 want my monoy.”

on shull bave it to-morrow, if you'll clear off now,” saild
Wharton desperately.

ST have it inside five minutes, or I'll raise a row ‘ere
that will make Master Hazel sorvy he tried to swindle me.”
said Mr. Rawling: 7 y I pay up when
1 lose. The young swindler has Now
ho's goin® to pay.”

“Hea ean't,”

“Then he can take the consequences,  And who are you to
interfare, anyhow? [I'm going to see Ilazeldene.”

And My, Rawlings tried to push his way through the
juniors into the house.

Harry Wharton & Co. were strongly tempted to soize

Tur. MaaNer Lisrary. —No. 303.

NEXT
MONDAY —

had money onter me.

* What do you want?" aakéd Wharton curtly, “I've come
“ Young gentleman of the name of Hazeldene owes me flve
quld. Where Is he 2" (Nee Chapter 1,) |

“IN BORROWED PLUMES!”

A,
N

e

i

upon him, and hurl him bodily down the steps. Bul that
would only have precipitated the scene they dreaded. Ha
had to be got vid of quietly, if 1luzel was to be saved. And
he would not go without his money, and the juniors hae
nothing like five pounds abonut them. Five shillings would
have been nearer the mark. so far as their linaneial resources
wern concernad,

Wharton's brain worked quickly. Time must be gained,
and, meanwhile, the man must b got out of sight.
“Well, come in,”" said Wharton, ** You shall see Hazel
Come up to my study.”

ks chums staved at him agliasi,

“To the study " Nugent muttered in dismay,

“It's the only thing to be done, before he's seen, too," saiil
Wharton hurriedly. * Come on—this way, Mr. Rawlings."

Wharton prayed fervently, as he led the bookmaker into
the hall, that nobody would be there to see him. There wera
two or threa Removites, and Coker of the Fifth, and Tample
of the Fourth Form. and they all stared curiously at Mr.
Rawlings. But fortunately there was no master, and o

A 8plendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Ce, Order Eariy!
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And Wharton hurried

member of the Sixth Form, in sight.
the bookmaker up the stairs at top speed, Mr. Rawlings
grunting in a dissatisfied way as he went.  In the Remove
passage Peter Todd met them, and he stared blankly.

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Todd. ** Who's your friend,
Wharton?

But Wharton did not reply. He hurried Mr. Rawlings
into No. 1 Study. aud breathed more freely when the door
had closed upon him theres

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Considers It His Duty.

R. RAWLINGS sat down in Harry Wharton's avm-
chair, and stretehed his legs out comfortably, with the
evident intention of making himself at home. He
had not taken his hat off, and Wharton could hardly

yestrain himself from knocking it off. The insolence of the
vuscal was growing. The anxiety the juniors displayed te
keep him out of sight showed him the power he had in

his hands.

“Well, where's Master Hazeldene?”  demanded M.
Rawlings, taking out a big black cigar, and snipping off the
end with his teeth. ** Produce "im!”

“Wait here a bit, and I'll Teteh him,”” said ITarrey.

<1 ain't goin’ to wait long,” said Mr. Rawlings
his cigar. *You run along and fetch 'im quick,
shaver, or there’ll be trouble.”

Wharton trembled with rage, but this was not the time to
resent the rascal’s made of address.  He whispered to Nugent.

“Stay heve, Franky, and sce that he doesn’t get out of the
study, while I look for Hazel, will you?”

Nugent nodded.

Harty Wharton left the study, closing the door behind him.
Bob Clierry - and Johnny Bull had remained in the passage.
They were on guard to see that no one entered Study No. 1
while Mr. Rawlings was there.  To have that half-intoxi-
eated, disreputable blackguard found i the study would
have meant very serious trouble for the chums of the {lemm‘e.

Harry Wharton hurried along the Remove passage to
Hazel's study., He guessed that the wretched youth had
taken refuge there. He was right. He saw Hazel as he
opened the door. With a face like chalk, Hazel sat there, and
his eves turned with a terrified gaze upon the door as it
upened.

** Has that man gone?” he panted.

“ No, he wants to see you."

“T—I can't see him! T can't let anybody know 1 know
him! 1—I <hould be expelled from the school I stuttered
Hazel.

“You can’t deny that you know him.”

“1 will—I shall!”

“1 won't say anvthing about that being a lie” said
Wharton quictly. * But vou can’t deny that you know him,
when he's got your I O U7 with your signature on it.”

Hazel groaned.

“1'm ruined! Oh, what a fool I've been!”

“ Have you got any money to pay him?" asked Wharton,

*No, none. I—I owe the beast five pounds. He—he =aid
that Blackamoor was certain to win!" groaned Hazeldene.
“Tt was a dead cert ! And—and I had information, too— from
a tipster who often gives really good things.  Only—only
llu:‘mncu horse came in sixth, you see, and—and T was done
in.

** And you betted on eredit, without the money to pay if
you lost 7" demanded Harry.

“Well, you see. I was so certain of winning," said Huzel
weakly.

Wharton's lip curled.

“Do you know what that was?" he gsked.  “ Tt was swind-
ling-—swindling, pure and simple! Rawlings is no worse than
yon are.”

“J—I believe he knew I couldn't pay, but he thought T'd

ot it from my friends,” said Hazel miserably. * He knows
Marjorie has helped me more than onee.  Only—only Mai-
jorie hasn’t any wore money, and—and-—"

“You've had it all, you mean,” said Harry, in disgust, T
must say you're a pretty specimen.  Anyway. you've got to
see Rawlings, whether you can pay him or not.  He's in my
study, and he's waiting for you.”

Hazeldene started up.

“1—1 can’t see him!
anything.”

“If you don't he's going to see the Head.”

“He threatened that he wounld. e said he would come
Lore if T didn't square up, and—and I've been in torment the
Just two days. I'm ruined.”

" (Come along.”

Hazeldens allowed himself to be led from the study. His
Ture Macser Lisrany.—No. 303
E GEM ' LIBRARY,
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knees were knockin Iugl-lln'l‘ us he accompan ied Wharton
down the passage. ll.f'rnnl of old it was said that the way of
the transgressor is hard. Hazel was finding it so. He had
plunged into the serape with utter recklessness, and now that
the time had come to ** fuce the U the emergency
found him without nerve, i conrage,  He threw
Limself helplessly upon others, and if they did not save him
he was ruined,  Yet, angry and scornful as he felt, Wharton
coulid not help feeling compassion for the wretched, white-
faced boy, whose folly had led him to this terrible pass.

“See that nobody comes in, you chaps,”” Wharton mut-
tered, as he passed Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry at the door
of No. 1 Stu

* Right-he

Harry Wharton went in with Hazeldene,
Bob, looking very grave, remained on the wi outside.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, their Indian chum, joined them
there, Fellows looked at them ('lll'illlls-'\t}' as they [l:ms«(‘d.
Most of the juniors of the house knew who was in Wharton's
study, and only the Co. knew that the man had come to
see Hazeldene, That Wharton should have such a disreput-
able acquaintance amazed the Removites, and they could not
understand it.  Several fellows asked questions, but the ques-
tions were not answered,  The chums were not in a mood for
chatter. But when Billy Bunter rolled upon the scene, he
was not to be denied.

Bunter blinked at the three juniors, and put his hand on
the door of No. 1 Study.  Johuny Bull shoved him back
roughly.

“You can't go in,"”" he said,

“ Oh, really, Bull, I'm going in. you know.
Wharton.™

“You can't.”

“Why ean't 17" demanded Bunter warmly,  “ What vight
have you got to keep me ont of Wharton's study—my old
pal Harry's study? Ejke vour rotten check, T think. T'm
jolly well going in."”

“If you come near that door again, I'll boot you down
the passage,”” said Johnny Bull, in a concentrated voice,

Bunter backed away.

“Oh, all vight! T know who's in there.  Rawlings, the
bookmaker. 1 thought he had come to <ee Hazel, but it
turns out he's come to see Wharton, My hat!  And Wharton
always pretended to be a giddy model! He, he, he!”

“(Clear off I shouted Bob Cherry.

“He, he, he!”

Bob made a rush at the Owl of the Remave, and Bunter
s<campered down the passage.  As Bob returned to the study
door, Bunter came cautiously back.

“T say, you fellows, I'm sincerely sorvy. but 1T can’t have
this!” he suid. 1 consider it a i we to the school,
Wharton entertaining bookmaukers in s study. 'm sorry,
but it's mp duty to speak to a prefect.” |

“I1f you dare to sneak, you fat cad—"

“T don't eall it sneaking, 1 regard it from a point of view
of duty,” said Bunter loftily. ** I'm sincercly sorry, but Pve
got my duty to do.”

And he rolled away to the stairs. The jmlim'u |~!1~hﬂhg‘ﬂi
glances of alurm, If the Owl of the Remove told tales to a
srefeet, whether from a sense of duty or not, all the fat would
w in the fire with a vengeance, Bob Cherry seemed to gulp
something down, and he called after the fat junior, as Bunter
reached the head of the stairs,

“ Bunter, come here !

Billy Bunter looked round.

“Soriy T can’t stop. Cherry,” he said, stopping all the
same. " You see, they're at half-time now, and T must speak
to Wingate.”

“(‘ome here, vou fut beast !

“ No larks?"” said Bunter suspiciously,

** No larks!" said Bob.

Billy Bunter rolled back.

“You're to keep vour silly head shut about Rawlings,
Bunter,” said Bob, in a low voice. ** Do vou understand ?
You'll be scragged if you say a single word !™

“ I'mi sincerely sorvy,” said Bunter loftily. ** You fellows
dow't quite understand what it is to have x keen sense of
dutv. You don’t quite come up to wmy standacd. But I
can’t allow these things to go on without chipping in. That's
liow T feel about it.”

Bob glared.

To be preached at by a young rascal like William CGeorge
Bunter was a new and painful experience for Bob Cherry;
and it was n-rfr hard to bear. But just then the Owl of the
Remove held the whip-hand, and he knew it, and he intended
to make the most of it.

“ 1 suppose vou're expecting a postal-order, Bunter " Bob
asked, as calmly as he could.  * You generally are.”

The

Bunter's eyes glistened behind s big spectacles,
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d;fculsaion was reaching the point he had intended it to reach
all along.

“Yea he replied. “I'm expecting a remittance from
one of my titled relations,”

“I'll fend vou a couple of bob in advance upon your
postal-order, if you like,”" said Bob Cherry.

Bunter shook his head.

“ The postal-order will be for four shillings,” he explained.
“ Perhaps you'd better hand me the four bob, and take the

tal-order when it comes. Then U'll tell you what I'll do.

'Il go and have a snack in the tuckshop, and consider whether
I could possibly hold my tongue about these disgraceful pro-
ceedings in No. 1 Study. I'd like to do anything I could for
old pals, even though I can’t help regarding their conduct
with contempt, vou know." ;

Bob Cherry's fists clenched convulsively. The negotiations
were in great danger of ending with Bunter sprawling on the
floor. DBut Bob held his temper in check.

“ 1 can't bargain with the ghoul,” said Bob, in a choking
voice. ‘' Lend me some tin, vou fellows,™

“ We'll stand our whaek,” said Johnny Bull, with a furious
glance at Bunter. ** Here's a bob towards it, anyway."

“ And here are two honourable bobs,” said Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry found a shillinz in his pocket. Tt was his Tast ;
bt it had to be sacrificed for the good of the cause, so to
speak.  Bunter's little, round eyes glistencd behind his
speetacles as ho received the coing in his fot palm.

“Thanks ! he said airily. * Of course, I'm going to settle
this ont of my postal-order—when it comes.”

“ Clear off I said Bob.

“ And I'll think over Wharton’s conduct, and decide
whether T ean possibly allow him to zo on without reporting
him,” said Bunter. “T'll do my best. But if you fellows
wore as sonsitive as T am, you'd understand how painful it
is to have to struggle against a sense of duty for the sake of
friendship.””

“Will you elear off " said Bob Cherry, in a_sulphurous
l\roi(-a. ) sha'n’t be able to keep my hands off you much
onger,

And Bob looked so dangerous that the Owl of the Remove
decided to clear off, without giving any further expression
to his sense of duty. He rolled away, and made a direct line
for the tuckshop —where his new and oppressive sense of duty
was forgotten, for the time, in the jovs of ginger-beer and
Jam-tarts,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hard Terms!

AZFELDENE had entered the study with Harry

Wharton, and the door had closed immediately.  Mv.

Rawlings looked at him through the thick smoke of
his strong-smelling cigar, and gave him a nod.

“ Afternoon ! he said.

“ Good-afternoon !"" faltered Hazeldene.

“T've got your bit of paper here,”” said Mr. Rawlings.
“ Fivoe quid it is.  Of course, you're going to settle up.”

“7 told you last night that T couldn’t,”” said Hazeldene, his
face as white as chalk. * You must give me time, Mr.
Rawlings.”

“T'ye give vou all the time I'm goin® to give vou,” said
Mr. Rawlings. “ Now, I'll tell you wot I'll do, and it's
rood offer. I'll give you until I've finished smoking this "ere
cigar to find the money. Then, if T ain’t paid, I'm goin® to
the 'Ead.”

llf'lucldone leaned one hand on the table to support him-
self.

“That wouldn't do you any good,” he said. * The Head
wouldn't pay you."

“I'm going to ask him for your father's address.”

“ My father! He wouldn't pay a gambling debt.”

1 yreckon he would make you‘rrvlt_\' sorvy vou 'adn't paid
it, though, and so would the "Ead,” said Mr. Rawlings, with
a chuckle. 1 should think it was worth more’n five quid
to you not to be kicked out of your school. But T dessay
you know best. 'Ave your way. Don’t mind me. I give
you till I've finished this "ere cigar.”

“ [How can I pay you when [ haven't any money " said
Hazeldene helplessly.” * Do be reasonable, Mr. Rawlings.”

“ You 'ad not the money when you laid the bet,” said Mr.
i “ You said yvou could raise it from your friends."”

¢ J—I hoped-—""

“ Your friends ain't so anxious to shell out—wot?"" asked
the bookmaker, with a grin, 1 &

s'posge so—friends are orfen
like that. Well, that's vour look-out. If you try to swindle
me, you'll suffer for it. That's all!"

Hazeldene turned a haggard look on Wharton and Nugent,
who were looking worried and uneasy.

“ (an you fellows help me ?”" he muttered.  * You—you sce
what's at stake ! T shall be able to raise the money some time
—Marjorie will help me. I'll let you have it back, on my
word—only help me now to get that man away.”

“ That man ain't goin’ away till he’s paid.” chuckled Mr.
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Rawlings, through the thick smoke of his cigar “p
knows a trick worth two of that."”

“It's impossible,”” said Wharton curtly. I haven't more
than a few shillings. and Nugent is nearly stony.”

Frank Nugent nodded assent.

“ The other fellows—"" muttered Hazeldene.

“1 don't suppose we could raise more than a quid among
the lot of us,” said Harry. * Dash it all! Where do you
think we are to get pounds from?®”

“ You—you might borrow it of Lord Mauleverer,' faltered
Hazeldene, ** You're on good terms with him, and he's got
lots of money.”

“TI'm not on cadging terms with him,” said Wharton
sharply: *““and Lord Mauleverer has gone home to see his
people this afternoon.”

lJ:m.‘! groaned.

“Then it's all up with me,” he =aid hopelessly.  “ That
man will go to the Head. and show him the paper with my
signature on it. I can't deny that. [ shall be sacked—and
my father——"'

Iis voice broke.

“ (omes "ard on a bloke when he tries to swindle, and
can't et throngh with it, don’t it 7" said M. Rawlings, blow-
ine out a cloud of smoke. ** Honesty is the best poliey, young
feller.  You bear that in mind, and don’t vou try to swindle
amain—especially a downy bird like yours.truly.”

But Hazel was too scared and wretched to care for the
insolence of the rascal in the armchair. 1l was thinking only
of his danger, and the apparent impossibility of escaping
from it. His eyes were turtied beseechingly upon Wharton.
Tnstinetively, he turned to that stronger nature to help him.
Wharton exchanzed a glance with Nugent. They would save
the wretched boy if they could—but how was it to
done ?

“ Look here, Mr. Rawlings,” said Harry, in as conciliatory
A tone as he could sdopt, for his hands were itching to
laid upon the insolent rascal.  ** If you'll give us time to
yaise the money, I'll sce that you are paid. You can take
my word.”

Rawlings stared at him insolently.

“ Antl who are yvou?" he demanded.

“T am Harry Wharton, and if you knew a decent chap
when vou saw one, you'd know that my word was g
cnough.”

“ Well, Master Harry Wharton, T'll tell yon what T'll do.”
saidd Mr. Rawlings, after some refloction. ** I don't want to
lose the money. I'll take ‘arf of it down, and your I O U
for the other *arf to be paid this week.”

Hazel looked imploringly at Wharton.

“ T haven't the money,” said Harry.

Mr. Rawlings was eyeing him keenly, The rascal was a
keen enough judge of character, and he could sce casily
enough that Wharton was a very different sort of fellow from
Hazeldene. The handsome, frank face of the captain of the
Remove was a guarantee thag his word was as good as his
bond—not that Mr. Rawlings had any intention of taking
his word when he could get his bond.  As he noted Wharton's
anxiety to save the wretched black sheep of the Remove, a
cunning scheme outlined itself in the rascal's brain.  His
manner became less insolent.

“T'm sure I don't want to be "ard on a young gent,” said
Mr. Rawlings. * Look ‘ere—and this ‘ere 15 my rock-bottom
offor. I'll take two quid down, and your note of "and for
three quid, Master Wharton, and clear out.  Wot price
that "

“ You ean raise two pounds, Wharton,” said Hazel. * You
can do that—the fellowrs will lend it to vou, though they won't
to me. And—and T'll settle up—I get my allowance on
Suturday—and Marjorie will help me——"

“1 don't want Marjorie’s money,” said Wharton savagely.
“If [ pay this man, T don’t expect ever to see the money
again !

“71 promise——""

“ You promised to have nothing more to do with fellows
of this sort,” said Harey angrily; *“and you promised to
repay the money we paid for you when vou were in a scrape
before. What was that promise worth? You haven't paid a
wnny "
£ “Oh, pile it on!" said Hazel bitterly.
and you can hit as hard as you like!"”

Wharton relented at once.

“1 don't want to pile it on,” he said, more gently.  * But
don't talk rot about repaving the money! You know you
ean't do it, and vou know vou'll forget all about it as soon as
vou're out of danger!  Look here, Mr. Rawlings; I'll under-
tuke to pay the money if vouw'll elear out ™
“TPwo quid down,” said Mr. Rawlings,  “I'm ‘ard up.
"o tell you a seeret, T've got to settle my bill at the C'ross
Keys, or get out.  I've "ad bad lnck,  Two quid down, ans

5

“I'm down now,

T

A Splendid Complete Taleof H
Wharton & Co, Order lm;‘t"’



¢ THE BEST 3 LIBRARY ©&~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. "%

and T treavel,

vour note-of-"amd for the rest,
fere G the two gquid i< paid !

“ T tey to raise the money,” suid Harexr,  * But get out
f here.  Can’t you nnderstand what it would mean if you
wore found here? Yonu wouldn't get p.'liul. for one thing:
sl Hazel would be kicked ont of Greyfy for another !

1 don’t leave this ‘ere room withont two quid in my
“and

The man was evidenily determined. and ii was useless to
argue with him. He hadd deank just enongh to make him
wuareelsome ol obsti without eclonding his faenlties,
e settled himsell back in the avmchair, and pulled at the
l'il..'.ll‘.

“Stay here a bit, and see that nobady comes in,"” said
Wharton, in o low voice, to Frank Nugent, * I'll get along
wind gee what 1 ean do.”

And he quitted the study with a frowning brow,  Johnny
Buoll und Boly Cherry and the Nabob of Bhanipur met him
with amsious, inguiring glinees in the pussage.

“ You fellows got any tin®™" usked Wharton,

1 have an esteemed half-covervign,” said Hurvee Singh,
I"'"l|ll"'ill:l' it, At is guite at your serviee, my esteemed

And T stay

Al vou chaps®™

S 8tony I said Bab,

= Broke ! suid Joluny Bull.

“HNen I owant thirty bob more.  That raseal won't go
without two ponnds down,” said Harey,  ** I'm going to iry
to raise it.  Keep vour eves open here !

* Right-ho [

Murk Linley of the Remove met Wharton in the passage.
Linley was in fontball rie, with a coat and mofller on, and a
footer under Lis arm,

“I've been looking for you, Wharton,” he said.
vou forgotten the mateh ™

“The mateh ! snid Harry,

He had. us a matter of fact, lorgotien it,  There was a
Form matel on that afternoon between the Remove and the

“ Have

I 'pper Fourth, and Harry Wharton was skipper of the
Nemove eleven,  Mark Linley looked at him in astonish-
ment.

*The fellows are waiting.” he said.  * Temple & Co. have
Leen on the grovnd some time. 1< anvthing the matter?”

“Yes,” said Harey: “and comething jolly serious, too,
iluzel is in trouble again!™
ark raised his cyebrows,
Lisar it.

“There's a man come to see him—a disroputable sort of
bookmaker,” said Harrey,  ** We've got him in the study out
of sight : but he won't go without his money !

* My hat!"

1 ean’t play—and the other chaps can’t.  Tell Smithy T
vt him to caprain the team this afternoon, and to lill five
places.”

* Phew "

“ There's nothing else to be done.
Fourth waiting any longer,  Buzz off. there’s a good chap!”

* Right-ho ™" said Mark. = We'll do our best,™

And the Lancashire lad went down to the fonthall ground,
while Horey Wharton hurried off on his berrowing expedi-
twon,

He2 was not surprised to

We can't keep the

-

—_——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Too Good!
ARRY WHARTON tapped at the door of Mr. Queleh,
the master of the Remove.

He had come to a resolve that was almost desperate;
but it was the only thing to be done. He could not
o aboutl asking the Remove fellows for money ; the presence
uf the bookmaker in the stuey had attracted enough attention
a3 it was,  Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, could
probably have lent it to him. but it went against the grain
to ask him, and it was quite  possible that Smithy wonld
refuse,  Desides, Smithy was on the footer-ground with the

other fellows, beginning the mateh with the Upper Fourth,

Wharton had met Bulstrode and Ogilvy in the house, but
borh of them proved to have resources limited to a few
llings.  Lovd Mauleverer. who would have lent him the
pamey at onee, was absent.  There was nothing for it but
to get an advanee from his Forme-master, if he could—with-
aat, of conrse, acquainting him  with what he wanted the
wioney for,

* Come in!"

Mr. Queleh was seated at his table, with a typewriter before
him, engaged upon the literary work that ocenpied most of
hi= leisure hours; but he paused. and glaneed kindly enough
at Wharton as he eame in, noting the vnu=ual colour in the
faee of the junior.

= Woll, Wharton®™" he <aid.
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“T've come to ask you a favonr, sir.” said Harry. “I
want thirty shillings to settle a debt. 1 ean get it from my
uncle in a couple of days, but 1 want to pay to-day. Would
you have the very great kindness, sir, to let me have it?"

Mr. Queleh snunled good-naturvedly.  If Billy Bunter or
Snoop or Skinner had made such a request, Mr. Lf-lwk‘h
would have refused with eutting curtness; but with Harry
Wharton it wus different.  He had never asked a favour
before: and Mr. Queleh knew, without inquiring, that any
debit Wharton might have contracted would be of an honour-
able nature, that he would not be afraid to explain, if
nevessary.,

* Ah, you kave been outrunning your resources!” said the
Remove-master indulgently, f yonu were a reckless or
t boy, Wharton, T should certainly decline to
oblige ye but, knowing you as 1 do, 1 shall have no hesi-
tation n the matter.  You may certainly have the money "

Wharton drew a breath of rvelief.  The Form-master did
not intend to ask him what he wanted the money for. He
concluded that it was for payment of some expense of the
Remove football elub—nets or goalposts, or a new mateh ball,
or something of the sort—and [:‘ did not want it to be
explained.

“You're very kind, sir,” said Wharton, as Mr. Quelch
unlocked his desk, and extravted a sovereign amid a  halfs
sovereign from a drawer inside it,

 Not at all, Wharton, T am very glad that a boy in my
Form shonld look upon me as a friend as well as a master,”
said My, Quelch kindly.

But Wharton thanked him warmly as he reccived the two
coins,  He left the study with a lighter heart.

The sound of voices raised in warm argument met his ears
ws he returned to Study No. 1 in the Remove passage.
Coker of the Fifth was standing there, and Bob Cherry and
Bull and Hurree Jamset Singh were lined up outside the study
door.  Coker turned a frowning glance upon Wharton as he
hurried up.

“*What's the trouble?” asked Harry.

“Coker wants to meddle, as usual,”’ said Bob,
here asking to be chucked downstairs!”

(‘oker frowned majestieally,

“ You've got u bookmaker in that study " he exclaimed,

“ Mind your own business,” said Johnny Bull,

1 think it's everybody's business to stop that sort of goings
on, " said Coker, of the Fifth,  ** I'm interfering for your own
e-::k--*f., What do you think would happen if a prefect spotted
You:!

“ You don't dnderstand.” said Harry.
it's no business of a Fifth Form chap.
passage!”

Coker shook his head.  Coker was a good-natured fellow
in his way, but he had an idea of his own importance that
was quite out of keeping with the facts.  Coker believed in
keeping a firm hand upon juniors, and he sometimes assumed
more airs and graces, as Bob Cherry expressed it, than a
prefect of the Sixih,

Colker had deeided that it was his duty to interfere in this
matter. and, after torning it over in his mind, he had come
to No. 1 Study to eject the bookmaker—with a complete mis-
anderstanding of the state of affairs there, of course. His
idea was that the Famous Five were recklessly entering into
things that would cause their disgrace and expulsion from
the school, and Coker of the Fifth meant to chip in in time,

* That man’s going to be chucked out,” said Coker firmly.
“Why, i know him by sight. He's Rawlings, a regular
blackguard,  Decent bookies won't have anything to do with
Lim, and he's been warned off the racecourses for swindling.
He's got an awful reputation.  You kids are simply asking
for the sack !

“You don't nnderstand,” repeated Harry,

* Do vou deny that you've got Rawlings the bookie in your
study " demanded Coker,

* No; but—-"

“Well, I'm going to chuck him out!”

** Fathead !"

*“What do you think Wingate would do if he knew he was
Liere?” said Coker. ** He'd boot him out of the school, and
report you young rascals to the Head. T'm not going to
report you, as I'm not a prefect but I'm going to boot that
~coundre! out,  Let me get in!”

o and eat coke!”

Wharton gritted his teeth with annovance, Coker's inter-
ference was a new complication in a matter already sufficiently
dungerons. Onee Mr. Rawlings was  settled " with, there
would be great difficulty in piloting him ont of the school
nnseen. ‘ith Coker of the Fifth on the warpath, the matter
was ten times more difficult,

* Be a good chap, Coker.” said Wharton.  **Tt’s not as you
think. The man’s going in a few minutes; but if you touch
him he'll kick up a row here ™

* Let him!" said Coker,

“Tle's come

“And, anyway,
You get out of our
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Mr. Quelch unl-ﬁ;:ke-d his desk, and e.xlrscted a sovereign and a half-sovereign from a drawer inside it. *“You're

very kind, sir,” sald Wharton gratefully.

“TJt will make trouble for all of us.”

“Serve you right!  If you haven't sense enough to do the
decent thing, you must take the consequences,” said Coker.
“1 suppose you knew that it was dangerous when you let such
a man come into your study?"”’

“You don't understand,” said Wharton helplessly.

“1 understand that that man's going to be kicked out of
Greyfriars, a3 a warning fo him not to come again!" said
Coker.

And Coker strode towards the study door,

Wharton sprang into his wiay. :

“ Btand back, vou silly 1s55—=—"

“ Bosh 1" said Coker.

And he shoved the junior aside,

“Collar the fool " said Johnny DBull.

“Hands off I"* yelled Coker. “I'll wipe up the floor with
you! I'll Ow—ow—ow !"

Bumn !

Horace Coker went down on the floor with the four juniors
clinging to him. He gasped and roared under their weight.

“Gerooh! Lemme gerrup ! he roared. ** I'll smash
you! I'llI—"

“ (Chuek him downstairs,” said DBob.

“Yarooh! Leggo! Hands off! Yah!™
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* Not at all, Wharton.
look upon me as a friend as well as a master,” sald Mr. Quelch kindly. (S:e Chapter 4.)
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1 am very glad that a boy in my form should

Coker was rolled along the passage to the stairs, and
bundled down. Several feet helped him to go, and he did
not stop till he reached the first landing. There he arrived
in a dusty and dishevelled heap. He sat up, with his collar
harging down his back, his hair ruffled, and his face very red,

“You—you young rascals!”™ he howled. “T'll pulverisn
you for this! I'll Words failed Coker, and he aprang
to his feet, with the evident intention of charging up the
stairs at the chums of the Remove,

Harry Wharton & Co. lined up at the top of the stairs,
waiting for him. They looked 20 grim that Horace Coker
paused.  He real’sod that he would be at a great disadvan-
tage if he chargd upstairs at four determined juniors,  lle
paused in time,

“ Get off, and mind your own business,”

Coker snorted.

“I'm going,” he saul. * But T'll get Potter and Greene,
and wait outside for vour precious pal, and we'll duck him
i the fountaie when he comes out.”

And Uok

Harry Wharton and his clhams
There was o doubt thar the enra
keep his woril,

sald Wharton.

r strode aw ay.

looked &mply harrified
IFifth-Former would
Ther could already hear him calling to hs

A Bplondid Completo Talo of Harry
Wharton & Co, QOrdor Earlyl
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chums Potter and Greene, in the Fifth-Forim passage, on
the next floor below,

“ Well, all the fat's in the tire now,” groaned Bob Cherry.,
“Ti'll all come out now, and we've only made matters worse
by having the rotter in the study. Why, the blessed foun-
tain is right in front of the Head's window, and Coker means
business,”

* What awful luck that that silly ass should take it into
his silly head to meddle with us now !" said Wharton, be-
tween his teeth.

“ The awfulness of the luck is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, with a doleful shake of his dusky head.

“ We shall have to the bookie out by the back way, some-
how,” said Johnny Bull guickly. ** Get settled with the
beast as quick as you can, and we'll manage it. But buck

up.
* Right-ho!” X
Wharton hurried into the study.

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Ir Black and White!
0.1 STUDY was thick with smoke.

Mr. Rawlings had lighted a second cigar, and was
blowing out thick clouds of a pungent smoke, that
made Nugent and Hazeldene cough. and caused Whar-

fon to cough too, as he came into :hn_stu(ly. The room was
simply reeking with it and Frank Nugent had opened the
window wide. ¢

“ Have you got the money 7" Hazcldene acked anxiously,
turnipg to Wharton as he came in.

“ Yes; two pounds.”

“ Oh, good luck " -

Harry Wharton laid the sovercign and the two half-
covercigns upon the table,  Mr, Rawlings locked a little
isconfented.

'h:(.Yuu'\'o got that easy and quick enough,” he grunted.
“ reckon you could “ave got the rest il you d wante«
to.” -
“ [ suppose you are going to keep your word 77 said

arry sharply. )

”" l'iu a 'I_":!"" of my word, T am,” said Mr. Rawlings.
“ You 'and me the two quid, and your note of ‘and for the
other three, and U'll travel”

Wharton hesitated. 5 : SE3 )

[ don't want to put anything into writing,” he said.
“ You know you can take my word. Let it go at that.”

“ Wot's the 'arm of putting it into writin’, if you mean
businiss?” asked Mr. Rawlings. “1I don't take nobody’s
word in money matters.”

“(ive him the paper, Wharton,” urged Ilazeldene.
“ Where's the harm? You'll get it back when you pay
the other three pounds,”

* Yes, but—"" .

“ T ain't leavin 'ere without it,”” said Mr. Rawlinge.

There was nothing else to be done.  After all, where was
the harm? Wharton was certain of getting the mouey by
Saturday, and then he could ruy and recover the paper.

“Very well " he said.  ** Tell me what you want.”

* You write: ‘T promise to pay Mr. 'Enery Rawlings the
sum of three pounds on Saturday, in full settlement,” and put
the date,” saul the bookmaker, ** and sign your name.”

Wharton dipped a pen in the ink, and wrote it upon a
<heet of impot paper. 1le signed his name, and showed it to
Mr. Rawlings.

“Is that all right 7 he asked.

“ That's all right,”” said Mr. Rawlings, with a peculiar
zliam in his cunning eyes. *“ Give me that, and the two
yreid, and 'ere’s Maeter Hazeldene's bit of paper in ex-
change.”

“ There you are!"

Mr. Rawlings placed Wharton’s note in his pocket-book
aml the two pounds in his waistcoat pocket, Then he
produeed Hazeldene's T © U promptly enough.

* There's your bit of writin’, Master Hazeldene."

Ilazeldene pounced upon it.

“* That's mine,” he said. * It's all right.”?

“ Put it in the fire,” said Harry.

ITazeldene obeyed gladly --nnusi His face brightened as
of a4 weight was lfh'j from his mind, as the paper crackled
up in the flames and was consumed. His burden wae gone—
ghifted upon the shouldere of another!
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Mr. Rawlings rose to his feet.

“Glad we've come to a friendly settlement,” he said.
“T'll come 'ere on Saturday, if you like, for the rest, and
"and you back your note of "and.’”

“* You can't come here,” satd Wharton sharply.

“Then you can send it by post to the Cross Kevs,' said
Mr. Rawlings, ** and I'll let you “ave your paper by return
of post.” =

Wharton pavsed, and bit his lip. To send this rascal the
money, and trust to his honour to return the paper, was too
great a risk.  What was to prevent Mr. Rawlings from
pocketing the cash, and keeping the paper all the same?
That he was rascal enough to do it Wharton had no doubt
v hatever,

" You don't like that idea 7" asked Mr. Rawlings.

" No,” said Harry unecasily. ' I'd better hand yon the
money personally.”

** All right—come to the Cross Kess on Saturday—""

1 can’t come there; it's ont of bounds.”

Y Master Hazeldene has managed it often encugh, and T
tpose it'e out of bounds for “im. too.” said Mr. Rawlings,
“_'llh a grin. ** Howsumdever, I'm an accommodatin’® gent.
I'll meet you somewhere if you like on Saturday.”

That, too, was exceedingly disagreeable to Wharton, He
I\h--“_' I:_Ilnl. he might be seen speaking with the bookmaker,
amnd if it were reported at Greyfriars, it would mean inquiry
and trouble, But there were difficultics on both sides. Meet-
ing Mr. Rnwlinﬂ and handing him the money in return for
the paper was the least objectionable manner of settling the
matter, Wharton considered.

“Make it after dark, then,” he eaid, It gets dark
<oon enough now, and I can get out of gates, say, about
six o'clock.”

* Anythin’ to oblige.” said Mr. Rawlings.

“T'II come to the old barn—you know it—on the Friardale
road,” said Wharton, * scen after six on Saturday? Will
that suit you ¥"*

Mr. Rawlings nodded.

“Done ! he said. *“ Don't forget to bring the money with
vou, fur if you do, I shall finish my little walk by coming
up to the school.”

* I shall keep my word,” eaid Wharton sharply.

* Right-ho! Den't get ratty at a word of friendly advice.
Ouly raising three quid in three days ain't always casy for
a boy of your age, you know "

* T shall ask my uncle for it.”

“ I've applied to my uncle in times of difficulty,” grinned
Mr. Rawlings. * Uncle Solemons—three brass balls, you
know,"?

* I don't mean that 1"

** Must be a very accommodatin’ uncle to let you "ave threa
quid for the askm’,” said Mr. Rawlings, with a curious look
at the juniors. ** Plenty of money-—what "

Wharton gave him a freezing look. Mr. Rawlings’ per-
sonal interest in his private atfairs was the last word in
inpertinence,

* My uncle is very well off,”" he said. ** Bat that doesn't
niatter now. You will have your money, and that’s all you
nieed worry about.”

“ Right-ho,” said Mr. Rawlings. *“I'm goin’.”

* Hold on a minute; it’s not so jolly easy to go,” said
Harry. *“ It's got out that you are here, and there are some
frilows waiting for you in the Close. They intend to rush
rou as you go out, and duck you in the fountain.”

Mr. Rawlings looked ferocious.

“1f a 'and is laid on me, I'll yell for 'elp,” he said.
“ Then we'll see what your 'cadmaster has to say !

“*We can’t help it,” said Wharton. * The fellows T speak
of are seniors, and we can't stop them. We've tried to.
We just chucked ene of them downstairs because he wanted
to come in here and start on you."”

“[ 'eard a row,” admitted Mr. Rawlings. “Well, I
don’t ]walr‘lt to make no rumpus if it can be 'elped. Wot am
I to do?

* We must emuggle you out the back way somehow,” said
Harry, knitting his brows in thought. * If you go down by
the back stairs, you may be able to slip out by the trades-
men’s gate. The sooner the better, so come on."

“T'm ready !

Wharton led the bookmaker out of the study.

“ Coker & Co. are waiting outside the houss,”” said Johnny
Bull, who had stationed himself at the passage window over-
looking the Close. * They've got Fitzgerald with them new.
There's four of them. Coker looks excited.”

“*1 think we can dodge them,"” said Harry.

He led Mr. Rawlings along the passage towards the back
of the house. There another passage gave admirtance to the
servants' staircase. There was no one in sight on the stair-
case, and Wharton led the bookmaker down it and into =
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passage leading to the kitchen-garden.  Just as they reached
the door, Trotter, the page, came in from the garden. He
stopped at the sight of Wharton and his companion, sur
prised at the sight of a junior in that part of the house, and
still more surprised by the sight of Mr. Ruwlings, with
whose face he was well acquainted.

Trotter's nstonished sture brought a flush to Wharton's
cheeks.

“Mum's the word, Trotty I" said Harry hastily.  * Look
here, 1T want to get this chap out of the house without his
being seen. Don't say anything.”

“ Cert'nly, Master Wharton."

“*'Ow do you do, Trotter?” said Mr. Rawlings affubly.
“ When you want a bob each way on a geegee, you know
where to come.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rawlings. T leave that to my betters,”
said Trotter sareastically, and Harry Wharton's flush
deepened. He could see that the page supposed Mr.
Rawlings to be his visitor, but he did not care to explain and
mention Hazel's name.

“TIl get him out for you if you like, Master Wharton,"
said Trotter obligingly. ™ You mustn’t be seen with “im if
he's spotted. It was awful risky having him here, sir.”

ST didn't want him."” said Harry., “ He didn’t come to
see me. I shall be awfully obliged if you can get him away,
Trotter."

“1'll do it, sir."”

Trotter led the bookmaker into the kitchen-garden, and
piloted him carefully and cautiously away, and finally got
rid of him at the tradesmen’s gate. Mr. Rawlings indulged
in a deep chuckle as he walked away towards Friardale. He
took Wharton's note of hand from his pocket-book, and
looked at it, and chuckled again.

“Three quid " he murmured.  “ Three quid!  Thirty's
near the mark, I fancy—or a hundred, for that matter.”

And Mr. Rawlings restored the paper to his pocket-book,
and walked on, still chuckling, evidently in a great state of
satisfaction.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !
ARRY WHARTON returned to Study No. 1 as soon as
the bookmaker was clear of the house.
Haz ldene was still there, and the Co. were in the

study. They all turned inquiring glances wupon
Wharton.
“Is he gone?” asked Ilazel cagerly.
“ Yl'h‘"

Tazel drew a deep, deep breath.

“Thank goodness! And he's not been seen?™

“Only Trotter.”

“SOhT Trotter may jaw about it," said Hazel anxiously.
“1 wish you could have got him out of the House without
Trotter seeing him.”

“AWell, T couldn't,” suid Harry shortly. “ And T think
we've had good luck. He's got away without a master or a

refeet spotting him.  We've been luckier than we coull
wve expected, and T only hope this is the end of it.”

“1t's the end of it as far as 1'm concerned.” snid Hazel,
with unusual earnestness, ** 1 won't say anything about re-
prving the money—I mayn’t be able to do it, T know. DBut
this is the last time 'll ever get into a scrape like that, 1
thought my heart would stop beating when 1 saw that villain
in the Close. I sha'n’t forget it in a hurry.”

“You'll keep clear of hine and the other rotters like him,
if you've got any sense,” said Harry. * We've saved you
this time, and we don’t know that it's all over. Lots of the
fellows know that he was in this study, and it may mean
trouble for us yet.”

“ J—I hope not,”” said Hazel uneasily. “I—T say, I'm
awfully obliged to you chaps, and I swear I'll try every way
I ean to get the money to repay you!”

“ Don't ask Marjorie for it,"” said Wharton grimly. “1'd
rather lose it than take it from her.”

Hazel flushed.

“ 1 suppose yon needn't interfere between my sister and
l'l‘{('." he said. *‘That's a matter that concerns me person-
ally.”

Tividently Hazel was beeoming himsell again now that the
danger was past. The old obstinacy and the cool *cheek ™
were reappearing.

“That's all rot!" said Wharton directly. * You've planted
vour personal affairs on us, and forced us to interfere, and
you can't grumble if all the interference isn’t to your liking.

tell you I won't have you asking Marjorie for money to
pay me with! T'd rather lose it! And don’t gas any rot
zbout your personal affairs. I don’t like it. If you want to
eet up independence, you can keep your personal affairs to
yourself all the time, and not plant them on us when you're
in difficulties. e

Foxeuse me speaking plainly, but I'm fed up !
“Well, T shall pay you,” said Hazel sullenly.
Tue Macxer Lisranry.—No.
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“ Where did you get the tin to settle with that ghoul 2"
n-led Frank Nugent.

“Inky stood half-n-quid, and I borrowed thirty bob from
Quelehy,” snid Wharton,

Hazel started.

“From Quelehy " he exelaimed.

“ Yes, There was no other wav.

“Good heavens! You've let Quelchy know——""

“Fathead! If I'd told him what the moncy was for we
should all have been yanked into the Head's study before you
could eatch your breath, and fogged—the lot of us!" said
Wharton savagely. 1 told Quelchy 1 had to pay a debt,
but I didn't tell him what debt."”

“It was awfully risky. You oughtn't to have gone to
Quelch: &

“I had to find the money, and there was no other way."

“Well, I suppose you know best,” growled Hazeldene, “1T
shouldn't have advised going to Quelch. 1f anything should
come out, he will remember that you had money from him
to«day to settle a debi.”

Wharton's eyes flashed. To be reproached now, and by
Hazeldene, for the way in which he had managed the affair,
was really the last straw.

“Can you suggest any other way I could have raised the
money " he demanded.

*You might Lave tried Smithy—"

“I'm not on the terms with Vernon-Smith to borrow money
of him, and besides, he might have refused. And besides
that, he was playing footer, and I should have had to ask
him before a erowd of fellows."

“Well, T think it was risky to go to Quelch,” said Ilazel.
“1 shouldn't have done it. But perhaps vou know best.
Thanks, once again, for what you've done! I'll let you have
the money back as soon as 1 can.”

And Hazel left the study.

The Famous Five looked at one another, and Wharton
drew a deep breath.,

“ If it wasn't for Marjorie——"" he muttered.

“ The ungrateful rotter!” growled Johnny Bull. “ Pity we
didn’t let the bookie show him up after all. He'll come to
it sooner or later.”

“ No; I'm not sorry we saved the silly ass, but—but it's a
bit hard to have him ragging me for the way | managed it,”
said Harry. “ 1 suppose he can’t help being a fool.
couldn’t have got the money from Smithy."”

“Of course you coubdn't,” snid® Frank Nugent.  ““ Don't
think about that cad and what he thinks. We're done with
him now, anyway.”

Bob Cherry glanced out of the window.

“ (Coker's still waiting,” he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The study door apened as the juniors burst into a laugh,
and a fat fuce and n pair of large spectacles glimmered in.
Billy Bunter blinked round the rcom, evidently in search of
the visitor, and scomed slll‘prisn-ll not to seo him. There was
a shiny look upon Billy Bunter's face, and a smear of jam on
his fat chin. They were signs that he had already dis-
posed, in the tuckshop, of the four shillings which his sense
of duty had compelled him. to extract from the chums of the
Remove.

“I say, vou fellows, where's the visitor?” he asked.
“Iidden him under the table—what? 1 say, I've been
thinking it over.”

“ Thinking what over, Tathead?" said Wharton crossly.
Wharton's temper had suffeded, and he was not in a humour
to be bothered by the Owl of the Remove,

“T told Bull that T conldn’t allow these goings on,” said
Bunter, with dignity. I said I'd think it over, and I've
thought it over. [ can't permit it. 1 shall ha to let
Wingate know about that man being here, Wingate will
come and turn him out. It's my duty. I'm sincercly sorry,
but there you are !™

The juniors grinned. They understood that Bunter,
having expended his bribe, had eome back for another. But
he had come a little too late, s Mr. Rawlings was gone, and
was at o sale distanee by that time,

“ How much’ do you want now "' asked Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry, that's a rotten way to put it!™ said
Bunter, blinking at him. ** Of course, I'm only thinking of
my duty, from a point of view of—of a sense of honour,
vou know. I've said before that you perhaps haven't my fine
sense of honour, and 1 say it again. I'm sincerely sorry,
but T ean’t allow these disgraceful goings on. It's no good
hiding your bookmaker friend. I know he's here.”

“ As a matter of fact, he’s gone,” said Bob Cherry.  “ He's
jn]I_\-r' near at Frinrdale by this time, you fat rascal! Get
out "

“You can’t stuff me vp, Bob Cherry ! I've been keeping
one eye on the House to see if he went," said Bunter, with a

A Bplendid Complcte Tale of Harry
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“ You're expecting a postal-order which you won't ger,
and you're not expecting a lidding which you will get,”
reiarked Johnny Bl Callae the cad 17

“Ow! amds off ! Yah !”

Billy Bunter was prompily collared and slammed face
downwards on the study tuble. Then Johnny Ball found o
lipper, and commenced operations upon Bunter's fat person,
The roars of Bunter wore those of a wild bull,

Whaek, whack, whaek, whack, whack, whack !

* There!” panted Jobuny Bull. ** Now you clear off, aud
ﬂf_uu'lr”Iry blackmail any more as w wmeans of raising the
Wi,

“Oh! Ow! Yali!" roared Bunter,

“One second to get out of the
snother dose,™ suid Wharton,

Oue sccond was enongh (or Bunter.

_\'m\_i ' tell you what T do, T'w expecting a

'-lillI_\" or .\‘ml'” have

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hazel's Sister!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. came down to the football-
ground. The march with the Upper Fourth was in the
second half now, but they udalt(-uno see the end of it,
Without the Famous Five in the team, the Remove

cleven  waz  much  wesker,  of course, © and  Temple,
1)aln_|r-_\'. & Co. had a better chanee thun usual, They were
making the most of it.  The score was level, goal for goal, and
the match was still very keen.  Vernon-Smith and Mark
Linley, Tom Brown and Penfold, were doing great things for
the Remove, and Bulstrode was very strong in goal. But
the reserves who had been played in the place of the Famous
Five were not up to the form of the Upper Fourth, and it
looked like finishing in a victory for Temple, Dabner, & Co.

Johnny Bull grunted with dissatisfaction as he watched the
fI"'lnlrth-l“nrlm-r« bearing down upon the Remove goal in great
uree,

* Looks like a Neking!" he growled.
thing we've got to thank ]l:m-lat.-tn for!
lie's worth it 1"

o .\im?uriv i, though,” <aid Bob Cherry.

“Well, we don’t want to be licked, It will count in our
Look at Temple!  He's getting

* That's another
Blessed if I think

.

record for the sea
through 1"

There was a yell of delight from the Fourth-Formoers watch-
ing the match,

* Go it, Temple !

“ Gonl!"

“ Murray !

The ball was in the ner,

*Two up for the Fourth! Rotten!™

* Well, 1t was a good goal,” saidd Wharton, trying to be
good-humonred about it. I don't gradge Temple his goal.
But it's rotien to be standing here looking on, when we might
be wiping up the ground with them,”

 The Bounder isn’t in his best form, ecither,” said Nugent.

Wharton had already  noticed it.  Vernon-Smith: the
Bounder of Greyfriars, was one of the fincst footballers in the
school—when he liked.  Now that he was eaptaining the Form
team in Wharton's place he had an opportunity of showing
himself at his best. s play was splendid, but he was
ovidently out of condition.  The Bounder, who was as hard as
iron when iv form, had ** bollows to mend ™ now, and several
times he had failed in the brilliant rushes for which he was
famous in the Form. Wharton knew only too well what the
matter was, and he frowned, i

* Rmoking again!™ he growled,

"u_l the Bounder, out of form as he was, played np well,
and just before the eall of time he put the ball in again. The
seore was level, and there was <till five minutes to plav. There
was a_bare chance of victory for either side, and both teams
played up hard.  The Famous Five looked on with keen
mterest, but Bob Cherrs’s eves wandered awav from the
wronnd towards the school gates every minute or two.  And
<addenly Bob darted away from his companions, and rushed
towarids the gates,

Two girls had walked in at the gates, and Bob recognised
Marjorie Hazeldene and Miss Clara from Chft House School,
Miarjorie had proniiscd to come over and see the mateh if <he
conld get away in time, expecting, of conrse, that her friends
would be playving i the Remove teaimn. She looked surprised
a< Bob ran up in Erans,

“Jolly glad 1o see yon ™ exclaimed Bob.
sot quite over!”

1 am sorry we conhin’t got here earlior,” <aid Marjorie,
1 hoped to be able to sce the secomd half ; but Clara was
derained.”

* Lines!™ <aid Miss Clarva, with a grimavce,
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Miss Clava had picked up scnw of the Goosfriias follows’
CAIressS100S,

“Youre not playing?” ashed Marjorie, as the walked
towards the foothall- ground with Bob,

*Nos we're standing out this time,”’ said Bob,

*Why, Harry said that you would all be i the team for
certain,”

Yo but—but comething happened to make us change
our mimds,” explained Bob. reddening a hule.  He did not
mean to explain to Hageldene's sister what the " something ™'
Hm,l * But Smithy is going great gune. Come and see the
lini=h !

The mateh was almost over as the gicls arvived on the
growmd and joined the Co. But the Remove forwards were
attacking hotly, and Vernon Smith was well to the fore. ‘Lhe
Bounder eaught sight of Marjorie Hazeldene as she stoold
with Harrey Wharton & Co., and he made tremendons efforts,
He wanted very much to perform feats, with Marjorie Hazel-
dene looking on,

“ Time ! suid Frank Nugent, looking up at the clock in the
TOWer,

‘There was a roar!

* Bravo, the Bounder!"

* Goal!”

Almost on the stroke of time Vernon-Smith had put the
bull into the net. The Removites roared applavse, and Mar-
Jorie clapped her hands.  The mateh was over, and the
Bounder’s face was glowing as he vame towards the group.

*That was a jolly good goal. Smithy !’ Harry Wharton
exclaimed heartily, e had intended to have something to
say to the Bounder about his ** bellows-to-mend ™ econdition
in private, But after that brilliant goal he felt that he could
not very well find fault with the fellow who had pulled the
gome out of the fire. And the goal had certainly heen a
superb one.

* It was ripping !"" declared Mics Clara.

* First chop ! said Bob Cherry, giving the Bounder a slap
on the shoulder that made him wince. **1 wis afraid the
match was a goner.”

“T wish we had scen more of it.”" <aid Marjorie. * Is my
brother here, Harry?"”
“In the School House, T think,” said Wharton. He had

not seen Hazeldene sinee the latter left No. 1 Stady, * We'll
lind him somewhere,”

They walked off the football-ground,
at the sight of Coker & Co. standing in a group by the
fountain talking together. The Fifth-Formers woere still wait-
mg for Mr. Rawlings to come out of the housc,

They met Hazeldene in the hall Marjorie greeted him
warmly, and Hazel gave her rosy check a perfunctory kiss.
ITazel was still looking worried and disturbed, haunted by
the fear that the consequences of Mr. Rawlings' visit were
Lot yet over,

Harey Wharton & Co. drew aside a little while brother
and sister were speaking. A unew and troublesome problem
had dawned upon their minds.  As usual, when Marjorie and
Clara came to Greyfriars, there was to be tea in No. 1 Study,
and the whole available funds of the ("o, had been expended
in satisfyving Mr. Rawlings. Inky’s halfsovercign, and the
shillings extracted by Bunter, represented the whole of their
linancial resources,  And the study cupboard, like the cele-
brated Mrs, ITubbard’s, was bare. It was a serious situation,
and the juniors wondered how it was to be mert.

Is it all right now, Hazel!” Marjorie asked, in a low
tone,

" Yes," said Hazel

* But you told me you needed five pounds—'

“It's all right now.”

“ Then yon have found the money ™

* Oh, don’t ask questions, Marjorie ! said Hazel irritably.
“T've been worried enough about the votten affair, 1 tell
vou it's all right.”

1 won't ask questions, Hazel" said Marjorie patiently.
“ I only hope, Hazel, if it’s all vight now, that you won't
let it come to pass agsin.”

“ And don’t start that, cither!
trom Wharton,”
sermons.”

“Then it was Harry helped you out of the difficulty?”
Marjorie asked.

i suppose you must know all about it,

** Did he find the money?”

1 suppose so0."”

* Then it must be repaid, Hazel.”

“Well, if you ean pay it, you're welrome,” said Huzel,
“T1 ean't. I'm stony. Wharton says he doesn’t want it.”

“We are not beggars to take his nmm-l\'." <aid Marjorie,
her lip quivering.  ** It will have to be pand, and as soon us
puﬂib e’

“Well, T ecan’t do anything.

The juwiors grinned

]

I've had encugh of that
caid Hazeldene bitterly,  * I'm fed-up with

Yes, it was"”

For goodness’ sake lot the
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Coker of l.ll-e Fﬁth burst Into the study, with Potter and Greene an

d ﬁl-z_serald _I;ehllul. “We've walted long enough

for your preclous friend. We're going to boot him out—we—oh—ah—1—1I didn’t see you, Miss Hazeldene! I'm
sure 1 beg your pardon!" stuttered Coker, as he caught sight of Marjorie, and he bolted from the study.

matter drop. I tell you I'm fed up with it. T suppose you're
oing to have tea with the fellows. I'll get out on my bike,
think."

* Aren't you coming "’

“Thanks! I don’t want any more sermons."”

And Hazel swung away sullenly. Marjorie compressed her
lips a little. Her affection for her wayward brother was
very strong, but sometimes he tried her patience to its limits,
Vernon-Smith, having changed after the football match, came
down, and stopped to speak to Harry Wharton & Co. He
noticed the earnestness with which they were consulting, and
smiled grimly, guessing what was the matter.

“ Will you fellows come to tea in my study, and bring your
friends?” he asked. *“ I've got a rather ripping spread.”

“ Corn in Egypt!" murmured Bob Cherry.

Wharton hesitated a single moment. But it was a way out
of the difficulty, and the Bounder was muking himsclf so
agreeable that it was difficult to refuse his invitation.

“ Thank aid Harry. * We'll come with pleasure. T'll
ask Marjorie.”

“ Her brother's coming,” said Vernon-Smith.

* Oh, good!"

Marjorie and Clara accepted the Bounder’s iuvitation, as
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they saw that the Co, wished them to do so. The Bounder
looked very pleased.

“ Ready in a quarter of an hour,” he said. “ I've got
Bunter there getting it ready, and it will be really very
decent.”

“ Thank you very much!" said Marjorie.

The Bounder walked on, looking very cheerful. H'
attempts at friendliness with Miss Hazeldene had generally
been repulsed, and he felt that he was getting on better this
time.

‘I want to epeak to you, Harry,” Marjorie said, in a low
voice.

Wharton looked worried. He guessed what it was about.

“ Let's get up to the study, then,” he said.

Marjorie gave a little start as she entered Study No. 1.
The rank smell of a strong tobacco was still thick in the
air, The two girls coughed a little.

“You've been smoking!" exclaimed Miss Clara, pointing
an accusing finger at Bob Cherry.

“No fear!” exclaimed Bob promptly, with an alarmed
look at Marjorie. “I haven't!"

“ Somebody has!" said Miss Clara oracularly.

“It was a chap we had here,"” suid Wharton. * Not 1
A Bplondid Complote Tale of Harry

Wharton & Order Earlyl
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Creyfriars chap—a man, you know. It will clear off in time.
1lo smoked beastly strong cigars.”

Miss Clara eniffed a httle, and walked out of the study
with Bob Cherry. The other fellows lounged into the passage
understanding that Marjorie wanted to speak to the captain
of the Remove, i

*1 want to know what you have done about Hazel,” esid
the girl, looking at him with her clear, steady eyes

* We've made it all right!” he said.

* You paid the money for him?™

“Yes; part of it!"”

* And the rest?"” |

“The man's agreed to wait till Saturday for the reet.

* Hazel said he would not wait,” said Marjorie.

Wharton smiled a little, -

* Well, I suppose he knew that Hazel couldn't raiee the
tin. But I've promised him, and he knows that I can pay,
| suppose.” . 1

* Then you have seen him?” exclaimed Marjorie.

= Well, yes!” i

* Did lfo come here?" exclaimed the girl, in alarm,
“ Was it that man who smoked thuse horrid cigars herel?

“ Yees!”

Marjorie drew a quick, terrified breath. =

 He came here—here to the school! Why, it might have
miined Hazel. Was he seen?” X .

* We smuggled him into the study, and got rid of him as
soon s weo could,” said Harry.

“If he had been found here—""

“It's all vight—he wasn't found !"

“ You ran a gréat risk.” !

 Oh, it wasn't so much !"" said Harry, with a carelessness
lie did not feel. * Nobody was likely to look into my study,
vou know."” .

“That is why you missed the football match?” ,

“ We were rather lute for it, when the man had gone.”

It is a shame that you should be troubled like this by
miy brother,” Marjorie said, her bright eyes filling with tears.
1 don't know how to thank you for your kindness,” .

Oh, that's all right ! said Harry. ** Marjorie dear, don't
cry ! IMazel's all vight now--it’s all over and finished !”

“I'm not going to cry,” said Marjorie, with a rather
tremulous smile, " and I'm not thinking of Hazel just now,
but of vour kindness, He does not deserve that you <hould
take so much trouble about him. But—at all events, you
+hall not loee the money—that shall be repaid.”

1 wish you wouldn’t bother about it,”” eaid Harry.
“ Ilazel is a Greyfriars chap, you know, and—and ve wanted
10 stand by him.” > .

= All the same, we cannot remain in your debt,”” said
Marjorie. ** We owe you enough without that. I shall
contrive it. I—" N

* Wharton, you young rotter !"" Coker of the Fifth strode
into the study, with Potter and Greene and Fitzgerald
behind him.  ** We've waited long enough for your precious
friend. We're going to boot him out — Ow— oh—ah! I—I
didn't see vou, Miss Hazeldene! I—I'm sure I beg your
pardon "' stuttered Coker, as he caught sight of Marjorie.

And the burly Fifth-Former backed out of the smil{l so
quickly that he trod heavily upon Potter’s feet, and there
wis a‘gnsp of anguish from Potter.

= Ow! You ass!” .

“Clear off I"" muttered Coker. .

And the four Fifth-Formers cleared off, very much dis-
concerted at having rushed ferociously into the presence
of Miss Hazeldene, o

Wharton grinned. But Marjorie’s face was very grave.

“ They know that that man was here?’" she asked.

“ Yes: Coker took it upon himself to interfere.  Ile never
can mind his own business ! e

* But he thinks the man came to see you!

* Let him think so!’ id Harry, with a shrug of the
dioulders. 1 don't care what Coker thinks. Coker can

o and eat coke ! :
Fe. But it is a shame that you should be suppoml.— ¥

“1'm not going to explain to Coker. "lt. doven't matter,
Don't think any more about it, Marjorie.

And Marjorie said no more; but her look was very
troubled.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals!
ERNON-SMITH did the honours of his study with great
enmpressment, LA
v He was delighted to have Marjorie Hazeldene there
to tea, and his manner shawed it: but there was none
of the familiarity that had made Marjorie take a dislike to
the Bounder of Greyfriare
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Vernon-Smith had improved in many reepects of late, and
now he was exerting himself to make a good impression
upon Hazeldene's sister.

1azel looked surprised when he came into the study, and
found his sister and Miss Clara there, with the Famous Five.

e did not look very pleased, either,

Ilazel had intended to have a snug tea with the Bounder
and Skinner and Snoop, and a smoke and a game of nap
afterwards; but under the circumstances his programme
was not to come off. Skinner and Snoop were not there;
the Bounder had not asked them; and the smoke and the
game of nap were evidently ' off.”” Billy Bunter was there,
having performed the duties of a coolk in return for b«inr
asked to tea. The whole party were cheerful enough with
the exception of IHazeldene, who was sulky, and as soon
as he could, Hazel excused himself and cleared out.

Marjorie's brow showed a little wrinkle for a moment when
he went, but she went on speaking cheerfully.

Vernon-Smith looked curious for a moment; he could eee
that something had happened, and he wondered what it was.
He had not yet heard about the visit of Mr. Henry Raw-
lings; but he was soon to be enlightened.

A few minutes after Hazel's departure, a la‘g knocked at
the door of the study and looked m. It was Nugent minor,
of the Second Form,

He nodded to Marjorie and Miss Clara, :nd grinned at his
elder brother and Wharton.

* You're wanted !"" he said.

* Clear out, you young sweep !"” said Frank, with a warn-
ing look.

* Wingate’'s eent me I said Dicky Nugent.

*Oh, my hat! What does Wingate want "

** He wants you and Wharton—for smoking in your study,”
chuckled Dicky. *I'm surprised at you, Franky. After all
the lectures you've given me, to be caught smoking in your
study ! Shame!" And Dicky Nugent shook his forefinger at
his major.

*I haven't been smoking, you silly young ass!"” exclaimed
Frank, reddening. .

** Then Wharton has—the study fairly recks with it!" said
Dicky. *“I put my head in, and I know. Wingate went
there to speak to {Vha.rton about the footer, and found it
like that, and he sent me to hunt you up. I've been looking
for you everywhere.”

** Oh, buzz off I"" growled Frank.

“Well, Wingate's waiting for you,” said Dicky, and he
departed whistling shrilly.

** We shall have to go!”

Marjorie half rose.

“ Will Wingate punish you ?"" she asked.

“Only lines,” said Harry lightly; though he was not, as
a matter of fact, quite sure of that, The captain of Grey-
frinrs was very severe upon juniors for smoking in the
studies,

“ You must tell him how it was,” said Marjorie hastily.
** It was not you—and you must not be punished for what you
have not done!”

*Oh, a few lines don't matter!"” said Frank Nugent.
** Blees you, we have lines every other day for something or
other. A few more or less won't make any diffecence.’

** What in the name of dickens have you been smoking
for?’ asked the Bounder, in amazement. ** You're down
enough on me for smoking 1"

“We haven't!"” said Wharton. ‘It was a visitor.
worry, Marjorie—we shall be all right.”

Wharton and Nugent left the study. Marjorie remained,
looking very distressed. Wharton could not explain to the
captain of Greyfriars without mentioning Mr. Rawlings, and
that would undo all that the chums of the Remove had done
that afternoon. The only thing to do yas to 1est patiently
under an unjust imputation, and take the undeserved
punishment in silence.

It was bitter enough to Marjorie to know that that had

¥ her brother’s folly.

Wharton and Nugent looked at one another griml’,\; in the
passage.

“1'm afraid it won't be linee,” said Frank, rubbing his
hands in painful anticipation.

** Well, whatever it is, we've got to grin and bear it,"”" said
Harvy. * It's only a little more, after all the rest!”

They presented themselves m Wingate's study. The
captain of Greyfriars had a cane lying ready on his table.
Evidently the matter was not to be settled by lines. He fixed
a stern glance upon tie two juniors,

1 looked into your study, and found it reeking with
smoke,” he exclaimed. ** What have you to say ?”

** Nothing !"* said Harry.

1 remember once Loder reported yoa for emoking, and
it turned out that a master had visited you in your study,

TN oy Frigeys

said Harry, rising.

Don’t



and smoked there,” said Wingate. “T don’t want to whop
vou without giving vou a chauce to explain. Was it &
master ¥

“ We huven't anything to say,” said Wharton. *“If you're
going to lick us, Wingate, get it over, like a good chap!™

“ I'm surprised at this, Wharton,”" said Wingate, looking
at him hard.  ** I never looked upon you us that sort of fellow.
Vernon-Smith and Snoop have been punished for such things;
but they don’t scem to be in your line. Was it Smith who
was smoking there?:”

. N(‘ !"

“ Or any other Remove fellow?”

* Nol"

“That settles it. Ilold out your hand.”

The two juniors were caned n turn  And the head prefect
of Greyfriars, justly indignant from hLis point of view of the
case, laid the swishes on very hard. Then he laid the cane
uown and pointed to the door.

“Cloar off, and don't do it again!" he said.

The juniors cleared off without replying. They tucked
their hands under their arms in the passage, and squeczed
them hard.

“Ow!" murmured Nugent. ** The beast must have been
getting his muscle up on purpose for us. Ow!”

Wharton set his lips hard.

“I hope this is the finish,"” he said,
trouble enough for Hazeldene, 1 think.”

“ And what a thankless brute he is, too!"" growled Nugent.
“ 8till, I'd take more than a lirkinlix for Marjorie. She's a
ripping girl—and I'm blessed if 1 understand how a worm like
ilazel came to have such a jolly sister!”

The chums of the Remove returned to Vernon-Smith's
study when the first pain of the caning had worn off.  In spite
of their attempt to look indiffcrent, it wus cosy to sec that
they had been caned, and Marjorie's face was deeply clouded.
In spite of the efforts of all concerned, a depression fell upon
Vernon-Smith's tea-party, and no one was sorry when it
broke up. :

The juniors walked home with the two girls to CLIf House,
and then they returned to Greyfriars. Wharton sat down in
the study—still smelly of smoke—to write to his uncle and
guardian, Colonel Wharton. 1lis unele was very gencrous to
him, and Harry had no doubt whatever that he would send
the money required, but he disliked very much having to
ask him to do so. But there was no help for it.

“We're all going to stand our whack in this,” said Johnny
Bull. *I'll get thirty bob from my aunt to pay Quelchy, 1
can get it before Saturday.”

“And my esteemed half-sovereign was contributed to the
goodfulness of the cause, with hearty goodwill-fulness,” said
1urree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Then I'll ask my uncle for three quid!" said ITarry.

“Two!" said Bob. **Nugent and I can stand ten bob, at
least. My pater isn't rolling in filthy lucre, but I can have
ten bob extra if I ask for it. 1 wisk I could take a full
share, but 1 can't.”

“T've got ten bob coming on Saturday,” said Frank—
“ that goes in. Ask you uncle for two quid, Wharton: it's
not fair you should have to stand it all."”

"" Well, it wes my idea to deal with the beast at all,” said

Arry.

“Oh, ratg! We're all in it!"”

* Marjorie wants to repay the money for Iozel, but we're
not going to let her,” said Harry. * It's too beastly for her
money to be spent on paying a beast like Rawlings,  You
fellows agree to that?”

“ Yes, rather!”

So Harry Wharton crossed out the * three ' in lis letter,
and wrote ' two'" over it, and was very glad to make the
change.  And the next day the remittance arvived from
Colonel Wharton, without a single question as to what it
was wanted for—a picce of kindness for which Wharton felt
duly grateful.

On Saturduy morning, the other remittances having come to
hand, Wharton handed the thirty ‘shillings to Mr. Quelch.
That part of the debt was easily settled; but the settlement
with Rawlings was a more troublesome matter. The more
he thought of meeting the bookmaker the more Wharton dis-
liked the idea—Dbut there was no getting cut of it, and he had
to make up his mind to the ordeal.

“We've got into

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hazel's Gratitude!

N Saturday the Remove were playing an out matel with
Redelyffe School. Wharton intended to leave the brake
on the homeward journey and call in at the old barn on
the Friardale road to see Mr. Rawlings. e had the

money in his pocket, and he was very eager to have the inter-

view over and done with. The thought of it had been weigh-

ing upon his mind ever since the bookmaker’s visit to Grey-

friars. Hazeldene came to look for him just before the team

started for Redelyffe. Hazel had hardly spoken to Wharton
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since the tea-party in Smithy’s study. Ile had been sullen
and depressed every time Harey had seen him.  Whether his
conseience was at work, or whether he was simply in fear of
further consequences of Mr. Rawlings's visit, Harry did not
know—probably it was hoth.

“Is it all right®" asked Hazeldene abruptly.

“ Quite all night,” said Harry, as cordially as he could.

“You've got the money?"”

* Yes, in my pocket!™

“I'in sorry I've got vou into this, Wharton!" 1Tazel said,
with an effort.  *“I've no right to bother yon with my
affairs. You're not exactly a pal of mine, either.”

“I'm quite willing to be,” said Ilarry.

“You don't like the sort of people I like," said Tazel
uneasily. *“* You don't get on with Skinner and Snoop, nor
with Smithy, ss a rule. I didn't mean to plant my troubles
on you: but you really chipped in of your own accord when
Rawlings eame liere, didn't you®"

1 did.™

* And I should never have advised you to go to ?m-lch_v
for the money. I can't help thinking that that may lead to
trouble. And I've heard that Wingate found out that there
was smoking going on in vour study on Wednesday.”

* Nugent and I were licked for it."”

“Well, a licking isn't much, if that were all,”* said Ilazel.
Hazel had not had the licking, so perhaps he could afford to
regard it lightly.  **Only—if anything comes out to make
Wingate suspicious, he will remember about that—he must
have been surprised when you told him you'd been smoking.™

“I dide't tell him s0!" exclaimed Ilarey sharply.  * It
would have been a lie”

“Well, you let him think so; it comes to the same thing,
doesn’t i7"

** No, it deesn't.
licking !

“It would have been better to own up right out.” said
ilazel—"" that would have pravented Wingate from wondering
over the matter."

{ you mean it would have been better to tell Wingate
a barcfuced lie, T don’t agree with you," said Harry coldly.

“Don't get on the high horse, for goodness’ sake!" said
HMazel irvitably,  ** I get more than enough of that from Mar-
jorie, She wants me to put aside my allowance every week
to puy you that five pounds.”

* Well, vou ought to do it, without Marjoric asking you
said Harry bluntly.

* You said you didn't want the money."”

“ 1 said you needn’t trouble to pay it—and you needn't,”
said Harry Wharton. * That doesu’t alter what you ought
to do.”

*1 suppose vou mean that I've got to
down to facts,” said Hazel. ** Well, I'll do my best: 1 can't
expecet vou to pay my debts, 1 suppose. If I only had some
luck—""" Ile paused abruptly, as a steely glitter leapt in
Wharton's eyes.

* You were going to say?"" asked Harry.

* Oh, nothing !""

* We'll have this out, Hlazel. You were going to say some-
thing about having luck with some more of your silly foolery
——betting on horses. Do you mean to say that you're think-
ing of playing the fool again in the same way, after what's
|HI|]|K'IIM{?“

“T've promised not to have anything more to do_ with
Rawlings, and I'm going to keep my word,” said Ilazel
sullenly.

* Nor with any other fellows of his kidney 7" said Iarry.

ITazel was silent.

“ Now, look here, Hazeldene,”
hard voice. ** You're going to stop this.
keep clear of Rawlings, and all that set of rotters,
given us, and Marjorie, tronble enough.”

“ Has my sister asked you to look after her?” said azel,
with o sneer.

“No: but if T haven't the right to look after her, T have
the right to look after myseclf, and I'm going to do it.  You'ro
going to keep clear of this rotten blackguardism.”

“Take care what vou say to me, Harry Wharton, T'm
not bound to put up with your rotten insulls, because you've
paid a debt for me.”

“1'm not going to mince words with you. You've got inlo
trouble, and simply forced us to mix up in your dirty pro-
eeodlings, and have dealings with low blackguards like Raw-
lings!"" said Wharton hotly. * How do you know T may not
be scen speaking to him this very afternoon? What would
happen then?”

“Then you could explain, and get me the sack!" snapped
Hazeldene,

13

1 said 1 had nothing to say, and took the

v it, if you come

said Wharton, in a low,
You're going t
You've

A 8plondid Complote Tale or Harry
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“You know 1 shouldi’t do that. T should have to let it
be supposed that I was the rotter, and not—"

“Not me ! eneered Hazel, * Pile it on. You've paid for
ithe right to slang me, I su . Take your inoney’s worth."”

Wharton clenched his hands hard It was all he could do
do keep them off Hazeldene at that moment.

“1 mean what I say!" he said, between his-teeth. * You're
going to keep clear of this Rind of businczs. You won't be
allowed te play the giddy ox again.”

“ Who's going to stop me, if I choose?”

“We are! Begin anything of the kind again, and as soon
as we find it out, we'll rag you till you wish you'd been
decont!” said Wharton angrily.  ** U'm fed-up with your
fooling. What you want is a good hiding, and for two pins
I'd give it to you, here and now. You don’t seem to have
any sense of common deceney ! T tell you we're fed up, and
if yon haven't eense enough to keep out of a serape like this,
we'll fry to knock some sense into your head!”

1 think that's about the five-pounds’ worth!” gaid 1Tazel
euttingly, ** Now, I've had enough of it. Go and eat coke !’

Wharton's eyes blazed, and his hand was raised—but just
then Bob Cherry joined them, and he caught Wlarton by the
arn.
* Easy does it!" sawd Bob cheerily. “No rags in the
Time to get into the brake, my

fannly cirele, you know.
s

son !

<K
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And Bob Cherry marched his chum away, leaving Hazel-
dene standing with an ugly sneer upon his face. Wharton
was breathing very hard.

“No good rowing with lim, you know,” murmurcd Bob.

Wharton nodded.

“1 know. But—but—well, I'm glad you came up, Bgb., T
don’t want to lay hands on Marjorie's brother, if 1 can help
it,” said Harry., * Let's get off.”

And the Remove footballers mounted into the brake, with
coats and mufllers on over their football garb, and staited {for
RedeclyfTe.

Harry Wharton's clouded brow had cleared before they
arrived on the Redelyfle ground, It was a fine clear winter
day, just the weather for football, and the Remove eleven
were in great form. Only Vernon-Smith looked a little ofl-
colour. His face was somewhat pasty in complexion, and he
looked gen ly seedy. Wharton gave him more than one
sharp glance. He guessed that the Bounder had been having
one of his secret smoking-parties in his study the evening
before.

But when the ball was kicked off, the Bounder p]:l)'t‘&l up
very well. He was not at the top of his form by any means,
but he was quiic us gond as any reserve that could have been
played in his place, and he was lucky in getting a goal in the
lirst half. So Wharton held his peace on the subject of the
smoking-party. It was a thankless task to assume the role of

A Magnetite on his way home from his newsagent, where he has been to get his favourite paper, sees a poor mewspapers

seller sheltering from tke pouring rain under the awning of a coffee-stall.

Our more fortunate friend stops, and

Immedlately buys a mug of hot coffec and oifers it to his shivering fellow-being, thus doing a real good turn}
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Coker sat up, with his collar hanging down his back, his hair ruffled, and his face very red. * You—you young
rascals!" he howled, *I—I'll pulverise you for this! I'l—" Words failed him, and he sprang td" his feet

with the evident intention of charging the grinning Juniors at the top of the stairs.,
up, and Coker paused. (Sze Chapter 4.)

a superior person lecturing a delinquent, and Wharton shrank
from doing it, though he felt that trouble must come,

With the Bounder far from being at his best, and with
Wharton worried by the thought of the coming interview with
Rawlings—a thought he could not dismiss from his mind in
spite of all” his eflorts—the Remove team did not play up so
brilliantly as they had intended. Indeed, but for a goal by
Mark Linley, almost at the finish, they would have counted
a defeat that afternoon.  As it was, the match wag a draw—
two goals to two.

Tue Maoxer Lisramry.—No. 303.
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* Never mind,” said Bob Cherry, as they climbed into tha
brake for the homeward journcy, ** Redelyfle visit us next
week, and we'll simply wipe up the ground with them.”

And the Removites all agreed that they would.

A cloud settled darkly and more darkly upon Wharton's
brow, as the brake neared Greyfriars. The wretched inter-
view with the bookmaker was close at hand now. The nearer
it came the more Wharton shrank from it.

* Better let us come with you, old chap,” Bob Cherry said,
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in a low voice, seeing the trouble in Harry's face, in spite of
his attempt to conceal it.

But Wharton shook his head.

*No, I'd better go alone. We don’t want to run any risk
of attracting attention, Bob. It's rotten enough as it is. I'll
drop off the brake in Friardale, and walk the rest of the way
across the fglds.”

““Get in as soon as you can,” said Nugent anxiounsly, “1I
sha'n't feel easy until that paper of yours has been burnt.”

“I sha'n't be long after you," said Harry.

The brake rolled on from Friardale without him. When it
was out of sight Wharton left the village, and crossed the
fields in the deep winter dusk towards the old barn. It was
almost dark when he arrived there; but tho red glow of a
cigar, and a strong smell of tobacco, announced that Mr.
Rawlings was already upon the spot to keep the appointment.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bit of Writing!

R. RAWLINGS was walking to and fro outside the old
barn, to keep himself warm. It was a bitterly cold
winter evening, with a keen wind from the sea. Th:
bookmaker took the cigar from his mouth, spat, and

nodded to Wharton.

“I've been waitin® for you,” he said.

“It's only just gone six,” suid Harry.

“T'm an early bird,” said Mr. Rawlings, with a chuckle.
“The early bird catches the worms, young gentleman. 1'm
after the worms. He, he, he!”

Wharton did not quite see the joke, and he did not smile.
He was not in a humour for smiling. Ie felt in his pocket
for the three sovereigns. -

“You've got the spondulicks?"" said Mr. Rawlings.

“1 have the money."”

“ Right you are,” said Mr. Rawlings. *’And it over.”

Something in the bookmaker's manner made Wharton
vaguely suspicious.  Mr. Rawlings did not scem quite at ease
with himself, e looked, indeed, like a man who was plan-
ning some act of extra rascally miquity, and was not quite
at ease with his conscience about it. And if that was the
case, Mr. Rawlings' intentions must have been very bad in-
deed, for his conscience was a decidedly tough one, and could
stand most things quite easily,

*Give me my paper.”” said Harry.

“Your paper?’ said Mr. Rawlings,

“Yes, and I will hand you the three pounds.”

Mr. Rawlings coughed. He returned his cigar to his
mouth, and blew out a cloud of smoke, and took the cigar
out of his mouth again. He seomed to be pulling himself
together for an effort.

“*Well, now, as a matter of absolute fact, we've got to "ave
a little talk sbout that there bit o writin',” said Mr.
Rawlings.

“I don’t see anything to talk about. I've got your money,
and you're to give me my acknowledgment in return for it,”
said Harry nlmq‘)l_v. “ What is there to talk about?”’

“The fact is,”" said Mr. Rawlings slowly, *“I've an idea
that there bit of writing is worth more than three gquid.”

* What do you mean? There are three pounds still due on
what Hazeldene owed you, and I'm going to settle it now."”

“You ain't settled it yet.”

““Give me my paper, and I'll settle it fast enough.”

“Can’t trust the money in my ‘ands, c¢h?’ said Mr.
Rawlings truculently.

Wharton watched his face in the deep dusk with growing
unoasiness. Rawlings was trying to work lhimsell into a
temper—for whatt?

“ Please give me the paper, and let .me get off,” said Harry.
“1 shall be late for calling over if I don’t return to the
school at once.” : e

He showed the three sovereigns in his palm. They glistened
in the glow from the bookmaker's cigar.

Mr. Rawlings hesitated, and then drew a folded paper from
his pocket, and held it out. Wharton caught at it eagerly,
and the three coins dropped into the bookmaker's palm. He
promptly transferred them to his pocket.

Wharton was about to thrust the paper into his coat, but
he paused, and unfolded it. Tt hardly seemed possible that
any man could be base enough to trick him in such a way
and he was ashamed of the suspicion. but Mr. Rawlings was
such a tricky customer that he felt that he could not be too
sure. He opened the folded paper, and struck a mateh, and
looked at it. The paper was blank !

Wharton was almost stunned for the moment by that sud-
den discovery of the rascal's treachery. The bookmaker had
handed him a blank and worthless sheet of paper, and
Wharton's note of hand was atill in his possession.

The junior uttered a startled cry.
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*“This isn't the paper.”

1 told you we'd got to “uve a little tulk about that there
bit of wrnting,” said Mr. Rawlings. “ Don't get excited
about it. I'm going to play you fuir and square.”

“Then give me my paper,”

“As a matter of faet, 1 ain't got it with me,” said tho
rascal coolly. “T left it at the Cross Keys, as it "appens.”

““Then give me my money back.”

“That's all vight. I ain’t parting with any money. We're
going to 'ave a little talk—""

“I'm not going to talk to you, vou thief and scoundrel "
Wharton burst out furiously, trembling with rage. * Will
you give me my paper?”’

*That's wot we've got to talk about. I've an idea that
that there bit of writin' is worth man than three quid.”

“How can it bo worth moro when Huzel only owes you
three pounds?”’

“I thought that a young gentleman with a nice uncle
rolling in monoy, might be willing to pay a bit more than
fuce value!” chuckled the bookmaker. “I've 'ad a lot of
trouble over this matter, you can’t deny that-—comin’ up to
the school, and dodgin’ out of back stairs, and all that. I've

got to be paid for my trouble.”

“I have another five shillings,” said Wharton. “I'll give
you that, if you like, if you'll hand me my papor.”

* Five quid would be nearer the mark."”

“ What I"

“That bit of paper is worth five quid, 1 should say. You
don’t want to be Eickul out of your school, any more than
Master Hazeldene,” grinned Rawlings.

Wharton gritted his teeth,

“I'm in no danger of that, you villajn. The Head would
lecture me for getting mixed up with a scoundrel like you,
but if it all came out, he would sack Hazel, but he wouldn't
be hard on me for trying to help a chap in my Form. 1
might get a licking—nothing worse than that. You can't
threaten me as you did Hazel,””

“Can't 17" said Mr. Rawlings. *“ We'll see about that.
You see, it won't all come out; it'll come out that I came
into your study at the school, and it'll come out that I came
there to see you."

“To see me!" gasped Wharton.

Y Yes, you!" said Mr. Rawlings coolly. “It was your
study, wasn't it? And Trotter thought as I was your visitor,
didn’t he? And you've given me vour note of 'and, haven't
you! You can’t deny your own signature, I s'pose?”

“That was for Hazel. You know it was.”

“P'r'aps 1 do. and p'r'aps I don’t. The question fur you
to answer is, will the Head know it?" grinned Mr. Rawlings.
“ My opinion is, that he'll fancy you gave me that paper for
your own account. Fellers ain't as a rule anxious to give
their little notes for other fellows' debts.”

Wharton drew a deep breath. He understood now the
bookmaker's scheme, in the whole of its cunning duplicity,
and he saw how he had been caught in the trap. Ho under-
stood, too, why Mr. Rawlings hadguu suddenly become reason-
able and conciliatory that afternoon in No. 1 Study. This

h loubtedly come into the rascal's

unscrupulous we had
head then. Wharton was almost dazed as he realised what
he had fallen into in his attempt to help Marjorie’s brother
out of his scrape.

Do you mean that you will accuse me of owing you money
for a gambling debt?” he asked thickly.

*“ That's about the size of it,” said Mr. Rawlings calmly.

“ It will be a lie—a horrible lie!”

* Never told one yourself " asked Mr, Rawlings facctiously.

Mr. Rawlings was cvidently one of those persons who
believe that Iying is a natural human gift, like speaking or
smelling.  Mr. Rawlings would not have tuken the word of
George Washington himseli—indeed, he would have charae-
terised George's celebrated statement to his father as the
biggest ** whopper ™ in George's carcer.

* You can’t do it.” muttered Wharton.

“Can't 17 You'll see,”

* You can't—you can't!"

Rascal as he knew the man to be, the junior could not
realise yet that he would do this. It H(‘I'HII‘IJ’ impossible that
any man. however rascally, could do such a thing. Even
Mr. Rawlings had had to make an effort. as it were, to screw
himself up to the right piteh.  But he was serewed up now,
and he was quite determined.  Rascality was a new thing in
Harry Wharton's experience: but Mr. Rawlings was well
acquainted with it in all its forms.

Mr. Rowlings tossed away the stump of his cigar.

* I reckon I'd better be going.” he remarked.  * It's pretty
p:ll"&](_\:‘ ‘ere. When you want that paper, the price is five
anid.”

“ I!_ is m‘\-“)npr_-r. I have given you vour money."

Five quid will fetch that paper outer my desk at the
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Cross Kevs in Friardale,” said Mr. Rawlings. * Not a penny
loss,” B

* You thief!” i

“Ard words break no bones, and likewise soft words
butter no parsnips,” said Mr. Rawlings. ** Still, don’t you
go calling me names, or I may raise the price to ten quid,

Wharton deew his breath hard. He had been dazed  at
first, but his brain was clear now. He understood that he
had to deal with an utterly unscrupulous man.  The man had
stolen the three sovereigns, sinee he had taken them without
handing over the paper in return, and Wharton did not
intend to let him get away with them if he could prevent it
Mr. Rawlings might have the paper about him; his statement
that it was at the Cross Keys might be another fulsehood.
And if so— " |

Wharton measured the bookmaker with his eye. o

He was fat, clumsy, unwieldy, and in the worst condition,
owing to his dissipated mode of life. But he was a big and
muscular man, all the same; and Wharton's heart sank as e
rapidly thought it out. He was no match for _Ihl-.honk-
or. Aund Mr. Rawlings, too, as if in_anticipation of
jossible trouble, had brought a thick stick with him, and he
was keeping it quite handy. Mr. Rawlings could not see the
junior's face clearly in the dark, but the tenseness of
{"Inurtull's attitude betrayed his thoughts, and the bookmaker
drew back o puce or two and half raised the stick.

** No, you don’t!” he said grimly. ** You try to lay a "and
on me, and I'll lay you on your back with a eracked skull
afore you can say jnfumy Walker ! g .

}\'hnrlun'(-!cm-hul his hands till his nails dug into  the
palms.

* You scoundrel! You say you want five pounds for that
paper, after I have paid you the whole of the debt, and you
have the money in your pocket?”

* Five quid is the price,”

*“ Where do you think I am to get five pounds from, then?
Do you think I have an allowance anything like that?™

*Our kind uncle who shells out money,” grinned Mr.
Rawlings, ** Try him again.”

** So that is why you wanted to know whether my unele
was rich?"” said Harry, between his teeth, ** You had this
scoundrelly scheme in your mind then?®”

“ P'rlaps,’” said Mr. Rawlings. * I've warned yon agin
callin’ me names. 1 put a pound on fur that. The price of
that "ere paper is six quid now.”

* I have paid you all that is due.
shilling more.”

“ Then we'll see what the "Ead of Gregfriars has to say
about it when T make my claim to him,” said Mr. Rawlings.

* The first thing that would happen would be that you
would be kicked out of the place!” said Wharton savagely.
~** And the next thing would be that you would be kicked
out_arter me,” chuckled Mr. Rawlings. ** And it would be
a bit more serious for you than for me. 1 ain't got nothing
to lose in the way of reputation. You 'ave.”

“*You couldn't prove a lic to be the truth. The Head
would not believe you!"” said Harry desperately.

“Put it to the test, if you choose. 1've your name to
the bit of writing.”

“ It was for Hazeldene.

* Prove it!"

** Hazeldene would come forward and say so, if you tried
to plant it on me.”

*“ Would he?” said Mr. Rawlings, with another chuekle.
“ P'r"aps you know that young gentleman better'n 1 do. My
opinion is that he wouldn't.”

Wharton's heart sank a]gnin. Mr. Rawlings was quite
right—there was po possible inducement that could make a
weak and selfish fellow like Hazel come forward to take the
punishment of his own misdeeds, if it was possible to leave
thut punishment to be borne by another.  Wharton had
nothing to hope from Hazel.

*“ But I've got a witness!” he exclaimed suddenly. *‘ Frank
Nugent was in the study when 1 signed the paper, and he
knew it was for Hazel.”

“ He might say so, but p'r'aps he wouldn’t be believed,”
said Mr. Rawlings coolly., “ One thing 1 know—Master
Hazeldene would deny it.”

* He—he wouldn’t!” muttered Wharton.

* He would; and you know it as well as I do.”

There was a silence.

It occurred to Wharton that this, after all, was to no
purpose. Even if, with Nugent as a witness, l'lo_ could prove
that it was Hazel, and not himself, who had dealings with the
bookmaker—did he want to prove it? Did he want to level
an accusation at Marjorie's brother, and to see him expelled
from Greyfriars? For that was what it _amounted to. If
Mr. Rawlings betrayed Wharton to the Head, and made a
lying statement against him, Harry Wharton could clear
himself only in one way—by giving Hazeldene away, and
proving that Hazel was the guilty party.

And every principle of honour forbade him to do anything
of the kind. He could not betray Hazel. Even if the worst
happened, he could mot betray him.
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“ Well, I'll be going,” said Mr. Rawiings. * I'll tell you
wot. I'll come “ere on Monday evenin’, the sanie time, for
the six quid. You bring the money, and youw'll "ave the
paper.’

Wharton ground his teeth. -

* Aud how do I know that you will not cheat me again,
us you have done tonight?"”

Mr. Rawlings hesitated.

* You shall see the paper in my fist afore you pay over the
money,” he said finally. I you see your own signature
that'll be enough, 1 reckon.” X

* But I have not the money. 1 cammot get six pounds in
two days.” i

* Try,” said Mr. Rawlings grimly. “ One thing’s sartain
—if I don't get paid when 1 come ‘ere on Monday evening 1
ko straight on to the school and see the "Ead.” )

* What will you gain by that, if you do?” said Wharten
desperately.

The Inm)l-crlmkvr'.- eyes glittered with malice,

“I'll gain this,”" he mmr venomously—** I'll make you smart
for the names you've called me, and for your high-and-mighty
airs, Master Stuck-up Wharton! That's wot I'll gain. And
I'd almost as lief "ave that as the money. So you take care,
and bring the spondulicks along on Monday evening, or
you'll get it ‘ot and "eavy!”

And, with that threat, Mr. Rawlings turned and walked
away. And Wharton, his face pale, his eyes gleaming, strode
away towards Greyfriars. .

o — —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Scapegoat!

L ALLO! hallo! hallo! Here he is!”
H *“Tea’s ready, old man!"”

“ Lovely muffins ! said Nugent.
“The goodness of the estecined mulfing is terrific,
my worthy chum!™”

I'ea was ready in No. 1 Study. Bob Cherry, '.\'u‘gt-nl, and
Inky, and Johnny Bull had prepared it ready for Wharton's
return, The study looked very cosy ands cheerful, with the
tire glowing in the grate, and the well-spread table, and the
cheery faces of the juniors. :

But the cheery look faded from their faces as they caught
Wharton's expression.  Harry was still in his overcoat and
muffler; he had come directly to the study on coming in.

“What's the trouble?' asked Bob anxiously. **It's all
right about ealling-over, as we were playing out, you know.
I told Quelehy you were following us home.”

Wharton nodded. He had forgotten all about calling-over,

** Has that rotter cut up rusty?’ asked Johnny Bull.

“ Yes,” said Wharton, sinking into a chair.

* You paid him?”

" Y“ L

* And the paper——"

* He's keeping it

* Keeping it—after you've paid him?” exelaimed Nugent
in astonishment.

s \"q.'|

* Great Scott! The awful rascal!™

* But didn’t you get hold of the paper before you handed
over the money?” asked Johnny Bull.

* He handed me a folded picce of paper, and T paid him.
I looked at the paper, and it was blank. He spoofed me.”

“ Oh, crumbs !

**But what does he want to keep the paper for®” asked
Nugent, ** He can't expeet you to pay him another three
quid on it

* He wants six pounds for it.”

* What-a-at!"”

* Or wlse he is going to take it to the Head, and ropresent
to him that I gave it to him for a gambling debt—make out
that I have been betting, and not l'inzol at all.”

The chums of the Remove looked utterly dghast.

* Well, that takes the bisenit!” said Johnny Bull, with a
decp breath. “ T never heard of such an awful scoundrel!
\I\ hy‘,‘ that’s blackmail! He could be put in prison for
that !’

* Only we couldn't prove it,” said Wharton, ** He's got
my signature on his paper.  If he showed that to Dr. Locke,
what could 1 say?"

You could tell Dr. Locke exactly how it was."

* Would he believe me?  There's my signature,” said Harry
hopelessly.  ** A fellow who would gamble with a blackguard
like Rawlings wouldn’t be above telling lies about it after-
wards. That's how the Head will look at it. Besides—""

* You've forgotten one thing,” said Johnny Bull, ** we all
know it was Ilazel, and we'd all voll up and say 50.”

* Only Nugent was in the study when T signéd the paper.”
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“ Well, my. evidence is worth something,” said Frank.
“I'd tell the Head—""

““All the evidence is against me. Quelchy will remember
my borrowing the money of him. Wingate will remember
about the smoking in the study, and it wiill come out that
the man was here. Most of the fellows think he came to sce
me, How could I prove that it was all on Hazel's account?
Besides, I can't,”

“ Why can't you?"

“Can I give Hazel away? We did it all to save him. Sup-
pose 1 elear mysell, end plant it on him, what's going to

wppen
“"He will be sacked, T suppese,” said Johnny Bull, “ and
serve him jolly well right. l’!l-'a brought all this on us.
suppose you're not going to face the sack yourself, and let
the guilty party sit snug in his study all the time.”

”If can't give him away."”

“ But he'll own up.” said Bob Cherry.  “Dash it all,
Hazél isn't such a fearful rotter as to sit tight while you're
sacked in his place.”

“Own up, and be sacked!
bitterly.

“We'll make him "'

Wharton shook his head,

“It can't be done, you chaps. I'm not going to give
Marjorie's brother away to save myself. I chipped in to
save him, and now I'm in the hands of that scoundrel instead
of Hazel. I can't round on him now to save myself.,”

** But he must own up, if it comes to that—he must.”

“He won't!"”

There was a grim silence.  All the iurlinrs knew in their
bearts that Ilnr,lh would not own up. Far from that, he vas
more likely to deny any knowledge of the transaction at all,
Rawlings's accusation against Wharton would clear Hazel,
so far as the bookmaker was concerned, and Huzel would
wash his hands of the affair. Between Rawlings's statemcont
on one side, and Hazel's denial of the other. Wharton was
hopelessly caught, even if he tricd to put the guilt where it
belonged  And that he would not do. He felt *hat he was
bound in Lonour not to betrav Hazel.

* What about letting the villain have the money, then, and

ctting the paper?” said Bob Cherry. * The money cun be
found. if we're sure of getting the paper.”

“1 suppose we could raise the money,” said Wharton
slowly. "1 could borrow it of Lord Mauleverer, and pay
him back later—sell my 'bike, if necessary. But the rottes
may cheat us again, and take the money and keep the paper.”

** He won't do that,” said Johnny Bull. ** Where are you
to meet him?"

** Same place on Monday evening.”

“Then we'll all be there out of sight, and if there's any
trickery, we'll juul{: on him and take the paper by foree."”

Wharton's face brightencd.

*“Good egg. If he brings the paper with him, and he's
undertaken to show it to me before I hand over the money.
Of course, I shouldn’t part with the money again without
secing the paper and making sure of it,”

s n it's only a matter of letting him squeeze six quid
out of us,” said Johnny Bull, ** and we'll all stand our whack
in settling with Mauly, if he stands us the tin now.”

“It's awful to think of letting that villain make money
cout of.us in this way," said Nugent thoughtfully. * But it's
the” only thing to be done.  Under the cires., we shall be
lucky to get clear of him for six quid."”

There was a knock at the door of the study, and Hazol-
dene came in. He was anxious to know the result of the in-
terviow with Mr. Rawlings.

“Is it all right?" he asked

* No, it's a]r‘wrorm." said Wharton.

Hazel changed colour.

* What do you mean?

Wharton explained.

“Oh, the awful scoundrel,” said Hacseldene, *‘ the awful
villain! You shouldn’t have parted with the money till vou
had the paper safe.”

“* He tricked me, as I've told you.”

“ You shouldn't have let yoursell be tricked. Now he will
have to be paid again, and paid double,” said Hazeldene.
“1 think it's all rot about his accusing you to the Head, He
wouldn’t gain anything by doing that.”

“ He would do it out of spite, if he couldn't get the
money."”

“ Well, you must have made him jolly savage to make him
foel like that." said Huzeldene. 1 'don’t see why you
couldn’t be civil to him. Fair words don't cost anything."

“I haven't anv fair words to waste on your precious
friends,” said Wharten, **and I can’t help fearing that he'll
trick us somchow yet. And if it should come to the worst,
what are vou going to do?"’

Hazeldene started.

“I! What have I got to do? TI've got nothing to do with
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it now. You've taken it into your hands, and
managed it in a way [ didn't like. It's your busincss.

* You wouldn’t own up?’ said Johnny Bull,

**Are you dotty? Own up, and be sacked!"

“ You'd rather Wharton were sacked in your place, T sup-
pose?" said Bull scornfully.

* Wharton took this into his hands of his own accord. I
didn’t ask him to. I was against his going to Quelch for the
money. I wanted him to %)ﬂ civil to Rawlings. Ile's only
got himself to thank for it.”” =aid Hazel sullonly.  ** That
man's got a bad temper, and Wharton should bave been care-
ful not to irritate him."

Wharton's lip eurled.

“ I'd rather be sacked, or hung, for that matter, than fawn
on a filthy cad like Rawlings,” he saul.

* Well, you'll have your choice, then,” said Hazel angrily.
* Anyway, I'm out of it now. Mind that. And if you try
to drag me into it again, I'm prepared to deny knowing any-
thing about the matter at all, {'m not going to be sacked
from the school because you're too high and mighty to be
civil to a man.”

Wharton pointed to the door.

** Get out!™ he suaid.

“ Are you going to give me away?’ demanded Hazel,

“No! Whatever happens, yvou're safe as fur as I'm con-
cerned.  But I can't stand the sight of you. Get out!”

Hazel left the study.  The contempt in the faces of the
juniors stung him, but his chief fecling was relief that he
was safe. His concern for the scapegoat who was to bear
the burden of his sins was quite secondary. Indeed, his chisf
feeling towards Whaston was one of irritation—the bitter-
ness of a weak and selfish nature towards a strong and manly

one,

*“ And that’s Marjoric’s brother!” said Bob Cherry. “If
Marjorie knew !"

Wharton made a quick gesture,

* Marjoric’s to know nothing—nothing at all! Take care

of that, you fellows. Not a word to Marjorie!"
And the chums of the Remove agreed to that.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Coming to Blows!
UNDAY was a day of anxious depression for Harry
S Wharton, and of anxicty to his chums.
The more they thought over the complication that
had arisen, the more alurmed
possibilities,

Rawlings was so sliﬁmr_v. s0 utterly unscrupulous, that
there was no telling what trick he might be planning next.
Was he prepared to hand over the paper for the additional
sum he Ea demanded? It was not likely. He knew that
Wharton had a rich uncle whom he was able to ask for
nwoney, - He knew that he had friends with plenty of cash,
of whom he could borrow in case of nocessity. o paper
with Wharton's signature upon it, so long as he could hold
it, was the means of a regular income to him.

Always he had in his hands the power to ruin the captain
of the Remove so long as he kept that paper. Was he not
certain to strive for further profit out of it—after the six
pounds, other sums to follow—without end? ‘That was the
regular scheme of the blackmailer, and it was quite possible
to achieve so long as he kept the paper—the bit of writing,
as he called it. nless he was driven to it, he would not
part with the paper.

But if he brought it with him to the old barn on Monday,
he would not take it away with him again, the juniors were
determined on that. All five of them would be there, and
they would use violence, if necessary, to obtain the paper.
But what if he did not bring it there?

Monday morning found the juniors more anxious and
worried than ever. Mr. Quelch, in the Remove Form-room,
could not help noticing that Harry Wharton was not quite
himself, snd he gave the Remove captain more than one
sharp glance. He remembered the loan he had made him on
the previous Wednesday, and he could not help connecting it
with Wharton's worried and absent-minded manner. He
could not help suspecting that the junior was in money diffi-
culties, and money difficulties for a boy in the Lower Fourth
meaant some kind of shady conduct.

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove, cheerfully
made the loan that was required of him, and he parted wit
a five-pound note and a sovereign with perfeet unconcern.
Wharton hated the task of borrowing, but certainly Lord
Mauleverer was the casiest fellow in the world to borrow of,
Wharton found him in_his study, reclining on the sofa and
vawning over a book, after dinner, and Lorﬁ Mauleverer gave
him a friendly nod as he came in, flushing and uncomfortable.

T want to borrow some tin of you, Mauly,” said Wharton,
his colour deepening. He was ashamed of his errand.
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“ Right-ho, dear boy " sod Maaleveror,  How Jucky 17

“ Lucky that I want (o boirew youwr 1" asked Havry,
foreing a laugh.

*Noj; lucky that I'moin funde.”” said the dondy of the
Remove, ' How much, my dear fellow ™ i

* Six pounds !’

Any other fellow in the Remove would probably have
fallen down, if he had been asked for @ loan of six ponnds 3
bat the money was nothing to the schoolboy millionae.
Lord Mauleverer did not even ok sarprised.

* Certainly, dear boy !"" he said.

T ecan lot you have it back in a week’s time, Mauly,™ siid
Wharton, 1 give you my word. It's for all of s you
understand, and we'll vaise it among us and repay it oin a
week.™

* As long as you hke, old chip !

* And—and it's not awkward just now to lend i

“Not at all—T sha'n't have to get up,” said Lord Maul-
everer innocently. ** There are somwe banknotes in the table-
drawer, and some sovereigns in the Japanese jJar on the
rantelpiece.  Help yourself !

Wharton laughed, wind helped

i}llﬁl’lf.

“I've taken a fiver and & guid,”’ he said. " Until next
Suturday, Mauly !

“ Yaas !

* You're a good chap, Mauly 1"

“ Yaas "

“And I'm very much obliged.”
*Yaas! 1 mean, don't mench ™ yawned Maulevey
And Wharton left the study witl the money in his pockat.

It was dark before six o'clock, and the school gates were
always locked at dark ; and so it was necessary for the chume
of the Remove to get passes out, or to leave the school
unseen,  They did not want to draw attention to themselves
by usking a master or a prefect for passes; but it was easy
enough to get out of bounds. At a quarter to six, the
Famous Five sauntered across the Close in the dark, and
met at the school wall—and in a couple of minutes they had
clambered over it, and dropped into the road.

They ran most of the way to the old barn.

The juniors reached the rendezvous very quickly—but the
ved glow of a cigar showed that Mr. Rawlings was already
there.

The juniors paused in the dark shadow of the trees,

“ Don't show vourselves if it's all fair and square,” said
Hurry, in a whisper. ** But if 1 call out, rush on the rotter,
and see that he doesn’t get away.”

* Right-ho !

And leaving his chums in the shadows, Wharton walked
on to the barn to meet the bookmaker.

Mr. Rawlings nodded to him affubly. There was a sirong
odour of rum about Mr. Ruwlings, and le looked a litthe
more disreputable than usual.  The three pounds he had
obtained from Wharton had probably all pussed over the
bar of the Cross Keys by this time,

“ (ot the tin®" asked Mr. Rawlings, in a lioarse voice,
“"I'Iting a smeil of rum and tobacco upon the junior as he
spoke.

Wharton tried to conceal his disgust.

“Yee." he said. ** Have von got the paper®"”

< Course 1 ave!” said Rawhngs indignantly.
think 1 am a welsher?”

Wharton did not offer his opinioa on that peint. It would
not have been agreeable to Mr. Rawlings. Ile took the
money from his pocket without replving, and the book-
makei's eves glistened at the sight of the sovereign and the
rastling five-pound note.  There was greed in the book-
maker's eves—in his whole look. Why had ke not demanded
more’—that was the thought in his mind. The junior's
resources were evidently greater than he had supposed.  He
had brought six pounds at two days’ notice—and how he
had obtained it, and what anxiety the repayment might cost
him, did not matter in the least to Mr. Rawlings, The
rascal was only thinking of what further eums he might
suceeed in extracting from his victim.

“*And it over,” said Mr. Rawlings, holding out an eager
and exceedingly divty hand.

“ Give me the paper!”

“ Not till I "ave the money )"

* Show it to me, then!"”

“Well, you can see it!" eaid the bookmaker, and he
fumbled in his pockets, and produced a paper, which he
unfolded carefully. e held it out for the junior to see, and
Wharton read the words by the glow of the eigar—" 1 promise
to pay Mr. Henry Rawlings the sum of £3—Three Pounds—
in fuil settlement.—Harry Wharton.”

“'Ere's your paper, and now ‘and over the eashl” said
Mr, Rawlings.

Wharton was about to do s0, but a sudden suspicion flashed
into his mind. He had been caught once—he did vot mean
to be caught again,

*Wait a minute ! he said.
paper I gave you!”
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“Wat do you mean?” demanded Mr. Rawlings, in a
bullying tone.

His munner convineed Wharton that his suspicion was well-
founded. It was not the genuine papec—it was not written
upon the impot paper of Grexfrinrs, as the original note
hud been. It was a copy—one more of the cunning tricks of
the blackmailer. The genn paper was to be kept back !

Wharton trembled with rage as e made the discovery.

“You thief! You thief! That is only a copy, to take me
in, and make me part with the money! Give me the real
paper, or—""

My, Rawlings, with a very ugly look upon his face, tore
the paper into four, und seattered the pieces on the wind.

“ Mighty smart voung gentleman, ain’t you:" he eaid,
with & sneer. * There ain't no pulling the wool over your
eves—wor 17

“ Give me my paper ! said Wharton, in a choking voice.
* Here is the money ! Give me the paper, you villam "

“ 1 ain't parting with that paper!” said Mr. Hawlinge,
driven to showing hie whole hamd at last. “ U'm keeping
that paper. That bit of writin® is worth more'n six guid—
nearer sixty, I should say.”

* You won't give it to met”

“No; I won't!”

“Then 1 won't hand you a penny !"

Mr. Rawlings' eves glittered.

“You'll "and over that six quid,” he said, “and you'll
come ‘ere regular once every week, and ‘and over a couple of
quids—do you understand? ~ And the fust time that you don’t
pay up, I'go struight to your ‘eadmaster with this paper.”

ft was out at last—the whele cunning, unscrupulous
«cheme, in all its bare wickedness, It was blackmail purs
and siniple—and the blackmailer meant to bleed his vietim
white, Wharton understood, and he called out sharply:

“ Come on, you chaps!”

Mr. Rawlings jumped.

“*You ain't alone " he ejaculated.

He soon had proof that Wharton was not zlone. There
was a rosh of feet in the darkness, and the rascal was
surrounded,

“Now we'll talk business to him,” said Johnny Bull,
“and we'll begin by giving him a hiding ! Collar Lim 1"

Mr. Rawlings backed to the wall of the old barn, and raised
liis stick menacingly.

“Don't you lay a and on me!” he blustered.

* Look here,” said Wharton quietly, ** I've got six pounds
Iimr(-—‘;a_a:nl you ean have it for my paper. Will you give
it up !

“ 1 ain't got it with me !”

T don't believe you. Will you take the money, and hand
over the paper—or shall we take it by force, witnout paying
anything for it*"”

“If you dare to lay a "and—"

“Will yvou give up the paper?”

T ain’s got it!"”

Wharton deliberately placed the six ponnds m his pocket
again. That money conld be retwrned to Lord Mauleverer
intact. It was open warfare now, and he was determined
that not a shilling more should be paid to the blackmailer,
whatever happened. The debt had been paid once—and the
paper belonged to Wharton,  Mr. Rawlings watched him
with growing uneasiness,

*Very. well!” said Harry, * Now, I shall pay you
nothing. Not a penny! Now I give you a chance to hand
over that paper quietly, before we take it 1"

“ 1 ain't got itl”

* We'll see whether you've got it !

* You don’t dare a4

But Mr. Rawlings saw very soon that they did dave. The
five juniors rmshmlf vight at him.  Mr. Rawlings slashed out
furiously with his stick, and Jolmny Bull caught it on his
arm, and gave a grunt of pain.  But Mr. Rawlings did not
have time for more than one blow. The next instant, he was
gripped by the indignant juniors; and he went rolling aml
sprawling on the ground, with the Greyfriars fcllows clutch-
ing him and heaping over him,

i

Collar him !"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ragging a Rascal!

i OLD !
H St on the ead!”
Myr. Ruwlings struggled fiercely for a few moments,
and then collapsed, helplees and bieathlees, under
the serambling juniors,
< We've got him ! said Johuny Bull.
They had him, there was no doubt about that. Tob Cherry
was kneeling on his loud check waistcout, and Johnny Bu]g
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Nugent amd Inky were holding
The stout ra=cal wriggled and

C I

was standing on his legs.
him by the collar of his coat.
panted under them. "

“I'Il make you pay for this!™
make vou sorry for it !

“Will you give up the paper now ?" ‘ :

“1ain't got it; but if 1 "wd it, I wouldn't give it up. I'll
ruin you—arter this! 1 won't "ave auy merey on you. You
wait u hour or two, that's all 1" oyl 18

“If you don’t hand it over we shall search yon for it!

“* Search and be blanked ! suid Mr. Rawlings.

They took him at his word. Holding the raseal securely,
they turned out all his pockets, pitching the contents into the
damp grass. Tho pockets were drawn blank—and then they
scarched through his clothes for a secret hiding-place—but
they found none.

\etlmrtun'.i fuce became very clouded.

The man had told the truth when he said that Le had left
the paper at his inn. He had been too cunning to carry it
about with him, perhaps fearing some desperate attempt on
Harry Wharton's part to regain possession of it.  The bit
of writing was too valuable to be risked. X

The bookmaker was pretty rouﬁhl‘\' handled in the process
ot searching, and he swore savagely and muttered threats of
vengeance,

The search ended at last; the paper was not there.

Wharton felt a chill at _his heart,  He had not sueceeded
in recovering the paper with his signature upon it and, after
what had happened, there was no doubt that Rawlings would
do his worst, i

Yet it must have come to it sooncr or luter. Even if
Wharton had yielded to his extortion and paid him what he
demanded, sooner or later the junior wounld have come to the
end of his resources, and then the bookmaker would have
betrayed him—as soon as he could extract no more money for
his silence.  The exposure, if it was to come, might as” well
comne soon as late—and better before the blackmailer had
profited by his rascality.

It was better to have it over than to live in fear under the
ruscal’s thumb,  Whatever might happen, Wharton would
not regret that he had taken sharp measures with the
unserupulons rascal.

“Well, be's not got it,” said Bob Cherry dismally, *1
was auro the beust would have it about him, but he hasn't.
Where is it, you brote?

“ Find out!" said Mr. Ruwlings. :

“Very well” said Bob Cherry, picking up Mr. Rawlings's
stick.  ““Turn him over, you chaps! We'll find out!”

Swish—swish—swish—swish !

Bob laid on the lashes heavily across the fat shoulders of
Mr. Rawlings, and the hookmaker roared and struggled like a
wll.

Wharton looked on grimly.  He was to suffer from the
man’s rascality, and there was some satisfaction in seeing him
well thrashed in advance,

* Now will you tell us where the paper is, or will you have
some more ™" panted Bob.,

“At's in my desk at the Cross Keys," gurgled Mr. Rawlings,
“Oh, I'll make you pay for this!"

“1 suppose we can’t get it trom there?" said Bob dubi-
ously.

Wharton shook his head.

“Noj; and if we made this scoundrel promise to bring it, he
wonldn’t keep his word. Velre done.  But I'm glad he
hasn’t bad any money out of me.  That's one comfort.”

“ What can we do now

“Punish that scoundrel for blackmailing.” said Harry.
“Ho's going to the Head to tell lies sbout me.  He sha'n't
do it for nothing. There's a diteh on the other side of the
hedge.  Piteh him into it 1"

“Good egi!

* You let me alone ™ shricked Mr, Rawlings.
dare to pitech me into no diteh!
I'll complain to your "eadmaster !

Splash !

The ditch was full, from recent rain.  Mr. Rawlings dis-
ared into it, and he came up spluttering and snorting and

he stuttered out.

“Don't you
'l 'ul\;(- the law of you!

I'i—

ilk hat had been trampled out of shape already, and
was left in the ficld: his collar and necktie had been dragged
off, his cont torn up the buck.  Now, ns he serambled ont
of the ditch, wet and muddy from head to foot, he looked a
fearful object,
He was stuttering with cold and with rage.,  He shook a
muddy fist at the juniors as he squelehed out into the lane,
“I'll make you suffer for this! I'll—"
“ Piteh him in again "
Splash !
The juniors walked away towards Grevfriars, leaving the
bookmaker struggling out of the ditch for the second time,
Tur Macyer Lisrary.—No. .
“THE GEM " LIBRARY,
Every Wednescay.

Our Gompanion Papers.

NOW 0N
SALE,

They half expected him to follow them towsrds the school,
and if he had done so, they were ready to handle him again.
Bt Mr. Rawlings had had enough of them for the time
being, and he limped away towards Friardale, squelching
;\'ulvr and mud out of his boots and breathing vengeance as
1w went,

The juniors walked home in silenee,

They elimbed the school wall, and dropped into the dusky
Close  unscen, and reached No, 1 Study in the Remove
passage.  'They found  Hazeldene waiting for them there.
The excited looks of the Co. showed li:m';[, that matters had
not gone well,

* Did you get your puper back?"" was his first question.

Wharton explained what had happened,  Hazel uttered a
ery of dismay.

* You licked him!  You ducked him! You must be
mud!  Why, he'd do anything now to make you snffer for
that! 1 you offered him a hundred pounds for the paper, he
wouldn't take it now!  You've done for yourself!”

* You've done for me, you mean, you exd ! Wharton eried
savagely.  ** It all comes of your betting with him, you fool !
And now you've got me into this horrible scrape, you haven't
the decency to own up and get me ont of it !

Hazel gritted his teeth,

“1 thought it would come to that!" he said. T knew
you'd round on me in the long run!  Own up! I might as
well have done that, if 1 was going to, before vou meddled in
the affair at all!  If you didn't want to sce it through, you
shouldn’t have interfered in the first place.”

“Quite right,” said Wharton bitterly.  “1  shouldn’t.
f\'--x‘!. time I shall know better than to Lelp a coward and a
cur!"

“Pile it on if you like; only don’t expect me to take this
an my shoulders, becanse youw've meddled and bungled it !
excluimed Hazel passionately.  “If ¥ou try to get me into
it, 1 shall deny every word: ond you'll have to prove it,
remember that!"

And he swung out of the study, and slammed the door
Turiously,

“If he wasn't Marjorie's brother,” said Wharton, between
hia teoth, “ I'd go after him and smash him ! &

“You're_not going to stand the racket for what he's
done?  said Nugent.  “Jf Rawlings really goes to the
Head—"'

“He will; T know that !

“Then you'll have to let him know it was Hazel.”

Wharton shook his head.

“But you can't be sached for him!" welled Bob Cherry
angrily.

* What Hazel said was quite right—if T wasn't willing to
see it through, I shouldn’t have interfered,” said Wharton
quietly.  *I've got to see it through now.”

*And you won't say a word?”

“No!*

“Then we willl” said Bob.  “If vou don't tell the Head
the facts, I shall go to him and tell him, I warn you!”

“You won't, Bob,” said Harry.  “1 may get out of it
all right: but—but I shall have to face the music, and you
fullows are not to say a word. 1 want you to promise me
that. ~ We can’t round on Hazel, because I've got myself into
trouble trying to help him.  [I've brought it on mysclf, and
I've got to fuce the music!”

The juniors flatly refused to promise, but in the end they
gave in.  Ilarry Wharton was right—he had tried to hel
Hazel of his own accord, and he had brought this torril
trouble upon himself by so doing. He had no right to betray
the fellow he had undertaken to protect to save himself, What
Hazel ought to do was clear; but he did not intend to do it.
What Wharton ought to do was also clear, and he did intend
to do it: that was the difference,

And Wharton, with his mind made up, waited grimly for
the arrival of Mr. Rawlings. He knew that it would not bo
long delayed.

nt——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Condemned—For Another!
INGATE of the Sixth opened the door of No. 1 Study
w when Wharton and Nugent were doing their prepara.
tion that evening.
T'he captain of Greyiriars was lookin very grim.
“ You're wanted, Wharton," he said nl)ruplr\r.
:"I'Im Head?" asked Harry, rising to his feet,
*Yoes,"
“Very well,"”
“You expected this?”’
narrowly,
“ Yes," said Hurry.
“Do you know who is with the Head now?"
“ Rawlings. I suppose,”

asked Wingate, looking at him
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“The red-bearded stranger mught"s-ight of D'Arcy, and ;t-arteﬁ back. *“ Who are you? " gasped Gussy, with -a.

dreadful feeling that It was a detective in search of him.
It is ze voice of ze pauvre garcon zat I have keel!”

prars on the cover of our companion

“Ciel! Who are you?" shrieked the red-bearded

(This picture ap-

per, and is an incident taken from the grand, long, complete tale of Ton

Merry & Co., at St. Jim's, entitled * I HE SCHOOLBOY RAIDERS!” by Martin Clifford, in ** THE GEM”

‘ stranger. “ It is zat I know zat voice.

“Yes" said Wingate.,  * Rawlings. the bookmaker and
Mackgnard.  You are to come to the Head and answer what
e has ta say.  Wharton, surely you cannot have been fool
enough to get yourself mixed up with that man?"

*That's just what I have been.” said Harry bitterly. * Not
in the way you think, though. 1 haven’t done anything 1|
need be ashamed of 17

*1 hope vou'll be able to make that vlear to the Head,”
said Wingate. * Come on; Dr. Locke's waiting, for you !V

“ Hadn't 1 better comet, too, Harry ! Nugent asked.

Wharton shook his head.

* You couldn’t do any good, Franky. Wait liere!”

Wharton followed the Sixth-Former to the Head's study.
Wingate took him in, and Dr, Locke made the Greyfriars
eaptain a sign to remain.  Mr. Quelch, the master of the
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Remove, was alsa in the study.  Dr. Locke had cevidently
wnt for him, Wharton being in his Form,

Stunding in the middle of the Hewd's study, with his silk
liat deposited on a chair for onee. was Mr. Rawlings, His
finshed foee showed that he had been drinking before he
paid that visit.  Without that, he wonld probably never have
found the courage to face the Head of Groylvias.

Dy, Locke was looking stern and sovere,

“You know this man. Wharton®” he asked.

" You, sin, said Harry,  ** His name is Rawlings.””

*Have you ever had any betting dealings with Jim 2

** No, sir.”

Do you owe him any money ;™"

* No, sir” ;

*1 was sure that Wharton wou!d be able to deny it, Dr.

A 8plendid Complote Tale of Marry
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Locke,” said Mr. Quelch, with a breath of relief. “I am
assured that he is incapable of such conduet !

“1 trust it will prove to be so, Mr. Queleh.  Wharton, this
man mukes a elaim upon you for a debt of three pounds.
He has a paper here with your signature, promising to pay
the money on Saturday—last Saturday, by the date of the
puper. Do yon deny l[‘mt the signature is vours?"”

* No, sir,” said Harry quictly. * It is mme.”

“Then,” said the Head, raising his voice a little, * what
do you mean by saying that you do not owe that man any
money if you have given him a written promise to pay him
three pounds?”

“1 paid him the three pounds, sir, and he tricked me by
giving me a blank piece n} puper instead of that.”

“TIt's a lie!"” growled Mr. Rawlings at this point.
ain’t no money been paid to me!"

Wharton did not trouble to make a rejoinder. He took
no notice of the bookmaker's presence at all. Mr., Rawlings
might not have been there, for all the acknowledgment
Wharton made of his existonce,

“Then it comes to this, Wharton, that yon have cwed this
man money ?" said the Head. * That is as serious as owing
}t al‘llw present moment. What did you owe him money
or?’

“T1 put it on a 'orse for "im,"” said Mr. Rawlings. “T did
it to oblige the young gentleman, never thinking as he
would refuse to pay up arterwards.”

The Head looked at him.

“1If you helped & boy of Wharton's age to bet on horses,
Rawlings, you are an unmitigated scoundrel ! he said. 1
am not sure whether you cannot be punished by the law,
At all events, you shall not be paid. A man who would do
as you have done is quite capable of tricking a boy as
Wharton deseribes, and 1 have po doubt that his statement
is corra=t, and that you have cheated him.  You will not get
any money here.”

“Don't you eall
blusteringly.

Dr. Locl

* Bilenee 1"

Wingate made a shight movement nearer to the bookmalker,
The stalwart captuin of Greyfriars could have tossed him out
of the window if he liked, and Mr. Rawlings, alter a glance
at him, subszided into sulky silence.

“1 am waiting for your explanation, Wharton, T am quite
prepered to believe that you have already paid this mon,
and that he has attempted to obtain more woney from you,
and has betrayed you beeause he has failed to do so. Dut
what did vou owe him money for? He says it was for
a betting transaction."”

“1t was not, sir.”

“Then what was it?"

Wharton was silent.

“You must explain to me, Wharton. You have deniol
that you owed the man money, but your signature to this
paper bears out that part of his statement. T would not
accept his word on any matter, of course, but there is your
uiqnntlmn You owed him money, yet you have denied it

‘T didn’t owe him money, sir,” said Wharton at last.

“Then why did you give him a written promise to pay him
money you did not gwe?"”

“It wus for anothee fellow,” said Harry. “The rotter
was driving a chap hard, and I tricd to help him out of the
scrape. That's all T can say, sir. I never had anything to
do with the man mysclf.”

“The man says he came here to see vou in your study.
He has deseribed your study, and there is no doubt that lie
was there."”

“Thut's true, sir.  He was there last Wednesday.”

Wingate uttered an exclamation.

“Then it was he who smoked there, Wharton, and I cancd
you for it?"

Wharton smiled faintly.

“ Yes, Wingate. I couldn’t tell you I'd had a bookmaker
in the study.'”

*“Was it to pay this man that you borrowed money of me ?"
Mr. Quelch asked.

“Yos, sir. I paid him two pounds, and gave him my
weiitten promise for the rest. Tt was five pounds in all.”

“ And you declare that it was not your own debt ?*" said
the Head, looking at Wharton very hard indeed.

“Tt was not mine, sir."”

“ Why did you have this man in your study if you do not
know him?"”

“1 smuggled him there to keep him out of sight, sie, T
knew it meant the sack for the fellow he came to see if any
of the masters saw him about ™

“ Undoubtedly,” said the Head, “ Your statement, then,
is that you plapned to shield some boy, who had acted in a
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disgr:‘l‘rz'vful and blackguardly way, from his just punish-
ment ™

_Wharton flushed. That was not the way he had looked at
his action in helping Hazeldene.

S L=I didn't mean it like that, sir. I felt that T was bound
to stand by a Greyfriars chap—a silly fool, too, who doesn't
know how to loock after himself.”

“1 could excuse yon for that,” said the Head. “T under-
stand a fecling of schoolboy chivalry —indeed, your conduct
was generous and noble if it 18 as you have stated. But
your statement is so extraordinary, Wharton, that I cannot
take it without some proof. This b w you speak of, is he a
very close friend of yours?" .

* Oh, no, sir.”

“It is not one of vour intimate chums?’

‘“ Not at all, sir."”

“Then, Wharton, how am T to believe you " exelaimed the
Head sternly. ** You tell me that you took this man lo
your study for another boy's sake, that you signed a promise
1o pay him this other boy’s debt, that vou pluced vourself in
danger of being expelled from the school if the matter should
come to my knowledge—and all this fur the sake of a boy
who is not even your personal friend?  Can you expect me to
crelit sueh a statement

I suppose it sounds rather thick, sir," faltered Wharton;
“bat it's true, all the the same,”

““ It is preposteross, Wharton !

The junior was silent,

“There is, however, an easy way of puiting it to the
test,” sanid the Head, ** Whatever boy it is who has had
betting transactions with this man will be expelled from the
school. T cannot allow such a boy to remain at Greyfriors
Give me his name.”

Wharton dd not speak.

* You cannot, Whurten?™

“1 can't, sir. It wonldn't be decent to give him awuy.’

This is too important a matter for considerations of that
sort, \"II:II‘II(II'I. I command you to give me his name!™

“1 promised him not to give him away, sir.”

Dr. Locke frowned.

“1 cannot eredit you, Wharton,
statement, and shelter yourpsclf be
not to reveal the real guilty party.
simply absurd.”

“I—I suppose it sounds so, sir.”

“T1 am glad you can see that.” The [Tead turns] to Mr.
Rawlings.  * Mr. Rawlings, was it with Whartoa or with
another boy that yon had this transaction 7"

“ With Master Wharton, sir,” said Rawlings, with a
mnlicious grin at Harry. i

“Have you had dealings with any other boy at Grey-
friars "’

“Cert'n's not !

“Wingate, wiill yvou Kindly show that woan out? If he is
ever seen near this school again, T should be very pleased
to hear that he had reecived the thrashing he descrves,”

“ Look 'ere——"" b Mr. Rawlings wrathfully,

But Wingate's iron grasp on his shoulder cut him short.
Mr. Rawlings cast one furious glanee at the athletic Sixth-
ll"ur:m-r, and then he went out of the stwly a: quictly as a
nim..

There was a short silence.  The Head was thinking decply.
When he spoke, it was to Mr. Quelch, not to the junior.

“CWill you give me your opinion " he asked.

I suppose 1t looks very bad for Wharton, sir,” the Remove
mastor said, **

You make a preposterous
nd a story of a promise
Your l'x[||ull.'l.l.'lt.lll is

! I can only say that I have always known
him to be strictly truthful and honourable, and that this
matter comes as a terrible surprise to me."

“You are evidently of my opinion,"” said the Head. He
turned to Wharton. “ Wharton, give me the nmme of the
boy you have spoken of!"

“1 can't, sir.”

“This boy—if your statement is triie—is he likely to con-
fess and save you from being punished for his sin 2"

Wharton smiled bitterly.

“Not likely, sir. ?Io‘s thinking of his skin,
that's all.”

“And for such a boy you have made this sacrifice? You
have made yourself the seapegoat to bear the burden of
what he has done?"

“1 didn't mean to do that, sir. T couldn’t foresce that
Rawlings would be such a rascal. T thought he would give
mo back the paper when T paid him, and that the matter
wonld be ended.”

“ But now, as it has turned out—"

“I took the matter up of my own accord, sir. I told the
chap I'd stand by him. T ean’t give him away now.”

1 wish I could believe you, Wharton, Dut you will see
for yourself that this statement you have made could be
made by any acenzed person, however eonclusive the evidenes

own
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If suclh stafements were accepted, there would be an end
of all Justice. T would willingly believe, Wharton, that you
are actlng from a scnse of mistaken devotion. But it is
impassible."”

Wharton grew very pale.

e could see what was coming, and he braced himeelf to
meet it, Punishmient was easier to bear than self-contempt,
and he would have despised himself for ever if he had
betrayed the fellow Le had promised to protect. There was
another, silence. The Head secmed at a loss,

ST <ha!l not decide hastily, Wharton,” he said at last,
“ Considering your honourable record in the achool, T wizh
fo give you every opportunity of elearing yourself, 1f this
hov vou speak of has a spark of decency, he must confess—
if your statement is true. T will leave the matter over for
two days=. During that time you may consider your position,
knowing that anles¢ you ean clear vourself 1 <hall weite to
your uncle to take you away from Groyfriars,”

Wharton's lips tightened, =

"“Very well, sir,”

“Now you may go."

And Whartan wont,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie Chips In.

ILLY BUNTER stopped in the lane, and blinked
through his big spectacles at a graceful form coming
up the lane. Moening lessons were over on Tuesday,
and Billy Bunter was waddling disconsolately down to

the village. Bunter was in his usual state of impecuniosity,
and he was yearning for tarts.  His recent conduct had made
it impossibile to raise a loan in No. 1 Study, and Mrs, Mimble,
at the school shop, was wery  decided on the subject  of
*tick,” with <o doubtful a customer as Bunter. Bunter had
rolled forth on a forlorn hope, to attempt to soften the hard
hieart of Unele Clegg at the tuckshop . Friardale, without
much hope of «iecess.  But his fat face brightened, and his
little ol exes glistened behind his speetacles, at the sight
of Marjorie azeldene coming up the lane, He stopped in
the road, and raised his hat to Marjorie with a manner that
was intended to be graceful and courtly.

Marjorie gave him a enrt nod, and walked on.  She did not
like Bunter, and <he had ne time to waste on him, She was
going to Grevfriars to see Hazel, and she had to be back at
Cliff Honse in time for afternoon lessons. The girl wes noa
very anxious frame of mined.

It was a trouble to her that Harry Wharton should have
been drawn into the meshes of Mr. Rawlings’ net cn account
of her brother, and she was anxious to know whether the
matter had come to an end,  Little did she dream how it was
turning out. It had been understood that Wharton was to
eyele over to CIfl House, and tell her all about it when it was
over, but he had not come.  Anil the girl had an uneasy fore-
boding that matters had not gone well,

* Hold on a minute!” said Bunter, puffing along beside
Marjorie. e

“T =ay, Miss Marjorie—

The girl did not panse.

“I've wot some news for you,” puffed Bunter.

Marjorie stopped.

* News for me?” she asked.

Bunter nodded.

* Yes: quite exciting, yon know. Come aleng to the
village—it ain’t far off—and I'll tell you all about it at Uncle
Clegg's. T'm going there.”

*1 have no time,"” said Marjorie,

“ Petter come and have a ginger-pop,”” nrged Bunter, whose
active brain had already formed a scheme for consuming
* tuck,” and lmuinf Miss Hazeldene to pay for it. ' Unele
Clegg has jolly good tarts, too.”

“1 am going to Greyfrrars,”" caid Marjorie.
anvthing to lt§| me, tell me now.”

* Petter come to Uncle Clegg's, and T tell you all about
it. It's quite exeiting, you know. We don’t have a fellow
sacked at Greyfriars every day.”

Marjorie’s heart stood still.

** My brother—"

“Oh, it ain’t Hazel!” said Bunter.
It's Wharton.”

“* Wharton ! exclaimed Marjorie, in astonishment.

“Yes: he's bowled out at last,” chuckled Bunter. “1
can't say I'm sorry for him. He was always mean about
nioncy.  When I was in his study 1 never vsed to have enough

“1f you have

" Mazel's all right.

to eat,

** What has happened??

* He's found out,” explained Bunter. trotting along beside
Marjorie. The girl was walking towards Greyfriars again, at
2 pace the little fat junior found it difficult to equal. ** It's
come ont about hig having a bookie in his study the other day,
vou know, and it turns out that he owed him money for betting
and things, and the man came up to see the Head as Wharton
wouldn't pay him. The whole school’s buzzing with it. Your
brother looks pretty sick about it. too. Don’t know why. 1
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know he doesn't like Wharton. Tn fact, T Mappen to know
that they had a row the other day, and Wharton was going
to punch his head when Bob Cherry stopped him. 1 say,
Miss Marjorie, there's no hurry. I—I'm rather out of
hreath, you know.”

“ Do vou mean that Wharton is supposed to have owed
money fo Mr. Rawlings, and that he is to be expelled for
it?"" said Marjorie, her face very white.

** That's it1”

“What does my hrother say abont it?”

“ He hasn't said anything that I know of.”

“ But Wharton has denied it, surely®”

Bunter chuckled. 2

*“Yes. He wanis to make out that he was acting for
another chap, but he can’t give the chap’s name. All bunkum,
vou know! As if a fellow would get into a fix like that for
another fellow! T know I wouldn't.” .

“ No, I'm sure yor wouldn't,” said Marjorie, with a quict
ceorn that was quite lost npon William George Bunter.

“No, fear. I'm not quite such o mug as that,'" said
DBunter, with a eatisfied grin.  ** Of course, 1 dow't believe
it. T sappose Wharton thoucht that yarn wonld go down.
But if it was trae, why can’t he give the chap’s name? He's
going to be sacked to-morrow. His unele’s coming down for
him.  OF course, if he conld get out of it, he would.  Stands
to reason, don't it?"’

Marjorie did not reply. She was walking so quickly now
that Hilly Bunter fell hopelessly behind, though his fat legs
were going like clockwork.

Marjorie entered the school gates, and hurried across to the
School House. Bob Cherry met her in the doorway. Bab's
usually jolly face was long and glum.

* What is this about Wharton?"" Marjorie exclaimed breath-
lessly.  * I've just met Bunter, and he says 4
* The chattering beast ! growled Bob.

“1 want to know about it,” said Marjorie. * Ts it possible
that Wharton has been supposcd to have done what my
brother has done?”

Bol: hesitated,

“Tell me!” Marjorie exclaimed imperiously.

** We agreed not to say anything to you about it,”” said Bob
rr]lu"i:uuly. *1—1I say, shall T walk back to CLiff House with
you?”’

“I'm not going back to Cliff Tlouse yet. T musi see to
|i.§u.Y Is \\'l}::rmu to be sent away from Groyfriars?”

2-0-0§.

* Beeanse he won't tell about my brother?”

*1—1 suppose it amonnts to that,”

“ But Hazel ! exelaimed Marjorie, her face foaded with
mlourJlow. “ Mas Hazel sllowed it? 1lasu’t he owned
up——

“ Don't be hard on ITazel,” said Dob, fecling called upon
to say something. ** He hasn't the nerve, you know. He
can't faco it »

* Then he is letting Wharton suffer for him, without saying
a word "

“Well, vou see—"

“ Tell me—tell me. Yeos or no?™

“Well, ves, 1 suppose.””

“But von others. You know all abont it!?" exclaimed
Marjorie.  ** Have you said nothing, and allowed this in-
justice to be done?”

“ We cculdn't prove it,” said Bob.

“ Do vou mean that Hazel swould deny the trath?”

Bob was silent.

Marjorie elenched her little hands,

“Wo promised Wharton to say nothing about it,” said
Bob. ** We wanted to, but he made us promise. Tle thinks
he's bound to see it through, Yon know it's no good arguing
with him. I'm blessed if T know what ought to be done!”

“1 know what ought to be done!” exclaimed Marjorie,
her eyes flashing.  And she ran into the house.  Bob darted
after her,

* Marjorie 7 he exeluimed, in dismay.
are you going "

But Marjoric was already at the door of the Head’s study,
and knocking on it. Bob drew a deep breath, and turned
away. Ile knew the girl’s intention now, and he was glad
of it.

“ Come in!" said the deep voice of the TTead.

Marjorie entered the study. Dr. Locke looked up, expect-
ing to sce one of the masters, and he was astonished at the
sight of the girl with her face flushed, and her exes full of
exeitement.

** Miss Hazeldene '™ said the Ilead.
is tho matter®"”

** Dr. Locke "—Marjorie was almost panting—* is it true
that Harry Wharton is to be expelled from Grexfriars?”

Thoe Heud looked distressed.

* Marjorie, where

“Pray come in! What

23
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“Yes, my dear child, T am sorry to say that it ia. Surely
¥ou have not eome to speak to me about that?"”

*“Yes, yes! He is innocent,” Marjorie exclaimed.

Dr. Locke smiled patiently.  He understood the girl's
distress on finding that her boy chum was to be sent away in
disgrace from the school, and he supposed that she had come
to make some appeal to him. He could not, of course, be
mﬂucm ed by that, lml he was sorry.

“ My dear girl

“1 tell you I know who it is, sir. I knew all along.
because  we are'friends that Wharton did this,"”
xelaimod.

I.In- Head looked at her keenly.

‘1 ecannot quite undervstand you,” he said. ** But if yon
can tell me anvthing abont the matter I shall be glad to hear
it, of conrse. Wharton's cxplanation is that he was acting
on behalf of another boy, but it is impossible 1o admit such
an explanation.”

** But it is true, sir.”

* How do you know 7™

1 know " ho she other hn_\' is. I knew it all .llunu

“1If that is the ecase, Miss 1lazeldenc, the nmttor is very
much altered, and 1 thank you for coming to me," said the
Head gravely. 1 was very, very much surprised to find
that Wharton was guilty of sueh conduet.  Tell me what you
know,"”

Then Marjoric hesitated.

* The—the boy is to be expelled, sir

* Most decidedly.”

Theo girl's lip quivered. She ecould not allow Wharton to
suffer for her brother. She was quite deeided upon that.
But to tell Dr. Locke the truth, and to sce Hazel in eonse.
quenco expelled from the sehool—it was a cruel position for

1t was
Merjorie

“* she faltered.

er.
Y Well,"™ said Dr. Locke patiently, * what have vou to tell
me, Miss Marjorie? v ovou quite sure that you are not
mistaken ¥ \h dear child, don't crv—there is nothing to cry
about, surely *"" the kind old gontleman exclaimed, in alarm,

Marjorie sobbod.

I L tell you, you will expel him—and if T do not, you
will expel the best and kindest boy in Greyfriars!" she
murmurml

“ But why should it matter to you, my dear child? Tf
there is a boy in the school who is 50 base !h.lt he would allow
Wharton to suffer for his wickednoess '-Illl"‘\ ho should be
severcly punished,” said the Head gently.

““Yos, yes—but—but —but—""

“ But what 2"

“ But he is my brother!"™ sobbed Marjorie.

Dr. Locke started.

': {l)\ll’ brother—Hazeldene of the Remove !"

!

It was out now.

* My dear, dear child,” said the Head, in great distress.
“ Pray—pray do not ery! I—I will see what can be done.
You are quite sure of what you say?"

“ Yes, ves. Harry was trying to save Hazel—because he is
kind and generous. It is she ameful that Hazel should have let
him suffer in his place,” siid Marjorie, almost inaudibly.
“But—but now 1 have told you, you will punish my
brother

“ Do not distress yoursell, Miss Hazeldene. T must take
into consideration the fact that vou have told me. I cannot
allow vou to bo the cause of your brother's expulsion from
the school,” said the Head kindly. “T will consult with his
Form-master, and see what can be done. It was very.noblo
of you to como to me as you have done, Miss Ilazeldene.

But I must be sure of the facts. I will send for wour
brother." -

*And—and you will not expel him, sir?"

The Head pansed for a full minute, and then answered :

“ No!”

He rang the bell, and sent Trotter for HaZeldena, In a
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few minutes the junior entered the study, looking white and
scared.  He started at the sight of his sister, hor cheeks wet
w |L|| tears.
* Hazeldene !I'"* said the Head sternly.
a very painful |]1-('n\'4-r\ Is it possible, sir, that
been  sheltering \nursolf behind  the mistaken chivalry of
vour Form-fellow 7'
l].-u..-l almost stagzered.
‘L. sir! No—I—Marjorie, what have vou been saying
* Listen to me, Hazeldene, Tell me the whole truth, and
I will not expel you from the school. At any cost, this
matter must be cleared up! Tell m» the whole tiuth at once,
and 1 will consider what lesser punishment will meet the
CiLse,
Under the stern eye
1t

“1 have just mado

of the Ilead, HMazel had not much
r]'mn"u of pre lli« conscience had made his life a
misery to hir arton’s sentence had been pronounced.
It was almost with relief that he now blurted ont a ||n]l|r|g
confession,

The Head listened in stern silence,

“Then it was yon that Rawlings came to sce here?”

“* Yes, sir,

“ You had been botting with him?*'

“ Ye-os, sir,” faltered Hazeldeae. “T—I somchow got
into it—he talked me over, and—and—T know it was wrong,
siz, but T didn’t n-.ulxw--d —=I'll never do anything of the kind
again, sir. I—I sha'n't forget what I've been through in
the past few days.™

“Yes, I think that is probable enough,”

* You have had a lesson, I should imagime. You haive acted
fool:-hl\ and wickedly—but your connection with Rawlinga
was nothing in comparison with your basencss in allowing
Wharton to suffer for vour fault. " Do you understand what
terrible injustice would have been done, if your sister had not
been more honourable than vourself 77

I—I=1 couldn’t own up!” muttered Hazeldene, getting
the words out with difficulty. I couldn’t face my “father

8o you left it to Wharton to bear the burden of your

said the Head.

roscality 1" said the Head sternly.  * You will be purm}u.'d
severelv, Hazeldene. 1 shall not expel you, for your sister’s
arke—considering the manner in which’ have learned the
teuth, T feel that 1 cannot take that step.  You will be

flozged, and I trust that this lesson will keep vou in honour-
able paths in the future.  And if you have cven a littlo
common-sense, Hazeldene, you will l.ak‘ example by your
s'ster, and strive to become a better boy."

And the Head made a gesture of dismissal.

In the passage outside, Hazel looked at Marjorie in an
uncertain sort of way. He did not knew whether to feel
angry with her, or to feel relieved at having the matter
over and done with—his feelings were mixed.

“ 8o you gave me awuy, Marjorie?" he muttered,

“T1 saved Wharton," said Marjorie. * Oh, Hazel, it was
base of you not to own up, when he was to be expelled for
vour fault. I could not have believed it of you.™

* Well, it's over now.”” said Hazel ﬁullﬂnl\' “ You can go
and tell Wharton that it's all right.”

And Marjorie did. She found Harry Wharton in the Close,
moodily pacing under the leafless elms. His face was dark
and clouded—but it brightened as Marjorie breathlessly told
what she had to tell,

“You shonld not have done it,
almost sobbing. *‘ It was kind and generous—but you should
not have done it! It was too much!™

But Wharton shook his head.

“1 think Hazel will keep straight, after this," he sail.
“ Don't be too hard on the poor chap, Marjorie—he has been
feeling this, We're going to look after him—and if he
plays the giddy goat again, we'll rag him bald-headed—that's
the best way.

And Marjorie laughed.

Harrv,” said the girl,
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By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.

READ THIS FIRST.

Fetrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry O'Rooney,
Gan-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.— the stalwarls of the millionaire’s famous submarine, the Lord of the Deep. Alter a period of inaction
there is & rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions again. Meantime, the millionaire himsell is
devoling all his attention to a curiously carved narwhal’s tusk which he has picked ug in an East-End curio-dealer’s shop The tusk proved
to be hollow, and to contain some gold coins and a small wad of parchment, which bears a strange message from the sea. This tells of &
mysterious floating island inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers Lord delermines to go in search of. Thurston immediately christens tbhe

hantom island ** Mysteria ** in advance. AIl hands board the Lord of the Deep, and the adventurers at last catch sight “ Mysteria.”

e mysterious island—bare and ghostly-looking—appears to be foating in the sky. It is a mirage, but, as Ferrers Lord points out, there can
never be a mirage without a substance. The millionaire determines to start in pursuit of the floating island at once, but a terrific volcanio
eruption occurs, in the course of which a blazing fireball falls on the Lord of the Deep, passing through her from deck to keel. The millionaire
runs the submarine aground in the bay of the nearest island, and sends Ching Lung and Thurston with a party of men in the launch to cut some
logs. On landing the party are confronted by a curious figure in a red tam-o’-shanter, who warns them that the island belongs to Germany.
They ignore the warning, and cap —by name Julius Faber—returns with a party of ragged-looking ruffians, and forces them to leave the
island by swimming, under cover of the log. Subsequently, Ferrers Lord leads a night expedition on to the island, and succeeds in recapturing
the launch. By dint of his unparalleled ingenuity aod hard work, Hal Honour, ths engineer, succeeds in repairing the Lord of the Deep sufficiently
to allow ber to leave her dangerous situation in the island harbour. As they are steaming along one day the bank of fog ahead suddenly parts,
and there, not a league away, appears Mysteria —the weird island. A continuous booming, caused by the cracking ol-shrivelled weeds, comes
from the floating island, ~dich also gives forth a disagreeable odour. Before sunrise the next morning, a move is made Lo explore Mysteria
The landing-party find the island to be mostly an evil-smelling swamp, with little sign of life upon it. They are inspecting a black lake, when
there is a sudden commotion, and some huge monster makes a momentary appearance in the water, All the adventurers could distinguish
were its wr.thing l!mbs and its eyes —two huge, glaring, green circles, horrible to look at.

(Now go on with the story.)

Barry has an Accident—The Cave of Terror and Wonder,

Tt wasn't an octopus, I'll swear!” said Ching-Lung.
“hose things looked more like arms, with hands and fingers
sttached, than tentacles. They were Aattened out at the
ends. Ugh! The brute! Why didn’t you fire, Tom?"

* By hokey, 1 was too much took by surprise, sir!™ said
the steersman of the Lord of the Deep. = ** 1 couldn’t get the

silence, where those terrible shapes, like hideous nightmares,
ranged, rowmed, and reigned supreme.  And why should not
.\-[_\'xil-ri:i, tossed  up  from w bosom  of the ocean, have
hrought some of her dread inhubitants with her*  He had
always felt that she would do so, and now the conviction was
confirmed. Oune, at least, of My-teri’s monsters had accom-
panied his birthland to the world of light and sunshine.

gun up to my shoulder. It was that roar as settled me,
never ‘vard such a sereech—never !

Ferrers Lord, his own rifle in readiness, wulked quickly
rinmnd the pool. He stopped and beckoned them,

*“ What do yon make of that, Ching:"

Thurston uttered another whistle.  Stamped decp in the
salty ooze were several circular impressions, fifteen or sixteen
mehes in dinmeter. They led up the slope into the forest,
and told their own tale.  The denizen of the bluck pool was
an aniphibian who crawled from his gloomy luir when dark-
ness came to hunt his prey in the weird forests of Mysteria,

“Whew " said Ching-Lung. ** So the brute strolls abroad,
does he?  He's got feet the size of an elephant’s, 1 don’t
feel at all anxious to camp out in this pleasant wood. It
wouldn't be a bit pleasant to wake up and find that beauty

looking over the cdge of your hammoek, taking yon for a
kort of free lunch—eh, what? Ob, no, thanks awfully ! Had
some "

The millionaire bent thonghtfully over the gigantie spoor.
That the dark depths of the ocean held monsters as  yeot
unsecn by any human eye he did not doubt.  Even he him-
solf, conqueror of the watery renlms, could not explore
those great, illimitable realms of glassy gloom and utter
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*Can you make anything tangible of it, old chap*™

* Little uor nothing, Rupert,” said the wmillionaire, * but 1
hope to make the gentleman's better acquaintance in 1he
near future. He seems to have feet, finned feet, by the
tracks he Las left, und a tail like a fan.”  He pointed to the
vidges in the muad that might have been caused by the teeth
of a large rake. " I faney he makes his home here, and that
we shall lind him when we need him, A dynamite cartridge
will produce him for our quiet inspection.”

They lingered for a few minutes

triggers of their rifles, but the dread denizen of the pool
mwade no movement,  Then llll'_\' turned away and climbed
higher into the recking, shadowy forest, .
_ All of them were more alert now.  In any of the scattered
jungles of oozy, matted weed a monster might be lurking.
They kept their guns ready, for they did not know what
they might meet. Thurston’s Aushed face showed hin keen
oxcitement, and Barry’s eyes jumped from side to side as if
fixed on pivots amnd manipulated by a string.  Ching-Lung
amd Ferrers Lord were proof agamst excitement, and the
stolidd steersman strode along quite unconcernedly.

Suddenly Ching-Lung, who was leading the little proces-
sion, halted abruaptly.

their fingers pressing the
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“ What's the matter " i

“It's turned jolly cold all at once,” said the prince,
“ Don't you notice it 7**

They all noticed it. The air, damp and warm enough
before, was now harsh and chilly, and there was no breeze to
explain the swift fall in temperature. :

“0Oi ixpict we're near some big lake, sor." said Barry.
“Gettin’ close to wather often makes ut faal loike this.”

“It looks to me a queer place for a lake to be, said
Ching-Lung. ** We seem to have banged into a dead wall."”

He siruck forward with the back of hisz axe, and the motal
struck sharply against a wall of solid linestone, Barry e!unlx_-l-ui
his pole deep into the heart of a mas= of dense weeds., The
pole and the Irishman disappesred together.

* Good heavens, he's fallen into a hole ! gasped Thurston
““ Barry, Barey!" .

Ching-Lung and Prout frantically cut away the weeds
There was a hole below filled with darkness almost to the
beim, a pit of unknown depth that seemed to them to sink
into the very bowels of Mysteria.

* Barry, Barry !

No anawer came boack.

** Stand aside,"” said the millionaire quietly.

The beam from his clectric lamp shot downwards and
moved to and fro, revealing the groy, sloping bottom of the
hole.  The pole lay there, but there was no sign of the [rish-
man. The first sheer drop was only one of seven or eight
feet. but the tunnel fell away at a sharp slant that defied the
lamp.

*“ Barry, Barey !

The dull echo of their own voiees rumbled baclk along the
tunnel, but nothing more.  Ching-Lung sprang down

“Be careful,” suid the millionaire, as quietly as ever.
* Look out for pitfalls, Ching-Lung.”

Thurston and Prout craned forward in an
SUSPELISE

“ Here's his pipe,” called Ching-Lung.

e picked up Barrey's samouldering briar under the arch of
the tunnel.  The incline was steeper, but the sides and
botton of the tunnel were smooth and slippery. The prince
tighted his lamp, and crept forward, his one terror bevinng that
he would reach a sheer pit in whose depths the mangled Lody
of the gallant Irishman would be lying.
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Ferrora Locd was close bohind Lim.

UCareful”™ said the deep, w arning voice
Ching.™

T be careful enough!™ answered the prince hoarsely.
“Barry! Ahoy, Barry !

He listened for a reply.  Strange whisperings Glled the air,
and the dainp breath of the place felt like ice on his chacks.
Ile crawled on foot by foot. The angle of the descent
narrowed and the roof grew higher,  Water trickled away
under his feot. and a powerful odour of brine penetrated his
nostrils. Taking advantage of the widening of the gallery,
the millionaire reached his side, and both lamips Hared down-
wards into the heavy gloom, and CLing-Lung trod on a rifle.

* He's there,” said Ferrers Lord.

Barry was lyving on his face, quite still. They turned him
over gently, and unbuttoned his waistdoat and Shirt.

“Yes?" questioned Ching-Lung,

Ferrers Lord withdrew hie hand.

“ He's very much alive, Prop him up while T give him
some brandy. He must have had a nasty full and a long roll
down that slope. Run your hund over his arms and legs and
ribs. I hope no bones are broken.™

“ You do that, old chap, while I pui the others out of
suspense.  They're jolly fond of poor ofd Barry.”

Ching-Lung was up the tunnel in a twentieth part of the
time it had taken him to come down it.

“1It's all sercno, boys!” he shouted. “ Barry won't Liek
the pail just yet. 1 faney he's had an ugly spill, but it will
take more than this lot to settle the werry member for Bally.
bunion. Come down and see.”

Barry's exes were open when his comrades gathered round
I!ifll.

* That was a nice thing to do, to try and smash rocks with
your fuee by hokev ! said Prout. ** "Ouw are vou feeling,
Il’li}l?"

“aix, 06 faal moighty muzzy, and that's the trath of ut,”
answered DBarry, with o feeble grin, ** U't's a thrick that
nades a lot of practiee to perform nately.  Of knowed Oi'd
taken the wrong ticket the minute i starrtod, but ut was
too late tostop the thrain, Oi faal as av somehody was playin’
 Hinwatha * on my poor head wid a foire-shovel and Crows-
bar. Will, will! "Worse things huppened at the battle of
Waterloo.  1elp me up, Tommy acushla.”

The Trishman manuged to stand without sunport,
Lis litnbs one after-the other, and henved a sich of relief
when he found thew intact.  He had raised a lump on the
side of his head, and lost a good deal of skin from hia lefi
cheek.  After another sip of brandy, he pulled himaelf to-
gether,

“Now Oi'm ridy for anvthin® from dominoes to toiger-
huntin',” he said; " and Of beg to apologise to ivervwan for
the mconvaynicnce Oi've caused. Phwat an owlish thrick to
tumble down the coal-cellar stheps.  If ut was a beer cellar
Oi cud understhand ut, yez sec. but Arrah, Oi'm
ashimed of vez, Barry, intoirely, for afther doing ut. Whisht,
whisht ! OF'll have to sit down a bi longer. Me legs want
to zo widout me. the unkoind rascals.”

Burry was not nearly so well as he had itnagined himself
to be.

“lielp him ont into the light,” snid Ferrers Lord, and
into what little frosh air there is, Prout. This seems an ex-
teasive place.  Shall we go in a little further. Ching? Leave
one of the lamps here. Do you care to come, Rupert 7

I think T had botter stay with Barry ju<t now."

“Yea, I think you had. "We shall not go far. Leave the
light there, Prout."

Ile shot the beam of his own lamp upwards, and it Rashed
on a grey-white roof,

“ 1 believe the hills we saw are as hollow as a drum,
Ching.” he said, “ and thiat Mysteria is simply a shell. That
would explain her buoyaney to a greal extent.  IHold the
light for me."

The grey splinters flew as he struck at the floor with his
axe. Il picked up one of the chips.

* Petrilied weed and chalk full of the remaing of marine
insects,” he said, exavmnining the fragment close to the lamp,
“Let me tey—— Al !"

He moved forward a fow paces, and then stopped with &
quick exclamation. There were murks on the slimy ground —
prinlh, prints of great, strangely-shaped fo

R Th

“eareful now,

T tried

ave vou found something interesting. Lord ¢ asked
ng-lLang,
“ You had better decide that. Come and look ™

Ching-Lunz rubbed his nose,

“Those, for a fact, arc the feet-prints of the slimy Slonkay-
doodle,” he said. ** My word, it's all mteresting onmlgi,
Ferrers, but it's too uneanny.” I'm not keen on oxploring
this hole. I'm only human, ‘and bogeyrs like this 8CATO me,
Tha brute must be six yards long. In the daylight I'm not

"THE pEan ToroLAR”




g0 squenmish sbout meeting freaks and Mighten-yous, but in
the dark—— Hado't we better pot ofi this pleasant pienie
for a bit?"”

“Let ns go a little way, at loast,
ave, they are pretty certain to be slow and clumsy.
explore this place if I have to light every inch of it.”

“*low—by electricity 7

“ No; by simply entting a hole in its voof."”

Ching-Lung was of opinion that it would savonr of wisdom
to postpene the exploration until the hole had been nade,
aml said so. The millionaire only langhed, and walked on,

“ 1allo,” he called, ** heve are some props !

Several great pil rose from the ground, their summits
lost in the upper darkness.  The millionaire flashed the lamp
on une of them, and recoiled. A ery burst from Ching-Lung.

“They're alive! They're alive !”

The column seemed to writhe and squirm like a menstrons
aunke. It swelled and narrowed and twisted before their
horrified eves.  And then it burst into a mass of green and
golden light that shimmered and Swam in a seethe of dazzling
eolonr. Ouvt of the darkness came the dull bellowing of some
mameless monster,

They both turned and ran wildly towards the unwinking
cirele of light that marked the lamp and the way to safety.

Panting and  breathless, Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung
dashed up the <loping tunnel and emerged into the forest.
It wus a pale, unhealthy hght, but they welcomed it with
sensations of unbounded thankfulness and relief. Tt was
not cowardice, according to what is called cowardice, that
hod made them turn tail and rush madly from the cavern
of terror and wonder, for thvl\; were as [earless as any men
who ever breathed. DBut as Ching-Lung had said, they were
only human, and humun nature revolts instinctively against

Whatever the creatures
I ehall

EVERY
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any horror that is unknown and that it cannot satisfactorily
LAY l].lill.

'Il'hnuum Prout yelled a warning as they saw the millionaire
and the prince leap into view from the black mouth of the
tunnel, and three rifles were at once levelled to cover their
yetreat, To see the grim millionaire and the fearless Ching-
Lung scuttling out like rabbits with a weasel at their heels
was a sight never to he forgotten. It cured Barry (Y Rooney
of his dizziness, and made Prout's jaw drop. Gaining the
edge of the pit on opposite sides, Ching-Lung and the million-
aire looked across at cach other and began to laugh.

“What's it all about? Ilas something chased you? Dl
vou sce a ghost? What was it questioned Rupert volubly.

“ Daghed if T know what it was, or what we saw,” saul
Ching-Lung, pressing his hand over his rapidly beating heart.
<1 think it was that vell that settled me. T was in the bluest
funk of a lifetime. Talk about spooks and spectres and hob-
gobline! What a wicked hole! I'm frightened now ! Look
ut that!”

_The hand he raised to his forchead was wet with perspira-
tion.

“Was ut gomething aloive !

“Undoubtedly it was”" said Fervers Lord. Mysteria,
the marvellows, has given me mnother new sensation it has
made me afraid, and 1 honestly confess it."”’

“ But what was it? What did you see?”

" asked Darry excitedly.

(Another splendid, long Instalment of this grand
Serial next Monday., Order your copy in advance.)

GRAND NEW

FEATURE.

. OUR WINTER EVENING PROBLEM CORNER.

No. 6.

Nnr

The Probhlem sect this week
will form an excellent test of
skill for my ingenions chums.
I have given a reproduction
of a letter written by one ol
the Greyfriars' boys, and the

artist has obliterated cvery
third word, What my chums i
have to do is t> fill in the w )Co

missing words so as to re-
construct the letter exactly as
it originally appeared,
Readers will find the correet
solution published on this
page next Monday.

PANA NN AN

No. 7
PROBLEM
NEXT
MONDAY.

This is how
Jast week's pic-
ture-puzzle
should look
when properly
picced together,
It is asilhoustte
tigure of Georse
Wingate — cap-
tsin  of Grey-
friars.

—— —
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MONDAY— “IN BORROWED PLUMES!”

;

N

™

a

A 8Splendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early!
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My Readers

THE FLEBTWAY NOUsE,
FARRINGDON STREET. LONDON.EC] o

: ) OUR TWO COMPANION PAPERS
“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

EVERY WEDNEADAY

“I'HE PENNY POPULAR.

FEVIEILY FIUIDAY.

The Editor
is always
pleased lo
hear from
his Chums,
at home or
abroad.

=l g
NEXT MONDAY :

“IN BORROWED PLUMES!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In our next grand, long, complete tale of the Chums of
QGroyfriars School, Billy Bunter—the Owl of the Remove—is
unable to resist the temptation of investing himself for the
time being with the iflentity of Lord Muuleverer. the
aristocratic Removite, I3y chanee the opportunity comes to
him, and Billy Bunter esgerly seizes it. It is not long,
hawever, before the fut junior makes the discovery that there
are cortain drawbacks even about being o lord, and he is soon
qaite ready to proclaim himself Willisin George Bunter, and
none other!

“IN BORROWED PLUMES!™

Wighly amusing—
will read with

FOR

is absorbingly interesting, and in parts
altogether w story which every ** Magnetite ™
keen enjoyment.

SUNDERLAND WANTS ONE, TOO!
Below T publish a letter which is Lypical of quite a large
number that 1 receive from my readers,  As 1 have not space
to print them all, this one will have to serve as a sample :

55 Bk., Devonshire Strect, Monkwoarmonth.
* Sunderland
“Dear Mr. Editor,—As my friend and 1 are desirous of
forming a ‘ Magnet and Gem Club,’ we would be very glad
if you would kindly give us a few hints as to the forming
and keoping up of a club.  As there are not many lads around
onr part, we would be pleased if you counld find space and
time to advertise for about six lads to join our elub.  All
boys wishing to join to communicate with J. Dobson at the
above address, and those wishing to eall to do so between
two and three pom. on Saturday afternoon,  With the best of
luck to the * Invincible Trio,'
*Two Lovar Reapers J. D, and R, 117

The first request of my chums, J. D, and R. T.. is onns
that § slways give the same answer to—that is, in five words:
1 leave at to you!™ All the ** Magnet ™ Leagues are
run v by readers for readers, without any Editorial
interforence : the wembers make their own rules, and run
the clubs just as it seems best to them.

Their own enterprise and initiative ecallod the clubs and
Loagues into being, and will surely serve to run them also.
Nevertheless, perhaps one or two of my two chums' follow.
veaders, who are members of some ** Magnet ™ Loague, conld
give Mastera J. D, oand R. L. a fow Lints that might be of
groeat assistanee to them, and would, I am sure. be greatiy
nppreciated, '

REPLIES IN RBRIEF.

J. R. Nelson (Otley Yorks).—Very many thanks for vour
interesting letter.

C. Faith (Brixton).—There is no “ Magnet ™ Leagus con-
trolled from this office.  You may, of course, form a Lergue
of yvour own, 1

Constant Reader (Liverpooll.—Cement ean be obtained from
any oil <hop. It is made by mixing water with the powder.
according to the auantity, I should think anvy contractor in
your neighbourhood would let you have some rewdy made
tor a small zum. ’

. Constunt Reader (Middlesbro®). —Running, skippinz, jump.
e, walking, and ordinary gymnasium all tend to keep ono tit
for footer.

Goteh, Ltd,, Melbourne, Sydaey, Ad+laide, Rri
Johannesbury.

Printed and Puidished by the Proprietos at The Fies way Houe, Firringdon Steect, Landon,

OUR POSTCARD VOTE.

Some weeks ago one of my readers, who signed himself
“ Londoner,” made a novel and important suggestion in a
letter which 1 published in the Chat page of this paper. My
correspondent’s suggestion was, brielly, that something on
the lines of the Comic Supplement, which has recently b
crowded out of ** The Magnet™ Lilirary, should be brought
out in the form of an extra companion sheet to this paper,
so that readers could enjoy a whole budget of funny pictuces,
without any curtailment ot the reading mattor already con-
tained in *The Magnoet 7 being necessary.  This suggestion
strnek me at oneo as being one worthy of the fullest con-
E ttion, and I adopted ** Londoner’s ™ further .\‘uu';:l'-'lirl!f.
ard asked my readers to vote by posteard for or against this
i‘r':lum:ﬂ.

The result has been astonishing to o degres,  Fver sinea
that paragraph appesred, posteards have been flowing into this
office in a steady stream. Awd this is the wonderful part —
at the time of writing

Over Ninety-six Per Cent,

of the vates have been emphatically in faveonr of ** Lon
doner’s ™ idea! In a matter of this kind such una i
most exceptionn], and, needless to say, it has afforded mo the
groatest gratification. I am owost grateful to my eln for
putting their verdict so plainly before me, and to ** Londoner ™
for originating such o brilliant and, as it turns out, popular
o, L oean promise all my = Magnetite ™ elinms soma
weelopment< and a vary pleasant sueprise in connection
with this matter very shortly.,

LIFE AS A WIRELESS OPERATOR.—No. 3.

A akilled  operator will rarely  or confuse  the
signals transmitted to him as the result of atmosphoerie
disturbance  with the signals of & real mesaage. When a
message is vory much disturbed by atmospherie influences, the
operator must ask for it to be repeated when the disturbing
intluenice has pussed away. but he has to bear in mind the fact
that a busy transmitting operator greatly objects to having
thy repeat o message.

A Lonely Station.

Often a wircless operator may be sent to take charge of
some lonely station on the Paeific coast. where he will find
fif* extremely dull and monotonous, and where his  only
companions will probably be o couple of other operators,
Haw long he may be left in such o place depends a good deal
on himsell.  These lonely stations are regulurly inspected
from time to time. and the inspector never lets a keen,
intelligent, enterprising operator languish there long: but if
un operator shows no special aptitude for his work, or muakes
ne effort to improve his knowledge of wireless telegraphy, or
speed in the sending of inessages, he may spend all his life
on one of these lonely stations, i
t s now a well known fact that it often spoils a gool
o) tor to leave him for long in one of these loncly stations.
He has so little to do and finds his life so easy that his
whole character becomes deteriorated  and he becomes quite
unlitted for more strenuons and responsible positions.

A caza was told to the writer recently of a voung oporator
who gave every promise of rising to a high position, who was
sent to w station somewhere on the Pacific coast. A vear
lutor, when he vas offared a botter position elsewhere, he
declined to tike it, and asked to be loft where he was, He

mind life =0 casy and. aceording to his idoas, so pleasant that
les ot all his ambition to rise to a better post.  He was not
granted his wish, however, and he was transforred to o liner
first of all. and then to a busy naval station. Eventaally he
" cord his old keenness and intelligence, and is now in a
lir<l-rate pnsition,

nevier

(A Splendid New Series of
Special Articles on “HOw
TO SAVE MONEY'" will ¢

begin Next Week.)
———

nzland,  Agents for Anstralia : Gardon &

ne. and Wetliagton, N Z.; for South Africa: Central News Agency, Lid., Cape Town and
Satscription, Te. per anncam,

Haturlay, Novem'or 2ath, 1013,
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You Will Enjﬂ Heading This

THE EXILE!

A Splendid Long, Complete Story, Dealing with the Thrilling

Three Famous Comrades—

Adventures of the
JACK, SAM, and PETE.

By S.

Grand Story!

Sam, followed by Rory, feemed to com-
plete such reassurance,

But when Rory walked round rthe
young doctor, then rlnm-d his paws on
his knee and kissed his hand, it wes
too much for Hyram.

Mind, he was ncarly starviog, and i&
scemed to him he had found a friend
in all tho world at last.

Hyram buried his face in his hands,
and a sob shook his sinewy features,

“ 8ce here, old hoss!" cried Pete,
poking his head on one side, and trying
to glance at the young doctor’s face.
“ Dere's no sense in dis.  'Spect you'm
a man, and got to face de world!™

* 1 am Dr. Hyram Cosch, the Jew.”

* What's dut got to do wid ue?
We'm Jack, Sam, and Dat's
Rory. Don't suppose son'm such a
mighty scoundrel, clse he wonldn's

make friends wid you, Now, we wani
some fum], uml lniklll}' .\lmrp at dut 1:'

“You can get it at the store, my
friends.  You cannut get it here,”
wnswered Hyram.,

* How's dat?”

* Well, they say I am a Joew, and
refuse to give food to hungry mien™

“ Den 1 suppose you'll sell it:”

“No. Youn can get plemty at the
store. Good-might!"”

* What do yon tink 'bout dis, boys?"
exclaimed Pete, glancing keenly ot the
young doctor. .

“ It is very strange!”  exclaimead
Juck. ** Has chance bronght ws heve?
Come, Hyram, my friend, is anything
wrums'!" .

* Thauk you; nothing that you can
cure.”

** How do you know that?”

* Gentlemen, there is nothing o be
said. I wish you good-night. Do ¥ou
expect o Jew to entertin strangorst?

* 8pe you hero!” cried Pete. *T'm

front paw.
a heavy kick on snout with his foot.

for two up here!”

The bear stood on its hind legs and struck at Pete with its

R H.mau E© down, sah ! " cried Pete, giving It
“Dere ain't room

just w nigger. Dat don't count. Rory
seoms to like you; dat counts two-free.
Don't 'spect Jews are bigger licrs dan
oder men.  You'm gol to answor—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Starving Exile—Pete Asserts His Authority—How He
Got Rid of Schultze.

N the castern slope of the Andes, live hundred miles
south of Peru, and a thousand miles from anywhere
clse, as an Ivishman would say, lies Death Gulch.
Neither its name nor its reputation is mnice; but

although we know on good authority there is nothing in a
name, there is a good deal in a reputation.

Be this as it may, Dcath Gulch has neither a decent name
nor reputation. Those gold diggings may reform, the same
as we may have to shoot our matutinal bacon, if we happen
to have powder and shot for such luxurics, and if pigs take
to flying.

However, Dr. Hyram Cosch was ut home, und, judging by
the expression of his dark, clever cyes and anxious move-
ments, he looked very much as though he wished he were
abroad. He was quite a young man, with a dark, handsome
face, and slightly aquiline nose. To gain his diploma had
been an casy matter to him; to gain his patients, an impos-
sible one. He had tried several countries, but no one seemed
to require his services. Then he tried Death Guleh diggings,
and found starvation there far simpler than in any pluce he
had yet visited.

Vory few, if any, of the miners troubled themsclves about
veligion, yet because Hyrum was a Jew they would have
nothing to do with him.

Now, when o man is near sturvation his nerves become
unstrung, especially if ho is aware of the fact that he may
e lyuchod at any moment; therefore, when Hyram's door
was flung violently open, and a stentorian voice roared out,
* Hallo, old hoss! hat hab you got to eat?’ Hyram leapt
to his feet and placed his hand on his revolver-butt. But
when he saw the jovial face of Pete the negro, he appeared
to be somewhat reassured, and the entrance of Jack and

solly! Are you :iyingr

Pete had grasped the young iun's arm, the flesh en

which was flaecid—the arm so wasted that it felt o5 though
were grasping a bone. : '
h{‘_‘ By dfgmf,s_- answered Hyram, .\r'lt[l a sl smile.

* What's de matter wid you, sah? 2.0 I

“Mine is a simple case to diagnose.  We will eall it
inanition.” L

** Anyting like measles?

* Searcely.” : 4 S 5

** Eber had dognose and in-a-mission, Juck? inquired Pete.

** He micans that he is starving,” answered Jack quictly.

** Yah, yah, yah!" rosred Pete. ** Tought it was sonwting
serious. You'm mminf to de store.”

** No; they will not have me there.” ' .

“ Won't dey?’ exclaimed Pete. ** T'll bet yon five dollurs
to one cent dey will! Don't 'spect you'm as stvong :.-s‘clm
child, Trot along, Sister Mary—trot along! We'll got dere
by-and-by.” -

Then Poete got his arm beneuth the young doctor’s and
walked him across the digi.(ing:i towards the store, which he
conld casily tell by the lights burning there.

» Dinner for sixteen!” roared Pete, flinging the door bock.

1 don’t serve dot Jew ! cried a big fat man.

“Ts dat so, old hoss?’ inquired Pete.

“ Und I don’t serve niggers.” !

“ Mighty bad job dis. Who are _\‘l)\l'.'t

» Sehultze—de “proprietor of dis place.” y

“Den I tell you what you'd better do, ol ho- —yan'd
best buzz off, and we'll mighty soon sceve ourschvi<. Dis
way to London ! .

Pete grabbed tho German proprictor by the back of the
collay and scat of the trousers and flung him through the
doorway, then shut and bolted the door.

(You must sce how Pete and the poor exile fure at the
Jands of the niincrs, by reading the conclusion of the atory,
which appears in our rompanion paper, *The Peany
Popular,” notw on sale ut ull newsagents’, Get a copy telay.f




FOR SELLING 12 BEAUTIFUL #
XMAS CARDS AT 1% EACH. f¢

As an advertisement we give every reader of thig paper a splendid present. W
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STILL OBTAINABLE!

THREE NEW ADDITIONS TO

“THE BOYS” FRIEND” 3* COMPLETE LIBRARY

Now on Sale at all Newsagents’.

No. 244 : “THE BOYS OF ST. HELENS.”

A Grand School Story. By HERBERT MAXWELL.

No. 245: “PETE’S PLANTATION.”
A Splendid New Tale of Jack, Sam, and Pete. By S. CLARKE HOOK.
No.246: “SEXTON BLAKE’S ZULU,” and
“THE SLAVE MARKET.”
Two Grand, Long, Complete Stories of the Famous Detective.
Ask always for “THE BOYS’ FRIEND” 3d.
Complete Library.
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