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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Witnesses |
“r RE come the blokes!”

E pir James Vivian, Baronet,
of the Greyfriurs Remove,
made that observation.

Lord Mauléverer, his relation and
study mate, suppressed a shudder.

The noble Mauly had grown accus
tomed to Sir Jimmy and his little Ways,
but Sir Jimmy's pronunciation was still
a worry to his noble nerves,

Mauly did not betray the fact, how-
ever. Not for worlds would he have
hurt the sensitive feelings of Sir Jimmy
of the Remove, "

“’Ere they come!” repeated Vivian
cheerfully, .

There was a tramp of many feet in the
Remove passage outside. A bang eame
at the door. Tt flew epen,

Cherry’s cheerful face looked in, -

" Hallo, hallo, hallo I grected Baob.
“'Op in, old cove!” said Sir Jimmy
hospitably.
“Trot in, dear boy!™” said Leed Mau-

leverer, sitting wpright on the wofs |
*(ilad to sec you gy
Bob "Cherry grifined, and “hepped

im,” followed hy his cnmradEE—N’;fenh
Johnny Bull, JHITEE Singh, and Harry
Wharton, the captain of the Remove.

“Where's the other “blokes?” asked
Vivian, when the Famous Five were all
i the study. :

" More coming?” asked Wharton,

“Wotto! Toddy and Squiff!”

“Here's Toddyt" said the voice of
that youth at the door. and Peter Todd
came into the study. * Squift’s coming !”

Squiff—otherwise  Sampson ‘;'UIHEF
Iffley Field—follawed Peter Todd in.

There were seven visitors in the study
now, and it was a little crowded. _

“Shut the deer, some of yer,” said
Sir Jimmy.

Squiff grinned, and kicked the door
shut.

“Well, here we are!” he said.

“The herefulness is terrifie re-
marked Hurree Singh. “But what is
the whyfulness, my esteemed Mauly 7"

Lord Mauleverer shaok his head.

111-

“1 don’t know, I'm sure,” he
answercd.
“Eh? You don't know why you've

asked us here?” exclaimed Wharton,

" Not at all.™ )

“Are vou tty 7’
Ball, T

“Yaas—I mean. no.”

“Well, you told us to come here.”
said Peter Todd. *“We've come. If
you're pulling our leg, Mauly, you're
going to be bumped!”

demanded Johnny

"My dear man,”. yawned his lord.
ship, “I'm always glad to ses ou; it's a
pleasure at all times! But I don't know

why you've conie. “Jimmy told me to tell
Snu to come, and T told you. 1 didn’t ask
mmy the feason. Too much trouble.
I dare say Jimmy will explain.” .
All eyes turned upon Sir Jimmy
Vivian. . : |
The Famous Five and Toddy and Squift

-

and Bob |

were somewhat puzzled. They had been
asked to come to Study No. 12, and they
had come: and now they wanted to know
why they were there.

Sir Jimmy grinned.

“It’s orlright,” he said.

“The ad.—;righ!-fulnﬁrﬂ 18 robably
terrific!” remarked Hurree E:‘-ingﬁ. “But
the whyfulness——>

"I'm goin’ to explain. You're 'ere to
meet a chap what's comin’® to see me,
gald the baronet.

“Oh!” said Harry Wharton,
specially distinguished chap?”
“Yes,” grinned Sir Jimmy.

“When is he coming?”

Vi ﬁil,”

“It's only five minutes fo six now.”
sald Peter Todd, glancing at his watch.
“Who is the chap?”

" Angel of the Fourth!”

That name had a startling effect on
the gathering of juniors. Every face lost
its polite smile, anl bacame grim at
once. Evidently Angel of the Fourth
was not persoria grati. so far as Harry
Wharton -& Co. were concerned.

Lord Mauleverer, who had sunk back
imto an easy pesition on the sofa, eat
bolt upright again, and ejaculated :

“Begad!”

Johnny Bull turned t5 the door.

“Dan't go!” ealled Sir Jimmy.

“I'm not going to meet Angel of the
Fourth!” answered Johnny Ball. ]
think it’s like your cheek to ask any
decent chap to meet that lmwling cad !”

“1 thought you'd done with that
follow,” said Harry Wharton gravely.

“So I 'ave,” answered the baronet.
“He ain't comin’ ‘ere as a friend.”

“Oh!” said Johnny Bull, and he
turned back from the doar.

“Suoppose you explain, Jimmy, you
Young ass?” suggested Bob Cherry.

* Some

“I'm goin’ to, old bird,” answered Sir
Jimmy Vivian. * Angel's comin’ 'ore at
six. You fellers know ‘ow the matter
stands. It ain’t a seeret that I was

stranded when I was a kid, and brought
up in Blucher's Rents, and that Mauly’s
unele found me out, and sent me ’ere.
Mauly's been a good friend to me. and
I've been a ungrateful beast to “jm 1"

“Oh!™ ejaculated the visitors to-
gethor,
“Jdimmy !  murmured Lord Msu-
leverer,

“It's a fact, Mauly, and I'm ownin’ up
to 1t.” said Vivian. * You blokes know

that T "ad a ’ard time when 1 was a.

nipper, and was taught lots of things
that wasn't good for me or any chap.
Angel of the Fourth made friends wit
me, and 1 thought it was kind of 'm—
im so well off and avistoeratie; and me
just wot T am. I'd ’ave done an thing
for that bloke, and T rowed with gdau!:;
about it, too. And the long and the
short of it was that he got us both into
trouble, hangin’ round a pub, and when
we came up afore the 'Ead, he got off
by puttin® it°all on me—a thing that cven
Snoop wounldn’t 'ave dane!™
“We all know that,” assented Sauiff.

L

wisely secemg to it that

“Arter that I punched his ‘ead, and
he dropped me, or I dropped 'im, or
both,” said Sir Jimmy. " Mauly was
kind enough to look over it all. But
Angel's begun agin now. He spoke to
me to-day for the fust time since I
pllllf..'hE{I his ead.”

“The rotter !” murmured Lord Maul-
evoerer, :

“Friendly as you please.” said Sir
Jimmy, with a grin. “ Ho thinks he can
foap me over, 1 reckon, and get me in
his study playin’ poker agin, and all
that. I've got his I O U’'s for twenty
quid.”

“Great Scott!”

“You zee, he plaved me for mv tin,
but T won his paper ingtead,” explained
Sir Jimmy. “1 wasn't the mug he
thought me. Well, 1 don't want his
paper, and 1 don’t want his money., I
don’t want ‘im. He said he'd like to
come to the study for a chat. 1 told ’im
to come at six, and I'd he 'ere. Yon .
[ellers are goin’ to he ‘ere, tuo, and ear
me talk to him. That's what T want.
want Mister Angel to understand that
I'm done with ’im for good, and Mauly
and his friends to understand it, too.
See 7"

“I—1T see!” said Whartan.

“Bunter saw ‘im talking to me. and
Skinner saw "im," continued Sir Jimmy.
“ They'll be saying at once that I'm thick
agin with Angel. Well, T ain't, and I
want to make it plain, I want you
fellers as witnesses that I ain’t having
nothing to do with the rotten cad!”

The Remove fellows grinned, under-
standing now what they had been asked
to the study for.

It was likely to bhe a furprise to
Angel of the Fourth to find them there,

Doubtless the dandy of the Fourth
thought it easy enough to get the waif of
Greyfriars under his influence again, and
could not understand that Sir Jimmy
had done with him for good. He was
commng to the study to resume the friend-
ship on the old footing ; and he was
likely to get a shock. Sir Jimmy was
there should be
no nustake about the makter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo™  Here he
comes |”

The docr opened,

But it was Billy Bunter's fat face and
gﬁlimnmring spectacles that appeared in
the doorway.

“I say, you fellows——” -

“Oh, you 'op out!” said Sir Jimmy.

“Oh, really, Vivian! VYou can't leave
an old pal out of aspread!” said Bunter,
coming into the study. “If there’'s any
cooking to be done, I"'m your man !”

“You silly howl, it ain't a feed!”
snapped the baronet. :

" What is it, thent” demanded Buntér
tartly. ““If it isn't a feed, what are all
the fellows here for?”

“Oh, ‘op out!”

Billy Bunier blinked round T is]
tively at the numerous gathering, His
curlosity was excited.,

“1 say, you fellows——"



'Evéry Monday.

2B
_ ‘;1', re he 18,” said Sir Jimmy. “Come
in |

Tho door ufened again, and Aubroy
Angel of the Fourth Form stepped into
the study.

—_— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Plain English !

NGEL of the Fourth stepped in,
and stopped.

Evidently he had expected to
find Sir Jummy Vivian alone in
Study No. 12. ‘

The eight of the crowd of Removites
- was a surprige to hinr, and certainly not

. a pleasant surprise.
18 glance rested with sharp inqguiry
on the grinning face of the baronet.

“I looked in, Vivian——" he began.

“That's all right,” said 8ir Jimmy.
“You 'op in, Mister Angel. There 'ere
blokes 'avo come to 'ear what's said.”

Angel's face darkened, and his lips
came together in a tight line. i

“I'll see you another time,” he said
curtly, and turned.

“Don’t let "im bunk !’ exclaimed Sir
Jimmy,

Bob Cherry closed the door, and put
{mkbnck to it. Angel gave him a fierce
ook.

“Let me pass!"" he shouted. -

“Not. till you've heard what Vivian
has to say,” answered Bob coolly.
“We've come specially as witnesses.”

“The witnessfulness is great, my
esteemoed and disgusting Angel!’ re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Aubrey Angel clenched his hands
hard, but he did not attempt to pass Bob
Cherry. That was a task quite beyond
his powers. He turned back towards
Vivian with a bitter look.

“What does this mean, Vivian?" he
asked, between his teeth.

“That's wot you're going to 'ear,”
answered Sir Jimmy. “You spoke to
me arter lessons, Angel, jest as if
nothin’ 'ad 'appened. I'm going to make

it eclear to you that something has
‘appened.  You're a ead, Lister
Angel !

Angel breathed hard.

“You're a swindling, cheating
-gambler!” eaid Sir Jimmy. “You

made friends with mo to spoof me out of

my money, you and your pal Kenney, |

and when I didn’t lose my tin you got
me down to the Cross Keys for your
sharper friends to swindle me, and you

was to go ’arves with ‘them in the
plunder.”

“My hat!” acf'.ﬂ.ﬂulnted Nugent,

“Oh, begad!” ‘murmured . Lord

Mauleverer. :
“I could see all that arterwards, when
mﬁ_ eéyes was opened,” said Vivian. ][
believed in you, Migter Angel, ®ill you
put all the blame on me afore the ’E’ﬁd
and got off by yking and lying."”
Angel’s face wasg white with rage.
That was not the sort of talk he had
expected to hear in Bir Jimms's_study,
though it was what he deserved,
“You got to understand,” resumed Sir
Jimmy, “that I don't know you any

more, and you don’t know ' me.
wouldn’t-touch you with a barge-pole,
Mister Angel! You ain't good
_enough !”

~ "“You checky little ocad!’ hissed
Angel.

. I beat you at the poker game,” con-
tinued Bir Jimmy. “You wasn't risk-

ing much. You was only playing for

~paper. I got your I'D'UFB now for
twenty pounds, and Ennne;,"a for ten
quid. ell, 'ere they are!

Vivian took a little bundle of
from his pocket. -
With a sudden movement of his arm

papers

be flung it in Angel's face. It estruck |

]

|
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the dandy of the Fourth on the mouth,
and fell to the floor. ' =

“Thero’s your paper!’ said Vivian,
“I don’t want it, and I don't want vour
money ! Ah! Would you?”

Sir Jimmy jumped uﬂ as Angel rushed
forward at him, breathing fury.

But the Fourth-Former stopped.

- “Oh, come on!" jeered Sir Jimmy.
“I'm ready for yer! I expected vou'd
get yer rag out, and these blokes will
sco fair play.”

Angel trembled with rage.

“Go it!"" grinned Bob Cherry.

“The pluckfulness of the esteemed
Angel is not great,” remarked Hurree
Singh, with a shake of his dusky head,

““Non est I"" remarked Poter Todd.

_ "Ha, ha, ha!”

“I didn't come here for a row,” said
Angel, between his set lips. “I'm not
lookin’ for rows with a gang of fags,

thanks! If that low cad has done, I'll
get out.”

“I've jest about done,” said Sir
Jimmy Vivian, with a nod. “I've told

you what I think of you, Angel, and
I've told you plain. I want you to
leave me alone in the future, and arter
what I've said you can’t make any mis-
take about that. And if you want to
scrap, I'm your man. ou're bigger
nor I am, but I'm ready for yer!"

Angel gave him a look of savage
contempt.

“You're not in your alley now,” he
said, “Keep your slum manners
yourself, Vivian! I took you up out of
pity, just the samo as Mauleverer has
done. Personally, I couldn't stand you
any more than Mauleverer can!”

“That's a lie!"” said Sir Jimmy,

“I wish Mauleverer joy of you!' said
Angel bitterly. “You must make him
shudder every time you speak !" |

“Shut up, you cad!"” growled Joliiny
Bull. -

Angel turned to the door.

“If you're done, I'll go now!"" he said,
with a snecr.

““He, he, he!’ came from Billy
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove had
been a much-interested spectator of this
little scene. “*Jevver see such a funk,
you chaps?”

"Onl%odycrurseli, old fellow!" said
Peter d.

““Ha, ha, ha!” |

“Oh, really, Toddy, vou beast——"

Bob Cherry stod aside from the door.
Angel was done with now. 8ir Jimmy
had “told him off,” as he would have
expressed it, and he could go. With a
face white with rage, the dandy of the
Fourth dragged the door open and

strode out.
Then came Billy Bunter's chanco, -
-Billy DBunter had been severely

snubbed more than once by Angel of the
Fourth. He had been prepared to pal
with the weulthy Fourth-Former, and
Angel had decljned the honour in the
most cutting manner., Bunter felt that
this was hia chance, and he took it.

As Angel strode out of the study
Bunter made a rush after him, and
landed out with his boot,

The unexpected kick hurled sAngel for-
ward, and he fell on his hands and knees
in the passage with a lond yell.

““He,; he, he I"" ®ackled Bunter,

“Ow! Oh! Ah!

“That's what you want, you cad!"
said Bunter Iloftily.  “You come 1n
again, and youll have some more!”

Angel scrambled to his feet, panting
with rage. :

Bunter . had ﬂupgmed from -Angel's
refusal to tackle Sir Jimmy, that he
was a hopeless funk, who could be
kicked with impunity. -

But Angel was not quite 30 ho

peless a

funk ‘that he could be kicked by Billy

Bunter,

l‘.l ﬂﬂﬂW’ErEd - sy el
- advances. To his surprise,

Three-halfpence. 3

He made a rush back into the studsz,
straight at the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter promptly dodged round the
table, Angel pursued him savagely, hia
oeyes flaming, and DBunter dodged a:ud
panted, amid yells of laughter from the
Removites. Bunter's new-found truca-
lence had vanished all of a sudden.

“Koep him off !” he velled. “I aay,
you fellows, keop him off ! Yarooh !"

“Ha, ha, ha!" |

“Stand up to him, Bunter !

“Yarooh " roared Bunter, as Angei
overtook him, after he had circun-
nnm&ﬂt&d the study table thrice at great
spead. N

Biff !

Angel's boot ‘landed on DBunter's fat
Eeracn. and he pitched forward in a
eap, roaring. The Fourth-Former con-
tinued to kick him as he lay on the floor,
and Bob Cherry promptly collared hin:.
The firat kick was tit for tat. Buater
had asked for that, but that was . .ito
limit. 2

Bob's heavy grivp whirled Angel (o
the doorway.

“Cut " he said briefl

Angel clenched his f;anda farionsly,
and Bob grinned, and put up his L.«
fists. But the dandy of the Fourth ¢4
not attack, He tramped away down the
Remove passage instoad. -

Harry Wharton, laughing, stooped to
drag Bunter up. _

“Keep off I yelled Bunter. “Yarooh !
I say, Wharton, koep him off "'

“Ha, ha, ha! I'm Wharton, you
blind owl !"" exclaimed the captain of thin

Remove. ey B
“Oh! All right! I ﬁhﬁuﬁnﬁ it waa
that beast again!” Billy Bunter was

holped to his feet, and stood gaspibg,
blinkking over his spectacles, which had
glid down hia little fat nose. “ Keep

that Fag off, you fellows !”
- “He's Eﬁ’ﬁ‘#"!""‘pﬁnﬂrd Bob.

_ “Oh, he's gone, has he?"” saidiBunter,
in great relief. But the next moment -
bhis courage revived. “Gone! Tha
sneaking funk! I waa just going io
lick him ! -

“Ha, ha, ha !’

““The rotten funk !" exclaimed Buntor
warmly, “Faney a Fourth Form chap
running away from me like that! I've a
jolly good mind to go to his study afeor
im|”’ .

“I'l call him back i you like,” said
Bob. =
“Oh, no! Nunno! T—I don't wan?
him. On the whole, T think ['d betier
treat the cad with contempt.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I scé anything to cackle
at, either!" growled Bunter.

But the Remove fellows did, and they
ersisted in cackling, as the meating 1n
Enrd‘ Mauleverer's study broke up. .

Billy Bunter blinked wvery cautiousky
along the passaga before he ventured
out. But Angel was gone. And,
assured that Aubrey Angel was quite
gone, Bunter confided to Peter Todd
what he would have done to him if hd®
had found him in the Remove passage,
receiving the disconcerting reply of

i Rﬂtﬁ! lb :
Sir J mm,ﬁ Vivian and Lord Mau.
eft alone m the study. Ilis

e

leverer were
lordship was amiling,

He had been very anxious about S:r
Jimmy's friendship with the blackguard
of the Fourth, and he was glad that it
was over.  He was greatly rvelieved to
find that Sir Jimmy was quite clear of
the Fourth-Former’s influence, and had
go unmistakably his new
¢ e noted that
the Remove baronet’s face was clouded.

“Jimmy, old nut, you've done the
right thmﬁ," satd Mauleverer. “I think
the cad will keep elear of this study now.
What are ﬁu lookin® blue about?” .

Tae Maaner Lrsrary.—No. 548,
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“Oh, nothin' |"" muttered Sir Jimmy,

“Get it off your chest, dear man,"” gaid
Lord Mauleverer. ** What is it 1"

“Look 'ere, Mauly, you've been a good
friend to me,” said Vivian slowly.

i Taa&. » .

“I ain't got any claim on you, if you
come to that,” said Vivian.

“Yaas, yvou have, dear hoy.
a relation, for one thing.”

“And you only atnndg by me ‘causc I
was a connection, and ’cause your guar-
dian agked you to see me through ‘ere?”
said Sir Jimmy.

“That was partly the reason, cer-
tainly." . |

“Course, you couldn’t feel friendly
towards a bloke like me,” gaid Sir Jimmy
bitterly. *'Tain’t to be expected ! :

“Don’t be a young ass, Jimmy! Of
conrse I feel friepdly |7

“That bloke said—""

i Eh?‘ﬂ?

“Angel said that yon shudders every
t-imﬁ I speak,” said Vivian moodily. “I
p'pose you does. I know I don’t epeak
like the other blokes.”

“Not at all.” said Manleverer. * Angel

You're

was only irying to make you feel dis-
eatisfied with your friends, you young

ass | |

Sir Jimmy brightened.

“*Course, that's it!” he said. “He's
mean enough for anythin’, that cove is!
I won't think of nothin’ he says!"”

“That’s right, old son,” said Lord Mau-
leverer benignantly, * Keep clear of the
rotter, an’ forget everythin’ he’s ever said
to you. If he ever speaks to you again,
don't apswer, but just hit him n the
eye.”

Bir Jimmy laughed.

Confidence had been restored between
Lord Mauleverer and his queer relation—
to-last, unless Angel of the Fourth covld
prevent it. But SBtudy No. 12 was fiot
vet done with the cad of the Fourth.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hazel Goes His Own Way !

ARRY WHARTON frowned

darkly.

It was Wedneeday afternoon,

and the chums of the Remove
were thmking of the river. There was
a cricket match that afternoon between
the Remove and the Third, which was
left to the lesser lights of the Remove.
The Famous Five were gl:r1n§; up the
river, and Marjorie & Co., of Chiff House
Svheol, were coming with them. Wharton
was looking = for Hazeldene of the
Remove after dinner, and for some time
he had not been able to find him.

Truth to tell, the Co. would not have
missed Hazeldene very much 4f he had
not come. But he was Marjone’s
brother, and Marjorio wanted him to
come. Ile seemed fo have disappeared
after dinner; and when Wharton sighted
him at last Hazel was going out of gates
—in company with Angel of the Fourth,

Hence the exasperated frown of the cap- |

tain of the Remove, .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! - Found Hazel 1"
naﬂeﬁeﬂob Cherry, joining the captain of
the Remove in the quad.

Wharton made a gesture towards the |

two juniors going down to the gates.
' Bc:»i) wh.i.ntﬁd.

“‘They’ve been rather thick lately,” he
gaid. “I'm. afraid Hazel’s kicking over
the traces again, Hﬁrry. Can’t be helped.

"Tami't our bizney.

“ Well, I'm bound to ask him whether |

he’s coming with us,” eaid Harry. *Mar-

jorie expects him.

“I fancy he’s going over to Highcliffe.
I know Angel's n%atfn friends with Pon-
sonby and his set. :

“Well, I'll speak to Lim.”
___Tur MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 548.

Wharton hurried after Hazeldene and
Angel, and overtook them outside the
Eam. They had turned towards Court-
eld, which was the way to Highcliffe
School. ,

“Hold on Hazel !” called out Wharton.

“Hallo!” wsaid Hazeldene, rather
sulkily. “ What's wanted 7"

“You're not playing cricket this after-
noon—-—"

_ “You told me I shouldn’t be wanted,”
interrupted Hazel.

“No, that’s all right, but as you're
not playing 1 thnugﬁt. you’d be coming
up the river with ns.”

* Sorry—something else on,”

Wharton took mno notice of Aubrey
Angel, who stood with a eneering emile
on his face, |

Hazel looked annoyed and restive. He
did not like Wharton’s manner towards
his new friend.

“1 thought it was understood, Hazel,”
said Harry quietly. * Marjorie thinks
you are coming.”

- “"Well, I'm not !’

Hazel made a movement to pass on.

“Hold on a minute,” eaid Wharton,
with a troubled lock. “1I wish vou'd
come, ITazel. Tt will be ripping up the
river on an afternoon like this.”

“Don’t care for it, thanks."”

“May I ask whether you're going to
iJnghﬂllﬁ e now 7" asked Iarry, biting hie

¥ «1 don't sec thab it matters to you;
but, as a matter of fact, T am,” said
Hazel coolly, * Angel’s asked me to go
with him,”

“I should think that's a good reason
for not going,” eaid Wharton. " You
know Angel well enough to keep clear of
him, Hazel.”

Angel’s eyes %kﬂﬂ‘lﬂi

The captam of the Remove treated him
with complete mdifference and contempt.

Wharton had no civility to waste on the

cad of the Fourth.

“ Angel’s my friend,"” said Hazel. “Ti
you're going to speak about him, Tl
trouble you to be civil !”

“You know how he treated young
Vivian,” eaid Wharton. ‘“‘He got him
into a bad scrape, and betrayed nm ; lied
about him to the Head, and put all the
blame on him, though Vivian was only
his dupe. He would treat you in exactly
the same way if it suited him.”

“I've had enough of this Hazel '™ said
Angel, his lips  trembling with anger.
“I'm gomn’ gn. You can sumit yourself.”

He strode up the road.

“T'm coming, Angel !”

”HHEE‘I—"

“Oh, let me alone!” exclaimed Hazel-
dene angrily. “T don’t want any of your
kind uncle bizney, Wharton. I can lock
after myself, I . -As for that
scrubby little ruffan Vivian, I don't
belicve half he says!”

“ Look here, Hazel—7"

“That’s enough !

Hazeldene followed Aubrey Angel,
Tunning to overtake him.

Wharton clenched his hands, and he
turned baek to the gates with deep anger
it his breast. Evidently Hazel was kick-
ing over the traces again, as Bob ex-

resgsed it. The weaksnatured fellow. had
allen under Angel's evil influence, as Sir
Jimmy had done. But Harry Whaston
could 1ot dictate to him how he was to
spend his afterncon, and he rejoined his
nms. -

“Hazel not coming?” asked Johnny |

Bull.

(1} Nn.ﬂ 2 .

“T have an esteemed idea,” remarked
durreo Jamset Ram Bingh. "As the
excellent Ilazel is conspicuous by Hhis
WO absence, . suppose. we take the
excellent and ladiérous Vivian 7"

“Not' a bad idea,” assented Harry.

&

i

E

“Marjorie and Clara
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“The girls won't mind. Old Mauly will
be pleased, too. Let's take him.”

Sir Jimmy Vivian was sgon found, and
he gladly agreed to accompany the Co.
Lord Mauleverer, who was resting under
the elms after the terrific exertion of eat-
ing his dinner, gave them a smile and a
nod when they passed him. His lordship
was glad to see Sir Jimmy in such good
ﬁm;:inny. Bob Cherry paused as he saw

auly.

“Come with us. Mauly,” he sad.
“We can pack yon mto the boat.”

“T'd like to awkully,” yawned his lord-
Ehip, “but I can't.”

“Why not?”

““Tired.™

“Too tired to walk down to the boat #?
asked Bob.

II:YI]HE._ e

“That’s all right—I'll lead you by the
ear,” answered Bob cheerily.

“Yaroooch 1" ) -

Bob' Cherry took a grip on Mauly's
noble ear, and walked on, taking the
ear with him. Needless to eay, Lord
Mauleverer accompanied the ear. If it
had been detachable, Mauly would der-
tninly have rethained in the eeat under
the trees. But it wasa't, eo the slacker
of the Remove had to go.

33

The juniors marched down to the raft, |

where the boat was launched. Bob
Cherry released Mauly’s ear, to help with
the boat, and l.ord I\gu,ulaverar promptly
faded away out of sight. -
“Come back, MILUFF 1" roared Bob.
But his lovdship disnpp’e,a.re;d‘ Bab
Cherry led oo strenuous a life for Manly
to yearn for his society. )
laughing, embarked, and the boat pull
away down the river, to the spot where
: and Phyllis and
Philippa were to be taken on board.
Four pretty hats were sighted en-the
bank, and the boat pulled in to the
rushes, .
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Miss
Clara, in playful imitation of Baob
Cherry's usnal greeting.
“"Ere we are agin!” -
genially.
“Tsn't
quickly.
“Couldn't come,” said. Harry.
“The sorrowfulness is terri.gn 5
marked Hurree Singh.

Hazel coming 7" asked Mnrjnr:iﬂ

I

Marjorie nodded, and stepped into iha |

boat. Her pretly face was somewhat
clouded. Whenever Hazel was playing
the goat the symptoms were easily to be
seen by thode who knew him well, and
Marjorie’s strong affection for her way-
ward brother made her more than usually
observant. |

For a week or mote the symptomsa ;

had been visible in Hazel's case. Bub
Marjorie said :mhi*! more, and the boat
pulled®away up the Sunny river, .

. P ——— &
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sir Jimmy Means Well !
6 ALLO, hallo, hallo! There’s
old Smithy 1™ =k
The Remove boat had
a skiff was sighted comung towards gm
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, was sculling, and Tom Redwing
sat in the stern. gt‘ha Bounder drew in
his sculls as he saw the Famous Five and
their fair companions.
“Hold on!” he shouted.
The oars ceaged %O ply. o
Vernon-S8mith looked across the inter-
vening water, raising his straw hat to

the Cliff House girls.
“Goifig to the island?” he asked.

reached Pd'pp-gr’n Island, when

“No, onl agsing it,” answered
Wharton, ml’ﬁlpi qf‘m‘k look at the
Bounder. ak e

1]

The jumiors
ed -

said Sir Jimmy .

el



Every Monday. ;

He guessed that Smithy wanted to
warn them off the island for some
reason.

*“Oh, all serene!"” said Vernon-Smith.
“I'd pull well out, if I were you; there's
a strong current close in."”

“0Oh, bother the eurrent!”™ said Bob
Cherry.  “We've been there before,
Smithy. Tt's as safe as houses,”

Bob was not quite so observant as
Wharton. The Bounder smiled.

“You've been on the Island, Bmithy?”
asked Frank Nugent.

" “We were going to land,
decided not,” said Vernon-Smith.

“0Old Popper about "

1 don't know. I'd keep clear of the
island,”  said the Bounder. “That
current is really rather strong.”

“You can't be too careftﬂg." said Tom
Redwing.

“Right-ho!”
“Thanks, Smithv!
berth.”

The skiff went on down the river,
_Harry Wharton & Co. pulled on, Bob
Cherry looking.a little puzzled. But
Nugent, who was steering, understood,
and steered clear of the island. There
was evidently something there that the
Bounder did not wish the Clif House
girls to see, and Nugent thought he could
guess what it was. The Higheliffe nuts
sometimes visited the island to play cards
there, and it was quite probable
Hazeldene of the Remove was with them
on this occasion, as ha had gone over to
Highcliffe with Angel.

The boat pulled onn abreast of the
island, but keeping well in to the bank.
The channel was not a wide one, how-
ever, and the wooded island was well
within view. Straw hats could be seen
among the greenery of the island, and
two of them had the Greyfriars badge
and the others belonged to Highcliffe
School. '

Just as the boat came abreast an
clegant figure rose into view, and a
~ mafbch wag struck and a cigarette lighted.
It was Aubrey Angel of the Fourth
Form.

“Have a light, Hazel?”

The drawling tones of Aubrey Angel
came quite clearly across the water.

“Thanks, old man!”

It was Hazeldene's voice.

“Same here, Angel!”
Ponsonby’s voice. “1 say,
good! Your deal, Hazel!”

Harry Wharton & Co. rowed rather
clumsily just then, rattling the oars in
the rowlocks, and drowning
that were speaking on the island. Every
face an the boat wore an expression of
elaborate unconsciousness, excepting Sir
Jimmy Vivian's.

Sir Jimmy whistled.

Marjoric’s face was set. She under-
stood now why the Bounder had warned
Harry Wharton to keep clear of the
current close by the island. He knew
that her brother was there, gambling
with Angel of the Fourth and the nuts of
Higheliffe.

Poor Marjorie tried to keep back the
frouble in her face, but it was not easy.
Her brother was in trouble again, as
he always was when any fellow of a
stronger nature chose to lgad him astray.

Bob Cherry, as he caught the look on
Marjorie's face, clénched his hands on
his oar, He would gladly have laid his
hand®§ about Hazeldene at that moment.

The boat pulled on, leaving the island
Lbehind

“*That there bloke Angel is goin it,”
remarked Sir Jimmy. *“‘He's as thick as
thieves with them 'Ighcliffe coves.”
_*“What a lovely afternoon!” remarked
I«iu%?.nt blandly.

“Ripping, isn’t it 7" said Miss Clara.

Sir Jimmy did not understand that the

but we

replied Wharton.
We'll give it a wide

came in
these fags are

that |
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Three-halfpence.

Angel gets back his I0U’s! (See Chapter 2.)

conversation was to be fturned. He
pursued the tenor of his thoughts.
“That there bloke with him is your

brother, ain't he, Miss Marjorie?” he
asked,
Marjorie started.
“Yes,"” she said, in a low tone. _
“Ow!"” gasped Sir Jimmy. *“Wot

you stamping on my blinking foot® for,
Bull, you clumsy hass?”

Johnny Bull turned crimson.

“How beautiful the woods look from
the river!” remarked Philippa Derwent
enthusiastically.

“Topping, awu't
Bob Cherry.

““1 was a-gomng to say——
Jimmy.

““Like to row a bit,
Harry -Wharton, .

“Not just vet,” answered the baronet.
“TI'm quite comfy a setlin’ "ere with the
young lvdies.”

“Oh!”

“1 was goin’ to say——

“Smithy's boat is out
observed Nugent.

“It's been out of sight a long time,”
gaid Sir Jimmy, with a stare. “1 was
going to say, Miss Hazeldene—— Yar-
eooooch !

“What?" exclaimed Marjorie.

“'Skuse me, miss, I didn’'t mean for
to say that. but some silly hass 'as kicked
my gtr%lﬁle;'" gasped Sir Jimmy.

““ About them blokes on the island,”
resumed Sir Jimmy cheerfully, after rub-
bing his ankle. * That game ain’tng-ﬂd
enough for your brother, Miss Hazel-
dene. T can see that you're worrited
about it.”

Marjorie crimsoned.

Harry Wharton & Co, gave it up.
There was evidently no way of making
the baronet understand that he was to
keep off a delicate subject. _

“Don’t you go for to blame him too
much, miss,” went on Bir Jimmy. “I
know how easy that bloke Angel twists
a feller round his finger. I've been there,
s0 to speak, as these coves could tell you.
Hazel 13 a bit of an ass, like I was. He
ain’t a bad sort, and you mustn’t think
that he's a shady cad like Angel, "cause

thev?” murmured

" went on Sir

asked

Vivian?"

of sight,”

E
i

he ain’t. That there Angel is too cun-
ning for 'mum, that's all there is to it.”

Poor Marjorie was silent.

“And, seeing as ’ow it worrits vou,
miss, I'm going €o stop it,” continued
Sir Jimmy, “Thats why I'm speaking
to you, miss, which it ain't my business,
otherwise. I know 'ow to make Angel
chuek up chummin' with Hazeldene, and
I'm going to do it, 'cause I ean see it
worrita you.” That's all, miss.”

“’ﬂm said Marjorie.

*3 see that you blokes think I'm
putting my foot mn it, torkin' to the
voung l:ardf- like this 'ere,” added BSir
Jimmy calmly. “But I'm doin’ it so
that she won't worrit about her brother
—see? Arter to-day, Angel won't speak
to Hazel any more, 'canse he woy't dare
to. I know 'ow to stop ', and you
can take my word for that.”

“You are a good little fellow!” said
Marjorie, hardly knowing what to say,
and yet relieved in her mmd. For there
was no doubt that Sir Jimmy meant
what he said, and was not speaking * out
of his hat.”

*You leave it to me,” said Rir Jimmy
reassuringly. *“I know something about
that feller Angel what'll make him fair
cringe when I put it to 'im. Now I'll do
some rowing, if you like, Wharton. I

done jawing.”

Harry “Ehartrnn laughed, and ralus-

uished his oar to the baronet. Sir
Jimmy having kindly dropped the suh-
ject, nothing more was said about Hazel
and Angel again that afternoon, and it
was a very cheery excursion, after all.

Later, when Harry Wharton & Co, saw
the girls home to Clif Hause, Marjorie
said a'very kind good-bye to Sir Jimmy
Vivian. 8i¢ Jimmy smiled with satisfac-
tion on the homeward way afterwards.

“You blokes thought I was putting my
foot in it,” he said to the Co., as they
came in at the gates of Greyfriars,
“But I wasn't! I ain't going to see a
nice girl like Miss Marjorie worrited.”

“You're a queer little beggar!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “ And do-you
think you can really do as you said?"”

“1 know I can!”

“*Good luck to you, then!”

“You leave it to me,” said Sir Jimmy

Tuar MagxeT LisRary.—No. 548.
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confidently, ““Angel’'s going to quarrel
with Master Hazel this very day, and
that'll be the end of 1t.” ]

And the Co. could only hope that Sir
James was right.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Angel Toes the Line !

LT OME in!” .

‘ : Aubrey ¥Angel and Kenney
of the Fourth were chatting in
their study later in the evening

when a tap came at the door.

Angel seemed in high feather.

He had reason to - His luck had
been good in the precious party on the
wwkind that afternoon: and he also had
the satisfaction of knowing that he had
annoyed Harry Wharton & Co. by taking
Hazeldene under his wing. He was ex-
pecting Hazel in his study after prep,
and when the tap came at the door he
supposed it was Marjorie's brother,

But it was Sir Jimmy Vivian who
came into the study,

Angel and Kenney stared at him. They
had been far from expecting a visit from
the baronet of the Remove,

Angel started to his feet.

“(Get out of here, you young cad!” he
shouted.

“T ain't getting out jest yet,” answered
Vivian coolly. "I got something to say
to you, Angel.”

“I've done with you! Get out!”

“Not till I've spoke,” anewered Sir
Jimmy.

The junior had a cricket-bat under his
arm, and he let it slide into his hand as
Angel and Kenney made a movement
iowards him. The two Fourth-Formers
stopped. Sir Jimmy looked quite reckless, |
and the bat was dangerous at close
quarfers, - _ :

“T'll go fast eneugh when I've said
what T've come ’ere to say#® s=aid Vivian.
“Fill then you'll keep your "n{la off,
unless you want to get 'urt.”

“You low ruffian I’ exclaimed Kenney.

“You shut up!” said Sir Jimmy.
“I'm 'ere to falk to Angel. You can get
out for a bit, Kenney.”

“Catch me!” said Kenney disdainfully.
“ Btay where you ave s said Angel.
“T mean to!”

The baronet shrugged his shoulders.
“Well, T don’t care, if Angel wants

you to 'ear what I'm going to say,” he
exclaimed, “You ain't the feller I'd
trust with secrets, if I was Angel.”

Anﬁd started,

“You've got no secrets with me!” he
said savagely.

“I know some things about you, and
'm going to mention them,” answered

Bir JIE_mmy. “Kenney can 'ear, for all I
care.” »

; The dandy of the Fourth compres:ed his
PR

_** You might step out a minute or two,
EKenney,” he said.

“What utter rot!” exclaimed Kenney
angrily.,

“Oh, get out for a few minutes! What
does 1t matter?”

Kenney sulkily left the study. Bir
Jimmy kicked the door shut after him.

“Now, what is it, yon low cad?” =aid
Angel, between his teeth.

“You've made friends with a feller in
the Remove, same as you did with me,”
replied Sir Jimmy quietly. “ Master
Hazel's the bloke I mean. You've got
o drop 1t 1"

“What?”

“You've got 1o break off with Hazel
fo-day for good, or else I'll make you
‘op!” said Vivian.

“What do you mean, you cheeky cad?”
hiesed Angel.
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‘“Ave you [orgot that I met you afore
you came to Ereyfriars?" asked Sir
Jimmy sarcastically. “When 1 was a
nipper, and ’ad a jeb in old Punchielli’s
gambling dive in hn: you came there
with the captain, who's a card- r
and a thief, and you gambled and got
squiffy, and I saw you. If the 'Ead had
knowed that you wouldn’t have been let
into Greyfriars, and if he knowed now
youwouldn't be allowed to atai'l ‘ere |

A®brey Angel clenched his hands con-
vulsively.

“T could ’ave told the 'Ead that when
you rounded on me, an’ made out that
it was me took you to the Cross Keys,”’
said Sir Jimmy. “TI didn’t do it, 'cause 1
ain’t a sneak, Master Angel. But if youn
don’t let Miss Marjorie’s brother alone
I'm going straight to the "Ead!”

“Oh " muttered Angel,

“I ain't going to see that silly fool led
into rotten tricks, and then throwed over
and p'r’aps kicked out of the school to
save your bacon,” said Sir Jimmy.
“He's a silly fool, but he ain’t a bad
sort, and he's in my Form. And I ain’t
going to ‘ave his sister worrited, It’s
got to stop !’

Angel breathed hard. *

There was malignant hatred in the lock
he fixed upon Sir Jimmy Vivian; but 1t
did not trouble the baronet.

“You're going to break with Hazel,
and drop him entirely,” pursued Sir
Jimmy deliberately. “If yon don’t,
Mister Angel, look out for squalls! Dr,
Locke would fire yau out of this 'ere
school like a ghot if he knowed you as I
know you. And if you don’t do as 1 say,
he’s going to know you, I could ’ave
given you away before if I'd liked. Weell,
I didn't! But for that mice girl's sake,
Mister Angel, I'd give you away filty
times over! Bee that?”

“You—you couldn’t prove—" stam-
mered Angel.

“T'Il chance that. T reckon much proof
won't be wanted. P'r’aps it'll make the
'Bad inquire a bit more close as to why
you left your old school |7 said Sir Jimmy
sarcastically. e

Angel compressed his lips.

Sir Jimmy Vivian was in deadly
earnest. What he would not have done
for personal reasons he would not hesi-
tate to do in order to serve Marjorie
Hazeldene. Marjorie’s kindness had made
a deep impression upon the waif of Grey-
friars. He had never had much te do
with Harel, but it was Marjorie he was
thinking of, and her concern for her way-
ward brother.

The Fourth-Former looked at him with
ghttering eyes, and Sir Jimmy met his
glance with cool contempt.

“Like to risk it with the 'Ead?? he
asked. “I'm ready, ii you are! You can
come with me to the old sport, if you
like 1"

“Oh, hang you!” muttered Angel

“’Ang me as much as you %ike L
grinned Sir Jimmy, “But you'll do as I
E'[IF?H

Angel did not answer immediately;
but he knew that he dared not defy the
baronet. Angel dared not let the Head
learn what Sir Jimmy knew. He could
deny—a lie cost him little—but would he
be believed? He did not want the circum-
stances under which he had left Lyncroft
too closely inquired into; and he did not
want to attract the Head’s 1al atten-
tion at any time. He had too many
shady secrets for that.

Yet to give way to his former dupe,
and toe the line!
hﬂ'_lt'he thought of that made his blood

il.

Sir Jimmy watched him coolly, easily
reading his thoughts in his face.

“S'pose vou tell the 'Ead a 'eap of

lies?" he said. “S'pose it comes out
about you and Hazel? Hazel ain’t got
much nerve. He's as likely as not to
blurt it all out afore the 'Ead !”

Angel knew that. He was thinking of
it. Hazeldene was not the fellow fo
maintain a bold front if taxed by the
Head when his conscience was not clear.

The long and the short of it was that
the dandy of the Fourth dared not defy
Sir Jimmy if the latter was in earnest.

And he was. That was plain enough.
. “You know you'd be set down as a
stieak by the whole school if you teold
};nlea of me to the Head!” said Angel at
ast.

“I don't think so, when the blokes
know what I done it for,” answered Sir
Jimmy. “Anyway, I'm risking that
rather than let you lead Hazel on an
worrit Miss Marjeorie.”

“Get out of my study!”

“You're going to break with Hazel?”

“Yes! Noaw get out!” .

“Right-he! II you don't keep your
word, Master Angel, I go to the "Ead
without giving you any warning. Jest
remember that!”

Sir James Vivian left the study.

Aubrey Angel threw himself into a
chair, with a dark, knitted brow. His
hatred of the waif of Greyfriars, once
his dupe, was too bitter and savage for
words, and he had a fierce longing to be
revenged upon him in some way. But
at present he could see no way. At pre-
gent, what he had to do was to break
with Hazeldene, or take the consequences,
and he dare not face the mmaquenmted :

His gloomy thoughts were interrup
by Kenney’s return to the study. Hazel-
dene of the Remove

ame in  with
Kenney. .
Ha;%dane was not looking well. He
had a worried and seedy appearance.
not seem to
a

His merry afterncon did ;
h?va iimp{mef{:l h;]::& Angel uf*va him

um look. He no regard for Ha:
g-ersnnaﬂy, though it had suited him to
make himself agreeable, “But the task
Sir Jimmy had set him was not a
sleasant one. It had to be gone through,
Ln‘wever. - J S *

“Well, finished with that little toad!™
said Kenney impatiently.

“Yes; he's gone.” i 2

‘“ Hazel's come in for his revenge,
said Kenney. *“He was pretiy WEH
cleaned out this afternoon on the island.

;‘I dmﬁ‘?t care to play,’” said Angel
reluctantly.

Kenney stared at him. As it had been
arranged between the two young rascals
to get Hazel into the study that efmng(_i
nng relieve him of what money he ]:uf_ |
left after the afternoon’s play, Angel's
remark astounded his chum. %

“QOh, let's have a game, Aubrey!” he
said. -

ii Nﬂ I!I-

Hazel's weak face flushed.

“Look here, I've come here to play!"
he exclaimed angrily. “I suppese you
know it's the game to give a man his
revenge, after winning his meney1” :

“Go and pla;,r somewhere else!”
snapped Angel. **You ean go over to
Ponsonby, if you like. He won more of
vou than I did,”

“ Look here, won’t you play?” |

“T don’t care to.” 4

“Dash it began
KEHSﬁy' ‘ t1 led Angel

“Oh, give us a rest!” grow .
“I'm not going to play, and that’s the
end of it.’ ;

“Well, you're a cad, then!” exclaimed
Hazel, quick to anger, like most weak
natures, ‘‘Yon've won my monéy, and -
you ought to give me a s _

“0Oh, hang your rotten qumid! Y1
Eive- ili_: to you back if you like!” sneered -

ngel, T

all, Angel—"
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“I don’t want it back. T want a
chance of winning your money, same as
you did mine."

“Well, you won't get it.”
“You're a rotten cad, then!” ox-
claimed Hazeldene passionately, his

voiee shrill.

He was already out of sorts and irrit- |

able, and "Angel's contemptuons manner
roused all his resentment, .

“Now you've given me your opinion,
get out of my study, and don't trouble to
come back aguin!” smapped Angel. “T
don’t care to be bothered with Remove
fags, anyway. Get out, and be hanged
to you! o

Hazel trembled with rage.

“Ho that’s how you want to treat me!”
he exclaimed, almost stuttering with ex-
citement.  “Take me up one minute,
and drop me the next, after winning my
money! I'm sorry T ever had anjrl.hmg
to do with you, you rotten blackguard!

“Get out!”

“I'll jolly wipe up the study with you
first, you sneaking hound!™ shouted
Hazeldene,

He made a rush at Angel; but the two
Fourth-Formers collared him together,
and bundled him out of the studr, slam-
ming the door after him. Hazel picked
himself up, and, after a minute or two
of irresolution, went his way, pale with
rage and resentment.

‘I'd like to know what von've treated
Hazeldene like that for, Angel?” Kenney
said, after the Removite had gone.

He spoke very tartly.

“He’s no good!” snapped Angel. “A
weak-kneed cad, likely enough to give
the whole game away if there was
trouble."”

[ B‘It' b3
“Oh, bother the fellow 1" growled
Angel, I had to drop him, if you want

to know."

“¥ou don't mean that Vivian

“Vivian knows somethin’ I don’t want
jawed all over Greyfriars,” growled
Angel. He clenched his hands. “Oh,
I'll make that scrubby little beast wriggle
for dictatin’ to me! TI'l make him sit
up, somehow—and Mauleverer, too!
Enmahnwmme_}mw g

Sir Jimmy Vivian had suceeded, and
Hazeldene owed him more than he was
ever likely to acknowledge. But, if
Aubrey Angel could contrive it, the
schoolboy basonet would pay dear for his
success, And the outline of a plan was
ahIrqady forming in Angel’s cunning

ram, .

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Harry Wharton Chips In !
6 HEER-HO, kid!" :
Harry Wharton dropped his
hand kindly on Sir Jimm
Vivian’s shoulder in the quad-
mangle a few days later. _
Vivian had an expression on his face
‘which hinted that the major portion of
the troubles of the universe had suddenly
descended upon his youthful shoulders.
“What's the row, my infant?” asked
the captain of the Remove cheerily,
IINnthinf »

“Are you making a face like a fiddle
for nothin' 1"
“1 ain’t,"
“ Ahem 1" '
“It’s all right,”
“Thera ain’t. nothin
can’t help being g

said Sir Jimmy,
g the matter. I
slummy little cad,

can 1?7 ;

Wharion stared at him, .

“ Who's been calling you that?" he
asked. “ Angel?” -

“He ain’t said nothing to me.” :

*“He's dropped Hazeldene,” gaid
Harry Wharton. “You did some ood
there, Jimmy. But who's been ca ling
you complimentary names?

| alon
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nose, kid, And
tell me, and I'll

“You don't want to punch Mauly's
nose, I s'pose?”

Wharton jumped,

“Mauleverer hasn't been slanging
you?” he exclaimed incredulously.

“ Why not?” said Vivian hitterly. 1T
never treated Mauly well. Didn'¢ I row
with him about Angel, the time I was
took up by that bloke, and believed in
'im? ’Sides, I am a slummy cad, 1
§'pose. There ain't no denyin’ of that.”

“ Look here, Jimmy,” said the captain
of the Remove quietly, “if Mauly's been
slanging you 4o your face, that's one
matter ; but if you've got it through a
third party, that's quite another. Is this
a fact, or hearsay?”

“The fellers didn’t know I could 'ear
them,” said Sir Jimmy. “They was
only speaking to themselves. 1}" was
t'other side of the tree, and I couldn't
‘elp hearing them.”

“I'm sure there’'s a mistake,” said
Harry, knitting his brows., * Mauly isn't
the fellow to speak of you like that."

“You see, it's true,” said Sir Jimmy.
“Mauly only took me up ‘cause old
Brooke asked him to. I'm only a
trouble to 'im. 1 ain't going to trouble
‘im any more, though. He don't want
to be gnthered with me, only he don't
like to say so. That's Jest Mauly all
over, He even lets Bunter worry ’im
‘cause he's so jolly polite. But I can see
'ow it stands now. I don't care,
neither,”

It was pretty evident, from' the quiver
in poor Sir Jimmy's face, that he did
care very much, however,

Harry Wharton's face became very
grave,

L think you're on the wrong scent,
Jimmy,"” he said. .+ Look here, speak
out to Mauly about it."

" No fear!™ said Sir Jimmy hastily.

“But I'm sure you're mistaken.”

“I ain’t.”

" Let me speak to Mauly, then,” said
Harry.

“No, no, no! Think I'm going to
beg a bloke to be friendly with me when
he shudders every time I speak 7" said
Sir Jimmy bitterly. “I ain't going to
be took up out of pity, neither. I on't
blame old Mauly. He done a lot for me,
and I wasn't thankful.
right, and I ain't complaining. . Den’t
you say a word to Mauly!”

“Jimmy,” said the captain of the
Remove firmly, “you've got to speals
out to Mauleverer. Take my advice.
I’'m older than you. You say you heard
some fellows speaking about you and
Mauly. Well, you're a voung ass, and
ﬁﬂl're been spoofed, ome a qaee

auly,
like that without giving
explain.”

“But T tell frer Angel and Kenney
never knowed I was there.”

“I thought it would be Angel amtl
Kenney !" said Wharton grimly, “Come
and look for Mauly. You've been
spooted.” .

Sir Jimmy shook his head. But he

if he's too big for you,
punch it!"

him a chance ta

I made no further

er demur, and he went
with the captain of the Remove. Lord
Mauleverer was covered in his study,
reclining at ease on his sofa. He was
fanning himself gently with g Japauese

fan.

“Trot in, dear boys!” he said
| languidly.,  “ Where have you been,
Jimmy? Don’t you know it's past tea-
time 7"

“You don’t want a slummy cad fo
tea, Mauly !” said Vivian bitterly.

Lord Mauleverer sat up.

“Eh?” he ejaculated.

“I ain’t going to ‘ave tea in this siudy
no more,” said Sir Jimmy doggedly.

Punch his | “T'm going to 'ave tea in 'AH.”

ff

It just serves me |

You’ve no right to think of him |

| . Piet Delarey,

Three-halfpence.

“My dear kid,” said Mauloveror
anxlougly, ““what’s the matter now?
Delarey’s back to-day, and he’ll be here
in a munute with the stuff for tea.”

*Oh, I know Delarey’s back,” sdid Rir
Jimmy. “You 'ad a pleasant talk with
'im, didn't you?”

13 YREE‘I'

7

the South  African
junior, came into the study. He gave
Wharton a friendly nod. Delarey had
been away from Greyfriars for a week or
two, visiting relations who had como
over with the South African troops,

“ Hallo, Jimmy ! haven't run across
you éince I came in,” he said cheerily.

“Did you ‘want to?" sneered Sir

Jinimy.

S Eh

“You don’t waut to rum across a
slummy cad, do you?” .asked Sir
Jimmy,

“What do you mean, you yolung aes?”
“You know what mean,”  said
Vivian.  “Look ’ere, Wharton, leggo -

of my arm! I'm going !"
“You're not going till you've told

Mauly,” said Wharton sternly.
“Mauly don’t want to be told that I
know 'im and Delarey 'ave been talking
ghm:}t a h]b-r}_ke %iehim} his i:}ack;;' said
iIr Junmy bitterly. “ Imay be a slummy
cad, but I wouldn't go for to do a thing
like that there.”
- “Is the kid off his rocker?” asked
Lord Mauleverer in wonder.

“Munst be, I should think,” eaid
Delarey, staring at Vivian, “ What are
you driving at, you young chump "

“You know jolly well I”

HI dﬂn"t."

“That ain’t true,” said Vivian.

::Whah?”

That ain't true!"™ repeated Sip
James Viv¥n,
Delarey laid down his parcel. His

eyes were gleaming now, g
“Jimmy ! gaid Lord Manleverer

feebly.

‘SLet me go. Wharton!” sid Si-
Jimmy angrily. ““T didn't want to cors
‘ere. You made me.” -

“I brought this young ass here, voi
fellows,” explained  Wharton. Angel
has been stuffing him up somehow, and
I want the matter explained.”

“Oh 1" said Mauleverer.

“You'd better - explain, I think,
Vivian,” said Delarey drily.

SP'r'aps you'll deny it eaid Sir
Jimmy  sardonically. = “P'raps vou

dn't ask Mauly, when you came in
whether that grubby Litle mongrel
Vivian was about, and ]D’r'ﬂpﬂ Mauly
didn’t say the slummy litile cad was
somewhere around—hay ?"

“No, I didn's!” |
“B ["  eaid Lord Mauleverer
blinking. “ Who told you that, Jimmy "

“Nobody told me.’

“Then' what put it into yvour silly

head ?” ek
SRr'aps it ain't true?”  sneered
Sir Jimmy.
* No, it certainly isn’t.”
“Rats!"”
“Oh, begad! What?"
“Rats " repeated Sir Jimmy; and he

jerked himself away from Wlharton and
zwunﬁ-rl:-awa;rdn the door,

Delarey’s strong grip dropped on his
shoulder, and he was swung back again.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
" Not just yet,” said the South

Dark Doubis !
L
African junior quietly. I wans

ET me go!" shouted Sir Jiminy
furiously. : :
to know who told you this yarn fiess,
you little fool I’
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“Yaas, begad!” »said Mauleverer.

“ Nobody !’ gaid Sir Jimmy doggedly.

“ Then how do you know ?” demanded
Wharton.

“1 ’eard it.”

“¥rom Angel and Kennecy?”

Vivian was silent.

“Won't you spin us the yarn,
Jimmy ?”_said Lord Maulevergr gently.
“I've warned you before about that cad
Aﬁ:ﬁpl tryin’ to make trouble in this
study. here isn’t a word of truth .in
what he’s told you.”’ =&

“He mnever told me,” eaid Sir
Jimmy. “T ’eard it by accident.” :

“Tell us how,” said Delarey.

“Oh, T'll tell yer, if yer set on it"
said Sir Jimmy bitterly. “I was settin’
on the bench under the elms when I
‘nard them talking. They did}n’t know
1 was there, and 1 didn't see 'em, only
‘dard their voices. They was laughing
over it, and Angel says, says he, that
Delarey asked Mauleverer if that grubby
little mongrel was about, and Mauly
answered—what I’ve said, They walked
en while they was talking, and that's
all T ’eard. It was enough for me.”

Lord Mauleverer’s face grew stern,
and his languor dropped from him,

“It's not - true, Jimmy,” he said,
“Can't you see, you young ass, that
they must have known you were under
the tree, and passed within hearing just
so that you ghould hear them?”

“0Oh!” said Vivian, :

“They know you're a touchy young
ass,” said Wharton, “If they'd said it
to you you wouldn't have believed
them; but by making you think you'd
overheard it {33 accident they took you
111 Uﬂfl’l‘p you eee that now?”

“Oh!” repeated Sir Jimmy.

“J think it's cleared up now,” said
Jlarry Wharton, looking at Mauleverer.
“ Excnse me chipping in, Mauly, old
man.

“Begad, I'm much ﬂbu%ﬂd to youw,”
said his lordship. ' The mlly young ass
seems to be twisted round Angel's finger
whenever that cad chooses.”

“1'll go and see Angel about it,” said
Delarey. *'Is that the new chap in the
Fourth”

i Yﬂﬂl!."

“Tet's go and see him before tea.™

Lord Mauleyerer sighed.

Tee MaeNeT Lisrary.—NO. 548.

gn& down, after tea,
|

“ Whkarton, old man, are you busy?”
he asked. :

“No. Why?”

“Suppose you go with Delarey to
thoso cads about 1t instead of me?
tired.”

“ Fathead !”
“(Come along!

&0
I'm

Delarey,
come, too,

exclaimed
You can

- Jimmy."

Sir” Jimmy avas convinced now, as
Wharton was glad to see, before he left
the study. gLDI*::'I Maileverer, with
another deep sigh, detached himself
from the sofa. elarey, with a grim
expression on hie face, led the way to
Angel’s study, and Sir Jimmy followed
with Mauleverer,

Angel and Kenney were at tea when
they arrived, and seemed in high good
humour. But their expressions changed
when Mauleverer and Delarey came i,
with Vivian at their heels,

“ What do you want, confound you?”
demanded Angel.

“Only a word with you,” said Delarey.
“You spun a yarn about Mauly and me

 to get this young idiot's back up.”

“What rot!”

“He heard von under the elms, as
you meant he should. Do you dare to
suy now that you heard Mauly and me
%)Eak of him as you said, then?” asked

clarey quietly,

“Yes,” mizf Angel coolly, *1I didn’t
know the scrubby little beast was listen-
ing, but it's true, all the same.”

“It'e a lie!” eaid DE]E]‘EF.

Angel shrugged his shoulders.

“It's a le!” added Sir Jimmy. “I
know that now. You knowed 1 was
there, Angel, you 'ound, and that’s why
you was speaking like that I

“ And you're going to answer for it,”
said Delarey. . * Pgj up your hande,
Angel ! I'll leave Kenney to you,
Mauly.”

“ Vaas, all right,” sighed his lord-
ship. *‘Hold my jacket, Jimmy. Don'’t
rumple it, please.”

“Look here, get ont
blustered Kenney. ‘' 1—1
off, hang you! Oh, my hat!”

Delarey was already tackling Aubrey
Angel, and his lordship woke to energy
and went for Paul Kenney.

There was a terrific scrap in the
study, Sir Jimmy looking on with a grin-
ning {ace.

The tea-table went over with a crash
of crockeryware. Paul Kenney went
sprawling among the wreckage, hurled
thero by a right-hander from Loxd
Mauleverer. He deemed it prudent to

of this study!”
Ah! Get

| remain there,

Delarey made short work of Angel.
The blackguard of the Fourth was no
match for the lithe South African
junior. )

After five minutes, which seemed like
a series of earthquakes to Angel, the
dandy oi the Fourth went to the carpet,
and stayed there,

“Y1 think that's enough,” remarked
Delarey, in his guiet way.

“Yaas. I'm tired.”

The Removites quitted the study, and
Angel and Kenney sat up and blinked at
one another. ;

“(Oh, gad!” groaned Aubrey Angel

Kenney gave him a bitter look as he
staggered to his feet.

“That'e the end of your precious
scheme ! he eneered. ' You were gﬂinﬁ
to make a split in their study—an
you've got this study wrecked instead,
you precious fool !” :

“1'll make them suffer for it

“Oh, rats!”

The three Removites sat down to tea
in Mauleverer's gtudy, Sir Jimmy in &
repentant mood. ~ After Delarey had
_the baronét epoke
Lord Mauleverer timidly.

EE
L]

i

I

“I'm sorry, Mauly.”

“ Al serene, kid!” said his lordship.
“ But—but do be a bit more careful, old
soout. You see, you practically called
Delarey a liar, and that’s not pleasanf.
He’s a forgivin’ chap; but—but 1 don’t
want to jaw_you, kid, Only, do be a it
thore sensible !”

“1 will, Mauly,” eaid Sir Jimmy
meekly.
“ And don't ever believe a word Angel

says,” added his lordship, * whether you
hear it by accident or not. 1 don’t
believe that chap could tell the truth if
he tried, by gad !”

“T won't, Mauly.”

“That'e right, young “un!”

Sir Jimmyﬁnﬂked very thoughtful when
he left the study. Harry Wharton met
him in the passage, and smiled.

“ All gerene now ?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Sir Jimmy. ‘‘Them two
cads has had a licking for telling lies.
But—but Angel said it was true, all the
game.”

“Vou surely don't believe a word of
that cad's 7"

“No, I don't!” agreed Sir Jimmy.
“He’s a rotter all through!”

But he looked very thoughtiul, nﬁ the
game, Perhaps there was, somewhere
deep down in his heart, a lingering,
miserahle doubt. Poor Jimmy's nature
was a sensitive one, and he was only too
painfully aware of his own shortcomings,
and that his ways might be disagreeable
to the fastidious Mauly. The waif of
Greyfriars had his pride. He did not
want to be a burden upon Mauly’s patient

ood-nature, if Mauly-did not want him.
f only Mauly would speak out! Was it
really friendship, or only Mauly's long-
suffering good-nature and politeness that
made him tolerate the one-time wait of
Blucher’s Rents? Did he speak BSir
Jimmy fair to his face, and indemnify
himself by epeaking of him gcontemptu-
ously to others? It was a miserable,
shameful suspicion, and Sir Jimmy tried.
to drive it from his mind, but it could
not quite he driven away. Aubrey Angel
had been e , and he had been
thrashed, but the poison he had instilled
was still working. '
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Two Visitors to No. 12}

{ SAY, you fellows, seepn Mauly ?”

I Williamn  George DBunter made

that inquiry, blinking anxiously

at the Famous Five through his
bi gspectacles. Billy Bunter seemed very
anxious to know where Lord Mauleverer
was. : '
“Gone out!” answered Harry Whar-
ton.

“Suret”

“Yes. Yow'll have to squeeze a loan
out of somebody else,” said the captain
ol the Remove, i&ughmg. “Try Fishy.”

“If you think I want to borrow
Mauly’'s money, Wharton——"

“Well, don't yout”

“Oh, really, Wharton !
Yivian ?"? |

“Gone out with Mauly,” =aid Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. * Another
blank, Bunty. Why don’t you ask me
to lend you a quid?”’

**You haven't got one !"” grunted Bun-

I say, where's

ter, ‘I say, you fellows, have you seen
Delarey 7"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Famous
Five.

Delarey was standing within a few
paces, talking to Tom Brown, the New
dealander.  But the short-sighted Owl
of the Remove did not observe him.
The South African looked round.

“Here I am!” he said.

“Oh, there you are!” said Bunter,
etarting,

“¥Yes. What's wanted?"

““N-n-nothing. I—I thought you might
be gone cout with Mauly,” stammered
Bunter, *

“Delarey’s in the eleven this after-
noon,” said Wharton. He glanced up at
the"-:.*lnck-tuwer. “Time we got a move
on.™

The chums of the Remove walked away
to the cricket-field, where they were to
pls.f a visiting team from 8t. Jude’s.
Billy Bunter trotted after them. Aaz a
rule Bunter was not keenly interested in
cricket, but on this occasion he adorned
the pavilion with his presence until the
match had well started.

He did not quit the spot, in fact, till
Delarey had gone to the wicket,

Then the fat junior rolled away, grin-
ning.

It was.a Wednesday, a half-holiday, and
nem:}iy- everybodg was out of doors,

Billy Bunter found the  School House
silent and deserted when he, rolled into
it. He gave a cautious blink round, and
puffed away upstairs to the Remove pas-
sage. There he paused again for another
cautious blink, and rolled on softly
towards No. 12.

Having ascertamed that Lord Mau-
laverer Eﬂ.d gone out&with Sir Jimmy,
and that Delaray was playing ericket,
Bunter had Study No. 12 at his merey.
Billy Bunter was rcg
Delarey had brought back some good
things to school with him, as Bunter had
soon discovered, and the Owl of the Re-
move Intended to sample those good
things. In times of searcity and war-
rn_tiilnnﬂ all was grist that came to Bunter’s
null, -

““ Peaches!"” murmured Bunter. “A
whole blessed box, and never asking an
old pal like me to try ’em! Tl gshow
him !

Bunter’s caution scemed unnecessary
as he tiptoed to No. 12, for the Remove
passage was deserted.

He stop at the study, opened the
door quickly, and rolled in, closing the
door as quickly behind him,

Then he jumped.

Naturally, he had taken it for granted
that the study was empty, as Lord Mau-
leverer and Vivian and Delarey were else-
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where.
inside the study, with the door closed
behind him, hefore he observed that the
room already had a tenant.
standing at the table ewung round to-
wards him with a startled face.
Aubrey Angel of the Fourth Form.

in
astonished, and Angel startled and angry.

claimed Bunter.

AlswWer.

hand, and Bunter blinked at it.
part of one of Mauly's old exercices—
unfinished, like many of his lordship’s
exercises,

clenched his hand.

“I'll yell out if you touch me, Angel,
and Delarey will jolly well thump you
if he finds out what you're after!”

game

civil I'll call Delarey
Buntﬂr.
enge.

on the war-path. |

grinned Bunter, not at all abashed, “ You
found out that the study was empty,
same as I did, before wou hupgad 1

| Nothing for us to row about, old ch
Let's go halves!" .

“You're after Delarey’s box of peaches,
same as I am.
there’s enough for two, and 1 don't want
to row with you, Angel
‘em ont.
I'll keep dark about you, .That'e fair.”.

Three-halfpence. 9

| Sir Jimmy deals with Angel ! (See Chapter 12.) |

But 1t was not. Bunter was

A junior
It was

Bunter and Angel stared at one another |
stlence for a moment, Bunter
up to heral"”

“What are you ex-

Angel gritted his teeth and did not

He had a eheet of impot-paper in his
It was

“Confound you !’ muttered Angel,
Bunter grinned as the Fourth-Formeéer

“None of that!" he said cheerfully.

“Delarey !” repeated Angel.

Bunter gave him a fat wink.

"Ya:ﬁ, rather! I know wyour little

“Y:;u—;p"nu know ! stammered Angel.

“Yes, rather; and if you're not tﬂly
in!”  chuckled

“He—he’s just down the pas-

‘You lying toad, he’s playing ericket !”

“0Oh, you knew that, did you?”

.
ap.

‘“Halves !” repeated Angel.

“Yes. That’s fair.”

Angel gave him a strange look.
‘““Halves in what?” he asked.

Bunter winked again.

“You can't spoof me,” he remarked.
Ha, ha, ha! Well,
Let's whack
You keep dark about me, and

Angel drew a deep breath.

=

“You—you're right,” he muttered.
“I—I came here after—after Delarey’'s
peaches, of course |”

“Oh, I knew that!” said Bunter airily.
“Stﬂ‘ﬂﬂ here! Have you found them
vet !

“No. I—I've only just got in."”

“Bow-wow ™ chuckled Bunter,
“You've been here a good five niinutes
at least, or I should have seen you in

the passage.” -

“I—I mean, I can’t find the dashed
things ! said Angel. *“Do you know
where they are 1"

“In this cupboard, I expeot,” eaid
Bunter. *“Let's look!”

He rolled over to the study cupboard,
and as goon as his podgy back wasturned
Angel slipped the sheet of impot-paper
Eltﬂ his pocket and moved towdrds the
oor. - '

- “My hat, it's locked ! siid -Bunter

dismally. “What a euspicious cad, y61
know! He's locked up those peaches!
I suppose he thought they weren't safe,
the suspicious ‘beast! T eay, Angel,
where are you going?" -

" Nothin” doin’ here if the
locked up,” said Angel.

“1 say, we can get the cupboard open
somehow ! Suppose you get a chisel 1™

i Ohr Tatﬁ II"

Aubrey Angel quitted the study and
hurried away. Billy Bunter gave an
exasperated snort,.

“Yah! Funk!”

Bunter turned his attention to the cup-
board again. It was locked, and the key .
was gone, = Possibly Delarey had sus-
pected that the Owl of the Remove had
a taste for peaches. Bunter glanced ab
tho poker, but shook his head. Tven
Bunter did not care to smash in the eup-
board door with the poker. The penalty
for that burglarious action would have
been a little too severe. |

The fat junior gave a dismal groan.

“0Oh, dear! To think that there's a
box of peaches in that blessed cupboard
and the door locked! Beast!” .

A shout from the cricket-field floate
in at the window. ’

“ Well hit, Delarey !I"™ ;

Bunter sniffed. |
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“Beast! T wish the ball had bunged

. on his napper! I ofe he’s got the
key in his pocket! Beast)™

Eunﬁar rolled out of the study, his fat

face dismal. Aubrey Angel had disap-

peared. Bunter turned his steps in the

direction of the Fourth Form pual&ui;

He was keen on getting hold of

peaches, and, ﬁdgng others by himself,

he supposed that Angel of the Fourth
was equally keen. His idea was to con-
sult with nﬁal as to the best means of
negotiating the lecked cupboard. Angel
was a clever fellow in many ways, and

Bunter wondered whether he could pick

a oupboard lock.

Nobody E“ nbmgﬁri: the Fﬂuﬂ}i Fudrm
e. Bunter w open Angel’s

Eﬂn:rng and looked in, to see whether he
was thers. '

There was a sharp, angry exclamation
a3 Aubrey Angel—whe certainly was
there—leaped to his feet.

“1 say, Angel—"

“Hang you, you npj'ing fat cad!”
shouted Angel. ** out!’

“Who's }uiying?" demanded Bunter
wa . “Hallo! What are you doing
with uly’s paper, Angel?! What on
earth—— Yaroooooh !" .

Angel rushed on him, and spun him
out of the study. Billy Bunter had been
surprised to see Lord Mauleverer's un-
finished exercise lying on Augel's study
table; but he had no time to think about
that. He landed i the passage with a
bump and a roar. _

Angel followed him out, kicking him
savagely as he rolled on the floor. Billy
Bun Bfiﬂkﬂd‘ himself up in frantic haste
and fled, Evidently Aubrey Angel was
not in a mood to be consulted about
burgling the Remove study cupboard.

Bunter's yells died away on the siair-
case, and Angel turned back savagely
into his study, This time he turned the
key in the lock. |

Billy Bunter drifted away dismally to
the oricket-ground  dissatisfied and
wrathful and peachless. His only com-
fort was seeing Delarey clean bowled by
Lunn of St, Jude's.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Crushing Blow !
1 EEN my  bloomin’ Euclid,
Mauly "
“Jimmy, old fellow,"” gaid

Lord Mauleverer mildly, “would
you mind referrin’ to your blessed
Euclid, or your dashed Euclid, or even

our confounded Euclid, at a pinch?
gut bloomin’' is barred.”

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Sir Jimmy
amicably, “I reely meant to say my
blinking Euclid, Mauly.”

Lord Mauleverer shivered.

“Dear man, blinkin’ is worse than
bloomin',” he said, “Why not try it
without any adjectives at all—what? T'm
sure you don't mind my mentionin’ it,
Jimmy "

“Not at all,” answered Sir Jimmy.
“It's very kind of you to tip a cove the
wink, Mauly.” '

*“Oh, begad!” murmured his lordship,
almost bvercome at the idea of tipping
a cove the wink.

“But, to
Ivherﬂ'ﬂ my blooming—I mean, my blink-
ng—that 15, my dashed Euclid?’

r Jimmy logked round the study for
his Euclid, e did not want to see
Huclid that day. In fact, Jimm Vivian,
like many schoolboys, nourished a bitter
animosity towards the ancient gentle-
man. Jimmy had often ressed a desire
to meet Euclid and ivﬂim a “oner.”

. But, much as he disliked that trouble-
some old Grecian, Jimmy had to “ dig”’
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T

|

come back 1o business, |

at him that afterneon. Poor Sir

*  af Ifllunyl Vivian left the study.
was still sticking at the Pons Asmorum, “You've left your Enclid here, kid,"
and could not quite discern the point | called out Tom,
“which was to be demonstrated.” The| Sir Jimmy did not heed—probably he
mere look of the letters Q E 1D made | did. not hear. He was walking quickly

him feel inclined to punch Euclid. He
had to “mug up”
lest worse should befall him.

The volume was found on a chair, and
Sir Jimmy walked out of the study with
it. He was going to Tom Redwing's
study to ask his help, Redwing being
always K willing to extend the same to
anyone in diffieulties. 8ir Jimmy found
Redwing at home, and Snoop and Stott,
his study-mates, fortunately absent. The
seilorman’s son greeted him with a

nheg smile, -
“’Ere I am, ole bird,” said Sir Jimmy,
“and ‘'ere’s* i:hnming—l mean dashed
old Euclid! Let’s 'ave a cut at it!”
“Right-ho!"” said Redwing.
Jinmy opened the book at the fifth
roposition ; it opened easily there. It
ad often been opened at that point
ore.
As he opened it a half-sheet of note-

A AN NAANANANAANAANASAAANA T
CADET NOTES.

One of the most siriking results of
the war has been the with and ex-
pansion of the Cadet vement. It is
estimated that since the war broke out
the pumbers of

some more Euclid,

members of wvarious
forms of Cadet Corps has nearly
doubled. Before the war not more
than about 80,000 boys belonged to
Cadet Corps altogether, and it is now
stated that the present strength of the
Movement {s about 120,000, This is
verf good so far as it goes, but there is
still plenty of room for further expan-
sion. Out of the million and a half lads
in the country of suitable age for the -
Cadet Movemenl| at least half a million
ought to be enmrolied in the corps.
Every hoy between 14 and 18 years of
age ought to belomg to some recognised
Cadet Corps. In such times as thesa it
is pecessary that all should prepare for
the possibilities of the future, Nor
need it be supposed that the member-
ship of the Movement involves nothing
mora than tiresome and monotonous
«Lxercise in military drill, etc. The
Movement provides all kinds of other
relaxation, and this side of its work
will be enormously extepded in the pear
future. All our readers should join the
Cadet Force, and any desiring to do so
should apply to the Central Association
of Volunteer Regiments, Judges’ Quad-
rangle, Royal Courts of Justice, Strand,
London, W.C. 2, who will send them full
particulars of the nearest corps, eta,

EANANNSANNANNANANNNANNANANALY

paper fell from the volume and dropped
on the study carpet. _

“You've dropped a letter,” said Tom
Redwing. . ’

“'Tain’t mine,” said 8ir Jimmy.
never use a dashed book-mark, Mauly
or Delarey’s been usin’ my Kuclid and
markin’ place, 1 &'pose.”

He picked up the letter.

“It's Mauly’s fist,”’ he remarked, look-
ing at it. “ Hallo!”

Eir Jimmy’s face changed suddenly _

He stared at the letter in his hand, his

face growing white and his eyes bulging.
“Oh!" he gasped. : z
Tom Redwing stared at him in
astonishment.

“ What's the matter?” he asked.

“Nothin’ 1" muttered Vivian.

The waif of Greyfriars was still staring
blankly at the letter. He crushed it in
his hand now. )

“I—L think I'll be goin’, Redwing,”
he said in an unsteady voice,
'skuse me, we won’t do that
position now.,”

“Just as you like, of coursze,” said

there pro-

]

a——

| before about th

ulf Iw:" l

away down the Remove passage wit

that fragment of a letter in uly's
{ bandwriting clutched tightly in his
clenched fingers.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry

met him in the passage, and stopped, ds-
he caught the expression on the baronet’s
face. "“What's up, Vivian?"

“ Nothin”.”

“My dear kid, you look——"'

. Let a bloke alone, can't you?”

Bir Jimmy shoved rudely past, and

urried down the stairs, leaving Bob

herry staring.

Vivian hurried out of the house. He
tramped across the quad, and sheered off
as ha_ﬂ:g{ht&d Harry Wharton and Peter
Todd. ¢ paused under the elms, but

Billy Bunter was there, lolling on a
bench. With a mutiered exec tion,
Vivian started for the Cloistors. In the

Cloisters, at last, he found solitude.

There he stopped, and there he
smoothed out the crumpled paper and
read it through.

It was a half-sheet of paper, a frag-
ment of a letter, apparently used care-
lessly as a book-mark in the volume
where Bir Jimmy had found*it.

It was in the familiar handwriting of
Lord Mauleverer—a hand that was as
wellknown to Sir Jimmy as his own—
and it ran: -

“Dear Encle,—I hope this won’t come
48 an unpleasant surprise to you. It's
often been in my mind to write to you
_ 15, but I've tried to be
patient and stand it. But I can’t tole-
rate Vivian any longer, and I feel bound
to speak out. '

“It 1sn’t that he's a bad sort; he's not.
In faet, he's very good, considering
everything. He means well. . But |

[ can’t hear him speak without shudder-

mng. He makes my flash creep, and -he's
simply disgusting in a thousand WAays.
I'm keeping friendly with him because
you want me to do my best for him, but
it's_hard. 1 hope yvou won't be AngrYy,
uncle, but it’s more than flesh and blood
can stand. Couldn’t you take him away,
and send him to some other scheol? I
don't want to hurt his feelings. No

neéd to let him know that asked
ruu—"

There the letter ended,

The second sheet had been torn away,

and it finished abruptly.

Sir Jimmy locked at it with a white
face and a misery in his look that might
have touched a heart of stone,

So that was how. Mauleverer wrote of
him to his unele!

Well as he knew Mauly’s delicate hand,
Sir Jimmy could hur:ilﬁ' believe his éyes
as_he gazed at that tell-tale fragment. .

That was how Mauly thought of himl

It was not fto he wonde atL he re-i.

flected bitterly, He had been brought "
up in a slum. He still retained many o
his slommy ways and modes of thinking.
A gently-nurtured, fastidious fellow like
Mauleverer was the last fellow -in the
world to tolerate him. ‘
t _He had done his best. Even in his
bitterness and misery poor Sir Jimmny
was just. "Mauly had done his best, Sir
Reginald Brooke had asked him to do
what he could for the little waif at
school, and he had deme it, with an
inward repulsion, evidently, which bLe
had struggled to conceal. : _

That was what his outward friendship
| meant, . - I, ¥

He did not want to hurt Sir '}m-f 3
-feelings. That was like Mauly. ‘he

Redwing, in wonder.,

urthappy fag laughed bitterly. - He only
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wanted the waif taken away from Grey- |

friars becauze he was disgusting, and
Mauly couldu’t stand him any longer.
Yet the letter had never been sent, evi-
dently. SBome pang of conscience must
have troubled Mauleverer, and he had
torn up the letter and thrown it away
instead of sending it to his guardian.
Evidently that was so, for here was the
letter--or a part of it, at least.

With utter carelessness TLord Mau-
leverer had used a sheet of the tern-up
letter for a book-mark on some oceasion
when he had borrowed Vivian’s Euclid ;
or—the dark suspicion stabbed Sir
Jimmy like a dagger—had he deliberately
placed this fragment in the volume so that
Sir Jimmy would find it and learn, as if
by accident, what Mauleverer shrank
from telling him by word of mouth?

It was possible. Anyway, here it was.
Intentionally or not, it had been placed
where Jimmy had found it.

That was the mcaning of Mauleverer's
friendship. :

Suspicions that had been lulled to slee
awoke now in full foree, That ta
between Mauly and Delarey which he
had heard Angel speak of—that talk had
taken place, just as Angel had said, He
had no doubt of it now. If Mauleverer
» would write of him like this to his uncle,
he would speak of him like that to his
study-mate. .

It seemed to the unhappy boy that the
very sunlight was blotted out of the sky.
Where he had walked with cheery con-
lidence, he now saw dark and yawning
pitfalls. What faith was he ever to place
in word or look after this?

Yet he would not blame Mauly. Mauly
bad done his best, and regard for Sir
Jimmy's feelings, compassion for the
wretched outeast, had prevented him
from being candid. Only, he couldn't
stand Jimmy any longer, and wanted to
be rid of him,

Sir Jimmy crushed the letter in his
hand again, and groaned aloud. That
was how Mauleverer thought of him and
spoke of him. And Delarey, too! He
must be in this. [t hurt Jimmy horribly
to believe that. He thought a heag of
the South African junior who had been
so kind to him.

Was it the same with the other fellows
—Wharton, Bob Cherry, Squiff, all of
them? They were kind to him; but so
was Mauly, and Mauly spoke of him as
disgusting. Did they all think the same
an npeai the same behind his back?
Was it all politeness, another name for
black treachery?

it was a long time before Bir Jimmy
Vivian left the Cloisters. That tell-fale
fragment was in his pocket now. He did
not mean to part with that. Only that
palpable cvidence m black and white,
which he could see with his eyes, could
convince him that it was not a miserable
dream, and could prevent him from ever
trugfing Mauly or anyone else again.
He was not feeling angry, only utterly,
utterly wretched.

But he knew what to do now. Lord
Mauleverer wanted to be rid of him. He
had asked his guardian to take him away
from G-reg:(riar& At all events, that had
been in his mind when he had written
this letter.

He would not have to ask twice. Grey:
friars had lost its charm for Sir Jimmy
Vivian. Under the fair surface of publie
sohool life he had found, or thought he
had found, depths of smiling treachery
that had no existence even in the alleys
he had lived in in his early days.

Theg thought that he was not goud
enough for Greyfriars. But if Greyfriars
was like this Greyfriars wae not good
enough for him either. His mind was |
made up as he went with slow, heavy

-

-
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THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bitter Blood !
6

'B Lord Mauleverer called to Sir
Jimmy as he entered the House,
“Do you know you've missed
tea, young ’uni” said his lordship

Sir Jimmy looked at him.

Mauleverer's manner was the same as
of old. There was the same lazy cor-
diality. Nothing in his lock or tone indi-
the letter Sir Jimmy had read. _

A sense of repulsion came over Sir
Jimmy. He started back as Mauly was
druppmg a kindly hand on his shoulder.
shrilly.

?ﬂ'

“’Ands off !V

“Begad !” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer.

He gazed at the waif of Greyfriars in

Sir Jimmy stood panting. Mauleve-
rer’s smiling, friendly face had roused
anger and repulsion in his breast. After
all, whatever he was, he was better than
was the thought in his mind.

“Anythin’ wrong, Jimmy ?" asked his
lordship helplessly.

“Oh, no!” saud Sir Jimmy bitterly.
leverer! You ain't quite good enough to
touch me !

“*Wha-a-at 7"’ _

“Let me alone, that's all! T ain't
that's any comfort to you!™

Sir Jimmy went on his way, but not to
the study, He had missed his tea, but he
was not h “
surprisc. Bir Jimmy's v ies were too
much for him. Several fellows had seen
that ]])]eeuliar ineident, among them Angel
of the Fourth. Aubrey Angel was

EGAD! Here you are, then !
geverely.
cated that his feelings were as depicted in
“Don't touch me!” he exclaimed
wonder,
this friendly, amiling backbiter.
“Only, don’t touch me, Lord Mau-
going to trouble you much longer, if
Lord Mauleverer stood blinking with
smiling as he strolled away.

~ “Oh, heqa.d 1”  said Mauleverer.
“ Wharton, old man, do you know wha®s
wrong with Vivian?”?

" Blessed if 1 do!” answercd the cap-
tain of the Remave.

“The wrongfulness appears to be ter-
rific ! remarked Hurree Singh. * Per-
haps the fsteemad young aes is off
rockerfully 17

Lord Mauleverer went to his study,
hnﬁeleﬂlx puzzled.

3y the time he sat down to prep with
Delarey Sir Jimmy had net appeared
there. He came in when prep was nearly
over, looking tired and weary. _

“You haven’t done your prep, kid,”
said Lord Mauleverer mildly.

“T ain’t going to do none !”

“You'll have a row with Quelchy 'in
the morning, then !” remarked Delarey.

“P'r’aps, and p'r’aps not !’

“What's up with you?” inquired the
South Afriean junior.

“Find out I

“Jimmy |” murmured Mauleverer,

“Don’t talk to me!” answered Sir
Jimmy. “Can’t you let a bloke be? 1
ain't good enongh for you, Lord
Mauleverer, am I? T ain't asked you to
be friendly, neither. You needn't ’ave
took so much trouble to spoof a kid what
didn’'t know nothin’.”

“1 don’t know what vou
JimH}F-“

“’Course -you don’t!” said Sir Jimmy
sarcastically. **Wot beats me is why yon
took the trouble to spoof a poor bloke.
I am’t no claim on you. You wasn't
called on to take no trouble.
manners, 1 spose—that was it. We
'‘adn’t no gooed manners in Blucher’s
Rents.” Bir Jimmy laughed bitterly.
“P'r'aps we wasn't any worse for that,

mean,

footsteps towards the School House.

neither.”

That 1

Good |
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.

|

Three-halfpence.

Lord Mauleverer locoked at him in
e Angel b I I

“Has Angel been pulling wour leg
again, Jimmg ?"* he asked. g J

“No, ho*ain’t]”

“Has he——"

" Oh, don’t talk to me about Angel |”
said Bir Jimmy gruffly, “1I believe it
was all true he said, too. But he ain't
saidd anything more, if that's wot yon
want to know. I ain't even seed 'im.”

“You believe what he said was true 2"
repeated Delarﬂ?'.

“Yes, I does|”

“We'vae denied it, Jimmy.™

“I know that,”

“What do you mean, then, you young
sweep?” exclaimed Delarey angrily.

"1 mean that you're a liar, and Mauly's
apother |” said Jimmy, with bitter de-
Iibsration. “J¥ think ti:ley'rr: nearly all
IW's and spoofers, and a kid from the
slums can't keep his end up with ’em.
All the same, I reckon you two, an’
Wharton an’ Cherry an’ Nugent—the
whole lot of 'em rotten liars!”

“Have you gone mad?” cxelaimed
Delarey, too astonished te be angry.

“No, 1 ain'ti”

“Then what's the matter with you 2

“Find out !”

The South African junior gave him a
grim look, and then turned quietly back
to his work. He had had enough of Sir
Jimmy Vivian for the time being,

Lord Mauleverer was looking utterly
diatflesued.‘ b .

“Jimmy ! he said appealingly.

Sir Jimmy broke out aavaggljr:

“Will you shut up? 'Let a bloke
alone |

"1 want to know what's wrong, my
dear kid ! v

“TH tell yer, What's wrong is that
youre a har, Lord Mauleverer, and a
spoofing  rotter !”  shouted Vivian.,
“That's what's wrong. Now, shut up !’*

“Oh, gad!” g Mauleverer.

He sat blinking at 8ir Jimmy. The

1]

latter moved about the study, gathering
up a few things—one or two articles
that belonged to him.

Mauleverer broke the silence at last.

“Jimmy, what are you up to 7

“1 ain’t stealing nothing of yours|”
answered Sir Jimmy,

¥ Gh, gad 17

Sir Jimmy left the study.

Lord Mauleverer blinked helplessly at
Delarey, =

" What does this mean, Dealarey ™ he
sard fecbly.

“1 suppose Angel has boen getting at
aiynung fool again 1"

“ 1—I suppose 1t's that ! But—"
Let him rip!” said Delarey, shrup-
ging his shoulders. ** After what bhap-
pened before, he ought to have more
sense. He's lu'ck:r to get off without a
licking, after what he's said !

Lord Mauleverer did not reply, but he
left his prep unfinished, and went down
to the Common-room. Bir Jimmy was
not there.

“Been Vivian, anybody?"” asked his
lordship.

“Gone to bed,” grinned Skinner. -
“Looked rather seedy, I thought. Too
many smokes with Angel, T dare say.”

Harry Wharton joined Lord Mauleve-
rer as he left the Common-reom.

“ Vivian looked awfully blue,” he said.
“There's something wrong, Mauly. Has
Angle-l been up te his tricks again " .

“I—I su 80,” said Mauleverer.
‘“He's been talkin® stmply frightful rot in
the study. I can't do anythin’ with him,.
Come and try your hand, will you?”

** Yes, rather!”

The two juniors went up to the Re-
move dormitory. It was dark there, but
a glimmer of moonlight came in-at the
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high windows. Sir Jimmy was lying on
s bed, and as Wharton opened the door
he heard a sob. |

“Poor kid!” murmured  Mauleverer,
“There's somethin’ awf'lly wrong!”

Sir Jimmy sat up as he heard the
linnim-s enter, In the glimmer of moon-
ight his fuced showed white, stained
with tears.

“You-can't leave a cove alone’” he
said bitterly.

“Jimmy, old chap,” said - Wharton,
“we want you to explain. What have
you got agmnst Mauly?"

*Nothin'.”

“Then why——"

“Find out!”

‘Wharton coughed.

“You know I'm your friend, Jimmy !"
he began.

“'Ow do T know?” sneered Vivian.
“P’r’aps you are, and p’r’aps you ain't.
P'r’aps you're as big a sneaking liar as
Mauly "is8elf! The odds is that you are,
I don’t want nothin’ to do with you,
anyway !"

El'r}r Wharton flushed. Concerned as
he was for the little fellow, who was evi-
dently in deep trouble, such words were
hard to bear.

“Then you won't explain, Jimmy?”

“There ain’t nothin’ to explain, 'cept
that I don’t like liars and 'umbugs ”* said
Sir Jimmy. “Let a bloke alone! I ain't
gzoing to worry any of yer much longer!
(:ive me a rest, and be "anged to you !”

He turned his face away, and refused
to speak again., Wharton and Lord
Mauleverer left the dormitory quietly.
Sir Jimmy's trouble, whatever it was,
was beyond their dealing with.

%

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Black and White !
IR JIMMY VIVIAN received a

good many curious glances when
the Remove fellows came up to bed
that night. d
All the Form knew that there was
trouble betwen the little waif and his
kind friend and protector, Lord Mau-
levered. Indeed, a good many of Sir
Jimmy’s wild words had been heard by
other fellows. Skinner expressed his sur-
prise that Mauleverer stood it; and Billy
Bunter gave Mauly his valuable advice
to lick the little cad, anyhow—advice
which very nearly earned Bunter a back-
hander from his lordship. Lord Mau-
loverer was not feeling resentment. He
was worried and distressed. It was evi-
dent that Sir Jimmy harboured a deep
and bitter resentment algainst him, and
he suspected that Angel of the Fourth
had something to do with it. Yet the
baronet had said that he had not even
soen Angel. Whatever it was, Mau-
leverer had done all he could—more than
most fellows would have done—to set the
matter right, and he could do no more.

If Bir Jimmy chose to keep up resent-
ment without explaining the cause, he
2iad to be allowed to have his way.

Poor Sir Jimmy did not feel like ex-
plaining. What was the use of it? Mauly
could not deny his own hand, could he?
Perhapes he could, and would, and would
lio and lie, as Jimmy now belicved, that
he had lied before. -What was the use of
1t all?

Vivian was not thinking of that. He
was thinking of the decision he had come
to—the only decision he could come to,
so far as he could see—and that was to
leave Greyfriars. He did not think of
witting to Lord Mauleverer’s guardian to
- take huim away. That would mean expla-
nation, recriminations. He did not want
to accuse Mauly. He only wanted to have
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done with the whole business—to get back
to his old quarters, where people were
rough and shabby and worse, but at least
did not hide deceitful hearts under f#lse
smiles. Mauleverer wanted him to go.
Well, he would go, and there would be
an end !

That was Sir Jimmy’s fixed decision as
he turned in, heedless of the curious
glances many of the Removites gave him.

He did not sleop. .

He heard the clock strike again and
again. He was only waiting for the hour
to strike when it would be safe for him to

move without danger of awakening the
others. |

Midnight at last !

Sir Jimmy sat up in bed. There was a
glimmer of moonlight on the windows,
but thn_gmrmitm'y was very dim, e

Softly, quietly, he crept from his bed,
and dressed in the dark.

Round him there was stead breathing,
and the resonant snore of illy Bunter
could be heard. But through the quiet
there came a sudden voice.

“Is that you movin’, Jimmy?"

Vivian stood still, his heart beating.

It was Lord Mauleverer's voice, His
lordship was awake.

Sir Jimmy did not answer. He crept
away on tiptoe towards the door. The

creak of a bed sounded as Mauleveyer
jumped up. |

“Jimmy |”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a drowsy
voice. “ Wharrer row?”

“Jimmy! Stop!"

Sir Jimmy had the door open when |

Lord Mauleverer reached him. Mau-
leverer caught bim by the shotilder, pulled
him back, and shut the door quickly,

They stood facing each other in the
dimness, Sir Jimmy breathing hard.

‘Let me pass, Lord Mauleverer!” he
said, in tones of concentrated rage.

“Where are you goin’, Jimmy "’

“T'm goin’ out!”

“Jimmy," said Lord Mauleverer, in
great distress, ‘“don't be a young ass!
I was suspectin’ somethin’ of this sort
from what you let drop, an’ I stayed
awake on purpose.

“You did!” ejaculated Vivian.

The slacker of the Remove had stayed
awake till midnight on his aceount !

. “Yes. NDW} tell me where you were
gomn’, Jimmy?”

“You've guessed, ain’t you?" answered
Vivian bitterly. “I'm goin’ out of Grey-
friars, and I ain’t comin’ back, neither!
Wot are you interferin’ for?”

“You young duffer!” exclaimed Mau-
leverer. “Do you thing I'm goin’ to let
You run away from school?”

“That's wot I'm goin’ to do. Don't
tell me no more of your lies!” said Sir
Jimmy. ‘““Wot's the good? You'll be
glad I'm gone. Wot’s the good of keep-
in’ up this ’ere 'umbug?”

said Lord

“You're not goin,”
pass, or I'll shift yer

Mauleverer quietly.
“You'll let me
said Sir Jimmy between

soon enough!”

his teeth. . _
b Whﬂl‘tﬂn I" ) i
“Hallo?” The captain of the Remove

sat up in bed. *‘*What’s the row?”
The voices had awakened a good many
the Remove. .
“Vivian’s got a potty idea of runnin’
away,” said Lord Mauleverer. *For
00 'nesa‘ sake, help me reason with
im !

“He jolly well won’t go!"” said Whar-
ton grimly. _

The Famous Five turned out at once
with several more fellows.
lighted a candle-end.

verybody was awake now. HEven Billy

of

Peter Todd

q

Bunter was stitting up in bed and jam:
ming his glasses on his fat little nose.

Sir Jimmy eyed the juniors angrily as
they surrounded him. His escape was cut
off, with a vengeance, and
heaved with resentment.

" Now, what does this mean, you young
ass?” asked Johnny Bull. '

“Find out!”

“You weren't going to leave Grey-
friars, surely, kid?’' exclaimed Bob
Cherry. _

“Yes, T was—an' I am, too!”

* What for?” demanded Bob. |

“’Cause I'm fed up with livin® amon
liars and ‘'umbugs, for one thing!”
answered Sir Jimmy bitterly.

“Why, you checky young sweep——""

“Do you want a hiding, young
Vivian?” boomed Bolsover major.

“You can’t go, Jimmy,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “ Unless you're ttv, kid, 1
can't guess what you're thinkin’ of it for.
What makugnu think T want you to go?
Has some cad— Angel, perhaps——"

“You don't, then?" sneered Sir Jimmy,

“Clertainly not!”

“ Liar !

;E‘{Ehlu h aught S b

Wharton caught Sir Jimmy by
the e;ﬁr, his brow dark.

“Look, here, there's enough of that,
Viyian!” he said. “You've asked for a
jolly good hidinﬁ, and you'll get it if
you're not careful.
against Mauly, you young cad?”

“Find out!”
“Well, 'm going to ﬁﬁnd out,” said
Harry, “You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, slanging your best friend, the
chap who's always s ¥ your—="" -
. “You du{:}:t knﬂw!’:i mlferei E;

mmy. “P'r'aps ou_do, though.
dessay you're as big:ir a liar undugumhug
as he is!”

“The kid must be mad!” said -Bob
Cherry, in utter wonder.

“I'm afraid he is a bit potty,” said
Lord Mauleverer. ‘There’s no way of
accountin’ for this, otherwise. Some cad

has been stuffin’ him up——""

“It’s a lie!"” shouted Vivian. * Think
I'd ’ave believed anybody wot told me
you was a liar and a spoofin’ rotter? 1T
wouldn't 'ave believed it without proof !”

“Oh, begad!” -

“Let's have
grinned Skinner,

“Trot out your proof, Vivian,” said
Wharton sharply, * or you'll get the
licking you've been asking for!”

the proof,  Vivian,”

15 breast

What have vou got

“Lying little _r:n,d " said B'ﬁl}-ﬁﬂ?ﬂ' .

major, o=
“Lyin’ am I 7" exclaimed Sir Jimmy.
P'r'aps Mauleverer will deny his own
'andwritin’, then?”
He grabbed the
and held it up.
“Took at that! er's
fist—and that's ‘ow he speaks of me to
‘18 uncle—me,
friendly with!”
“Great Scott!”

There was a‘buzz in the dormitory
as the juniors crowded round to look at
the letter in the candle-light. = Lord
Mauleverer looked, and started as if he
had been stung.

*Oh, gad " he said, .*Oh, by gad!”

"Ma-ufy I” exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“H-t&‘l'iﬂg at him, "Yau--j'ﬂﬂ Eﬂﬂldﬂ't : =
" *No, L couldn’t,” agreed his IQI‘MF.
“It's your
“Your hand, .right enough,” said

paper from his pocket
That's Mauleverer's
that he pretends to be

‘and ! yelled Sir Jimmy.

& g L

i~

“ Not quite,” saifd Lord Mauleverer &

y. If I'd written & caddish thing
ike that, I'd deserve all that peor old
Jimmy ca me, and more. But
didn’t. That letter is a forgery |”

"ﬂ
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Sir Jimmy is Satisfied !

4 SAY, vou fellows——"
I “A—a—a forgery!” stuttered
Sir Jimmy Vivian.
“Yaas, you young ass "
“A—a trick 7" exclaimed Wharton.
-“Yaas.” .

“T say you fellows—" .

* Shut up, Bunter, dear man! Jimmy,
where did you get that letter?”

“I—I found 1 in my Euclid to-day,”
stammered Bir Jimmy. *Look ’ere,
Mauly, it’s in your ’and.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Dry up, Bunter!”

“It's like my hand. I shouldn't sce
the difference Iﬂ?’EE.Ef,” said Mauleverer
quietly. “ But it's not mine, Jimmy, for
1 have never written anythin’ of the
kind to my umcle. Some cad wrote
that and stuck it in your Euclid, an
imitated my handwriiin’, Surely you can
take my word, kid?"”

W ]_'_I "

“And T can guess who it was,’~ ex-
claimed Wharton fiercely. * That rotier
Angel 7

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Will you dry up, Bunter, you fat
chump ?”

“No, I won't!” howled Bunter. *1I
know who it was! I say——" ]

“Begad ! What do youw know about 1it,
Bunter 7"

Billy Bunter was gasping with exaite-
mernt.

“T eay, you fellows, I know who did
it !” he stuttered, “ Listen to me! Look
here, what did Angel want an old
exercise of Mauly's for, eh? H ynung
Vivian had shown me that letter, 1 coul
have told him. I teil ,tyﬂu I saw Angel
take an old exercise of Mauly's out of
No. 12, and when 1 went to his study
to speak to him he had it on his table
there, and he cut up rusty and kicked
me out, and I'd have hicked him only—
only "

“Oh!” said Sir Jimmy in a low
voice. Belief was struggling in his mind
with black and bitter doubt.

“1 thougly Angel was after the peaches
at the time,  gasped Bunter, “but I can
gca what fm wanted now. He didn't
want Delarey’s peaches, you know—that
was only spoof. It was a sample of
Mauly’s fist he wanted, and that's what
he got. 1 tell you I saw him.”

And Bunter, having obtained a hear-
mg at last, burst into a description of
the raid on No. 12, which had so unfor-
tunately failed to materialise in peaches.

“ Berad, that settles it,” said Lord
Mauleverer, knitting his brows. *“1I'd
have guessed it was Angel, anyway, but
that settles it. Anybody comin’ with me
te sce Angel?”

"1 ey, it's, late, Mauly—half-past
v ..ITFE'—'—”

“Yaas, Angel will lose his beauty
sleep.”

z will deny " muttered Bir
Jimmy miserably, “and—and——"

“Can’t you take Mauly’s word, you
young ass?” growled Bob Cherry.

Sir Jimmy was silent,

“Angel won't dan? it,” said Lord
Mauleverer calmly. “Either Angel will
cotfess, or 1 shall take this letter to
the Head tfo-morrow morning and
demand a public inguiry.”

“0Oh, my hat!”
 Lord Mauleverer, with the letter in
his hand, walked out of the dormitory.
Half the Remove followed him on tip-
toe. They reached the Fourth Form
dormitory and crowded in—still very
quietly. ere was an exclamation as
,;._!.T gm-t,nn- turned on one of the electric
IEhta,

“ Remove cads! Line up!” Tt was
Cecil Reginald Temple, the captain of

L

| sus
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ﬂlg f‘?};?{tih!”whu spoke. ' Wake up!

*Hold on, Temple ! exclaimed Harry

rton. “It's not a raid.”

“What are you doin’ here, then, at
this time of night?" demanded Temple
piciously,

“You've got a forger in your Form,
Temple, an’ we've come to speak to
him,” said Lord Mauleverer calmly,
“1 see you're awake, Angel!™

Angel rubbed his eyes.

“What are you driving
drawlin’ cad f” he asked.

“Look at that letier!”

Aubrey Angel started
on the precious letter,

“You've geen that before?”

“Never!” yawned Angel.

“You didn't steal a copy of my hand-
writin, prackise it in your study, an’
write this in_imitation, and stick it
m Vivian's Euclid for him to find

there 7

" You cheeky cad ! shouted Angel.

“You deny it, Angel?” asked Lord

uleverer quietly.

“Yes, you cad!”

“1 saw you!” howled Bunter,
saw you bagging Mauly’s old exercise,
Angell TI'm a witness! He, he, he!
What were you doing with that old
exercise i your study 7"’

“You deny it Angel! Very good,”
said Lord Mauleveicr. “You'll have a
chance of denyin’ it before the Head
in the mornin’. DP'm takin’ it to him
immediately after prayers, to ask for an
imquiry imto who forged it. If you're
mnocent, you've n-nigling to fear., If
you're not, you may as well get ready
to leave Greyfriars. Come on, dear
boys! Let’s get back to bed.

Angel's face was a study as JLord
Mauleverer turned to the door, Paul
Hﬂﬂd ?n

at, you

as his eyes fell

HI

Kenney gave him a warning look.
“You—you're goin’ to the
panted Angel.
::I_a,iu, m"the mornn’. "
g as a witness!” inilled
“You weren't after the
peaches, you rotter! T know what you
wanted! He, Le, [
“ Mauleverer ! shonted Angel, as the
schoolboy earl reached the door.
“Well ¥ Manley looked back. * Have
you anythin’ to say?" '
“You—yon're really goin’ to the Head
about that rubbish?” panted Angel,
T st it
“I—T1—" Angel licked his lips.
“I—I don't mind ownin’ that I did it
for—for a joke!”
Sir Jimmy Vivian'ssface lighted up.
It was a confession; and the last

-miserable, lingering doubt of his kind

friend left Sir Jimmy at that moment,
nﬁw:;; to return. 1

“You own up, you unspeakable cad ?”’
exclaimed Harry l‘leM'l:»w:.il'Il::ﬂar -

“Well, "ot 2l the sneals '

“Well, of all the sneaking curs!” ex-
claimed Temple. “Forging a fellow’s
hand! That's rather fgh?]cg, even for
you, Angell”

“I'd go to_ the Head, anyway, Mauly "
exclaimed Johnny Bulll “That ead
ought to be kicked out of Greyfriars!”

“T'm dealin” with that cad ™ said Bir
Jimmy, between his teeth.

He rughed at el.

The dandy of the Fourth came out
of bed with a_ erash, tangled in
clothes. He howled wildly as the baronet
smote him hip and thigh. He tore him-
self free of the bedclothes, and fought
savagely, but the infuriated baronet
aimrﬁy overwhelmed him. Removifes

and Fourth-Formers looked on, grin-
| ming. - Aubrey Angel’s handsome ‘;ma
was no longer dsome when Sir Ji

had finished.  Both his eyes were .
and his neee was swollen and streaming,

Three-halfpence. 13

and he lay gasping on the floor, as
soundly thrnﬁed as ever a rascal had
been. L]

“ Mauly,” Bir Jimmy whispered ro-

mgi:]fy to Miiulewi-ererlas they left the
itory — “Mauly, I'm sorry! I
never knowed——" v

“All serene, kid,” said Lord Mau-
leverer kindly. “You had it in black
and white, an’ I can’t blame you for
thinkin’ as you did. But—"

I ought to ’ave guessed,” muttered
Bir Jimmy. “I ought to 'ave knowed
you better, Mauly! But—but I was
urt—"" ~

“1I know, kid,” eaid Mauleverer
softly. Dan’t think about it any more
—it was all lémg malice, from that cad’s
]_?llllg hand. Shove it out of your mind.”

“1—1 will, Mauly! And—and you
don’t want me to leave Greyfriars?

I'll punch your head if you speak of
such a thing, you young ass!”

Sir Jimmy laughed. He could ]mﬁ‘}:

now. He slept contentedly, after

i the Remove dormitory that night,

_ Ang‘ﬁl of the Fourth, the next morn-
mg, displayed two black eyes to the
surprised and horrified Faze of his Form-
master. And as Angel did not care to
explain how he had come by them—lest
more  should _tranapilt'ie-—hi rgeiveﬂ e
caning, a gating, and a hundred lines
for hli dmgran&fui appearance,

But that wae not all his punishment,
He received, in addition, the utter con-
tempt and scorn of all the Fourth Form
and the Remove. Even his %al Kenney

ven Skin-

eeemed rather shy of him.
nd Seott regarded him

ner and Snoop a
unfavourably.

His miserable glot was known and
exposed, and the Creyfriars juniors were
not slow to le* him know what they
thought of it. And Angel, in fear of his
rascality coming to other ecavs, bore in
silence the words and looks of scorn
thiﬁtﬁ tmpt Eﬁ; unNa;ll sides. -

m Study No. 12 in the Remove
all was calm and bright. Confidence
had been restored there, beyond Angel's
power to shake again, even if he ven-
tured ugon the attempt; and Sir
Jimmy Vivian's face was very sunny
in the days that followed. Harry Whar-
ton and Co. administered a savere
slanging to the ~ baronet, which Sir
Jimmy bore meekly, féeling that he
deservad it; .and n they Til=
mously forgave him, on condition that
he never played the giddy ox again, as
Bob Cherry expressed it. But Sir Jimm
was not likely ever to fail again in :Ea.:lﬂ?;
in his kind friend, Lord Mauleverer !

(Don’t miss ‘““ THE SECOND FORM

MYSTERY !”—next Monday’s grand

complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

NOTICES.

BACK NUMBERS WANTED BY—

William Aymes, 80 Enmmny Road, Willes.
borough, mnear Ashford, Kent.—* Bunter's
Day Out,” “ Bunter’'s Bust-Up,” ¥ Bob Cherry's
Barring-Out.”

Miss Gladys A, Smith, §, Watkinzon Street,
Skipton, Yorks.—"Gems,” MiGNETS, “Eﬁ
Populare,” also “Boys’ Friend * Libraries, 2d.
offered for pemny fssues, 4d. for Libraries—
clean. Write frst.

Miss Freda Hallle, 30, Hall Rtreet, Moonee
Ponds, V Australia.—* Figgins' Folly,”

N 6, ““Bob Cherry's Barring.outs
umber, "R Cherry’s T ey
'Mm‘:ﬂmmw..ﬂ “Tom M . &
Co.”; also * Penny Popular,” “ Secret the
Red Room.”
Edwin Hill, 7, Broomhill Gardens, Green
Lane, Goodmayes, Bssex.—“Bumter's Bust-
Ui“ 3d. offered.

all ﬂ'mmm' %mmﬂﬁi b s
' i h ¥ . I _ - :
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A Great New Serial

Duke Payton’s Last Fight (Continued).

HERE in the ravine Ferrers Lord, the
shikari, and Ching-Lung found Duke
Payton, of the Woods and Forests
Department, with a spear-cut in his

head and an arrow in his shoulder. He was
stone dead, and around him lay the slain,

*Old woll,” said Ferrers Lord sadly, “here

are the frujts of thy curse.” .
... “Nay, not my curse, sahib,” said Larput
Raj, “for 1 did bt curse in my angerout of
a hot heart, and a corse must come [rom
‘hatred, and’ I hated not Payton Sahib, Ay,
[ would bave given Lhis hand to have stood
beside him and battled beside him! A battle
' it must have been. Oount thou the slain,
then, sahib, and marvel. It was a warrior's
death that this brave sahib died, and may
such a death come to me and to thee when
our hour draws nigh.”

“Keep thy wishes and thy curses alike

hetween thy teeth, old wolf,” said Ferrers
Lord. “Poor lad! I was beginning to like
him verﬂy much, Ching, Yes, it must have
been a fight. Carry him out, and then come
with me, shikari, and see if there are uny
more of these fellows in the ravine.”
. “Nay; carry him out, and I will go alone,”
said the shikari. “Truly T hope there are
more and many more. Then will I show ye,
sahib, that therée was no hatred in my heart
for Payton Bahib, not even when I cursed
him. He had brought sorrow into our villages
and made many widows, and my thoughts
were bitter. But always he fought like a
man, even as he fought this last great fight
that shall be told to our children’s children
in the villages. Farewell, Payton Sahib, brave
warrior and gallant foe! there be more
of them that slew thee hiding here, I, Larput
Raj, once thine enemy, swear that I will send
_their shadows to accompany thine on thy long,
dark journey !™ ;

Larput Raj dropped the rifie with a snap

into the palm of his left hand, and went
bounding up the ravine.
The death of Duke Pavton cast a shadow

over the camp. Only RuFert: Thurston had
known him really intimately, for he had been
very reticent, and sometimes inclined to be
aJittle domineering—a fault that could easily
be forgiven in o man who had been accus-
tomed to command and be obeyed for the
greater portion of his life.

They buried him the same evening in a
pretty little valley behind the camp, with a
pool close by where, in the night, the wild
créeatures' came down to drink. Ferrers Lord
read the Burial Service, Thevy were all there
axcept the Dahrans and Maddock, who was
on watch., The bearers stood round the grave
of the man who had warred against them
with bowed heads. It was the bearers who
firad the last zalute.

“ Poor old Duke Payton!” said Thurston.
“3leep well, old friend! It's just the place
he would have chosen, Ching. “He loved the
wlld and the open skies. This has rattled me
badly, Ching. When you got to know him
Le was one of the hest.”

“It has rattled me, too,” said Ching-Lung,
‘a3 they turned away. “He asked me to go
with him, and I was loading some of those
wietched bombs, and declined. If I had gone
he might not have been Ij’il‘l% there. He must
have put up a terrific fight—something to
make you gasp. He had brained four of them
and speared another after he had used up his
ammunition, 80 it was a hand-to-hand affair,
And I don't think he did it because he was
nlbogethar cornered., M lﬁlea is he was think-
ing that if he let any of them out on our side
they would be sniping us.”

| had wrenche

Storz.

They had very little time for sorrow and
regrets. It was the millionaire’s scheme not
to interfere with the brown warriors suf-
ficiently to make them abandon their gigantic
task—though that may have been impossible
with such
ing theml. KEvery half-hour or so Ching-Lung
or Barry O'Rooney sent over & bomb that
stopped the inrush of boulders and gravel for
longér or shorter periods. But the warriors
persevered,

“1 take off my hat to the beggare for their
indusiry, Ben,” said Ching-Lung to the bos'un,
“Industry is an admirable thing, but it can
be overdone. If they'd only take a rest at
night I'd take of my hat to them several
times.»

Mr. Benjamin Maddock, who was in his
shirt-sleeves, rubbed his hands over his brown,
hairy arms. _

“It's a pity they don't join a trades union
and work a fair and proper eight hours a
day,” he said. “Put, only bein'  heathen
savages, we can't expect toe much, souse
me! I'm tired of the gravel-pushers!”

As a token of his weariness and contempt,
Maddock spat on his hands and picked up a
bomb. The ecanister had previously con-

-tained tiomed pears, and there was a highly-

coloured picture of a woung.lady on it who
was seated in a green gardem-chair, with a red
parasol over her head. Her boots were
yellow, and she was mursing a sky-blue dog.

Maddock studied this masterpiece of art
very solemnly.

“ Souse me,” he growled, *if it don't seem
wastin' a mateh to fight the fusé at all! If
the thing don't go off, the picture will strike
'em stone blind. Hi! ere’s your dope
comin' over, Euﬂuhes! Accept it with my
Kind regards!”

The usual report followed, and the. usual
yells, and the usual stoppage in the downpour
of soll and gravel. .

“It's a lot better here than at the top of
that pole, though the scenery ain't quite so
picturesque,” went on the hos'un. “ Mighty
bhad luck about Mr. Payton, sotuse me! What ?
You don’t mean to tell me—= Why, they're
at it again, drat 'em !»

Maddock heaved over another homb. and
for twenty minutes there was peace. Then
the stream of gravel began to run once more,

“Here, I'm fed up and sick and tired of it !»
said the diagusted bos'un, “If I can't fetch
along something to stop it a bit longer than
that, souse me, I'm a one-eyed Dutchman!
Let me have a stroll round and do a bit of
thinking.”

“Come back to me when your headache
starts,” said Ching-Lung, “I've got some stuff
that will ecure it.”?

Maddock did not claim to be an inventive
genius, but he did think he could invent some-
thing in the shape of a bomb that would have
more effeet than a tin canister. The brown
warriors seemed to be growing familiar with
this type of weapon, and everybody knows
that familiarity breeds contempt.

| 7 hngpana_ad that Weary Willie, the mule,
who had grown sadder and more morose since
he had lost the tip of one ear, had wandered
awai\;, and Gadra Singh had gone to search
for him. That is why the bos’un was ahle to
borrow a Eﬂﬂdple of iron saucepans. When he

the handle off the smaller one
it fitted nicely into the larger nutensil.

Mnddock collected all the hard and unplea-
sant trifles he could find—broken crockery,
niils out of packing-cases, and other spiky
articles. When that bomb was loaded and
wrapped round with copper wire it looked the
real thing.

etermined foes—but to keep check-’

As he was carrying it towards |

THE BROWN TORRENT.
By SIDNEY DREW.

A Thrilling Story of Adventure, in which Ferrers Lord, Ching=Lung
Gan~Waga, the Eskimo, and other Popular Characters, play their parts.

the trench he met his friends Prout, O'Rooney,

and Gan-Waga.

“ What have you got there, by honey?”
asked Prout. ¢ Are you going to boil a ham,
or what is it ?”

“It's & homb I've just made,” said Mad-
dock, “and it’s loaded right up to the top
with the real stuff. Just look here, souse me,
and I'll show you. You put the fuse in—"

“Make sail!” yelled Prout. *“He's made a
bomb! I wouldn't trust him not to set him.
sell or somebody else on fire with a box of
wet matches. By honey, he’ll blow up the
whole Shooting-match! I'm leaving!™

“Bedad, and so am Oi!” cried Mr. Barry
O’'Rooney. “Here's wan chap for the firrst
thrain to Ballybunion!” |

They fled, Gan-Waga waddling. behind them
as rapidly as he could work his plump legs.

“Well, of all the rabbit-hearted crawlers!”®
said the bos'un, with contempt. <Of. all
the—"

“ Ar-rer-r! Moaz awful thief! What. you do
thus to steal my saucepan{” "demanded the
excited voice of Gadra Singh, the cook.

“Easy, casy, souse mel” said Maddoek:
“You can have it back arter I've done with
it. Have a look at it.- You see, it ain't ex-
actly a saucepan now., It's a bomb. Look at
it, 1 tell you!”» |

The cook glared at the wire-bound thing
with frozen eyes for less than the twentieth-
Eart of a second, and -then he bolted.- The

os'un marched down to the trench. No one
was there, Maddock lighted the fuse, grasped
the handle firmly, and heaved.

To his horror the handle snapped clean off,
and, instead of soaring over the ravine, the
saucepan with the sputtering fuse shot into
the air above his head, an
back. ® :

—_—

Still Holding Their Own.

N nine cases out of ten the man who
undertakes a job he does not under-
stand makes either a mess of the joh
or of himgelf. To mAnufacture a fuse

that will burn an exact ntimber of seconds
requires the most scrupulous care. If it
burns too long the enemy ‘may retiirn the
bomb ere it has time to exploda, and if it d

not buru long cnough the thrower is hardly
likely to do any more bombing. Maddoek's
case, luckily for the gallant bos'un, was the
tenth case. Mis fuse consisted of damp,
black gunpowder wrapped in tissue-paper, a
haphazard®*sort of thing. ¢

# the bomb descended«-Maddox went over

the parapet. It was the quickest thing he
had ever done in his life. As he dﬁppﬂd
flat in full view of the enemy he heard the
saucepan bump down on the floorboards, and
waited for the crash. He expected a whole
section of the trench to go up in the air,
but as nothing happened he at last risked
one eye. The fuse had gone out, so.Mad-
dock went in and mopped his perupirin%tf:ue.'
After all his trouble, it seemed, a pity to
waste the thing, but without' the handle he
was not-sure that he could throw it far
enough. He lighted the fuse again, and
lifting . the heavy missile high above his
head, he sprang .across the trench, his chest
ntrlking heavily against the parapet. It was
& wonderful throw. The saucepan Jbumped
over the top of the mound, and rolled down
behind it. It expleded with & crash like a
thunderclap, filling the air with smoke and
dust and shields and baskets and other
debris. There was a gap in the miound nearly
four feet square. x

. “That; my dear Benjamin,” said the voice
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of Ching-Lung—"that i the proper article
with which to present them!™

“I should shay sho, sonse mc!” grinned the

Lbes'nn. “The stufl you've heen giving ‘em
sir, ain't strong enough. That'll keep ‘em
guiet !

It képt them quiet until alter dusk, for no
more gravel eame down the chute ; but from
the look-out post it was seen that they were
bringing up enormous quantities of it. When
it grew dark the stream began to flow once
more. At midnight it had become a noiay
torrent, pouring irto the ravine with a cease-
less rush. There ware several alarms, Three
or four times lJittle bands of spearmen
appeared at the head of the ecrossing, hut
melted away at the first rifle-shot. It seemed
part of their plan to keep harrving the de-
fenders and rob them of their sleep. In
the morning it was scen that they had
remoaved their dead.

Dandu brought his customary report. In
order to prevent another disaster like the
one that had resulted in che mnhappy death
of Duke Payfon, the millionaire had ordered
Shaldza to keep a close wateh on the ravine,

for in the night it was practically impossihle |

Lo prevent a few of the brown warriors from
- creeping down unscen, however vigilant the
scutries might be.

“All is quiet on the lagoon, Rupert,” said
Ferrers Lord, as the chief made his parting
salaam. “Quiet as yet.”

“Then you still expect danger from that
direetion, chiet?” '

“I have always expected it.,” =aid the
millionaire. “It's hard to bhelieve that these
hrown fellows can only have one idea in
their heads at one time. It's hard 1o
believe that they can't knock rafts together
or bnild cances or some kind of ecraft to
terry themselves over. 1f they stick to their
present idea of filling up the ravine, and to
that only, we shall be lucky. And they
wil be unlucky,” he added, with a smile.

Two days passed, days of burning heat, with
skies of copper. It was about ninc in the
cvening when Mr. Thomas Prout came to
the tent. He wase carrying a coil of fishing-
line to which were tied several little tags
of flannel and an iron weight. Ferrers Lord
tilted back the shade of the lamp <o that
the light fell on Prout’s burly figure,

“It's dropped four feet eight inchces, sir."
suid Trout, “and it's still rannin’ ont fast.”

“And no hope of rain,” said Ferrers Lord,
He Eknitted his brows. “I wanted them to
go further than this. Very well”

Prout had just sonnded the depth of the

ater behind the dam. It was leaking away

a speed that made. action imperative. for
very little water was coming down from
abhove, owing to the drought. The million-
aire called Prout back.

“Bring the battery.,” he said, "and ecall
them out of the trenches.
art thou?”

.~ Larput Raj, who had been lying on the
ground outside, sprang to his feet,

“Go thon to Dandu, old wolf of the hills,”
went on Ferrers Lord, “and tell Lim aund his

" men that there will be a great flame and |

much noise. And warn his brother swiftly
to bring his canoes from the mouth of the
ravine. Tell him also that this is not the
~great magic I promised, for that Is yet to
come."”

“You are going to blow up the dam,
then?" asked Thurston, who had just
awakened from a map. “It's a pity.”

“Say rather that the weather is a pity. 1
wanted a big weight of water behind the
dam, but the stream higher up seems to he
ranning dry. It won't be very spectacular,
I suppose you imagined it going up with the
warriors charging aecross it in thousands.
Even-that might have happened it 1 could
have summoned up the courage.”

“Courage—you?” asked Thurston, starine.
“That’s about the last thing I ever could
dream you were short of.”

“My dear fellow,” maid the inillionaire
quietly, “it would have heen glorious, and I
suppose it would have been war., A ecinema
film of it would have brought in a small
fortune, Perhaps it was not lack of courage
20 much as prudence. The best-laid mines,
like the best-laid plans of mice and men, oft
®o agley. At the crueial moment the mine
might have failed to explode, with the most
uncomfortable consequences for ourselves,
You ecannot hold up an army with one
machine-gun and a few rifles if that army
means to fight ; and the best machine-gun will
jam at times. And now the weather bas
decided for us.®

They went out into the sultry, hreathless
night.  Prout had already warned the
defepders to leave the trenches. The dull
roar of the falling gravel had become a

o —
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[amiliar sound, A flash-lamp keld by O'Rooney
shone on Prout’s hands as he knelt joining up
the mine-wire to that of the battery. The
buttery stoed on 4 camp table outside the
iLent, '

“ All ready, sor,” =aid Barry O Rooney.
“ There's nothing more to do but squirt on
the juice,®

There was a hoarse braying of horns. A
star-shell zoared up from the summit of the
look-out post, where Maddock was on watch.
It was another attack on the erossing. Hun-
dreds of arrows were pinging over. Ferrers
Lord reached out his hand and sent the spark
through the wire as the warriors, unchecked
by gunfire, leapt down Lhe steep path,

The explosion followed instantaneously. 1t
wis & chuos of flame and rock and water and
deafening sound. Pebbles and frugwents of
carth pattered round them like hail. The
whole force of the explosion seemed to take
the course of the rauvine. None of the war-
riors who had entered it could bave survived
its secorching breath for a moment, Those
above were flung back, bruised and battered.

The pent.up waters, free at lust, went roar-
ing on their way in frothing surges, sweeping
bhefore them the great bar of pravel that had
taken =0 much painful labour to create. Then
came silence,

“Chingy,” said Gan-Waga, “come alongs
with yo' handkerchiefs, old dear. I gotted
something in my eye.”

“ Bedad, don’t Oi wish ut was my fist!"
said Barry O'Rooney feelingly. “Av ut was
(i'd kape-ut there and dig ut in!”

Mr. O'Rooney's remark caused some langh-
ter, and Ching-Lung hastened to render first-
iid to the Eskimo,

It was not till the break of dawn that the
full effect of the explosion ecould be seen.
Their own upper trenches were crushed flut,
and buried beneath a pile of rock. On the
other side the mound had completely van-
irhed, and the timbers of the chute bad been
Hung in all directions. No dead bodies were
visible, and no dounbt they had beén removed,
for there muost have been hundreds of war-

- rh_ar:r. behind the mound at the moment the
inme had exploded, and the.casnalties eould |

only have been emormous, What would be
the next move?

“They've had a bad shaking-up this time,”
said Thurston, as they s=at aul breakfast.
“There are thousands of them right back
there, but they seem to he taking a rest. I
wish Payton could have seen the fireworks
lust night. As I was looking at the swarms
of them from the top of the post just now it
struck me that we were doing a mighty big

' thing. 0Of course, we've got the position and

Old woli, where | said Ferrers Lord.

-ton did not w

the weapons, hut it's a large order. 1'm feel.
ing quite prowd ol myself.”

“ We had to explode the mine far too soon,”
“If we vould only have
let them work there for another few days it
would have been im our favour. If there is
another attack on the ravine at all, I am a
very poor prophet. They won't face the risgk
of another explosion. This dry weather is all
agpinst ws, If it lasts they will be able to
march through the swamps, thoungh the inter-
sectang eracks, Dandun tells me, are very deep
and dangerous, and swarm with crocodiles.
Dandu is late this morniug with his report.
Give me another eup of coffee, il you please,
Ching. Ah, here's the chief'» -

Dandu salnamed. He was panting.

“Evil tidings, Azada!” he said. <1 was
wrong., They are building many big canoes,
and there is a boat with many ours that will
carry a hundred warriors readyv for lannch-
ing, Our ymm% men attacked it, hoping to
destroy it with fire; but they were too strong,
and drove us off, Unless thoun bringest thy

| great magic swiftly, Azada, we are lost!”

“Where are these ecanoes? asked the mil-
lionaire.

“On the island of the crocodiles, Azada. It
it well hidden, for there are many reeds.
There they huild their cances.”

“(io, then, and burn the reeds,” said the
millionaire. “They are tinder-dry, and a
breeze blows, Smoke out these brown rats,
and delay their work, I will give yon more
of the flaming water yon used on your spears
the other night. Go, and act quickly!”

Dandu moved off with a couple of tins of
paraftin,

Ching-Lung and Thurston walk
the end of the ravine and
canoes put out across the lagoon, The yellow
reed-beds extended for many miles, One by
one the canoes vanished into a winding chan-
nel, and the wild-fowl they had disturbed
settled down n. Ching-Lung and Thurs-
long. The attentions of the
flies in that particular spot were too painful.
Ching-Lung called up to Maddock to know if

down to

watched the
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there was anything doing wilhin Lis extensive
line of yision. :

“I know what I could deo, souse me, and
that's a pint of nice, cool bitter beer, sir!?
said Maddock, “The back of my neck is red-
hot, and I've got a tengue as dry as sand-
paper.” Hallo! A big smoke nor'-east of the
lagoon—a mighty big smoke !

They could not tell how successful Shaldza
had been in carrying out the object of the ex-
pedition, but by the smoke that rose he had
managed to create a fire on a tremendous
scale. It raged for several hours, and the
millionaire’'s binoeulars showed vast black
atehies and gaps in the yellow of the reed-
reds.  As the wind dro the fire died
down ; but towards nigh the breeze came
again, and it blazed up furiously, reddening
the whole sky. :

The shikari, who had been sent to Dandn
for news, returned, shrugging his naked
shoulders.

“ A failure,” said Ferrers Lord. * Shaldza
fired the reeds, Ching, but there was not a
canoe left on the island.”

“What the newspapers call intelligent
anticipation, chief.”
*0r ordinary common-sense.  Onee they

were dizcovered they realised their danger—
especially the danger of the reeds being fired.
Though not a suceess, it means another delay,
We'll move the machine-gun down there in
the morning, Ching. There will be a raid, and
a raid that will take some beating off. Will
you attend to that?”

“Yes, chief,” said Ching-Lung.

Ferrers Lord sat down near the lamp and
opened his pocket-book. He sat there study-
ing a pencilled, roughly-drawn plan of the
lagoom and of the river that ran down to the
old eamp where Gadra Singh bhad routed the
Dahrans with his big gun. Then he rose and
went out into the night,

Larput Raj, faithful old watch-dog, lying
there asleep with one ear cocked, sprang erect
at the light footfall of the master he almost
worshipped,

“0ld wolf,” zaid Ferrers Lord, © bring to me
six of thy best men, and rouse Prout Sahib.
And listen thou to me.”

The glare of the Tiirning reeds was- still
reddening the sky when Prout, Larput Raj,
and the six hearers left the camp. '

Conclusion,
T was comparatively cool in the great
eamp, for pleasant breezes blew from

the hills and tempered the heat of the

sun. A hand was playing. And in this
remote portion of our far-lung Empire things
were happening that have always puszled and
astonished every other nation in the world,
even our staunchest allies. There were ladies
in dainty frocks watching the last ehukker of
o finely-contested polo match. Indian troaps
flashed their white teeth in full appreciation
of the game, and lads in khaki, brown as chest-
nuts, from England, Scotland, Freland, Auns-
tralia, Canada, and New Zealand, added their
npplause, .

As the ponies galloped out an aeroplane
zoomed across the green turf and took wing.
It began to climb in swift spirals. When a
thousand feet up the pilot began to show the
gpectators some of the breakmeek tricke an
aeroplane can perform. It was like a gala day
at Hurlingham or Ranelagh, in London, before
the war, in the height of the fashionable
SEASON, ' _ _

Colonel Rayvor, in command of the-snmmer
eamp, was chatting to a group of ladies when
an orderly: approached, stood at the salute,
and banded bim a crumpled envelope, The
colonel was mnot yomthful. HWe gave an
apology, *put on his glasses, and opened the
envelope. He read the letter through twiee.

“Bring these two men to me!™ he said
sharply.

Old Nacha, sun-blistered, limping, and white
with dust, came forward, supported by his
nephew’'s arm. Five minutes later the bugles
were ringing. The sports had come to dn
abrupt end. There wus work to be déne.

That their greatest peril lay not from
beyond the ravine soon became obvious, The
enemy had already a number of canoces afloat,
and were adding to the number with feverigh
activity. Shaldza and his men showed great

uck, but many times during the next
wenty-four hours they had to paddle for
Lheir lives, being attacked by enemy patrols.
Two canoes were captured or sunk, and ten
of the Dahran fishérmen failed to return.

On the other side of the ravine the enemy
still remained in great stremgth, and Rights
of arrows came over constantly.

(To be concluded.)
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No. 84.—Mrs.
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NE must not say that Mrs. Mimble

' 12 not an important peérson. Does
: she not keep the tuckshop? And is

not that enough Lo establish her as
of great importance ¢

To the hoys of Greyfriars, anyway, Scarcely
to the readers of the stories, perhaps. For
they eannot savour the charms of Mrs.
Mimble's cooking. Net theirs to zit at her
counter, after the fazhion of Billy Bunter
when in funds, till replete within and greasy
withont. T don’t mean that there are many
of them who would want to do so—one here
and there, perhaps. I have had letters from
youngsters  whose intense and misdirected
sympathy  with Bunter has mven me the
notion that they would emulate bis gorging
Cexploits if it were in their power,

As for Trotter, his is rather a peeunliar
position, A boy among boyvs, vet marked off
from them by his position, he is sure to be
_submitted at times to treatment that he
does not like. Duat that would be by a few
only, amnd those few not from among the
decent fellows. For a decent tellow does not
* hit anyone who cannot hit back, as it were:
and Trotter can hardly retaliate in kind for
any jokes played upon him without risking
hig ‘place., On the whole, however, Master
Fred Trotter is pretty capable of taking care
of himself.

Mrz. Mimble can also take care of herself.
she s =oft-hearted and Kindly, and possibly
a trifle slow ; but she knows oo much to trusg
Bitly Bunter. Experience tanght her that
lesson; hut most of us have to learn by
experience, o we need not blame the good
lady of the ringlets for not perceiving by
intuition that Bunter is untrnstworthy, He
would run a bill of any length at the tuck-
shop if allowed. He does still owe an old
aecount there; bnt, though Mrs. Mimhble may
remind him of that when it hecomes neces.
sary to resist his pleadings that fresh credit
may bhe granted him, she must long since
have resigned all hope ol seeing it paid. That
will never happen unless Dunter comes into
a fortune; and even if such a stroke of luck
befell him he might forget it.

As for the rest, Mrs. Mimble knows [airly
well whom she ean trust and whom she ean-
not., The fellowz who are to he trusted
seldom ask for tick; if they are stony they
usually go without luxuries. ¥Even if an un-
foreseen emergency, such as the arrival of
an honoured pguest who had not been ex.
pected, arrivez, they try to horrow hefore
they ask Mrs, Mimhle for eredit. That is
only fair, But onme cannot imngine the good
idame declining to give eredit to Harry Whar-
ton, or Peter Todd, or Squilf, though she
would hardly give it to Skinner, or Snoop,
or Stott.

More than ope story has centred around
the tuckshop; but Mrs. Mimble cannot he
said to have played a prominent part in any
of them. She was down with influenza when,
at the suggestion of Fisher T. Fizh, the
Bchool Shop Co., Limited, wasz formed to
carry on in her absence. DBut busziness was
done in the Nag, not on the usnal premises:
and the devices of Fish as managing diree-
tor and the raids of Billy Bunter upon the
stock did not affect Mrs. Mimble,
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There wa2 another odeasion, when she went
away to visit ber invalid father, amd Fish
ook over the running of the tuckshop, with
results that were by no means eminently suc-
ceszful.  For Fish, imagining that he conld
aflord to try the Kind of operation that his
father, Hiram K., practized at home in the
U.8. A, that is to say, reaping the advantage
of having a corner—we call it war profileer-
ing now, but it amounts fo very much the
same thing, being a matter of supply and
demand—oltered inferior goods at high prices,
amd was ragged for his rapacity. He was
very glad to e¢lear out and hand over to Mrs,
Mimhle again, but he bhoad to stand a heavy
s,

In hiz bad dayvs Verpon-Smith bhad once Lo |
He and |
Mrs, |

selitle a4 big hill with the dame,
snoop and Stott raided the tuckshop.
Mimble imagined it was burglars, Mr, Queich
did not agree, DBunter gave the game away
hy hlackmailing the raiders and taking in to
hreakiast from  the proceeds of his black-
mathing  veal-and-ham patties,  tart=, and
cake. Inguiries were instituted, nnd Bunter
split., The raiders ot it hot, tor thett had not
heen Lheir only offence.  They Inod also tried
Lo Lthrow the blame for the afair upon Harry
Wharton & Co.—a miserable and mean trick.

Mrs. Mimble and Trotter bhoth shared in
the strike of the szchool stafl which left the
Head so badly in the lurch, and led to Mr.
Prout's acting for a brief time as Commander-
in-Chief of the Kitchen, with a crowd of
Removites as his army, That experiment was
not a suceess,

uneatable. ¥ish chipped in again, and tried
to Tun a restaurant on Mrs. Mimble's pre-
mizez. But his ecustomary desire for big

profits wrecked that,

Bunter wius at the bottom of that trouhle,
Things had heen missing from the kitchen
store-cupboards—grub, “afseourse—and
Head fonnd Dibhy, the groom, guiltyv. Dibbs
was not guilky, and the. only evidence against
him was manufactured by Bonter—to get
himszelf out of a serape the Owl had imitated
the voice of Dibhs. The staff were sure of
the groom’s innocence. It was true that Mrs.
kebble, the matron, had believed that she
heard the voice of Inbhs in the store-roon
and when [ragments of the Teast were fonml
in the old“larness-room it certainly looked
black against Dibbs, though, again, that was
due to Bunter.

Dibhs was told to go.
fellow-servanfs that he could not possibly
have heen guilty; and Mrs. Kehble, Mra.
Mimble, Gosling, and Dibbs himszelf went to
the Head to prove what Gosling called ®a
halibi.” Gozling suggested n strike, and
Trotter, with the natural instinct of a hoy,
thought it no end of u Jark. No doubt
Trotter got some enjoyvment out of the
andacious language which Gosling nsed to
the Head; but Mrs. Mimble did not, though
her nsually placid ftemper was roused at last,
and when the Heand ordered her to remove
her things from the school shop she shoufed
that she would be *right glad to.”

It was Trotter who solved the mystery,

Dihbs proved to lis

HI:_,E |

The dinner ‘prepared was quite |

which shows that Trotter has his wits about
L. The strike hodd turned into a dismissal,
but that dig not hinder Trotter from walk-
mg in at the gates—where he found Lordd
Mawteverer acting as lodge-keeper—and np
to Study No, 1. There he told the Famous
Five that he had thought the matter ont,
and  was sure that Bunter's ventriloquism.
wapr responsible for it; and he outlined an

ingenious scheme for catching Bunter red-

handed in the store-room. It was earried
out, and Bunter was caught : and the Head
wiis very pleased with Trotter, and gave him

a week's extra wages as a reward, And, of
course, the staffl came buck.
Protier hias plenty of curinsity. He was

very mnch  interested in the interview hes
tween the saflor, Fritz Lasker, and the hoy
who had masqueraded at Greyiriars as Clive
Cholmondéley ; and only the presence of
severnl Remove fellows in the passnge pre-
vented him from putting his ear to the key-
hole on being sent out of the study after
condneting Lasker thither. But there is no
evidence that he has the kevhole habit as
badly as, say, Bunter. Trotter, by the way,
5 not fond of either of the Bunters, Yon
may remeniber Mr., Prout's giving Sammy it
hot for kicking Trotter's zhins.

A decent Iad, the Greyfriars page; and Mrs,
Mimble is a very decent sort also, so that if
thire i< little to be told about them, that
[tttle i to their eredit.
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For Next Monday : ‘
“THE SECOND FORM MYSTERY ! ™
By Frank Richards.

Next week's story deals with Spring, the
nnpleasant new boy in the Second Form,
Sammy Bunter fis n{sn prominent in it; and
Iiu-ty Nugent, Gatty, and Myers all play their
parts.

-We do not very often have a Second Form
story ; but T know that many readers appreei-
ate such a yarn as a change, just as they
like now and then to have one in which the
stalwarts of the Sixth Form flgure promi-
nently. Some few are dissatisfled whenever
the Famousz Five are a little bit out of the
limelight,  But, though Harry Wharton and
Liz churus are the leading characters of the
series, they are not the only ones; and it
woulid tend to samenecss if they always played
the leading roles, They are always in the
stories, as a matter of course.

EXTRACTS FROM THE “ GREYFRIARS
HERALD.”

Our line serial finishes in our next number,
and the week following the “Extracts
from the Greyfriars Herald » will again appear
in the back pages. Most of yon, 1 sm sure,
have followed the [ortunes of Ferrers Lord,
Ching-Lung, and the rest of them with breath-
less interest : but, all the same, 1 do pot think
you will be =orry to have more of the shorl
stories of Greyfriars doings.

LIST OF GREYFRIARS STORIES IN

THE “MAGNET * (continued).

421.—“ Skinner the Skipper.”
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