THE PLOT TO RUIN A SCHOOLBOY!

(See the gripping school story of Harry Wharton & Co. inside.)

BUNTER'S BOAT TRIP-POSTPONED!

n avvesting U incident fronm the grand school stovy of Geonfvines  Tnside,)



2 ARE YGUR CHUMS INTERESTED IN PHOTOS? WELL, SHOW THEM THESE!
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UNSINKABLE !

It is claimed that the Gaskin
lifeboat is unsinkable, self-
emptying, and cannot be cap-
sized. Qur photo shows the
Gaskin undergoing a test at the
London Docks. The sandbags
represent sixty persons. In
addition 3% tons of water 1s
being pumped into the boat.
The ordinary ship's lifeboat
does not stand this test, so the
Gaskin model 15 a distinct
acquisition to shipping.

G

WINGS UNDER WATER!

Here's a picture of the first acroplane ever carried_in a submarine—you can sce it with
wings folded back, in its cylindrical ** hangar.” = The weight of this tiny_plane, which
L can he assembled ready for a llight within nine minutes of the submarine’s coming to the sur-
\_) face, 1o 1000 Ih  This is anather great advance in mechanical science, and one trembles to
BT

think what the next war will be like,



BASE INGRATITUDF.! In helping a new fellow to scttle doicn al Greyfriars, Navry Whartm littie vealises that I
is befriending a freacherous foe—a boy 1who has Leen sent to the school for the crpress purpose of disgracing

and ruining him. Yef such is the cvil wnissicn of Da Costa the boy from the East!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows !

& E, he, he!”
H Billy Bunter gave utter-
ance to that fat cachinnation..

Bunter seemed amused.

The Remove fellows grouped before
the pavilion, however, did not seem
amused—not in the least.

Harry Wharton was frowning.

It was the day of the Higheliffe
match: and the Higheliffe cricketers
had arrived on the Greyfriars ground.

The Greyfriars men were ready for
them: with one exception. One member
of the team—an important member, &s
it happened—was conspicuous by his
absence. :

Which was not likely to appear
amusing to Harry Wharton, the cap-
tain of the Remove: however entertain-
ing it might scem to Bunter.

*Hasn't anybody seen that chap Da
Costa 1" asked Harry, looking round,

There was a gencral shaking of heads.

Nobody hind.

Billy Bunter chuckled again: but
Bunter was not heeded. Bunter was
uo cricketer; and his prescnce there
was quite superfluous: his fat chuckle
more superfluous still.

“It's jolly odd,” said WWharton,
knitting his brows, “Da Costa knows
the time quite well—I ecan't understand
his not turning up. - Couldn’'t you see
him anywhere in the House, Franky?”

“No,"” answered Nugent, “I've
looked for him everywlere.”
B"]};em‘e him out,” snggested Johnny

il

“That’s easy enough—only we want
him. We're leaving out Mark Linley,
and we want Da Costa in his place.”

“I say, vou fellows—"

“0h, shut up, Bunter.”

“But I 38_\""-“"

“8hut up!” roared Bob Clerry, with
a threatening motion of his bat, which
made the Owl of the Remove iump
back suddenly. Remarks from William
Cieorge Bunter were not wanted just
fhen.

“Beast |” pgasped DBunter,

.\ Y
TR

“He can't have forgotten,” said
Wharton. “He can't have goue out
and left us in the lurch, for né reason
at all. What on earth has become of
the chap?”

““The whatfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “1t
is a terrific honour for a new fellow to
play in this esteemed match.”

“I should jolly well think so0,”
growled Johnny Bull. “Look lere,
Wharton, if the silly ass doesn't choose
to turn up, he will have to be chucked !
Like his cheek, I think, to keep us wait-
ing for him.”

“He must be kept away, somebow,”
said Harry, greatly puzzled. “He’s a
jolly keen cricketer, and. it's a_big
chance for a new chap to play in a
School match. I ean’t. understand it.”

_ None of the fellows could understand

it.

Arthur Da Costa, the boy from the
Fast, had been only a week at Grey-
friars, but in that time he had proved,
beyond doubt, that he was a first-class
man at the summer game: cqual to the
best in the Remove., Even Harry
Wharton and Squiff were not better
men ot the wickets than the olive-
skinned junior of mixed blood. The
captain of the Remove had looked on
him as a rod in pickle for the High-
clifians : and Da Costa’s name had been
posted up in_the list in tho Rag, as a
member of the team., To play for the
school, in his second week at Greyfriars,
was a distinction that fell to few
fellows: yet Da Costa was apparcntly
tlivowing it aside as o thing of no
value,

“He, he, he!”

Another fat chuckle from William

George Bunter intimated that he found
something very cuotertaining in the
situation,

Bob Cherry glaved at him,

“Will you shat up, Bunteri”  le
roared.

“Oh, really, Cherryg——"

“Dry up, you cackling chump!”

growled Vernon-Smith.
“He, he, he!”

A Grand New Long
Complete Story of
Harry Wharton &
Co., the Chums of
Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS

Bob Cherry gripped the cane handle of
his bat, with the evident intention of
lunging &t Bunter. N

Bunter jumped back again,

“ Look here, you beagt—"" "

“ Buzz off, if you don't want this bai
in your fat ribs!” snapped Bob.

“Oh, all right |" said Bunter. “I jolly
well won’t tell you, then. You can go
and eat coke.” ) .

Harry Wharton looked round guickly.

“Do you know where Da Costa is
Bunter?” he exclaimed.

‘“He, he, he!”

“Chuck that cackling, you fat chump,
and tell me where the fellow is, if you
know,” exclaimed Harry angrily.

Bunter grinned o fat grin—

“He's hooked it,” he said,

“ Hooked it 1"

“Just that! Gone out on his bike!”

“Gone out on his bike—when we’te
just going to begin!" exclaimed ihe
captain of the Remove.

“He, he, he! Yes!” chuckled
Bunter. “Ho doesn't want to play, yon
know. Dut I'll tell you what! Don't
you worry about that darkey. 1'11 play,
if you like.”

“Yon fat idiot !”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The fellow must be potty, if le’s
gone ont on his bike just before a cricket
wateh,” =aid Bob, * What is he letting
us down for?"

“The cstcemed Enrasian is not fir
rifically wreliable,” murinured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ Let him rip.”

But Harry Wharton was not disposcd
to let the new recruit rip.

Da Costa was wanted in the gime
Mark Linley, one of the best bals i1 tin
Remove, was giving cricket a miss ol
late, owing to work for an exam. Hi-

lace had to be filled: and I)a Costa

ad orrived at Greyfriors most
fortunately to fill it. There were
plenty of other men on the ground who
would have been glad enough to jump
into their flannels at a moment's notice.
to play in the Highcliffe match. Bul
the captain of the Remove naturally
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wanted the best material he could get:
and there wus no doubt that Arthur Da
Costa was worth twice as much as any
Removo man not already in the eleven.

Cortainly, if the fellow had gone out
deliberately to let the cridketers down,
Wharton Xid not want him. But he
could not believe that Da Costa had
done euch a thing, without any con-
ceivable molive,

“I can't understand it,” repcated
Wharton, “But P not chucking the
man if I can help it. ITe must have
forgotten, or something. Did you seo
him go out, Bunter?”

“Ie, he, ho! Yes—not five minutes
"

0,
o He must have been at the bike shed
when 1 was looking for him in the
House, then,” said Nugent,

“Which way did he go, Bunter 1"

“0On the Courtfield road.”

Whatton theught it out rapidly.

“Look here, you men,” he said, "I
can’t catch on to this: but we're giving
the man a8 ‘chance, He may have for-

gotten—

“Rot!" interjected Johony Buil.

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“Well, I know it sounds rather thick,
but that’s the only way of accounting
for it—the chap can’t want to let us
dovm‘ without o word—that's not sense,
If he's been gone only a few minutes I
can get after him and sce what's up.
The Higheliffe men won't mind wait-
ing & few minutes.”

“Tot of bother about a new kid!"

nted Johnny Bull.

“New kid or not, he's one of the best,
at cricket at Jeast. I want to give bim
& chance.”

“Go ahead !” said Bol Cherry, “T'll
speak to Courtenay—he won’t mind,
You cut off—if you're going.”

“ And leaving the Remove cricketers in
rgther excited and angry distussion,
rry Wharton out off,

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wharton’s Way !

“ H, hero you are!”
Harry Wharton
hard at ‘his
Courtfield roa

His brows were knitted darkly as he
taced on. He was utterly puzzled and
perplexed by Da Costa's action. Even
if lﬁ:e fallow had forgotten the match
thet was no excuse for him. He ought
not to have forgotten,

Still, it was possible that there was a
mistake of somo kind, and Wharton
wanted to give him’ cvery postible
chance. Arthur da Costa was foo good
a man to be dropped if it could be
helped,

In cricket, at least, there was a good
deal in common between the captain of
the Remove and the new fellow. In
other matters they often came in con-
tact, Da. Costa having been placed in
Study No. 1 in the Remove with
Wharton and Frank Nugent. Outside

ames, Wharton did not give him much
wed, though he was always civil and
friendly enough io his new gtudy-mate,
The Eurasian seemod & well-mannered
and unoffending fellow. He had gquar-
relled with nobody in the Remove so
far, and he seemed to like his study-
mates., Of the Famous Five, only
Hurree Jamsot Ram Bingh did not seem
to care for his company; but the nabob
was so polite and tactful that the other
fellows hardly observed it.

That Da Costa was of mixed blood—
s mixture of Portuguese, English, and
Hindu—matiered nothing to Wharton.
He did mot care whenco any fellow

Tae Macxer Lisrarv.—No, 1,060

pushed
deals on the

doerived his deseent; it was what the
fellow was himself that mattered, and
Da Costa seemed all right to him. That
he was a brilliant cricketer admitted of
no doubt—that® he was keen on the
game, and a thorough sportsman so far
as cricket was-concernced, was certain.
Once or twice he had given signs of a
passionate Southern temper, but always
his temper. was kept in strict control.
Once it hod broken out, strangely
enough, when he hed told Wharton that
he would not play cricket at Greyfriars,

.and that he did not want a place in the
‘matches.

Wharton had been puzzled,
and he remembered that strange out-
burst now. Da Costa, however, seemed
to have forgotten his wild words, for he
had taken to Remove cricket like a
duck to water, and he had been
obviously elated when his name was
posted in the Higheliffe match list.

Harry Wharton came suddenly upon
him less than a quarter of a mile from
the school. 3

A bicycle was leaning idly against a
tree by the wayside, and the Kurasian
was sitting in the grass on a sloping
bank, staring moodily before him across

the pgreen expanse of Courtfield
Ccomman.

Wharton came uE with a rush,
jammed on his brakes, and jumped
down.

Da Costa gave him a startled look.

“Oh, you!” he exclaimed.

“VYos. I came after you,” said

Harry, rather breathlessly.

“ 1t the ericket—"

¥ Waiting.”

“But how did you know?” .

“Bupter ‘saw you come out, luckily.”

Da Costa’s eyes gleamed.

“Bunter! That fat fool seces every-
thing'!”

“It was Jucky in this case, Had you
forgotten the match ! asked the captain
of the Removae.

Da Costa shook his head.

“No,” he answered coolly.

“You hadn’t!” exclaimed Wharton,
his‘n’ temper rising.

“Then what the thump do you mean
by this?” exclaimed Harry hotly.
“*“¥You should be able to see. I am
not hyinE in the match.”

“ And why not?”

Da Costa meds no answer.

“YI think you must be out of your
sensas 1 exclaimed Wharton, angry, but

more perplexed than angry. “Don't
ynu’feel l?t? If s0, you could have told
me.”

“T am quite fit.” .
“Then you were letting us down for
no reasan at all t#

Wharton stared at him blankly, If
the fellow was in his right scnses, “his
words and actions were equally incom-
prehensible.

“You haven't
pose 7

Da Costa smiled faintly.

“1 hope not.” "

“Then what does this mean? Do
you think you can Play a trick on us
like this, Da Costa " ) .

“Yess,” answered Da Costa, with
the soft, lisping accent of the Eurasian.

Harry Wharton clenched his hands.

Da Costa rose to his feet. Apparentl
he was in & mood for a quarrel wit
his Form captain, even to the extent of
a fight, though the slim Eurasian was
nothing like a match for the sturdy cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove.

Wharton breathed hard.

“Well, if you want to stand out of
the cricket, stand out,” he said savagely.
“You'll never have another chance of
playing for the Remove so long as I
am captain of the Form, A fellow who

gone potty, I sup-

plays a dirty trick like this won't be
trusted again.”

“1 know.”

Wharton turned to his bike again,
He was crimson with anger, but there
was no anger in the olive face of the
new fellow. His brow was clouded, and
Wharton, angry as he was, noted a
strangely wistful look in the olive face.
. He turncd back again to the new
junior.

‘"Look here, Da Costa,” he said, more
quictly, “I can’t understand  this.
You're.a keen cricketer—you’re : really
keen on the game. You know that we
want you in this match, You don't
want to be left out of the cricket for
the rest of the season. If you've .got
some qucer idea in your silly head—if
you've taken offence at ' something—
pough it up, You're rather different
from the rest of us in some ways—"

“A Eurasian!” said Da Costa, in a
low, bitter voice. “In India, despised
by the white man.”

“That's all rot! And Greyfriars isn't
India, anyhow,” said Harry. “If you
were a black from Africa, it would
make no difference here, so long as you

leyed the game. You can’t say yéu've

n treated differently from any other
fellow—in my study, at least.”

" Yess, that is true.”

“If I've trod on your corns somehow
without knowing it, what's the good of
taking offence where none was meant?”
asked Wharton. *If I’ve hurt you in
any way, I'm sorry.”

Da Costa's lip trembled.

“You have not,” he said.. “ You have
treatod me very kindly. It is very dif-
ferent from the school at Lucknao.”

“"Well, if I've treated you kindly, as
you say, is this the way to treat me?
Come!”

" “You do not understand.” )

“Blessed if T do! I've taken you for
a decent chap, and: treated you as one,
m1d1 now you play this rotten trick on
me '))

Wharton 'was speaking patiently now.
He could only conclude that the half-
caste, passionate and quick to take
offence, had been wounded by scme
thoughtless word or incident of which
an glish boy would have taken no
heed. The Remove fecllows generally
had little use for a touchy and sensitivo
temperament. A fellow was mnot ex-
pected to wear his heart on his sleeve
in the Lower Fourth at Greyfriars. But
Wharton was more than willing to
make allowance for a fellow from a
stranige country, who found himself in
new and strange surroundings, and who
in his own land had probably been
made to feel keenly the distinction of
colour.

“Look here, kid, don't iplay the goat,”
went on the captain of the Remove
good-temperedly. “We're not Chester-
fields in the Remove, and it's silly, as
well as bad form, to sulk.” =~ '

“It is mot that—it is not that!” ex-
claimed the Eurasian passionately,

“Then what is it ?”

Da Costa did not speak. )

% Come, come!” said Harry., “Chuck
it out of your ‘mind, whatever it is.
Jump on your bike and come back with
me, and forget all about-it. Dash it
all, don't you want to bandle a bat on
a glorious day like this?”

Da Costa’s face brightened,
involuntarily.

“Yess, yess!” he exclaimed.

“Then come on,” said Harry. _

He dropped a friendly hand on the
half-caste’s shoulder, dnd drew him
towards his bicycle.

Da Costa resisted for & moment; then
he submitted. It seemed as if he conld
not resist the cheery friendliness of

ags if
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the Creviriars fellow. He uttered a
sudden, passionate exclamation.

“Yess, yoss, I will come! I shall be
glad to come! I will let everything else
po. I will ylay the game, as you say
in Eugland! "I will come. I thank
vou. for having {aken this trouble,
Wharton!"

“That's the tune,” said Harry, with a
smile.

What Lad Leen the matter with the
Furasian he did not know, and, as a
matter of fact, did not care very much,
He put it down to some “queerness ” of
the Oricntal, some oddity of the boy
from the East that he did net under-
stand, and was not likely to understand
if he tried,

Da Costa, at all events, was in &
better frame of mind now; and that
was all that mattered. A few moments
more, and the two juniors were on their
;}i_cyc.les, riding back rapidly to Grey-
riars,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar Astonishes the Natives !

[ ALLO, hallo, hallo!"

H “Here he is!”

All the Remove cricketers

looked at Pa Costa, as he

came hurrying down to Little Side with
Wharton,

Da Costa had changed for cricket with
lightning speed, and he looked flushed
but very fit, as he came along by the
side of the captain of the Remove.

He looked a cricketer, there was no
doubt about that. Most of the fellows
were glad to see him come, though
some of them were feeling rather
irritated at the cheek of the new fellow
i kecping tha game waiting, But,
after all, very little time had been los}.

“Where did you. dig "him up,
Wharton 7” asked Peter Todd.

“0On the common,” answered Harry,
with a smile. “1It's all serene.”

“Buat why——"" began Tom Brown.

“Never mind now, old chap, The
game's the thing."” !

“Oh, all right!”

. Wharton tossed with Courtenay of
Higheliffe, and the choice fell to the
visiting captain. Greyfriars were sent
into the field.

Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh went on to
bowl tha first over, with Courtena
taking the bowling, 2nd the nabol
waved to the fieldsmen to field decp.
Courtenay was a mighty man with the
willow. At the other end of the pitch
was De Courcy of the Highcliffe Fourth
—more often called the Caterpillar.

The Caterpillar's eyes turned rather
curiously on the olive-skinned boy from
the East among the ficldsmen. 1I,t was
his first sight of the half-caste, and he
seemed interested in the lithe, sinuous
figure of the half-Oriental junior.

“They’ve got a mnew man there,
Franky,” the Caterpillar had remarked
to Courtenay when they were going on.
“I've heard of him—e johnny ?rom
India, or Cochin-China, or somewhere.
They say be is a great man at the
game; he looks as if he can move a bit.
Eye like a giddy hawk. Don'i give him
any ocatches, Franky.”

“Not if I can help it,” said Cour-
tenay, smiling.

Courtenay faced the bowling, and pro-
ceeded to knock it away. The batsmen
ran three, and the Caterpillar had the
bowling. The first ball was the last for
Rupert de Courcy. Perhaps he had
forgotten his own warning; or perhaps
it could not be helped A dusky hand
shot into the air, and then the bail went
“f and dropped again into Da Costa's
olive palm.

“Well caught!”

“0h, well caught !”

The Greyfriars fellows roared.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured the Cafer-
pillar, in comical dismay. “Dear old
umpire, is that out?”

The m’}:pira grinned.

i« 1

“Alas!” sighed the Caterpillar. Ie
made a grimace at his partner at the
wickets, and walked to the pavilion.

“T,ook out for that twopenny-coloured
bloke!” he warned the next man in,
and Smithson of Higholiffe grinned and
said that he would. .

Harry Wharton gave the Eurasian a
cheery grin and a nod. Da Costa was
showing his quality at the start, and
Wharton was more than satisfied at
having put him into the team, If the
fellow had, as it seemed, some sort of
foreign “queerness "' about hith, it was
worth while overlooking that for the
sake of his cricket.

Da Costa was a good man in the

field ; but it was not in the field that he
was at his best. It was when he went
to the wickets that Wharton expected
ihe Highelifians to sit up and take
notice.

It was a hard-fought innings. ' Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh and the DBounder
had ‘most of the bowling, but Da Costa,
as a change bowler, accouanted for one
of the Higheliffe wickets. The innings
closed with a total of 90 for the visitors.

“Yow've got a good man there”
Frauk Courtenay remarked to Wharton,
with a nod towards Da Costa,

.hdll’

Thwack !  Bupert e
| Courcy’s bat met the
leather [nirly and
squarely and sent it soar-
ing high into ‘the air.
Arthur da Costa
watched its flight, and
his dusky hand shot into
the air to receive it !
(See Chapter 3.) .

“One of the  best, I think,” said
Harry cheerily,. “He's a new chap
‘here—came last week.”

“From India’s coral strand, what?®"
asked the Caterpillar.

“¥Yes; a Eurasian."

“8art of mixed bloke! Me can play
cricket,” said tho Caterpillar, ** Any-
thin' in the battin' line?”

“Wait till you sco him! He handles
& bat as if it were part of him—a born
batsman.”

“Ye gods | said the Caterpillar,  “We
shall have 1o pull up our socks, Franky.
I can sec we've come over here lookin
for our Waterloo."

The Caterpillar spoke jeslingly; but,
as a matter of fact, hiz remark was
well-fonnded.

Da Costa opened the innings for Grey-
frinrs wilh Dob Cherry at the other
end.  Beb, a mighty man with the
willow, had the bowling. and Dob
generally could be depended upon to
hand out a solid total of runs for his
side. But the Caterpillar, who had the
ball, was at the top of his form, and
when tho Caterpillar was in form, he
was very good indeed.  There seemed te
be a wmysteridus twist on the ball that
De Courey sent down, a niystery that
Bob Cherry did not elucidate in time
The clatter of a falling wicket followed.
and Bob starcd at it in some dismay.,

“Oh crumbs ! he said,

Bob Cherry tramped Dback to the
pavilion witl a red face. Duck's eggs
did not often eome hi¥ way, and Bab
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did not enjoy their flavour when they
cane, SBome of the fellows round the
ticld called ont sarcastic remarks as ho
came off, which deepened Bol's colour
considerably.

“What price dnek's eggs?” Skinner of
the Remove wanted {o know. And
Holsover major replied:

“Cheap to-day.”

And thero was a laugh.

“I szay,-von fellows, they call that
cricket!” said Billy Bunter, with a
scornful blink through his big spee-
tacles, "'Ihey rcfusvg me & place in
the team. and that's how they play.”

= Fathead ! snid Bolsover major.

“0h, really, Bolsover——"

* Cheese itt”

“Well, this isn’t winning style, is it?"
remarked  Skinner.  “At  this  rate,
Lligheliffe won't want to bat again.”

Which was; at least, rather previous
of * Skinper, as it was the first homo
wicket that had fallen.

“Couldn’t help it,” said Bob, as ho
reached Wharton, going in.  “'That
Higheliffe man can bowl, and it seems
that I can't bat. Borry!”

“Rot!” shaid Wharton cheerfully.
“You can bat his head off; but Inck
can't always rue one way., Forget it,
old chap.”

And Bob grinned a little more cheer-
fully, and Harry Wharton took his
ploce at the wickets.

YWharton was oxtremely careful; but
lio found the Catorpillar's bowling as
deadly as Bob had found it. He had
played the Caterpillar’s bowling before,
and always founcf) that it wanted watch-
ing; but to-day the Caterpillar scemed
to have something new in his style. No
doubt his chum Courtenay had been
keeping him hard at practice at High-
cliffe, in readiness for this match. The
balance of wins between the two schools
was heavily in favour of Greyfriars,

and it was Courtenay's ambition {o sct
thet balance right. With theso unex-
peeted powers developing in tho lazy
Caterpillar. he looked like suececding,
so far as that mateh was concerned, at

least.

How it happened Wharton never
knew. Dut it happened, and he stared
down, as Bob I'm.rl1 done, at a wrecked
wicket

“How's that?” yawned the Cater-
pillar.

£ &-‘t !ll

If Bob Cherry’s face had been red,
Whearton’s was crimson as he walked
off, Duck’s eggs were uncommon for
Bob ; they were almost unknown for the
captain of the Remove.

“T say, you fellows. I faney I should
have done a listle better thar that!”
chortled Billy Bunter,

“Couldn’t have done worse!” agreed
Skinuer.

“It's going to be a procession!”
sniggered Snoop. “It's time we made
rather a change in cricket arrange-
ments, what ?”

“High time!” assented Skinner.

“That bowler's a jolly geod man,
though,” remarked Ogilvy.

“Can’t see anything special in his
bowling,” said Bolsover major, and the
Scottish junior smiled and did not reply.
What Bolsover major could not see 1n
a cricketer's form was often a very
great deal.

“Thus are the mighty fallen!” sighed
Skinner. “My beloved ’earers, if you
have tears, prepare to shed them now.”

Some of the fellows laughed—not a
plensant sound to the ears of the
captain of the Remove, ss he carried
out his bat, Skinner, as a Greyfriars’
man, must have wanted to see his side
win; but undoubiedly he seemed to
enjoy seeing the colours of the great
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.yawned Skinner.

men of the Remove lowered in this
style.

“Look out for that chap, Bmithy,”
said Harry Wharton, to the next man
iIn. “He's got a ball that Jooks like
a wide, but—"

“But isn't, to judge by
grinned Smithy,

“You'll want to watch him.”

“Oh, leave him to me,” said the
Bounder. “I fancy I can put paid to
that Highecliffe slacker”

Whnrton compressed his lips, Yernon-
Smith was a good bat; but he was
rather gifted to over-estimating his
powers, and it was not & vaunting self-
confidence that was wanted now.

There was more than a hint of swank
about Smithy as he went out to the
vacant wicket,

He took up his position, and all eyes
were upon him—Wharton’s rather
angiously. If the Bounder could “put
paid,” as he expressed it, to the Cater-
pillar, nobody would be better pleased
than the captain of the Remove. But
Wharton entertained strong doubts.

It was rather like Smithy to be arro-
gant when arrogance might result in
covering him with confusion. Had he
got away with it se to speak, his air
of being monarch of all he surveyed
would not have mattered so much. But
arrogance followed by defeat was
rather ridiculous.

And it was defeat that followed.
Possibly the Bounder was thinking a
little more of the figure he cut at the
wickets, than ot the exceeding care
that was required to deal with the
Caterpillar’s bowling. At all events, the
bell that had beaten Bob Cherry and
Harry Wharton, heat the Bounder, just
as easily; he cut at the leather where
he firmly believed it to be, but it
certainly was not there, for his bat
swept the air, and the fall of his baila
was the next item on the programme.

Vernon-3mith stood, as if rooted,
blinking at his wicket. He seemed
scarcely to believe his eycs, There was
a yell from the Greyfriars fellows on
the field. Bwank followed by a hope-
less beating like this was a little too
much for them.

Bob Cherry and Wharton had blushed
as they went bootless home. The
Bounder did not blush; he gcowled
blackly. Smithy was rather a bad loser.

““My beloved ’‘earers,” chirruped
Skinner, “pride goeth before destruc-
tion, and a haughty spirit before a fall |
Poor old Smithy !”

“And they call that cricket!” jeered
Bunter.

“Rotten!"” growled Bolsover major.

“May as well throw up the sponge,
and call it a win for Highcliffe,”

3 “What's the good of
going on?"

The Higholiffe men were grinning
cheerily, and they cheered the Eat trick
by the usually lazy Caterpillar.

“Good man, man!”  said
Courtenay. “I knew you could do it
if you liked, Caterpillar! Aren't you

1

resnlts!

glad you kept to practice now?”
‘“Enormously |” said the Caterpillar
gravely, “No end bucked, old bean.

This 1s life, old cha:,ip."

“Keep it up, and give them some
more of the same.”

“I'll do my humble best—if they let

Johnny Bull came out to the wickets.
Johnny Bull was great at stone-wall-
ing; and there was nothing of the
Bounder's swank about Johnny. He
knew that he had a hard task before
him, and he settled down to it in his
stolid, dogged way. And the rest of
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that over was a blank—Johuny Bull,
without any swank ov fireworks, had
stopped the vot, at least.

— e

THE FOURYH CHAPTEK.
Da Costa Surprises the Visitors !
H ARRY WHARTON'S face was

Arthur da Costa. His faith was pmned
to his new recruit. With Greyfriars
three down for nil, something was
wanted to put life into the innings, and
Wharton hoped that the new rceruit
would supply that something.

But his hopes were certainly mingled
with doubts. Good man as Da Costa
was ot the wickets, he did not feel
sure that he could stand up to the Cater-
pillar for long, in view of that lazy
youth's unexpected and amazing
development of form. He was anxious
to see him put to the test—for it was
clear that De Courcy would do as much
béwling for his side as the rules of the
game allowed. However, it was
Courtenay who was bowling now, and
he was a much easier proposition to
deal with, though a good man with the
round red bnlf Courtenay could not
have caught Wharton napping ss ihe
Caterpillar had done; and Harry did
not think that he would catch the new
recruit napping. And he was right.

There was, perhaps, just a little
“ flashiness” in Da Costa’s style—rather
reminiscent of the Bounder. Buf the
difference was that Da Costa got away
with it.

He played every ball with the watch-
fulness of a cat, and if there was a
theatrical touch in his style, that could
be forgiven to a man who was knock-
ing the balls away at such a rate.

Two snd two, and then four, showed
that » change had set in, in the batting.
Another four brought a roar of cheer-
ing from the Greyfriars crowd.

“That mixed nigger can bat!" com-
mented Bolsover major.

‘i Flukes!" opined Billy Bunter.

“Bhut up, you ass!”

"He can bat,” grinned Skinner.
“He’s rather taking down his Magnifi-
cence, the lofty Wharton, a peg or twa!l
Wharton looks rather small beer now.”

“Not in it with this man!” agreed

eager, as the field changed
over, and Frank Counrtenay
went on to bowl against

Snoop.

« " said  Ogilvy. “Wharton
knocked up seventy on his own against
Higheliffe in the last match.”

“That was before they learned to
bowl!” grinned Bkinner. * Hallo,
Bull will get the bowling again now [
I hope he will enjoy it, I'h sure.”

A single bmu‘%ht Johnny Bull to the
batting end. hether he enjoyed ik
or not, the solid and stolid Johany
stop the next ball dead, guite con-
tent to leave the fireworks to his more
Lrilliant partner.

“That man knows something,” said
Bob Cherry to Wharton, at the pavilion.
“He's keeping the bowling; he could
have made two, I believe !”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“He's the man to handle the bowl-
ing,” he said.

*Yes, rather.”

“'The handlefulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Singh, in genmne ad-
miration. “If they play cricket at his
school in Lucknao, they will miss the
esteemed and ridiculous Da Costa.”

“Jolly glad to have him in this
game,” said the captain of the Remove,

\I‘I“Yhat_ho!Jl :

“Puts your noses out of jeint a bit,

what 7" asked Skinuer amiably; he had
come along specially to make that
pleasant remark.

“QOh, shut up, Skinner,” said DBob.

“We haven't seen him face the Cater-
pillar yet,” -remarked Frank Nugent.
“But I fancy he will stand up to him.”

Da Costa had the bowling for the next
over, and as the Greyfriars men cx-
pected, the Caterpillar was put on to
bowl, Higheliffe could sce very easily
that they had a hard nut to crack in
the olive-skinned junior; and their best
man went on to deal with him.

Da Costa's,dark eyes gl d with
watchfulness, There was, Indeed, some-
thing almost cat-like in his look. He
had watched the Caterpillar’s bowling
all the time, and saken its measure,
as it seemed. Ife did not hit out now
as he had done with Courtenay. He
played ball after ball with the greatest
care; Wharton was watching him with
rising hopes. This did not look like
coming to a duck’s egg.

It was not till the last ball of the
over that Da Costa let himself go;
and then he ran two with Johnny Bull.

“Not a duck's egg, anyhow,” said
Nugent.

Wharton’s eyes danced.

“You wait & bit—wait till he gets
set,” he said. “The Caterpillar’s a
good man—but Da Costa_has got his
bowling by heart now. Believe me.”

And Wharton, if he had had =
disaster at the wickets, was not likely
to fail in his judgment of another bats-
m;;:. Czlua was lc'light. . —_—

o rcy made & grimace to his cap-
tain, as he came o&gr after the over.

“Sorry, Franky—did my little best!
That man is just mustard—kéen as a

razor! He’s got me beat.” .
“Youwll beat him later,” said
Courtenay.

“T hope so,” assented the Caterpillar,
but he did not speak very hopefully.
He was well aware ‘that there were
breakers ahead for Highcliffe.

The innings went on, watched now
with the keenest interest by a thicken-
ing crowd of Greyfriars follows. Kven
some seniors had joined the ecrowd of
juniors round the field. Blundeli of the

ifth could be seen there, with Bland
and Tomlinson, looking on quite keenly.
Later, Wingate of the Sixth, the cap-
tain school, came ‘along, and
stopped .to watch. The innings was un-
doubtedly well worth watching, even by
mighty men of the First Eleven.

arry Wharton had hoped much of
his new recruit, and expected much. But
Da Costa far exceeded his hopes end
expectations.

There was no doubt whl%MVer that he
was a wonderful bat,- The Highcliffe
bowlers tested him with overy kind of
ball; and every one seemed the same
to him, His wicket was impregnable.
In over after over the Caterpillar put
in his very best; and his vory best had
no more effect than the work of the
change bowlers. Da Costa_was “set”
at the wickets now, and looked as if he
could stay there all day.

Johnny Bull, with all his caution, was
clean bowled at last, and Peter Todd
took his place. Toddy did well against
a Highcliffe change bowler, but a little
later he fell to the deadly Caterpillar,
and Squiff, who followed him in, was
caught by Courtenay. Tom Brown part-
nered the new recruit next, and the New
Zealand junior put up a godd game, but
he_fell ot last, with the new man still
going strong.

" Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was next
man in, and the nabob stood up well to
the bowling. By that time Da Costa's
own score stood at fifty-five, and tho
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Greyfriars total was over minety.
Lvidently it was not going to be tho

~ procession  thut Snoop had predicted.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fell at Iast,
and Penfold went in. But Skinner &
Co. had another chance for derisive
remarks when Pen came out with a
duck's egg to lis credit. Hazeldence
came in next, and added two to the
total before he was beaten.

“Last man in!"”

“Pull up vour socks, old chaps!” said
the captain of the Remove to Nugent.
“Tor goodness' sake keep the game
alive for Da Costa,”

Nugent grinned.

“T'll try. I wor’t hand out any fire-
works, anyhow. TIll leave the pyro-
technics .fo the pyrotechnic merchant.”

A remark that made the DBounder
scowl as Nugent went on.

Frank Nugent was a good man in his
way, but it was only by excessive
caution and a stern self-denial that he
was able to stand up to the bowling.
Morae than one ball tempted him to make
the fur fly, and every time he resisted
the temptation. Plenty of pyrotechnics
came from Arthur da Costa. A long,
hard innings did not seem to have tired
the wiry half-caste, though many fel-
lows wondered where the “beef’’ camo
from that he put into some of his hefty
drives.

Nugent kept his end up gallantly,
sometimes stealing a run, but leaving
the game to Da Costa.

Da Costa played with the bowling.
The theatrical touch in his manner was
gerhapa 8 little more pronounced now,

ut he did not carry “side” to the
extent of losing caution. Never was
there B more careful bat; and never a
more fortunate one. The Highcliffc
bowlers gave him up in despair; they
took jt for granted that he would be
“not out ” at the finish, and only hoged
to ‘'wear down the side and leave him
“not out.,” Meanwhile, with Nugent
keeping the game alive manfully at his
en?l,‘J the Eurasian scored and scored,
his figures going up bi jumps. There
was a terrific roar on the ﬁalﬁawhen ha
topped his centyry. 'Centuries were un
common enough in junior matohes, and
Da Costa was still going strong:

The finish came suddenly, Nugent
g:ing down to a dea.dl’y ball from the

aterpillar. Greyfriaie’ score stood at
160, and of that total 105 belonged to the
new recrnit. Figures like that were
seldom seen on the board, and the
Remove men shouted themselves hoarse
in cheering the man who had pulled the
game out of the fire,

“Makes our little 80 look rather small
and lonely, . Franky,” the Caterpillai
remarked to Courtenay.

“ A game’s never lost till it's won,”
answered the Highcliffe captain..

“Nunno, but I seem to feel a breeze.”

The breeze that the Caterpillar felt
developed into "a gale, as it wers, in
the Highcliffe second 'innings. They
were all out for sixty, and the home
team did not have to bat again.

“ An innings, my children !* said Bob
Cherry blisstully. “Never mind the
odd runs. An innings—a whole innings
—a jolly old innings! Do you catch on,
my beloved infants? We've beaton
those merchants by an innings, with
runs to spare! Chew on it, dear men!”

“Pg Costa has, you mean!™ inter-
jected Bkinner.

Dob nodded approval.

“That's exactly what I mean,” he
said. “Yon never seid a truer word in
vour life.”

And Bob gave Skinner an apprecio
tive smack on the shoulder—a simack

Tie Macxer LiBrary.—No. 1,060,
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that. was perhaps more heliy than ap-
preciative. Tor it sent Hovald Skamer
volling along-the grass with aowild howl.

Wharton clapped Da Costa on the
shoulder—not =0 heftily. .
“Good man!”’ le said. Glad you

played—what 27

Da Costa launghed, his flushed Tare
vory bright.

“Glad? Yesg, yess! Iam very glad!
You think that I have put np o good
game?™

“You've won the malch for us
bean.”

* Yes, rather!” .

“The ratherfulness is terrific!”

* DBravo, Da Costa |”

“ Hurrah 1” .

There was & celebration of the victory
in the Rag afterwards, and Arthur da
('osta was the most honoured member of
the company. A fellow who played
cricket as he played it was a fellow
whom the Removites delighted to
lionour. After the celebration in the
Ilng Arthur da Costa was seen walking
with his erm linked in that of the cap-
{ain of the Remove; and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh gazed after them with a
curious doubt in his dusky face, It
seemed that even the nabob's lingering
distrust-of the Eurasian had been laid
to rest it last.

ald

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
East and West !

RTHUR DA COSTA moved
A restlessly ebout Study Ne. 1.

It was Saturday afterncon,

and a  brilliant  sunshine
streamed down on Greyfriars School.

There were few fellows at Greyfriara
who did not anticipate enjoying the half-
Loliday that day.

Da Costa, judging by his looks, was
one of the few.

There was o letter crumpled in his
hand as he wandered about the study,
apparently unable to keep still, He had
road that letter twice, aud then
crumpled it savagely in his grasp. The
crabbed handwriting of Mr. Gedge, tho
Chencery Lane solicitor, did not seem
to have afforded him any satisfaction.

He heard the sound of cheery voices in
the Remove passage.

The Famous Five were chatting there.
The chums of the Remove intended to
take out & boat that afterncon, and
Wharton had asked Da Costa to accom-
pany them, partly because he was @
member of Study No. 1, and partly be-
cunse, since the Higheliffe match \5]151'
ton had felt friendly towards the half-
caste. The*e was, perhaps, something
about Da Costa that was not quite in
aceord with Wharton's own nature, and
he felt it, rather than knew it. But he
was willing to set that down to the
foreign “queerness’” of the half-caste
from India. Though; as a matter of
fact, he never felt anytling of the kind
in company with Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, who, Indian as he was, was in
ilie completest harmony of thought and
feeling with his comrades of the Lower
Fourth.

Da Costa had declined to go in the
hoat, without giving any reason, but
Wharton did not think of inguiring a
reason. Fellows were their own masters,
and were supposed to know what they
wanted, or did not want.

But, talking with his chums in the
Remove pagsage, it occurred to Wharton
to speal to the Eurasian again. He re-
membered the incident that had pre-
ceded the Higheliffe match, and con-
sideread it possible that the Eurasian’s
scnsitive temperament was “on the go”

THE MaGNET Linrary.—No. 1,060.

again.

e would not willingly Lave
wowided the feetings even of a 1wouchy
follow on the wateh for offences, and
I deeidod to look into the stwdy again,
while his comrades went down te the
Sark to get ont the boat.

Da Costa ceased his restless pacing of
the study as the door opened, and the
cheery fuee of the captain of the Remove
lonked in.

Wharton
curiously.

Something was amiss with the fellow,
that was evident, His olive face wus
darkly elouded.

“Wa'rp yust going, old bean,” said
Harry, *Bure you won't come? It's
simply ripping up the Sark in this
weather,”

Da Costa shook his head.

“Thank yon, no; I cannot come,” he
said. :

“Yon haven't been up the river yet
since you've been here?”

I‘NO ”n

glanced at  Lim  rather

“Tt's topping! There’s a jolly old
jsland where we'ro going to land and

have tea.”
“I would like to come. Bui—
There is something else” Da Costa

made & gesture with his hand that held
the crumpled letter. “I have to see
Mr. Gedge to-day.”

“Mr. Gedgoe?” repeated Wharton.
“That’s_the legal johnny who brought
yott to Greyfriars, isn't it?”

“Yes. He wishes to see me.”

“That does it, then,” said Harry.
“T suppose you can't come, in that case.
Rather rotten to be dished for a_half-
holiday like this. You'd better tell the
Gedge man to come next time when
classes are on. You can point out to
him that holidays are too valuable to
be wasted®on legel johnnies.”

Da Costa laughed. .

“He is not coming here. I am going
to see him,” he said.

“Bound to go?” asked Harry, who
oasily read hesitation in the Eurasian’s
looks. “If it's not a fixture——"

“T must do as I am told,” said Da
Costa moodily.

“I suppose so. Buf perhaps the
Gedge man doeen’t care whether you
call on him to-day or another day.
Make it Monday, and you can cut
classes for it—see?”

“] have to see him to-day.” Da
Costa gave the captain of the Remove
a very curious look. “He is the legal
representative, you know, of Captain
Marker, the gentleman in India who
sent me here.”

Wharton did not
moment.

The name of Captain Marker struck
a chord in his memory. It brought
back to him the strange story Bill
Bunter had told—of the talk %c ha
overheard between the new fellow and
Mr. Gedge.

Not that Wharton believed a word of
that story, or even remembered it
clearly by this time. He had no doubt
that the Owl of the Remove, eavesdrop-
Eing, as usual, had overheard some

arniless conversation, and had muddled
it in his obtuse mim:i—n.dding two and
two together, and making six or seven
of them, as it were.

But the name of Captain Marker
struck him. Bunter had mentioned that
name. And, as he had never heard
of the cuﬁtain otherwise, it proved that
he must have heard him mentioned by
Mr. Gedge, as he had stated.

“You have perhaps heard your unele,
Colonel Wharton, speak o¥ Captain
Marker?” asked Da Costa, with his
dark eyes on Harry’s face. “They were
aecqueinted in India, That is why

answer for a

Captain Merker advised me to make a
iriend of you here, if I could,?

Wharton smiled,

- "Well, that's easy enough,’ he said.
“When you write to the jolly old cap-
tain, tell him you've taken his advice,
and it's worked all right.”

"I shall tell Mr, Gedge se,” said Da
Costa slowly, “I shall tell him that
we are friends. I did not expect that
it would be s0.”

“Why noti”

“If we were in India, you would not
need to ask. In India I am called a
half-casto—a hateful word. It is uot
my fault that Senbor da Costa, two
hundred years ago, married a native
lady of Goa,”

“Well, hardly,” said Wharton. “I
daresay you're better out of India, in
the circumstances. But India isn’t the
only country where that sort of rot
makes people uncomfortable. I've
heard that the darkies in the United
States get the same stuff, only much
worse. Anyhow, we don’t bother our
heads about such pififle in this litile
island. A fellow’s faken for what he's
worth, not for the shade of his giddy
complexion.”

“He is all right, if he plays the game,
as you call it,” said Da Costa.

“That’s it.*

“ But suppose he does not?”

“Weil, if he doesn't he’s an outsider,
wlhether he's white or black or brown.”

“It may be harder for an Oriental to
play the game than for you in this
country,” said Da Costa, “It is not in
our line, as you would say. In the East
duplicity iz not despised as it is in
England, In this country you pride
vourselves chm strength s,n(f courage.
¥he man of the East prides himself
upon his astuteness. f he has an
cnemy he would rather beat him by a
false accusation than by knocking him
down.”

“A difference in the point of view, I
suppose,” said Harry, rather slowly. “I
think I prefer the style of this
country.”

“And I also,” said Da Costa, “since

I have been here, I have changed many
of my ideas., I do not feel now that I
ocould win a man's friendship for the

purpose of betraying him.”

Wharton started,

“Great Scott] Did you ever feel that
you could 7

“¥You do not know India,” said Da
Costa. “You do not know the Kast.
The English are—excuse me—fools; but
they are brave and strong. The man of
the East is anything but a fool. But
he cannot understand you, any more
than you can understand him, The
Eastern mind is logical. We all have
our way to make in the world. The
Englishman strides on his way. If the
man of the East cannot stride he will
creep, or he will ecrawl. After all, he
is more likely to reach the goal, and it
is only a difference of method.”

Da Costa seemed to be rather arguing
with himself than talking to Wharton,
The captain of the Remove had a dis-
tinet feeling of discomfort. He seemed
to see, at that moment, the immense
gulf that separates the East from the
Waest,

“But it's not always so,” he said,
afler a pause. “Look at old Inky—one
of the besi! Jolly good fellow as any
man at Greyfriars |”

" You do not know him.”

“QOh, don't I'!"” exclaimed Wharton,
rather nettled, “I think I do, and
better than you do, Da Costa.”

“You 'do not know _anything in
England,” answered Da Costa. “You
do not even know when you are beaten.
A few thousand of you hold my country
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¢ My beloved infants,*” said Bob Cherry, ** we’ve beaten those Higheliffe merchants by an innings with runs to spare.’’ ““ Da

Costa has, you mean ! ** Interjected Skinner. Y
remarked, giving Skinner an appreciative smack on the shoulder.

in subjection—millions of men—because
you are too stupid to know that such
odds cannot possibly be overcome and
rubjected. You get away with it, as
the American says, simply beczuse you
do not know what you are doing. You
take the most terrible rizks, El':ecm.we
you do not know that they are there,”

. “8till, we do get away with it,” said
Harry, with a smile.

“You think you understand Flurree
Singh.” Da Costa laughed. "I under-
stand him better in a few days than you
ever could in a hundred years, because 1
also am from the East. He has learned
Englich ways, and he is a good fellow
—what you call a good fellow. He

lays the game in the English way.

Why should not I do the same ?”

“Jolly good idea!” gaid Harry,
hardly inowing what to say.

“But he is still of the East,” went on
Da Costa. "He is astute. He suspects
where others here wouldn’t suspect. He
watches where you would never dream
of watching. nd he watches as you
could not watch—without a sign, and
with & smiling face.”

“Oh, rot!” said Harry ureasily.

“Look here, Da Costa, your Lrouble is
that you think too much. You want to
exercise your limbs more, and your
jolly old astute intellect less,”
“That is what is wanted 2]l through
the East,” answered the Eurasian.
“The healthy mind in the healthy body
—what{ Take your chances like a man,
and let cunning and wiliness go to the
dogs.” It is better to die like a man
than to live like a cur. Is not that
the Euglish idea ?”

“That's just about it,” said Harry.

Bob nodded approval.

“If you're learning that at Greyfriars,
Da Costa, the school is doing you

good.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” came Bob
Cherry’s powerful voice from the Re-
move staircase. “You men coming?”

“I will walk as far as the river with
vou, if wyou would like,” said the

urasian,

“Good! Come on!”

Da Costa walked down to the shining
Sark with the captain of the Remove
and Bob Cherry. On the towpath he
parted with them, and walked away
down the stream towards Friardale.
The Famous Five floated out on the
water, and pulled up the Sark.

“You had a jolly long chin with Da
Costa.” Bob Cherry remarked, as he
pulled at his oar.

Wharton nodded.

“Yes; he's rather a queer fish. But
I believe he's a good sort in his way.
He thinks he kunows you better than I
do, Inky, because he comes from your
jolly old country.”

“The knowfulness is probably ter-
rific,” assented the mnabob. “The
csteemed Da Costa is no fool.”

“Well, judging by his talk your
country needs a little more of the open
air,” eaid the captain of the Remove,
with a laugh, *““He makes a fellow
think that there arc too many shut doors
and shut windows in India.”

“India is the land of closed shutters,”
answered the nabob.

‘I say, you fellows!"” liowled o fat
voice, from the grassy bauk of the

Bark.
“Iallo, halle, hallo! Is that Bunter,
or a porpoise escaped from the Zoo?"”

““You mever sald a truer word in your Iife,”* he

{8ee Chapter 4.)

*Oh, really, Cherry—""

“Good-bye, old fat man|("

“I say, you fellows, pull in!” yellcd
Bunter. “I'm coming! I'm going to
steer for you, old chappies!”

“0h, bow-wow!”

“This way, old fellow.
like to come.”

“Brr-rrrt"”

The pleasure of Bunter's company in
the boat did not seem enticing to the
chums of the Remove. But they good-
naturedly pulled into the bank to Ict
the Owl of the Remove jump in. Bob
Cherry held on with a boathook.

“ Buck up, Fatty!”

“Y say, you fellows, keep that boat
close in. I don’'t want to land in the
water I squeaked Bunter. “And look
sharp! I believe that old brute Quelch
has iis eye on me. Just like him to
ask for my lines now if he spotted me.”

“Look here, if you've got lines——"
said Harry.

“ Better cut in and do them,” said
Nugent.

“0h, don't be an ass!” said Bunter
peevishly. “That's why I want to getb
up the river—because I've got lines. I
can tell Quelchy that I forgot them;
but it’s no good telling him that if he
spots me about the sehool, is it?”

“You fat-fbbec!” :
. veally, Wharton!

I'd really

“0Oh ; Besides, it's
only a hundrod lines—and ‘nll you
fellows can help when we get in. Only

twenty each if you whaek them out
fairly.”

“TPwenty ecach!” said Johuny Bull
“ And what will you be doing?”

“Well. I'll take them to Quelchy

Tug Maigxer Lisrary,—No, 1,060
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when they're done,” said Bunter gener-
ously. “I-never was a fellow {o shirk
my share of a job."”

*“Oh, my hat1”

“Dunter " Loder of the Sixth cawme
striding ncross the school raft. *“Bun-
ter! You young rascal! Get back ont
of that boat !”

“Qh, really, Loder—""

“You're to go in at once!
bear?” -~

“I say, vou fellows, push off—guick !”
whispered Bunter. “Quelchy must have
told that beast to tend me in. I'm not

wing 1"

* ¥athead 1" .

“DBunter!” repped out Loder augrily.
[le came along the bank ‘and took
Bunter by a fat car, *“Now, then—"

** Yarooooh |”

The Famous Five pulled up the Sark
without the distinguished company of
William George Bunter. That unfor-
tunate youth, dismally rubhing a burn-
ing ear, rolled back dolefully to the
school—and lines!

Do yon

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Gedge !

HERE was a squeak of elastic-
T sided boots, as Mr. Gedge rose
from a grassy seat by the tow-
path. Mr. Gedge blinked rather
crossly at the lithe Eurasian as he came
up. The gentleman from Chancery
Lane was not enjoying that glorious
summer’s afternoon in the country. It
was & warm afternoon, and silk hat and
buttoned frock-coat did not conduce to
ease and comfort, Flies had annoyed
Mr. Gedge; ants had crept over him as
he sat on the grassy bank. He was
warm and moist and uncomfortable.
Even the aspect of the country, with
its green fields, its shady woods, the shin-
ing river, the sunny towpath, the great
glorious downs in the distance was
dismal to Mr, Gedge, He missed the
hard, unyielding pavement under his
feet, he missed the roar of traffic—per-
haps he missed even the smell of petrol.
Mr. Gedge was a townsman born and
bred, and if ever his heart expanded
it was in the dusky, stuffy office, where
the hum of traffic always penetrated,
where tho air tasted as if it had been
breathed half a dozen times before, and
where he sat liko a spider in its web,
apinning meshes for the undoing of his
fellow-men. A day in the country was
a painful cxperionce for Mr. Gedge.
“Youn are late!” he rasped, as Da
Costa came to a stop before him and
stood looking at him.
“Yess!” said Da Costa.
“I have been waiting for you in this
um?lfortable place.”
i s ”

“You had better not keep nie waiting

again, Arthur,” said Mr. Gedge, his
voice more rasping than ever. “I do
not like it !"”

“I shall nover keep you waiting
again, My, Gedge.”

‘‘Very good, then!”

“Because I shall never see you again,
I {hink.” added Da Costa.

The *legal johnny * stared at him.

“What do you mean?’ he demanded
harshly. “What nonsense is this?”

A dogged look came over Da Costa's
face,

“I mean what I say,” he answered
steadily. “You need not repeat why
vou and Captain Marker sent me to
Greyfriars. You need not tell me that
my expenses are paid and a reward
promised me to ruin Harry Wharton
und drive him in disgrace {rom his

Tre MaexeT LiBRARY.—XNo. 1,060

school—to serve some purpose of Captain
Marker's that T do not know. You need
say nothing, Mr. Gedge; it is for mo fo
speak now, and I tell you I will not do
1

“You will not?” breathed Mr. Gedge,

“1 will not 1

“ Are you mad?”

The Eurasian smiled bitterly.

*Captain Marker is & clever man,” he
raid. * He has iived so long in the East
that he has learned the wiles of the
East, lle took me from the school nt
Lucknao, where I was a despised hanger-
on, and offered me what seemed a great
thing. But he forgot somelhing.™

*“What do you mean?”

“At Lucknao I was ready to carry
out his erders—to play any dirty trieck
that he asked. At Greyfriars it is dif-
ferent. I have scen the boy Wharton; I
am his friend, more or less.”

“That is well.”

“Not so well as you may think, Mr.
Gedge. Captain Marker picked out a
cunnm% despised half-caste for his pur-
pose. But he forgot—even the despised
half-caste might learn new ways, new
modes of thought, in new surroundings.
At Lucknao I hated the sonz of the
white officers, because they despised me.
I was a parinh in their eyos. This boy
Wharton does not despise me; he does
not look on me ns a pariah. If he did
I would do your work gladly. But he
has treated me, as ha would call it,
decently; he has taken ‘me on trust. I
will not betray him.”

“You foo] |"”

Da Costa laughed mockingly.

. “That is the word,” he said. “That
is tho right word! I am learning to ba
a fool—what I should have ealléd a fool
when I was at Lucknao. Let me be a
fool rather than a rascal. If I have an
cnemy I will be a tascal to him, But
I will not be a rascal to & friend.”

Mr. Gedge stood quite still staring ab
the strange lad from the East. That
the half-caste was anything but-a pliable
tool in his hands'hnj never occurred to
him befora.

“You want to go back to Lucknow?”
he asked at last.

“T ghall not zo back to Lucknao.”

“You must leave Greyfriars School
if you displeass Captain Marker!”
rasped Mr. Gedge. “Do you think he
will pay your fees there for nothing?"-

“My fees are paid for this term, at
least,” answered the Burasian coolly.
“That cannot be altered by Captain
Marker or by you.”

“¥You young rascal I”?

“After this tecm, I suppose T must
leave,” said Da Costa, “Well, then, I
will leave. But this is a free country;
I will do as I like. I will find some-
thing to keep me n bread, and I will
not return to India. You may wash
your hands of me, Mr. Gedge. I am
done with treachery,”

“Good gad!” muttered Mr. Gedge.

He sat down on the grassy bank
again, heedless of the ants. The
Eurasian stood looking at him, with a
mocking smile.

“It is finished,” he said. “You need
not make another journey to see me,

Mr. Gedge. You gsre done with me.”
“You had Dbetter think a little,
Arthur,” said Mr. Gedge at last. “You

are giving up all your prospects if you
play the fool like this. You have before
you a career at a public- school, at a
University afterwards; you will study
law, and go back to your own country
a barrister. Will you throw up such a
prospect, to beg your bread in a foreign
country1”

The Eurasian winced.

“I have resolved,’ he said stubbornly.
“If Wharton had made himself my

enemy, if he had despised me; if he hud
even treated me coldly or unkindly——
But he has been kindness iteelf. He has
even goue out of his way to be kind,
because he feared that T was sensitive
and touchy. I tell you I will not harm
him."”
Mr. Gedge breathed hard,

“There is n large fortune at stake,
Arihur—a larger sum of money thau
you dream of. All depends upon Whar-
ton being turned cut of his school in
disgrace—a_ public expulsion. Yon
cannot let down Captain Marker at this
stage. You will suffer if you do!”

“I will suffer, then. I have tried—
but I cannot do what you ask. I have
played cricket with Wharton—"

“What difference does that make?”
asked Mr, Gedge, with a stare.

*“None, to you, I suppose. I have not
readily changed my mind. Listen—only
a few days ago I resolved to play Whar-
ton what he called a dirty trick—to 'cr
him down in a cricket match, That, 1
thought, would rouse his anger and
resentment—he would quarrel with mo
—turn me down. Then my way would
have been clear! I thought, perhaps,
that he would have struck me. If lfm
had struck me, all wéuld have been well
—for you, Mr. Gedge. But—oh, it is
useless to talk! It did not happen as I
supposed it would—as I indaecF ﬁoped it
would. He was patient and kind—hu
treated me az a friend and an equal—I.
the -despised Eurasian of the school at
Lucknao. It was then that I resolved to
have nothing more to do with. this
scheme, I resolved that I would play
the game—and I will play it. Make tle
best of it.”

Mr. Gedge_clenched his bony hands.

But he restrained his rage.

“¥You will think better of this,
Arthur,” he eaid. “You have somo
fancy in your foolish head—some in-
fluence in the school that I did not look
for. But you will think better' of it
You are not the person to give up great
advantages for the sake of & fancy.
Your resolve, as you call it, will fade
iuvn_v when you realise all that you will
oge,”

Da Costa set his:lips hard: Perhaps
the lawyer's words found some echo in
hig own heart:

“Hay no more,” he muttered. "I tell
you I have made up my mind. If Whar-
ton hecome my enemy, well and good.
But unless he gives the first offence, I
will not harm him,”

Mr. Gedge rose from the bank apain.

“You will think it over, and .think
better of it,” he said. “I will see you
again a week from to-day, and you will
report progresa.”

" You need not come.”

“T shall seo you here next Saturday.”

“Y shall not come.”

“I think you willl® answered Mr.
Gedge.

With that, the lawyer turned and
walked away towards the village. Da
Costa stood looking after him, with a
black and lowering brow. When ho
moved at last in the direction of tho
school, his eyes were on the ground
moodily, gloomily. The influence of
Study No, 1 had wrought a change in
him, in so short a timeé that amazed
himself. Vet it was real—real for ihe
time, at least. How deep such a change
could go was another matt hether
it would last was a question that even
Da Costa could not answer. After all,
for what was he sacrificing the reward
of treachery? A kind word—a cheery

lance—a friendly smack on the

shoulder! Trifles light as air in Mr.
Gedge's estimation—and in Da Costa's
own estimation only a short time ago.

There was dou%)t in - Da Costa's
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mind as he walked back to the school—
doubt, and yet his resolve held firm.
And yet, while he told himself passion-
ately that he would keep his resolve,
and play the game, he knew, with the
cynical olearness of mind that belonged
to (he East, that a feather's weight
might turn the scale, and make nim
ouee more the tool of the plotter in far-
off India.

— g

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Brainy Bunter !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
W rolled into the House with an
extremely dissatisfied expres-

sion on his fat face.

Bunter was feeling injured.

In the first place, Mr. Quelch ought
not to have given him lines. A hundred
lines for eating toffee in class was alto-
gether too thick, In the second place,
some fellow might have done those lines
for Bunter—there were plenty of fellows
in the Remove who could have found
the time easily enough. In the third
Ela_,ce, Bunter had very nearly escaped

eing called to book—only that beast,
{.;_odar of the Sixth, had had an eye on

.
- Altogether, the Owl of the Remove
felt that luck was against him that after-
noon; and he frowned a podgy frown
as he rolled into the House. Having
roceived a direct order from a prefect
to regort himself to Mr.. Quelch, Bunter
dared not disregard it—Loder, it was
true, might never know; but again, he
might—and if he did, his ashplant would
come into action.  Bunter knew the
weight of Loder's ashplant; he had been
there before. So with 2 dissatisfied fat
face, Bunter rolled in, and rolled along
Masters’ passage to Mr. Quelch’s study.

He was just in time to catch a glimpse
of Henry Samuel Quelch’s augular form
disappearing round the farther end of
the passage, side by side with Mr.
Wiggins, the master of the Third.
Quelchy, apparently had gone off for a
chat with th: Third Form master—per-
haps for a game of chesa in the latter's
study. But the master of the Remove
seemed to have eyes in the back of his
head, for he turned back and looked av
Bunter.

He beckoned to the fat junior to
approach, and Bunter rolled up unwill-
ingly.

“Your lines, Bunter 7"

“Please I haven't done them, sir.”

“Quite s0,” agreed Mr, Que’lch. S
asked Loder to send you in for that
reason. Why have you not written out
your imposition, Bunter?” -

“I—I forgot, sir.”

“You must try to cultivate a betior
memory, Bunter.”

“VYes, sir—with—with pleasure, sir.”

“In order to assist you to do so, I will
impress this matter on your mind by
doubling your task,” said Mr. Quelch,
with grim humour.

“Oh, sir |” gasped Bunter. “I—I think
I—I could remember all right, sir, with-
out that. As—as a matter of fact, sir,
I—I hadn't forgotten my lines, now 1
come to think of it.”

“Then you were speaking untruthfully,
Bunter 1’

“0Oh, no, Not
mean—""

“You will write out two hundred lines
of the Aineid, and bring them to my
study before tea, Bunter.”

“Tf—if you please, sir—"

“ Enough 1”

Mr. Quelch walked away with the
Third Form master.,

Billy Buater groaned. .

Two hundred lines was likely to keep

sir | et all! I-—I

him occupied for quite a long time—
especially at his rate of speed, When
Bunter was writing lines, it was his
custom to write one line, and pause for
a rost—write another, and pause for
another rest. At that rate, two hundred
lines were not likely to be finished much
before tea-time. Bunter's half-holitday
was gono from his gaze like a beautiful
dream.

Shakespeare has told us that desperate
diseasea require desperate remedies.
Bunter, instead of setting to work on his
lines, sot his fat wits to work to discover

of good fortune, had been able to use
his impot over again. uelchy, some-
how, had left it about his study un-
marked. The happy junior had spotted
it, retrieved it, and saved it up for a
rainy day. Now, only the previous day
Bunter had bad to hand in lines. Sup-
pose there were a chance of recovering
them unimpaired, as had hnpﬁeneli at
least once in the history of the Remove?

The coast was clear, at all events.
Quelchy had gone off with Wiggy, and
his study was empty, and ho seldom or
never locked his door. It was worth the

Palned !

cranky manager of

him. His great
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a way of dodging that weary task. Los-
ing a half-holiday, just for eating toffee
in class, and then dodging his impot, was
altogether too intolerable. It is said
that a lazy man will take more trouble
to dodge work than he need take to get
it done. That was the case with Bunter.
He sat in the window in Masters’
passage and thought it out. He might
have written fifty of his lines, at least,
by the time he decided what he was
going to do.

When lines were handed in to Mr.
Quelch they were cancelled, generally
by the effective method of tearing the
sheats across. But it had been known to
happen that a fellow, by & rare stroke

trouble of looking. Bunter blinked
cautiously up and down the passage.
Like Moses of old, he looked this way
and that way; and there was no man.
Ho rolled into his Form master's study.
Having shut the door, Buntér pro-
ceeded to root through. the study in
search of the impot of tho day before.
But it is said that ligfhtning never strikes
twico in the same place. Tf Mr. Quelch
had been careless once, he was not care-
less again. Nothing was to be seen of
any impot in the study, Bunter's or any-
body else’s. There were plenty of papers
on the table, among them a stack of
typed shecots, which belonged to Mr.
Tree Maexer Liprany.—No. 1,060
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Quelcl’s cclebrated “Ilistory of Grey-
friars.”

Bunter gave a suiff of contempt ot
that, He opencd the table-drawer, and
found more and more papers within.
‘There was a letter  there from DIr.
GQuelch’s nephew Roger, a fellow® at
another school, and Bunter wasted a
vouplo of minutes reading it. This was
une of Bunter's nice little ways, which
«id not endear him to his schoolfellows.
As he put the letter back, Bunter noticed
a small box in the drawer, such as
jewellers use to pack jewellery in. With
his usual inquisitive curiosity, Buntcr
opened the little box, and blinked at a
handsome gold watch that reposed
thetein.

He blinked at it in surprise. It was
not Mr. Quelch’s own waich, he knew;
it; looked an absolutely new watch; and
the box, too, bore the style and title of
a Courifield jeweller. Apparently Mr.
Quelch had very recently purchased that
new gold watch, and—taking it in con-
lunction with the letter from Roger,
Bunter surmised that it had heen pur-
chaced to send as a present to the
Remove master's nephew.

Bunter. closed the box again
replaced it in the drawer.

As he was about to close the drawer
lie paused and grinned,

“Beast|” he murmured.
vight.”

He picked the watch out again and
slipped jt into his pocket. He had, of
course, no idea of stealing the watch—
such a thought never even erossed his
fat mind. His intention was to give
Mr. Queleh a Roland for an Oliver.
Quelchy had given him lines to use up
his half-holiday. Bunter was going to
give Quelchy a scare about his wateh
and & hunt for it. There would be
nothing to connect him with the matter.
Nobody knew that he had been in the
study. 'The watch could be hidden
somewhere, to be found in a day or two,
and in the meantime old Quelehy would
be in a rare bate.

Bunter chuckled over the wonderful
scheme. This was exactly what
Quelchy deserved for detaining a fellow
on a summer's afternoon!

Buntor rolled out of the study with
the watch in his pocket. He was
extremely careful not to be seen, though
he did not think for a moment that if
he was discovered with the watch ho
might—in fact, he would—be suspected
of purloining it. He did not mean to
purlein it, and he did not surmise that
anybody might suppose such =& t.hinf.

¥
&

and

“Berve him

Thinking of any sort was not in Bil
Bunter's line. Having acted on
fatuous impulse, the waof the Remove
nroceeded on his way with fatuous satis-
faction,

Bunter rolled out of Masters’ passage
and paused at the stairs, debating
where he should hide the watch. Two
or three fellows were in sight there, and
Bunter did not want to show his
plunder. 8o he mounted the stairs and
arrived in the Remove passage. Peter
Tadd was in Study Ne. 7, occcupied with
what he was pleased to call his legal
studies, Peter bcmg a solicitor's son, and
lesirous of following some day in the
parental footsteps.

“PDon't come in, fatty,” he said.

“I've got lines to do,” grunted
Bunter,

“Bother you! Why haven’t you done
them

"I say, Peter, suppose you do half?
Quelchy wouldn’t spot the diffcrence in
cur fists if you're careful.”

“ Fathead !”

“Beast! I say, Peler, suppose you
bad something to hide—"

THe Macoxer Liseary.—No. 1,060,

ll‘Eh iu

“Buppose you were hiding something
for & lark,” said Bunter, whilo Peter
stared at him, “where would you hide
it? Buppose I were going to hide a—a
cricket bat, for instance, as & joke on
Bob Cherry t” ;

“I'd advise you to leave it
Bob’s boots are numbeyr clevens.”

“I medn, suppose 1 was going to hide
Wharton's Sunday topper, where do you
think would be a safe place?”

“Are you asking my advice as a
lawyer ** asked Peter,

“Eh? You silly ass—I mean, yes, old
chap 1"

“Then I advise you to leave
Wharton's Sunday topper alone. I also
advise you {o shut up, as I shall heave
2 book at you if you jaw while I'm
working.”

"W Beust !l]

“What is it you've got to
demanded Peter.

“Qh, nothing!
case, you know.”

“You silly owl, dvy up!”

l‘Yahl,’

Bunter rolled out of the study sgain.
He had thought of poking the watch up
the chimney as a safe place, but evi-
dently he could not do so in Peter
Todd’s presence. The door of .Study
No. 1 stood wide open, and Bunter
knew there was no one in that study.
Wharton and ‘Nuigent had gone up the
river with their friends, and Da Costa
‘had started to walk along the towpath
to Friardale. Bunter rolled into Study
No. 1. That was. a safe-place for the
watch until he could _:hinE_ of a safer.
While it lay in repose in some recess in
that study, Mr. Quelch could raise Cain,

alone.

hide 7

T was only putting a

if he liked, about the missing article,
and tear his scanty locks wit wrath.
Bunter grinned at the idea. His only

regret was that he couldn't tell Quelchy
how he had paid him out for the deten-
thn. But cvidently he could not do

that.

Bunter blinked round the study. In
one corner stood an old oak desk that
belonged to Harry Wharton, There
were numberless drawers' and reccsses
in that old desk, and Wharton did not
use half of them. Billy Bunter opened
a drawer which . was stuffed with old
letters, exercises, dog-eared books, and
all sorts of odds-and-ends, evidently the
result of & hasty clearing-up of the
study when the juniors hn,_cf got wind of
a coming Head's inspection—an occaslon
when studies had to present a newly-
swept and garnished aspect. Doubtless
Wharton had intended to clear out that
lumber some day; but, as he did not
need to use the drawer, some day had
never come,

Bunter g-.m])ed under the old papers,
and thrust the watch beneath
There it was hidden from sight, and
was not likely to be found, unless the
captain of the Remove turned out the
drawer—a thing that was uot likely to
happen before the end of the term, if
then.

Feeling greatly satished with his
astuteness, William George Bunter
rolled away to his own study.

He had his lines Lo do, but it was a
great satisfaction to reflect that he was
going to make Quelchy sit up.

The fat junior grinned over his lines
as he scrawled them on one side of the
tablo in Study No. 7, Peter Todd at
work on the other. Peter glanced at
him curiously several times.

“You seem to be enjoying Virgil to-
day, Bunter,” he remarked.

“Eh? Oh, rot! Like to do some
lines for me, Peter, old chap )

“Thanks, no! What are you grinning
at?”

“Qrinning 17 repeated Bunter.

them. .

“¥Yes, like a Cheshire cat.”

“Your face, ald* wan,” answaered
Bunter brightly., *“It has that effect on
a fellow, you know. He, he, he!?

Peter asked no more questions, and
Bunter grinned over his impot till it
wag finished.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In Suspense !
HARRY WHARTON & CO. came

in cheeril¥ for call-over, afier
a happy afternoon on the river.
hey came on Arthur da Costa
us they went to Hall. The new junior
was standing alone, staring from a
window, with a darkly thoughtful ex.
pression on his olive face. He did not
look as if he had been enjoying his half-
holiday; and Wharton, rememberin
that he ‘had had to meet the “legal
johnny ” that afternoon, thought at
the char had had rather hard measure.
Certainly, talking to a legal johnny was
nothing like so enjoyable as pulling up
the river and having tea on Popper’s
Island. 8o he' linked his arm in Da
Costa’s as he passed him, and drew him
on, with genial friendliness. Da Costa
ave him a sudden, quick look, and
then he smiled, and went along with
the chums of the Remove.

“You have had a pleasant afterncon
—yess?” he asked,

“ Ripping I~ said Harry. “I wish you
could have come.” .

“If you will be so kind, I will come
another time.”

“Next Saturday, then?”

“Yess, with pleasure.”

“I say, you fellows,” Bunter whis-
pered to the Famous Five as they lined
upni,n Hall, “old Quelch s taking the
roll.” *

“What about it, fetty?”

“Does he look upset at all ?”?

Billy Bunter's range of vision was
short, even with the aid of his biF
spectacles. At the distance, Mr. Quelch
was & blur to him,

Harry Wharton looked across at the
Remove master.

“Giuelc'hy looks .much the same as
usual,” he snswered. .

“8o he did when I took in my lines,”
said Bunter.

“Well, why shouldn’t he?”

“QOh, nothing!”

" Ass !l’

“Of course, there's-no reason why he
should be upset, or disturbed, or in a
tantrum, of course,” said Bunter hastily.
“*Nothing of the sort. Only I thought
he might be, you know.” .

This was rather mysterious, and
Bunter perhaps expected the captain of
the Remove to inquire further. But
there was no inquiry., Bunter could be
as mysterious as he liked without excit-
ing much interest. No doubt he was
driving at something, but the captain
of the Remove did not waut to know
what he was driving at.

Mr. Quelch apparently had not yet dis-
covered that the watch was missing
from his table drawer. His manner was
quite normal as he took the roll. There
was no sign of perturbation, and no
sign of a tantrum. When the Remove
fellows walked out of Hall, Bunter
remarked to Peter Todd:

“Quelchy doesn't seem1 excited.”

“What is there for him to get exeited
about 1" asked Peter,

“0h, nothing 1"

“Fathead !”

Billy Bunter rolled away, grinning.
Mr. Quelch was not exeited yet; but the
excitement was to come when lie miissed
that gold watch which he had inténded
to send as a present to his nephew
Roger.
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Da Costa faced Mr, Gedge with a in his oyaa.'

has taken me on trust. Xwillnot him.”* *“You fool I ** rasped Mr. Gedge.

retorted Da Costa. * I I have an enemy,

Bunter grinned at the anticipation. Harry Wharton went cheerfully
Worrying  old Quelch seemed a zare enough. few minutes out of

sport to the Owl of the Remove.

But he realised that tho less he said
about his exploit the better. Worrying
old Quelch might be entertaining; bnt
the consequences were likely to be painful
it Mr. Quelch discovered who
worried him. he Remove master
doubtless had a sense of humour, but
it was not likely to be appealed to by
such a jest as hiding a gold watch.

Bunter was quite well awaro of that.
After old Quelcﬁ: had been worried for a
day or two the watch was to come to
light again, but in such a way as woul
cast no suspicion on Bunter as ihe
practical joker,

Even yet it had not occurred to
Bunter that when the watch was missed
the Remove master might not think
that it was a practical joke, but a
theft. Certainly there was no other
fellow at quf"i”“ fatuous enough to
play practical jokes with articles of
value,

_Mr. Quelch was & busy gentleman, his
time fully occupied by his many duties,
and perhaps the matter of the watch had
slipped his memory for & time. Or per-
haps he was leaving it till he had time
to write a letter to accompany the gift.
At all events, the discovery of the loss
did not come in a hurry. Tho next day
was Sunday; and that day there was no
sign on the part of Mr. Quelch 'that he
hind discovered his loss.

On Monday morning Billy Bunter
blinked curiously at his Form master in
class.

Mr. Queleh was a little acid, as lhe

sometimes was in the morning, but
nothing out of the common, .
Bunter felt that his masterly practical

joke on Quelchy was falling rather flat,

e was waiting a long time for the
climax, at all events. In second lessen
that morning maps were required; and
Mr. Quelch called on Wharten to fetch
a map from his studﬂ. Little duties fell
to the head boy of the Form:

ad 8t the notices on the board; an

Form-room were never unwelcome.

No fellow sent out of the Form-room
when class was on was ever known to
hurry to return. Wharton did not
exactly loiter on the way; but he paused
c when
he finally arrived in the Form-room
again with the required man, Mr.
Quelch gave him a frown,

“You have Lkept me - waiting,
Wharton!”
“(Oh, sir! Sorry!”

“You appear to have faken much

4 more time, Wharton, than was necos-

sary to go to my study and return.”

“I—I hope not, sir!” muormured
Wharton, inwardly wondering whether
Mr. Quelch really expected 'a fellow to
hurry back to class

“It is useless to hope not, Wharton,
when you must be aware that such is the
case,” barked Mr. Quelch.

“T'm ma[i‘y sorry, sir!” said Harry,
colouring. “I suppose I might have
hurried a bit."”

The soft answer turneth away wrath.
Mr. Quelch was placated, and he signod
to the junior to go to his place.

Second lesson over, the Remove were
dismissed for morning break. Harry
Wharton & Co. went to look for letters,
Letters for the juniors were generally

laced in the rack to be taken in morn-
ing break. .

‘One for you, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry. “That's your uncle’s fist!”

He tossed a letter over to Wharton.

Da Costa was standing near, though
he was not looking at the letters; he was
expecting nothing. But his derk eyes
turned keenaly and sharply on Ilarry
Wharton as Harry caught the letter
Bob tossed to him. Wharton’s back
was to him, and he did not notice the
Eurasian.

“Tip from the jolly old colonel—
what?” asked b.

“No, I think not,” answered Harry,
with & emile. “It's an answer to a

« Wharton has treated me, as he would call it, dmntly,l” he said, *“ he

¢ Lot mae be a fool rather than a rascal,”

T will be a raseal to him. But I will not be & rascal to a friend 1 (See Chapler 6.)

letter T wrote lest week, I asked him
about Captain Marker.”

““Who's Captain Marker 7"

“The man in India who sent Da Costa
here. It secms he's an old acquaintance
of my uncle’s, but uncle has mnever
mentioned him to me, so I asked about
him. I've told uncle about the new
chap, you know.”

“ About me?"” exclaimed Da_ Cosla.

Wharton turned quickly at his voice.

“] dido't see you there, Da Costn,
Yes, I mentioned you to my uncle—told
him what a topping cricketer we've gor
in the Remove, and how you helped us
beat Highcliffe.”

“(Oh!” said Da Costa.

Wharton looked at himn rather hard.
The sharp suspicion of a_suspicious
nature had lcaped into Da Costa's Ence.

“My dear chap,” said Wharton
quietly, “gurely you didn’t think that
I'd said anything about you that wasn't
to your credit? %lmt the dickens havo
you got into your noddle now ?”

Da Costa flushed. .

“Nothing,” ho answered—“nothing’
You told Colonel Wharton about iy
cricket—yess 1" ;

“There was nothing else to tell Lim
sbout you, was there!” said Harry.
“Except that you were a new man here,
and had becn sent here by Captain
Marker—an old friend of my uncle's, a3
I'm told.”

“Yess, yess!” muttered Da Costa.

He walked away, Wharton glancing
after him with o rather ruffled brow.
But he forgot Da Costa in a minute or
*i*wo, as he procceded to read his ugcle's
ctter.

“Well, whet about the jolly old
Marker man?” asked Bob, as Wharton
finished the bricf letler from the
colonel,

“Little enough,” answered Harry.
“He says he knew a Captain Marker
once in Indis, and that's all, Let's get
out.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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BRIGHT LANDS HIS JOLLY AND MER

RGHTEAucion i/

for which Bright is

but Bright for the cheeky

young scamp
of the Fowrth Forme at St. Samn's !

I
¢igr N the widst of lifo we are in

I dett!” said  Dr., DBirchemall

mornfuily,

“Quite trite—and quite right 1”
said Mr. Fickham, the mnaster of the
Fourth. “What's the (rubble now,
sip 8%

Dr. Birchemall turned a pail, haggerd
face upon the Form master.

“Lickham,” he said, “I am up against
it! T have got my back to the wall |”

“Bo I perseeve,” said Mr. Lickham,
“ Some of tho plaster has attached itself
to your gown.”

The Head glared.

“Y don’t mean this wall, fatted!
‘What I mecan is, I am in a corner.”

“Yes, but why stand in the corner,
sir? Why not come and sit down in
your chair?”

Dr. Birchewall snorted.

* Lickham, you arc as dense as they
make 'em! When I say that I am in
a-coruer, and have my back to the wall,
I am ysing figgers of speech.”

(] Oh !JJ

“I happen to be in low water——"

“¥Yes. I persceve there is a pool
where you are standing, caused by the
canary upsetting its water,” said Mr.
Lickhamn.

Dr. Birchemell snorted feorcer than
ever.

“Dalt! Dinderhead!” he roared.
“Can’t yon get me?”

“¥h? Get what, sir$”

“Can’t you grasp my meaning, Lick-
ham? T am in a most dive and desprit
predickament, I am without a bean!”

“What rot!” said Mr. Lickham.
“*There are rows and rows of beans in
your garden—-"

“Oh, you—you—-" spluttered the
Iead. “Can’t you understand planc
English? I'm broke—broke {o the

wide! And I'm in dett into the bar-

gain. I have not paid my rates for a

munth, and the locel authoritics have
Tur AMacxer Lisrary.--No, 1,060

Funds ave low with Jatk Jolly, Merry, and

RBright, and an auclion sale—a wheeze
responsible—is
hailed with great enthusiasm. But the
proeecds of the auction sale are anything

A v

throtteped o soo nie, and pursoo ‘me,
and pit the brokers in; and goodness
nose. what elégl: I am in distress,
Lickhdam; and my goods and chattles
will ‘shortly be in distress, also:”

“] am. d'aep'l'{‘ distrésséd to hear it,;
sir,” said Mr. Lickham. There was a
catch in his voice, for he was sorry the
Head was stumped. He would have
belped him keep his end wp, but his
own funds had run out, and he had no
extras. It was not ericket, he reflected,
for the local authorities to persecute the
Head in this way.

“Are they ﬁoin to secze your ferni:
ture, sir?” asked Mr. Lickham.

“Eggeactly I” said Dr. Birchemall,
with a rye face. “They_have just telly:
foned to say they are sending a cupple
of men up to Bt. Sant’s to seeze all my
goods and chattles, in default of pay-
ment.”

“Hard cheddar!” said Mr. Lickham
consolingly.

“All my priceless trezeuves,” said the
Head, indicating his study ferniturd
with & wave of the kand, “will have to
go! Boohoo!”

And he laid his head on Mr, Lick-
ham’s sholder and cried like a child.

“It’s pathetick; and I'm simpea-
thetick,” mermered Mr. Lickham. “But
dry those tears, sir, and lend me your
ears! Why should you permit your
priceless trezzures to fall 'into the
clutches of these sharx i

“Bub-bub-because I can't hekl my-
self ! blubbered the Head. *“At any
mimmit now the brokers will be here
and-—"

“Then we must lose mo time, sir!
Give me a hand, and we’ll shift all your
belongings into one of the old lumber:
rooms. Then, when the brokers arrive,
your study will be stripped bear, and
you can point out that you possess no
personal property., ‘There will be
nothing for them to secze, and they will
be balked, bafiled, and bewildered 1

Instantly the Head brightened up.

Ay dear Licky!
What an  awfully
cute  wheeze!” he
eggsclaimed,  grin-
ning  through hig
tears.  “It's just
the sly sort of sub-
terfuge that ‘might
have occurred to
my own mind, but

didn't.  We'll

“ : it
Al ¥
w ~ wove my goods and

chattles
away !
hane

right
Gimme a
with this

Lickham
pealed off his coat
and rolled up his
slecves.  Then he
took one end of the
desk, while the
Head took the
other. Gasping and
gruniing, and pant-
mg and puffing,
they staggered
away to the nearest
lumber-room, where
a lirge collection of
rubbish was already
stored,

The Head's desk
was dumped smong
the rest of the rub-
hish, and then the
two ferniture - re-
movers , went . back
and fetched the
chairs, the carpets,
the cushions, and
the curtans.  'I'hen

r. Lickham
fetched a cupple of sacks from the wood-
shed, and the Head's ornyments were

crammed into them,

The sacks were dragged along to the
lumber-room, and r. Birchemall's
stady was now as bear as Mother
Hubberd’s cubberd.

These  manoovers had  been carried
out while the St. Bam’s fellows were. ac
dinner, so that nobedy was.any the
wiser.

When the Head und Mr. Lickham
returned to the study, mopping the in-
spiration from their browse, two stern-
faced men were awaiting them. The
were very strong men fzzically, an
they eyed the Head quizzically.

* Doctor Birchemall 1" queeried one of
the men. )

“'That's me " said the Head cheerily.
“I'm a broke man, and you're a
broker’s man—what?"

Th‘$ man nodded grimly.

“We've come “ere to take possession
of your ferniture—lock, stock, an’'
barrel ! he said. )

Dr. Birchemall grinned.

“Lock, stock, and barrel, ch? Well,
you can take the lock from the door,
and you'll find an old barrel in the
E:rd; but a3 for stock, I'm'afraid you'll

unlucky! Ha, ha, ha!” s

“Ho, ho, ho ! chortled Mr. Lickhan:.

The broker’s man scowled.

"“Where's all yer goods an’ chattles?”
he demanded. '

[“Berch me!” said the Head, shrug-
ging his sholders. “Fact is, jentlemen,
I have been stripped of all my belong-
ings, eggsept the clothes I stand up in.
And you can’t touch those.”

- “We was ordered to come ‘erc an’
restrain your ferniture—"

“Restrain it? Why? Did you think
it was likely to become violent? Well,
T'm sorry to disappoint you, jents, but
I've no ferniture to restrain, So you
can go back to the Inspoetor of Rates
and Taxes, and tell him that I've had to
sell up.”
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So zaying, Dr. Birchemall opened the
door, and ushered the astonished
hroker's men into the passidge.

“COrry-voreI” he said, for he always
liked {o air his French when con-
versing with wvulgar people. “Bong
joor, my pippins!®

“'Toodle-001” added Mr, Lickham in
modern English.

And thoe broker's men—balked,
bafled, and bewildered, as Mr. Lickham
had predicted they would be—slouched
away with scowling faces.

The Head had saved his goods and
chaltles from being restrained !

1I.
“NOTISS!
A SAIL BY AUGTION

of valewable, ?no_ds- and chattles,
ine

ooding,
AN ENTIRE SWEET OF TFERNI-
TURE

{desk, chairs, sofer, and secterer, and
seterer), will take place in the Junior
Common-room at 7 o'clock sharp. Lots
and lots of lots will be sold under the
hanminer, Wunderful bargins! The
chance of a lifetine to fernish your
studies cheaply and ‘tastefully!

ROLL UP! ROLL UP! ROLL UP!

Cattalogs of the sail may be obtained
from the Auctionecr, BILLY BRIGHT,
Study No. 1, Fourth Ferm Passidge.”

Needless-to sey, thiz anmounsement,
which had been posted up on the notiss-
hoard in the Hall, made a grate sensa-
tion at 8t Sam’s.

_ The auction smil was Billy Bright's
idea—another of his skeems for getting
rich quick.

As a rule, Bright’s bright ideas had &
way of coming umnstuck, and landin
him and his chums, Jack Jolly an
Merry, in the soop.  First there had
been the barber's business, when -Dr.
Birchemall's beard -had been shaved off;
with paneful rezzults. Then there had
been' the insurance skeems, which had
prommist "well for a time, but had
ended in dire disaster.

-But it really seemed that Billy Bright
was on a winner this time,

It was Bright who had discovered the
“valewable goods and chattles.” After
dinner, he had been chased by Bounder
of the Bixth, and had taken refuge in
the lumber-room.

Us:uall{’ the lumber-room contained
nothing but worthless rubbish. And
Bright had been astonished to find
other rubbish there which was not guite
so worthless.

There was a roll-top desk, covered
with the inkstains of generations; a
horse-hare sofer, which was shedding a
lot of its stuffing; and some occasional
chairs which dign’t. match, and which
had lost some of their legs in study
warfare.-

Also, there were some carpets which
had been worn threadbare, and some
curtans which had been died yellow
originally, but which were now & din
grey. There were also some portraits
of Dr. Birchemall’'s ansestors, inclood-
ing SBweeney ''odd, Charles Peace, Bill
SiEes, and other unsavery rough 'uns,

Then there were a cupple of sacks
full of ornyments and 1'1-quets. inclood-
ing an eighteen-carrot gold watch.
And, to comnpleat the weerd and wun-
derful assortment, there were a buudle
of canes and a birch rod,

Billy Bright argewd, and quite
reezonably, that all this property didun't
belong to anybody, or it would not havo

been dumped It the lumber-room with
the rest of the rubbish. The shrood
Fourth-Former had  therefore con-
seeved the notion of taking possession
of the goods and s¢lling them by. pub-
lick auction, '

After tea, Jack Jolly and Merry
hefi}ed their chum to shift all the goods
and chattles . to the Junior Commeon-
room. And by seven o'clock—the time
fixed for the suction sail—the place was
packed to suffercation.

. Billy Bright-stood on one of the ocea-
sional chairs, which happened to have
all its legs intacked. He furrished a
hammer in his hand, and Jack Jolly
and Merry, his assistants, were stand-
ing beside him.

“8dil now on!” shouted Bright.
“ Jentlemen, chaps, and fellows! Here's
i;__our_ chance_to secure the bargins of a
ifetime! . Lot
roll-top desk, made of sollid mahog-
gany, and worth fifty pounds of any-
body’s munny! What am I bid for this
desk; jentlemen?”

** Half-a-crown !"” said Burleigh of the
Sixth, with a grin, “Is it a deal?”

“No, it's mahoggany, I tell you!”
snorted Bright,
mahoggany desk for half-a-crown. Try
again, Burleight”

“Two-and-nine,” said the kaptin of
St. Sam’s.

Dr. Birchemall lald his head on
Mr. Lickham'’s sholder and cried
likke a child.

. “Two pounds nine shillings?” said
Bright cagerly.
“No. Two shillings and ninepence!”
The auctioneer gave a snort.
“This desk is a good deal—"
“You said it was mahoggany!”
A deal more \raiwable than
two-and-ninepence ! said Bright, “Did
I hear you bid a fiver, Fearless "
“No, you didn't!” said Frank Fear-
less, larfi

ng. )

“Did you say seven pounds six, Sted-
fast?”

“No. Seven-and-six,” zaid Stedfast

of the Fourth, with a chuckle.
Bright fAurrished the hammer,

“Going at seven-and-six! Going—

going——"
“Here, held on!” cried Stedfast, in
slarm.  “I don't want to buy the

blessed desk! I was only rotting—?*

“Gone!” said Bright, hringing down
the hammer with a crash. “Sold to
My, Stedfast for seven-an-six—and dirt
cheap at the price! Now for Lot No. 2
—a magniffisent eighteen-carrot gold
watch, stamped in every link, jooled in
aevery movement. tiptop timepeace,
jentlemen, made in Jermany, and with
the letter * A. B.” engraved on the case.
I don't know what tﬁn.t stands for—-*'

“ All Brass!” suggested Burleigh,

“Ha, ha, hal?

« AMred Birchemall!” cried Tallboy
of the Sixth. “That’s the Head's gold
watch, you young duffer! Ifow did you
come by it?”

Bright looked quile scared for =
minnit; then he larfed.

No. 1—a magniffisent |.

“Catch me selling a

“It can't possibly Le the Head's,” le
said, “bekawse. 1 found it in the
lumbér-room with the vest of the stuff.
Come, jents! What am I bid for this
hansom gold ticker?”

‘Three-ha'pence!” squecked 2AMidgett
minaor,

“Ratts "

“Fourpence !” said Frank Fearless,

. “Fourpence I am bid,” said Bright,
in tones of contempt, “for this magniffi-
sent eighteen-carrot” gold watch! Four
paltry pence for a watch that is worth
a fiver! Going—going—"

“You're quite. Bure it's
Bright?”" said Frank TFearless.
shan't buy it if it isn't.”

“Gone !” said the auctioneer, bringing
down the hammer with a sickéning
thud on Jack Jolly's head.

“Yaroooo "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lot No. 3!" announced Bright.
“Here, jentlemen, we have a collee-
tion of portraits of famus men, inclood-
ing Sweeney Todd, Charles Peace, and
Bill 8ikes. They were all hung in the
Royal Academy 2

“Yoéu're wrong there,” said Fearle:s.
“Bweeney Todd was hung at Newgate."

“Don’t interrupt,"” sa.i'clgtl'ie' atictionecy
sternly. “These are wunderful por-
traits, jentlemen! Dr. Birchemall has
the same collection hung-in his study,
but thase are only worthless imitations,
whereas these are the orriginals. I &
selling the poriraits in one lot. What

going,
3 I

- offers 7

The bidding was brisk on this occa-
sion, for the St. Sam's fellows were keen
collectors of the portraits of famus
crimminals. :

Dr. Birchemall arvived in the Junior
Common-room just in time to sea his
ansestors nocked down to Tallboy of the

Sixth for five bob,

The Head stood speschless in the
doorway. A torrent of angry words
burst from his lips. X )

“My trezzures!” he cried. “My
priceless trezzures being hawked and
touted for eail at a publick auction!
This is dis'}%\racoful! Gimme back my
ansestors, Tallboy !”

“(Certainly, sir—if Bright gives me
back my five boby!” said Tallboy, who
had Scottish blud in his vanes.

“One minnit!” said Dr. Birchemall,
who saw a chance of making some
munny. “TIl take the five bob, and
you can keep my ansestors, Tallboy.
Guard the portraits jellusly, bekawse
they will be worth thowsands some day.
What other articles have you sold,
Bright, you young rascal f” )

“Your desi went for seven-and-six,

sir, and your gold watch for four-
pence.” .
“Good! Hand over the dibbs. And

the purchasers can keep my desk and
ticker until ‘I happen to want them
again. You necdn’t hurry, but T shall
want all my property inside five
minutes, You will now follow me to
my study, Bright, and I'll birch you
black and blewl”

“W-w-what for, sir?”

“Theevery!” said the Head sternly.
“Pinching my personal property, and
putting it vp to auction.”

“But—but I didn’t know the stuff was
yours, sir,”

“Tell that to the Maroons!” was the
skornful reply. “Come with me, you
young welp!” .

And Billy Bright, with yet another of
his wunderful skeems having come un-
stuck, erawled away to his doonw

THE END. "

(Look out for another veollicking fine
yarn of St. Sam’s next week, entitled:
“THE OLD BOYS DINNER!" I'su
peach of a yarn, chwmal!)

T'iue Maexer Liprany.—No. 1,060,



- DOES YOUR PAL READ THE **MAGNET™?

(Continued from page 13}

. Aud the chums of the Remove went
into the quad. In third lesson Billy
Bunter blinked anxionsly at his Form-
master.  But Mr. Quelch’'s augnst
countenauce was still “szet fair '; evi-
dently he had not yet missed the wateh.
Billy' Bunter, with great disgusr,
wondered whether he ever would miss
it. He was destined to be enlightened
on that point before long—and in & way
he did not anticipate.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

ILLY BUNTER chuckled.

Ho was at tea in Study No. 7,
with Peter and Tom
Dutton. Something, evidently,

had struck the Owl of the Remove as
amusing to elicit that sudden fat
chuckle,

Peter glanced at him.

“Something gone
fatty 1" he asked.

“Eh! No."”

p “;[:bon what are you making that row
or 7

“Find out!"”

*“Not worth the trouble!"” said Peter.
“QOnly don’t do it any more, old chap.
If you're under the impression that it's
musical, u're making a mistake--a
serious mistake.”

_“Yah!” was Bunter's elegant re-
joinder., Then he went on: “I could
tell you something if I liked, Toddy |

“Whoppers?"” asked Toddy.

““No, you beast! The joke of the
term!” said Bunter, grinning.

“Well, cough it up!”

“0Oh, I'm not going to tell you!” said
Bunter. ¥I'm keeping it jolly dark!
(C'an’t be too careful I

“Fathead!” said Toddy politely.

“Beast "

Hed Peter displayed keen curiosity
and urged Bunter to reveal the great
secret, probably Bunter’s desire to wag
his gy chin would hayve been too
much for him. But Peter did nothing of
the sort. He seemed to have a plenttful
lack of interest in the fat thoughts that
were passing through the Owl’s mind.

Buntor rolled out of Study No. T
when tea was over, and directed his
footsteps towards Wharton’s study.

Wharton and Nugent, as he knew—
Dunter knew everything that went on in
the Remove ﬂassugc—wero teaing with
Bob Cherry that day in Study No. 13.

_"l\"hergl'ure. they would not be in Study
No. L

A great wheeze came into Bunter's
fat brain. The hidden watch had been
placed in Wharton's desk as a temporary
measure, till the Owl of the Remove
could think of a better place. Now he
had thought of a better ene—which ap-
pealed to lis sense of humour. That
was to conceal the watch in Mr.
Quelch’s Sunday hat!

That very special topper, which Mr.
Quelelr wore only on gundayu and on

Tue Macener Linrary.—No. 1,060.

wrong  insidg,

very greal oceasions, was kept in a hat-
box in Mr. Queleh's room. Access to
that hat box was easy enough—for any
follow who had the nerve to meddle
with -1l Remove mastor's best hat,

Most fellows would have: hesitated to
earry a practical joke to the extent of
meddling with that very special arficle.
But Buuter's mission in life often
soomed to bo to demonstrate the truth
of the adage that fools rush in where
angels fear to tread.

In that Sunday hat, in the hat-box,

the watch would be hidden with
absolute sccurity—till the followin
Sunday, That would give Mr. Quele

2 whole week of worry on tho subject.
After which he would infallibly discover
the missing watch himself as soon as he
removed the topper from the hat-box.
The oxpression on Quelchy's face when
that heppened would be worth seeing,
Bunter considered. He would not be
able to see it, but he could fancy it, and
the mental picture made him chucklo.

As Wharton and Nugent were teaing
up the passage, it was a safe oppor-
tunity to remove the watch from Study
No. 1. If Bunter remembered the ex-
istence of Arthur de Costa, he took it
for granted that the new fellow had
gone up the passage to tea with his
study-mates.  Probably, however, he
did ‘not think of Da Costa at all
Bunter was nof, in many ways, a gifted
youth, but he had & marvellous gift for
forgetting things.

S0 le rolled into 8tudy No. 1, open-
ing the door and entering without warn-
ing, not doubting that the room was
empty.

But the room was not empty.

Bunter, relling in, rolled right across
to the old osk desk in the corner, and
nearly rolled into Arthur da-Costa, who
turned suddenly from the desk with a
startled, crimson face.

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

The Eurasian stared at_him,

Bunter blinked at the Eurasian.

He was startled- at being caught going
to Wharton's desk, and it did not occur
to his fat mind to wonder what Da
Costa was doing there. He backed
aws promptl}(.

“J—I say, 1—I wasn't going to that
desk, Da Costs,” he stammered.

“You fat fool!”

“Qh, really, you know——

“What do you wanit?” snarled Da

Closta.

“Nothing, old chap. I—I_didn't
know you were here, you see. I mean,
I—I—1 thought—"

“Get out!”

%11 mean, I—I came along to epeak d

to you, old fellow,” said Bunter.
“Knowing_you were here on your own,
I thought I'd drop in for a chat, see?”

“Qh, get out!” said Da Costa. “You
are always spying! Were you going fo
spy in Wharton's desk ?”

“0Oh, ren.llﬁ ou know! I wasn't

oing to touch that desk! If you think
f was going to take away anything from
the desk, Da Costa, you're simply
making & silly mistake. Nothing of the
kind, The—the fact is, I—I was going
to the desk to borrow some—some blot-
ting-paper.”

Dr. Costa stared at him very hard.

“If it is blotting-paper you want, you
can take it,” he said. “There is a wad
of it there.”

Billy Bunter certainly had no use for
blotting-paper just then; but he helped
himself to » sheet from Wharton's wad
—having given that as a reason for his
visit. to the study, and for his obvious
intention of going to the desk.

“I say, Da Casta, why ain't you tea-
ing in No. 13 with the other chaps?”
asked Bunter,

“Mind your own business!”

“Won't they have youf”
Bunter, with a grin,

Da Costa gavo him a lowering look.
As a matter of fact, he bad been asked
to tea in Bob Cherry's study, but had
declined for reasons of his own.

“ Do you want to be kicked out of this
study, Bunter?” ho asked.

“Eh? Nol"”

“Then you had better walk out, and
sharp 1"

“Don’t get stuffy, old bean,” said
Bunter. pacifically.  “Look here, Da
Costa, I've had & moasly tea in No. 7—
Toddy's frightfully mean over the grub.
Not that he's got much money to spend,
his people are poor, you know."”
Bunter gave a smff. “I'll tell you
what. Come down to the shop with me,
and we'll. have tea there.”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Tll stand tea, of course!” said
Bunter, with dignity. "“And I've no
objection to your company, Da Costa.
If they don’t want you in No, 13, como
along to the tuckshop. see? 1 don’t
mind teaing with a nigger.”

“What ?*

“I'm no snob,” said Bunter.
“ Hellows of really good families never
are, you know, I tea with Inky, and
he’s a real black nigger—blacker than
{gu are by half. I pal with Toddy, and

is father is enly a solicitor in Blooms-
bury. I'm an easy-going chap. It's so
often tasken advantage of,” went on
Bunter, with & sorrowful shake of the
head. “Fellows stick on to me, you
know, because I'm too jolly good-
natured to bar them off. Look here,
you come along with me to the tuck-
shop—and I'll tell you what, I don’t
mind t_.lkmf your arm in the quad! I
mean it! It will do you a lot of good
in the school to let the fellows see that
you're on such terms with me. See?”

Possibly Buntor expected an outburst
of gratitude in return for this generous
offer.

There was rather an outburst—but if
waa not of ‘gratitude.

Da Costa’s dark face became darker
with angry passion—for what reason
Bunter did not understand in the least.
It did not occur to him_that his re-
marks might have been offensive to the
Eurasian.

Da Costa made a stride towards him,
and grasped him by the collar,

“Get out!”

“ ¥aroooh [

Bang!
Bunter's bullet head smote the study

oor.
Bunter's head was hard, but the door
was harder. There was no doubt that
the door had the best of i,

A" fiendish yell rang along the
Remove passln'llge.

@

asked

The Owl of the Remove, yelling
wildly, went whirling into the passage.
He collepsed there with a terrific roar.

Da Costa glared at him from the door-
way for a moment, and then slammed
the door on him.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow! Wow!” howled
Bunter.

He scrambled up! He was indignant
and wrathy; but he did not open the
door of Study No. 1 again. ® con-
tented himself with yelling through the

keyhole :
“Yah! Beast! Rotter) Yah!”
No reply from the study.
“Yah!”, pursued Bunter. “Nigger!

Beast! You come out of that room,
you funky nigger, and T'll mop up the
passage with you.”

There was a sound of the door-handlo
turning within
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That was enough for Williama George
Bunter. .

He stood not wpon the order of his
goiny, but went at ouce. The. arrow in
its flight was hardly swifter than the
fat figure of the Owl of the Remove as
it flew along the passage.

By the time Da Costa had the door
open, Bunter had rveached No. 7, and
dived into that apartment ]ICC\{“OIIE—
almost as if he were taking a header
into a swimming-pool,

“Ow!” he gasped.

“You fat ciump, what are you bholt-
ing about like a runaway horse for?”
demanded Peter Todd.

“QOw! That nigger's after me!”
gasped Bunter.
Peter glanced along the passage.

Nobody was to be seen there. Da
Costa had closed the door of Study
No. 1 again.

“Keep him off, Peter,
gasped Bunter.

“Yon buwbling bandersnatch, there's
nobody after you!”

“Oh!” Bunter recovercd his courage
immediately, “The rotten funk! He's
jolly well afraid! He jolly well knows
i’d have mopped up the passage with
him! These niggers haven't much
pluck, Peter. What are you grinning
at, you beast?”

Bunter rubbed his head. There was
nothing in it of an intelle¢tual nature
to be damaged; but it felt hurt.

“That cheeky nigger banged my head
on the door, P};ter.ﬂ; I say, old chap, I"d
give him a jolly good hiding, only it's
a bit beneath a fellow’s dlgmty to touch
such a rank outsider. It's rather bad
manners to cackle in a fellow’s face like
that, Toddy. I suppose you wouldn’t
know any better, but it is. Look here,
Peter!” I you knew what thn.t,cha.p
had been saying about you, you'd go
along to his study now and mop him

up
“What has he

old chap!”

*“Oh!2 said Peter.
been saying 1"

“Horrid things,” said Bunter.
called you a bony freak, Peter.”

“Ho did, did he?”

“Veg; and he said your face was
exactly like a Guy Fawkes mask, only
uglier—much uglier.”

* Anything elsc?™ ; —

“Lofs of things. He said he didu't
know whether you'd goi out of the Zoo,
or out of a lunatio asylum, enly he kuew
it must be one or the other. I'd jolly
well lick him for saying such things, if
I were you, Peter.”

Poter Todd looked round the study,
and picked up a fives bat.

“Good!” said Bunter. “You're going
to lick that cheeky rotter, old ¢hap?”

“I'm going to lick a checky rotter,
cortainly,” assented Peter. " Bend over
that chair, Bunter.”

* What ?” roarcd Bunter.

“Bend over.”

“Why, you—you—you— Yaroooh!”

Peter's left hand pgrasped Bunter's
coller and jerked him over. His right
wiclded the fives bat with vigour and
cfficiency.  Four vigorous Iicks had
been administered by the time William
Greorge Bunter jerked himself loose and
fled from the study, Bunter had entered
Study No. 7 at a great speed. He left
it at a greater.  Bunter's movements
generally resembled those of the tor-
toise. Now he seemed to be cmulating
the hare—and getting away with it.

“Come back and have somo more!”
roared Peter Todd, brandishing the
fives bat in the doorway of Study No. T.

But answer there came none! William
George Bunter had vanished into space.

“Ha

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Da Costa Makes a Discovery !

RTHUR DA COSTA turned the
key guietly in tho lock of
Study Neo. 1.

Fhen he crossed aver to the
ovak desk in the corner.

Bunter, whose fat thoughts had been
wholly occupied with himself, as ususl,
had not given any thought to the fact
that the Burasian had been standing
at the desk when he rolled in. Had
he thought about it, certainly lLe
would have wondered what Da Costa
had been doing there. The desk be-
longed to Harry Wharton; Da Costa
had no business with it—or should
have had none. Not that Wharton
would have objected to either of his
study-miates using the desk—property
was rather held in common in junior
studies.

It was rather a bureau than a desk,
and it took up a considerable amount of
spaceé; and, naturally, Nugent used it
for writing letters, and such things as
blotting-paper, sealing-wax, pens, and
pencils were kept in it, for the conunon
use of the study—or all the Remove for
that matter. Wharton would have
thought nothing of it had Le come inta
the study and found Da Costa sitting
at the desk, writing, or looking into one
of the top drawers for pen nibs or

postage stamps. But that was not Da

Costa's occupation.

Wharton, assuredly, would lave been
surprised, and most decidedly angry
and indignant, had he seen lhow Da
Costa was now occupied.

The Eurasian was scarching tho desk.

The top drawers were common pro-
perty. The lower ones were used by
Wharton for personal things, and
Nugent would never have thought of
opening them. Da Costa was opening
one after another, and searching every
one with meticulous care,

Obviously, he was looking for some
special article. Whatever it was, it was

not_hinﬁl of his own, and nothing at
which he had a right to look.
In point of fact, what he was secking

was the letter that Harry had received
from his uncle that morning.

Da Costa’s intoregt in that letter was
keen. He was mentioned in it, and
Captain Marker was moentioned in it.
What Colone] Wharton might have had
to say about Captain Marker was of
keen interest to Da Costa. He was not
curious or inquisitive, in tho way of
Billy Bunter. What he was doing was
much worse than Bunter’s obtuse prying
into other fellow’s affairs. Da Costa
was not prying—he was spying.

Keen and wily as he was, the Eura-
sian had never been able to guess, or
even surmise, for what cause the man in
India had laid that strange plot against
a boy he had never

moneylenders at Lucknow. He kuew
that Marker was a reckless man, a
spendthrift; but even a spendthrift
would not throw money away [or
nothing. . The Eurasian had been doeply
perplexed and irritated by the fact that,
with all his keenness, he could not
penetrate the plotter’s motive,

That such a man as Marker had heen
on terms of friendship with Colonel
Wharton he did not believe. It had
suited the cuptain to say so, and that
was all. But evidently he had known
tho colonel in Indiz—and the colénel
had known him.

What the colonel thought of him was
of keen interest to the Enrasian; but
that was not all. It was possible that
Colonel Wharton, knowing the man,
might know, or guess, or surmise
something ‘ concerning his plot againss
the colonel’s nephew.

In that case it was very probable
that he would give hia nephew some
warning on the subject of the half-
caste.

Certainly, Wharton’s manncr Lad
Ireen no different sinee ho had read the
letter.

But that amounted to nothing in Da
Costa’s eyes. He was so accustomed lo
dissembling, that he trusted nothing lo
appearances.

To read that letter, to learn whether
Colonel Wharton suspected anything, to
find out whether he had warned his
nephew to keep the half-caste at nrin's
length—that was Da Costa’s object.

He had no ecruple whatever. Thas
Wharton would not have done such n
thing, for any motive whatsocver, he
knew. And it was his desiro—with half
his heart, at least—to be like Wharton,
if he could, and as unlike as possible
to the wily, cunning, unscrupulous half-
caste of Lucknow. But such a nature
was not changed in a day. When lin
had an end to attain he never scrupled
dabout the means, and he did not scruple
now. And though he was anxious that
Wharton should never know what heo
was doing, he could not holp feeling o
slight contempt for a fellow who lofs
private letters in an unlocked desk, and
took it for granted that nobody woull
look at them. Such unthinking faith in
the honour of others he could not help
admiring and envying, but at the samn
time he despised it.

He knew that the colonel’s letter waa
most likely in the desk. Often he had
seen Wharton open a drawer, already
vather well Glled, and toss a letler in—
some lotter thut was to be answered
later wlhen time allowed. Never before
had he thought of looking at such lef-
ters—they had no interest for him, and
he was not inquisitive. Now the case
was different.  Thia particolur letier

(Continued on next page.)

cven  seemn, at oa
school in England.
He knew that
Marker's  motive
must be a strong
one; even o Lbad
man would net lay
&  wivked schomoe
for no reason. And
the  scheme.  too,
was costing Marker
a  great deal of
momey, which Da
Costa  knew he
could il spare;
which hao km‘w,
indeed, that the
captain st have
raised  from  the
grecdy native
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contained references to himsell and to
the man who had sent him to Grey-
frinra: it might affect the footing wpon
which he stood with the eaptain of the
Remoye—knowledge  of  what was
written in that letter might be a useful
guide to him. That was enough for the
ha'f-easte—he searched for the letter
with the intention of reading it from
end to end, :

His search was long.

If the letter was theve 1t was not
easily to be found. Tf Wharton had
tossed it into & drower he must have
sorted the things over since, for some
reason. Jooking for something or other,
and so hidden it from sight. But Da
Costa was paticnt-—with the patience of
the Oriental. Carcfully he sorted
through the contents of drawer afier
drawer—coming upon a good many old
letters, the existence of which had pro-
bably been entirely forgotten by the
captain of the Remove. Still, he did
not find the letter be sought.

But snddenly a startled exclamation
left his lips.

He was turning over the lumber in a
large drawer at the bottom of the
burcan, when a gleam of gold caught
his eye,

'IE duttc-r amaz]:lment-. "
picked up a gold watch,
under the old papers.

He stared at it blankly.

He could see that it was quite a new
watch—not a single mark was on it to
show that it had ever been in a pocket.

Why Wharton ghould shove a new
gold watch away carelessly among the
Iumber in & drawer was a mystery; it
was not like the captain of the Remove
to be carecless with valuable things.

But as he turned the watch over in
his dusky fingers the Eurasian noticed
the monogram engraved on the back of
the gold case:

i 3

the Eurasian
which lay

Those initials, certainly, were not
Wharton’s.

The watch, hidden in Wharton's desk,
did not belong to him. It was too
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bright and new to have been bought
secondhand.

“Q " was an exceedingly uncommon
mitial for a surname. Ho far as Da
Costa knew. there was only one person
at Grextriavs with such an uncommon
initial—Mr, Quelely, the Remove master.

It was uninginable that a wateh be-
longing to Mr., Queleh could be hidden
in Wharton's desk.  Moreover, the
wateh was of the solid construction of
the timckeepers used by much younger

ersons than Henry Samwel Quelch. It
ooked like the kind of watch that
might be given as a present to a school-
boy when he was considered old enough
to take care of a gold watch. It was
such a present as Colonel Wharton
might, perhaps, have given his nephew
on his birthday; but in that case, of
coum%{" ﬁho initials would have been

o

Da Costa was completely puzzled.

He was not only puzzled, but sus-
picious, It was so utterly amazing for
that watch to be there, that & mind
like Da Costa’s could not help jumping
to suspicion.

How had Harry Wharton come into
possession of that gold watch, which
obviously did not and could not belong
to him? Why was it hidden away so
carefully ?

A Dbitter grin came over Da Costa's
ace.

With all his cunning, all his wily
distrust, he had taken Wharton at face
value, never doubting that he was what
he seemed.

Now he doubted.

A fellow who hid in his desk a gold
watch that obviously did not belong to
him, was not the fellow Da Costa l‘imd
believed Wharton to be. The half-caste,
accustomed to deceiving others, had
bagn deceived himself—that seemed cer-
tain to him now. = And yet— If &
watch had been stolen, something would
have been heard of it. The watch
could not have been stolen. Da Costa
hardly knew what to think,

He replaced the watch at lasy, and
covered it up with the old papers and
books as before, and resumed his search
for the eolonel’s letter.

He did not find that letter.

Probably Wharton.still had it in his
pocket. Perhaps—Da Costa’s mind
flashed to suspicion—perhaps he would
not trust that letter where the half-caste
might find it if he liked.

There was a sound of footsteps and
voices in the Remove passage. Like a
flash Da Costa crossed the study and
silently unlocked the door,

A few moments later Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent came in.

“Hallo, here you are!” said Harry
cheerily. ‘“Coming out for a trot in
the quad, Da Costa?"”

" Yeas'J’

Wharton was quite unconscious of the
Eurasian's searchini look. The Eurasian
left the study with him and Nugent.

“What about half an hour with the
willow?” asked Wharton. “If you
keep up your form, old bean, we want
you to come over to Rookwood when we
go over to play Jimmy Silver's lot.
You'd like it?”

o YBSB.”

“Come on, then.”

The juniors went down fo cricket.
But Da Costa, keen cricketer as he was,
was thinking less of cricket now than of
the strange discovery he had made in
Study No. 1. The recollection of that

" hidden gold watch haunted his mind.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Startling !

R. QUELCH finished writing
M the letter, signed it “ Your
affectionate uncle, H., 8.
Queleh, " laid the pen

upon his desk,

It was a letter to his nephew Roger,
a youth who had once put in o few
woeks in the Greyfriars Remove, and
was well known to Harry Wharton &
Co. Roger had not liked Greyiriars as
much as was oxpected—perhaps the
avuncular eyec was a little too searching
and severe. And Roger had some little
manners and customs which did not
make his uncle regret that he had not
stayed permanently at Greyfriars.
 Nevertheless, Mr. Quelch was an affec-
tionate, if not demonstrative, relative,
and his nephew havingMiate_ly passed a
difficult examination, r. Quelch was
weighing in with a handsome present
for his birthday—as the reward of
merit as well as a testimony of affection.
Ro%er Quelch had not enjoyed his
uncle’s company at Greyfriars, but he
was really sure to think with kind
affection of the scholastic gentleman
when he received a handsome gold
watch with the monogram, “R.Q.,"
engraved on the back.

The Remove master opened his table
drawer and -picked up the little box
from the jeweller's. As he ﬁ)icked it
up he noticed that it weighed very
little, which was surprising for a box
that had a rather heavjly-built wateh in
it. When he opened the lid the mystery
was explained. The watch was not in
the box.

Mr. Quelch stared into that little box
blankly.

The watch had gone!

Watches, it was true, were made to
go, and in one sense Mr, Quelch had
naturally. expected that watch to go;
but it _had gone in quite a different
sense.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr, Q\u;a:lch.
apparently addressing the empty box.

He sat for some minutes in astonished
thought.

He kuew that he had not taken tho
watch out of the box. Every day since
the purchase he had opened that table
drawer more than once, and each time
he had seen the box there. He had not
thought of looking into it, or touching
it; indeed, he might not have opened it
now had he not noted how lightly it
weighed in his hand. But he looked
through the drawer with care, and
found that the watch was not loose
among the other contents. Then he sat
for some minutes more, staring into the
little velvei-lined box.

Where was the watch?

That it had been deliberately taken
out of the box was obvious. Some sur-
reptitious person had removed it.

Why? Mr. Quelch was not a sus-
picious gentleman. He was severe, but
he was not at all suspicions. .Had therc
been any other explanation of the dis-
appearance of ‘the watch, he would
never have dreamed of supposing that o
theft had been committed. The bare
thought of o theft at Greyfriars was
distasteful to him—more than distaste-
ful—it was revolting. But of what
other explanation was he to think?

That any fellow, howsoever fatuous,
could take so valuable an erticle as a
gold watch, secretly and surreptitiously,
without intending to steal if, and
merely for a practical joke, did not
enter his mind. e

There were fellows of a jesting turn
in the Remove, and in other Forms at
Greyfriars, but that sort of jest was
guite out of the experience of the

and
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“J{ you know who abstracted tha watch from my study,”’ said Mr.
Costa raised his hand. **There’s the thief !>’ he sald. And with a steady forefinger he pointed at Harry Wharton, the
captain of the Remove. (S8ee Chapler 12.)

unlikely to take.
Wharton, certainly—much more likely
than Wharton ; nevertheless, extremely

MNemove master. Such an idea did not
cross his mind; it was not likely to
cross anyone’s mind,

Only the obtuse mind of William
(George Bunter could have evolved such
a very dangerous sort of a jest. And
s0 far even the crass Owl had not
exercised his misdirected gifi of
practical jokes at tho expense of hiz
IForm master.

“ Bless my soul |” said Mr. Quelch for
& second time.

The Remove master never acted in a
hurry.

' Something had to be done, and with-
out loss of time; but he considered the
matier very carefully first.

It was Monday evening now, and he
had purchased that watch in Courtfield
on the previous Friday, It had lain in
tHe table drawer since that date—at all
ovents, the box had. At what time the
watchghad, been removed from the box
he could not guess. Bince Friday, it
was certain. Saturday afternoon was a
half-holiday, and he remembered that
he had played chess with Mr. Wiggins
in Masters’ Common-room that day.
That might have been a thief’s oppor-
tunity. But Bunday—or Monday—
Mr. Quelch stared suddenly as he re-
membered that he had sent a junior to
his study that morning to fetch a map.

He was trying to remember whether
any junior had been to the study, when
the recollection of that incident came
into his mind.

Wharton had been to the study, and
he had been censured for taking twice
as long as wes necessary to fetch the
map,

My, Quelch compressed his lips.

To- suspect Harry Wharton of pur-
loining & watch was practically impos-
sible. Mr. Quelech would almost have
suspected himself as soomn.

till, there was the fact! Wharton
had been in the study, Whavton had
taken much more time than was neces-
sary to fetch the map from the etudy,
nmf the watch had been taken!

“Impossible ! murmured Mr. Quelch.
It was rather unthinkable than m’:lgos—
sible. Mr. Quelch’ proceeded to reflect
further. Sometimes juniors with lines
came, and found Mr. S;Jelch not there
to receive them, when they would leave
the lines on his table. But he remem-
bered that that had not happened either
on Saturday or Monday, and on Sunday
there were no lines. Bunter had
brought him an impot on Saturday at
tea-time, but Mr. d:l‘le}cl'l had returned
to his study in time to receive that. No
junior, so far as he knew, had been to
the study at all on Monday, with the
exception of Wharton to fetch the map.

His brow grew troubled.

He remembered that he had spoken to
Bunter in the passage, as he was going
away with Mr. Wiggins. But the fat
junior had not entered his study so far
as he knew. He could not have entered
it to steal the watch, for he could not
possibly have known that the watch was
there. No one had known that except-
ing My, Quelch himself.

And yet, whoever had taken it had
found out that it was there. Whoever
had taken it had rummaged over the
table drawer and found the box, opened
it, and taken the watch out.

Bunter had been seen near the study
on Saturday afternoon, but there were
no grounds for supposing that he had
cutered. Wharton had actually been in
the study on Monday morning—that
very morning !

Wharton was above suspicion, so far
as any fellow could be, by his reputia-
tion and his general conduct. Bunter’s
reputation was by no means the same;
yet stupid and rather unscrupulous as
he was, it was difficult to thiuk Bunter
a thief. In matiers of tuck Bunter had
no scruples whatever, and he was prone
to keep anything he found by accident,
on the ground that findings were keep-
ings. ut from that kind of thing fo
the theft of a valuable article was a
very long step indeed—a step thai
Williamm George Bunter was extrelnely

Quelch, ** you will point out the culprit to me.” Da

More likely than

unlikely.
Mr. Quelch, like any other Form
master, had a natural dislike to finding

a serious delinquent in his own Form.
He began to consider whether any fellow
of another Form might have been to
the study.

But he had to give up that line of
surmise.

No fellow outside the Remove could
be imagined to have any business there
at any time, Such a fellow would
have ran too much risk, A Remove
fellow found in the study always had
the excuse to offer that he had come
there to see his Form master; a fellow
of any other Form would have had no
excuse to offer. Mr. Quelch reluctantly
dismissed that line of inquiry. '

Moreover, if it was a question of
deciding what Greyfriars man might
have been guilty of so mean a crime as
theft, it was as difficult to pick out a
man outside the Remove as in it. In
all Greyfriars there was no fellow whom
Myr. Quelch felt could reasonably be
suspected of having purloined a gold
watch,

Only—the watch was gone!

If a theft had been committed there
was a thief somewhere. soon as the
mmatier was made public Mr. Quelch
knew that all the schiool would take it
for granted that the thicf was in the
Remove—one of the fellows who went
to the study at times, and certainly not
one of the fellows whe never went to
the study at all.

That view would be a reasonable onc.
Mr. Queleh had to admit it. Indeed,
while he hated to think so, he had a
feeling of certainty all the (ime that
some Removite was responsible for the
watvh being missing.

e considered the possibility of the
mwainlds, and of Trotter, the page,
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It gave him a wretched fecling of dis
comfort to be thinking of such things.
fiul they had to be thought of.

Mr. Queleh's faco grew more and
miore harassed.

Willingly he would have sacrificed the
value of the lost article to avoid the
sensation of searching for o thicf.

But that was impossible. 1f a thelt
liud been. committed the matter could
not bo left where it was, A thicl could
1ot be permitted to remain in the school,
for any consideration whatsocver.

It was possible—barely possible, at
lcast—that the thief had come {from
below stairs, But Mr. Queleh knew how
very improbable it was.

He rang the bell at last for Trolier.

That chubby youth put his face in at
the doorwey a couple of minutes later.
M, ?uelch scanned that chubby face
intently, Certainly Trotter did not look
as if he had auy guilt on his conscience,

“Yesmir! You rang, sirl’ said
Trotter.

“Kindly fake ¢ message o Master
Wharton, Trotter,” said Mr. Quelch.
quite satisfied .by his serutiny of the
chubby face that Trotter knew nothing
of the mysterious occurrence. “ Request
him to  assemblo the Remove in the
Form-room immediately.”

“ Yessir!”

Trotter departed, and Mr.. Quelch,
with a grave facc, walked to the
Remove-room,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Denounced !

1 HAT'8 oni”
w “What's his game?”
“Goodness knows!"

swered Harry, >

The captsin of the Remove, having
received the message from Trotter, was
proceeding to ecarry out his ¥orm
master’s instructions. .

T'he Remove fellows had gone inio
their studies for prep, and most of them
were at work when the word was passed
along the passage for the Form to
assemble in their Form-room.

“ First time I've ever known Quelchy
to interrupt prep,” said Vernon-Smith.
“If it's a new custom he's getting up,
1 hope he'll stick to it!”

“Yegs, rather|” grinned Skinner. “I
can't say I want to hear Quelchy jaw,
Lut Lis jaw is a little better than prep.
He can’t grumble to-morrow if we
haven't done any."

“But what's the game?” asked Hazel
dene. “Don’t you know, Wharton?"

Wharton shook his head.

“ Haven’t the faintest idea,” he an-
swered. “‘I sup&me Quelchy wants to
jaw about something."”

“The jawfulness is a terrific ecer-
tainty, at least,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You fellows picnicked on Popper’s
Island on Saturday, didn’t you?” asked
Peter Todd. “Has old Popper been
here complaining?”

“That's it !” chuckled Skinner, “8ir
jolly old Hilton is g.loing to pick out the
wicked sinners! f you have tears,
prepare to shed them in about ten
unput'es."

an-

a, ha, hal”

h“to’h' rot |* said Bob Cherry. *'Tain't
that.”
“1e, he, he ! came from Bunter,

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter knows!"”
cxelaimed Bob. ““Bunter knows every-
thing, of course! He always will, so
long as tbef make keyhcles to doors.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“What ddes Quelchy want us for,
Bunter ?”
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“Perhaps 1 can %nvss and perhaps 1
can't, griomed  Bunter,  “I'm nof
saving anything.’

“ Fathead !

“Come on, you wen!™ said Wharton.
" Quelehy doesn’t like being kept wait-
ing, amd . must be something im-
portant {o make him eadl us away from
prep.

Da Costa joined Wharton as the Re-

niovites trooped down the stairs, His
dark eves were gleaming strangely.
“You do mnot kunow what is the

matter ¥ he asked,

“No: but we shall all know soon,”
suid Harry. " Something must be up,
of course, This is very unusual.”

*“Something must have happeued,”
said Da Costa.”

“That's a cert.”

The Eurasian said no more. Ile was

thinking of the gold watch hidden in
Study No. 1, and wondering whether a
rold watch, with the initials “R. Q.”
had been missed. “Q* was the initial
of the master who was calling this very
unexpected assembly of the Form, and
it 4vas obvious that there was something
extremely unusual in the wind.
“Da Costa was doubtful; but Billy
Bunter had no doubts. He was assured
that Quelchy had missed the watch at
last, and was going to inquire-after it.
Bunter, certainly, did not mean to tell
him anything. ~ Even the obtuse Owl
did not surmise that a theft was sus-
pected, and he had uot tho slightest
regret for the wonderful jest he had
played on Quelchy. His only regret
was that he had not had an opportunity
of hiding the watch in Quelchy’s Sunday
topper. Da Costa's presence in Study
No. 1 had prevented that. Quelchy dis-
covering the watch in his Sunday hat
would have been a real shriek, in
Bunter’s opinion. 8till, there was plenty
of time to carry out that screaming
joke. The watch was in a safe piace,
and was not likely to come to light
—in Bunter’s opinion.

Bunter's fat face wore a Trin as he
rolled into the Form-room, all the other
fellows looking curious and serious, For
Mr. Quelch to call his Form away from
prep was simply unheard of ; and it was
clear that something had happened.
And every fellow wondered what it was
—some of them rather uneasily.

Skinner & Co. had a misgiving that
some Greyfriars man might have been
scen sneaking in or out of the back way
at the Cross Keys, in Friardale, The
Bounder wondered whether a Remove
man had been s?lot'ted in a car at Wap-
shot races. The Famous Five were
father worried at the possibility that
Sir Hilton Popper had complained of
fellows picnicking on his island. Other
fellows thought of other little matters—
there wera few absolutely perfect char-
acters in the Lower Fourth, if any. And
when they faced their Form master the
expression on bis face sent a cold chill
down some backs. Mr. Queleh looked
not merely serious, but portentous.

“What on earth can it be?' whis-
pered Bob Cherry.

“Bilence I

There was a deep silence in the Form-

room.

Mr. Quelch scanned his class. Every
face was grave now, with the exception
of Bunter’s, which wore a lurking grin.
Mr. Quelch noted that grin, and in his
mind it exonerated Bunter from sus-
picion. For if the thief was in the
Remove, the fellow could hardly be in
doubt why this unusual assembly was
called, He would guess at once that
the theft had been discovered. And most
assuredly he was not likely to grin, in
that case.

“My boys," said Mr. Quelch, in a

i

deep voice, “a very strange and un-
pleasant  thing  has  happened.  Un-
pleasant as it iz, I am bound to acquaint
vou with it at onece: but for the prosent
nothing uweed be said outside the Form-
room.”

There was a buzz of quickly-drawn
breath,

After this exordium, thie Remove were
almost prepared to liear that a murder
had been committed,

“A wateh has been abstracted from
my study,” said Mr. Queleh.

“Oh " gasped the Remeve.

“A gold watch, which I had intended
to send as & present to my nephew.
The initials “R. Q.” are cngraved on
the case, and the wateh, therefore, can
be easily identified.”

“Oh!”

“Somgone has taken this watch from
a box in my table drawer,” pursued Mr.
Quelch, “1 have assembled my Form
to inquire into the matter. Any boy
present who knows anything of 1t will
stand forward. The thief must be
discovered.”

Nobody stood forward. There was &
long, long silence,

There were two fellows in the Re-

move who knew something of the
matter. Arthur Da Costa knew that the
watch was hidden in No. 1 Btudy.

Billy Bunter knew who had hidden it

there. Neither made a_inovement,
Da Costa's mind was almost in a
whirl,

The wateh had been stolen—that was
officially sunounced now. The stolen
watch wag hidden in Wharton's desk.

Whartofi was the thief!

That was as plain to the Eurasian as
anything possibly could be. He had
been deceived by Wharton, or, rather,
he had deceived himself. For the sake
of this fellow whom he had admired,
trusted, and believed in, he had re-
solved to break with the schemer who
had sent him to Greﬁfriars—to give up
& brilliant future that was promised
him as a reward, and to lose every-
thing. And the fellow he had admired,
frusted, and believed in, was a thief—
& miserable, secret, surreptitious thief—
a worse fellow than Da Costa himself—
a fellow who had done a thing that
even the half-caste would have hesitated
to do!

There was no doubt of it in the half-
caste’s mind.

-With all his astuteness he had been
taken in by an utter sham. He had
believed this fellow better than himself,
and had resolved to emulate him, an
all the while he was & base rascal.

Perhaps Da Costa was glad to make
that—supposed--discovery, 1f this was
what ijja.rton was, the sooner he was
kicked out of Grayfrin.ra in disgrace the
better. He, alone of all the fellows
there, knew who the thief was, and
could give him up to justice with a
clear conscience, and, at the same time,
carry out Captain Marker's instructions,
and earn his reward. .

Friendship? He had no friendship
for a thief! No regard for a fellow who
had imposed on him and deluded him.

His feeling towards Wharton mnow
was one of bitter resentment—the feel-
ing of & cunning schemer who found
that he had been tricked by one more
cunning than himself.

Keep the secret, save the thief from
justice, and, at the same time, sacsifico
]hia own prospects by breaking with
Captain Marker! It was not likely.
Let the thief take what was coming to

im.

The half-caste’s olive face grow herd
and bitter. In the long silence that
followed Mr. Quelch’'s announcement lie
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Mecanwhile, Billy Bunter was in an
mmenviable frame of mind.

He =ztood rooted to the Hoor, almost
stunned by the shock he had received.
The word “thief * danced before his
eyes in letters of flame,

Oniﬁ now did the hapless Owl realise
how his action was, and must be, re-
garded.  Apparently, it had not even
occurred to Queleh that a fellow had
been larking with his wateh. He
thought it had been stolen, Bunter’s
fat heart quaked within him. Thieves
were cxpelled—a thief wonld be flogged
by the Head, and kicked out of the
school, sent home in undying disgrace
and shame, If Bunter had been re-
solved to keep dark his part in the
transaction before, he was doubly re-
solved now.

The Owl of the Remove was not grin-
ning now. His face was sickly, his eyes
dilated behind his big spectacles.

The silence in the Form-room grew
Eainful. Mr. Quelch was waiting—and
e waited long. At last he broke the
silence, and his v=ice, though not loud,
startled the Remove like a thunderclap.

“My boys, I fear—I cannot help but
fear—that there is a thief in my Forin!
Before investigation is carried outside
the Remove, the fullest inguiry must be
made in this Form. If any boy present
is guilty of this wretched theft, I beg
him to confess. If any other boy is
aware of it—if any boy had seen the
stolen article in anyone’s possession—I
beg him to stand forward and tell me
what he knows, in order that this miser-
able matter may be cleared up, and
honourable boys cleared of all possible
suspicion.”

There was another long, long pause,

Then Arthur da Costa stepped for-
ward from the ranks of the Remove,

“You know something of this, Da
Costa 1" asked Mr, Quelch.

“ Yess, sir!”

“Whet do you know?”

“1 know who is the thief."”

There was a sensation in the Remove.
Mr. Quelch started,

**¥ou know the thief, Da Costa "

""Yess.”
“Is he presenti™
o css.ll

“ Before you speak & name, De Costa,
tell me how this knowledge has been
obtained by you? ' No unthinking
accusation must be made. The matter
is too terribly serious for that! How
da you know?”

“1 have seen the watch, sir.”

“In the possession of a Remove boy?"

“Yess.”

“Then you will point out the boy."”

Pa Costa raised his hand.

“There's the thief!” he said.

And, with a steady forefinger hLe
pointed at Harry Wharton, the captain
of the Remove.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Wharton !

L HARTON !*
W Almost  every
present gasped.

Da Caosta’s statement had
amazed the Remove; but when his fin-
ger pointed at Harry Wharton, they
were absolutely astounded.

Wharton himself only stared at Da
Costa.

He was so astonished that for a
moment ,or two he did not grasp the
full significance of the accusation.

He did not speak. He only stared
blankly at the Eurasian, as if not
understanding.

fellow

week.

Jack Drake.

to the full.
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EXT weel's grand long complete story of Greyfiriars shows

Da Costa still bent on accomplishing Harry Wharton's down-

Jall, but for all the Eurasian’s wily cunning and scheming.

he receives a set-back just at the moment when the success of the
dastardly plan he has pui in operation seems assured. In “ BY
LUCK AND PLUCK!" veaders will find the best story of the

THE RETURN OF FERRERS LOCKE!

For some time now lelters have reached me asking for another
serial story featuring Ferrers Locke, the detective, and his boy assistant,
Well, those two popular characters will be with you
chaps again in a fortnight's twme. How's that? ~The mystery
Perrers Locke is called upoh to solve this time centres around the
astonishing number of liners that have disappeared in the Southern
Pacific Ocean without leaving any trace.
practised on a wholesale plan is pretty obvious to Locke, and Ris
Job is to discover this modern Captain Kidd and hand him over
to justice. Not an easy job, or a particularly healthy one, either.
Sull, the famous Baker Street delective tackles it with his usual
keenness and resource. Magnetites will enjoy this coming treat
Make a note of the title !

and tell your pals that if they want to read a really good detective
adventure yarn 1t s to be found in the MAGNET vn q fortnight's
time. Now have a squint at the announcement on page 18 of this
issue, which speaks of Birthday Gifts, and then trot round to your
newsagent and buy this week’s *“ Popular.”
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Da Costa repeated his words in & low,
distinct voice,

“There stands the thief !”

There was & sudden roar from Bob
Cherry. Yor the moment Bob had been,
like the rest, utterly astounded. Now
he found his voice.

“You fool! How dare you?
rotter 1"

“Silence !” thundered Mr, Quelch.

“He's ca&linﬁv\"harton a thief I stut-

You

tered Bob. “Why, the rotter! The

fool! The scoundrel! I'll smash him!

[—I—I——" Bab fairly gasped.
“Silence! Silence, I say!™

But oll the Remove were in a buzz
with excitement now, and it was not
easy for silence to be restored. How-
ever, it was restored at last, and Mr.
Quelch addressed Dra Costa.

“Da Costa, you state that you have
seen the stolen watch in the possession
of Wharton "

“Yess, sir.”

“Y¥ou are making no mistake about
this?" "

, 8ir,
“Wharton, what have you to say?”
asked Mr. Quelch. “Step out belore
the Form, and speak up, my boy!”

The Remove masler’s tone was very
kind. The recollection was in his mind
that Wharton, of all the Form, was the
only fellow known to have gone to his
study in his absence. That was, at
least, circumstantial evidence in support
of Da Costa's unexpected accusation.
Yet, with his eyes on the flushed face
of the captain of the Remove, Mr.
Quelch could not, and did not think,
that hiz guilt was in the least probable.
Never had his manner besn more kind
and considerate than it was now.

Wharton stepped out.

His face was crimson.  Under the
stare of so many eyes, with so infamous
an accusation levelled against him, that
was natural enough, But there was ne
sign of confusion about him.

He gave Da Costa one look—a Jook
that made the Eurasien wince, so cool
and cold and contemptuous was it. It
was such a look as Wharton might havo
given to a detécted thief—he looked
more like the accuser than the accused.
But it was only for a moment that he
&lmnmd at Da Costa. He looked at his
Form master with a look that was clear
and fearless.

“1 have nothing to say, sir, except
that what Da Costa says is untrue.”

“You know nothing of the watch?”

“Nothing, sir! I had never even
heard of it till you mentioned it in this
room a few minutes ago."

Da Costa's lip curled bitterly.

“That is a lie!” he said,

Wharton clenched his hands.

“Am I bound to listen to that, sir?"
hie exclaimed passionately.

“Certainly not. Be silent, Da Costa,
until I tell you to speak,” snapped Mr.
Quelch,

“Very well, yess, sir,”

“This is most extragrdinary,” said
Mr Quelch. “Da Costa's statement is
explicit. A mistake may have been
made: he may have seen you with some

other gold watch and fancied—" )
“I have na gold watch, sir,” said
Harry., “My own watch is silver. 1

have not had any gold wateh in my
hands this term."

“Yery well : you will give me further
details of the matter, Da Costa. How
and when did you, as you allege, see
the watch in Wharton’s possession 1"

Tae Msoxer Liprary.—No. 1,050
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A pin might have been heard to drop
in the Romove Foruroom, as the
juniors iistened for Da Costa’s reply.

“1 saw it in his desk in his study,
sir,” snid Da Costa, in a clear voice
*1t wass, and is, hidden there uvnder
gome old papers and books.” .

 What do vou say to that, Wharlon?

“It's untrue, sir.”

"“You are willing for your desk to be
scarched 1" .

“Certainly, sir.”

“Kindly explain how you came to
make the discovery, Da Costa,” said
Mr. Queleh. “If the watch i3, as you
say, hidden in Wharton's desk, and by
Wharton, he could not have expectea
his study-mates to find it there. If it
wis concealed as you describe, how did
you chance to see it 1"

Da Costa breathed hard for a mowment.

"1 was looking throngh the desk,
siv,” he answered.

“ For what reason {” =

There was an instant's pause, But it
waus only for an instant; to the wily
Oriental lying camc easily enough.

“T had lost a letter, sir—a letter from
the solicitor, Mr. Gedge, who brought
me to Groyfriars. I thought it might
have been placed iu the desk—many
things have been put into the desk when
the study was tidied up. I was looking
for it.” .

Mr. Quelch gazed at him.

“You were looking for a lekter you
had lost, and supposed might have been
thrown into the desk?”

“Yess, sir.” .

“Did vou suppose that it might have
become hidden under, as you say, &
number of old books and papers?”

] could not find it, sir, so I searched
through the desk.” L

“Did you ask Wharton's permission
to scarch his desk?” .

“J did not think of it, sir.”

“] fear, Da Costa, that I cannot
accept your statement. It would appear
to me that you were gecarching the desk
from motives of curiosity ' you had neo
right whatever to do so.”

“8pying cad!” muttered Bob Cherry
loud enough for all the Form to hear.

Da Costa did not speak. As a matter
of fact, he knew that his explanation
was o lame one: and he caved little
if he was supposed to have been prying.

“Jf, however, you saw the watch
hidden there, other details are
immaterial at the moment,” said the
Remove master. “ When did you make
this discovery, Da Costa !

“ Thia afterncon, sir.”

“Did you mention it to anyone "

“No, sir.”

“Why not ?”

“] did not know then that a watch
had been stolen. I wondered why it was
there, 5o carefully hidden—a watch with
initials engraved on it that were not
Wharton’s. I did pot know what to
think., I should have known, had T
known that a watch had been stolen.
But I did not know then.”

“Very well!” said Mr. Quelch, *“If
the matter is as you state, the stolen
watch is there now?”

“¥ess, sir, unless Wharton has re-
wmoved it since.”

Wharton’s eyes gleamed at him, But
he did not speak.

“Bearch will be made immediately,”
said Mr. Quelch, * Describe exactly the
hiding-place of the watch, Da- Costa,”

. The lowest drawer on the left hand
side, sir. The drawer is nearly full of
papers and books and other things:
the watch is at the bottom.”

“I shall go to the study immediately.
You boys will remain here—and keep
order! I forbid you to leave your
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moment  during  my

places  for
absence.”

Mr, Quelch left the Form-room.

There was o buzz of voices at once.

Every follow had something to say—
with one exception. 'That exception was
Billy Bunter—a remarkable exception.
for as n rule, Bunter had twice as much
to say on any subject as any other
fellow.

But the Owl of the Remove was dumb
oW,

The wretched Owl was rooted to the
Aoor with terror. This unexpected and
terrible sequel to his fatuous practical
joke' had overwhelmed him. He dare
not speak out—and yet he knew that he
could not kecp silent if the captain of
the Remove was adjudged guilty of
theft. Bunter's fot mind was almost
dizzy with liorror at what he had done.
But he clung to the hope that Wharton
would not be adjudged guilty. A sneak-
ing, sp{lmg worm like Da Costa might
think the worst of anybody: but surely
old Quelch would have too much sense.
Bunter hung on to that hope.

Something like & storm was breaking
over Da Costa’s head. Wharton 'dis-
regarded himn with utter scorn and
loathing : but the other fellows told him
what they thought. Explicit as his state-
ment was, nobody in the Remove
believed a word of it. The most
charitable supposition was that the
fellow- was wandering in his mind.

Only Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fixed
his dark eyes on the half-caste—wonder-
ingly, searchingly. Back into the nabob’s
mind came the stra tale Bunter had
told—of a plot to disgrace the captain
of the Remove and drive him from the
school—a plot in which Da Costa had
a hand. He had almost forgotten it—
Bunter, indeed, had forgotten it by this
time. But Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
was thinking of it now.

Mr, Quelch was ebsent only a few
minutes;

The ~excited voices died.away, as the
Form-master returned. He entered the
Form-room, and all eyes fixed on him.
Mr. Quelch held up a gold watch for all
the juniors to see,

“Wharton !

“Yea, sir!” said Harry firmly.

“I have discovered this watch—the
missing watch—concealed in a drawer
of your degk, precisely as described by
Da Costa.”

Wharton stared at him.,

“In my desk, sir ?”

“Yes. What explanation have you fo
make 77

Wharton, did not reply for a moment.
He was completely taken aback. Not
for an instant had he supposed that the
watch really was in the desk at all.

“Well?” said Mr. Quelch grimly.

“] know nothing of it, sir,” stam-
mered the captain of the Remove. “I
never put it there, I know that.”

“This mornin% Wharton, I sent you
to my study to fetch a map,” said Mr.
S]ue ch. “You were gone much longer

an was necessary.”

Wharton started.

“I—I remember, sir.”

“You could have gone to my study
and fetched the map from my table, and
returned here, in a very few minutes,
You were gone six or seven minutes”

“I1—I didn't hurry, sir——"

“Did you find this watch in my table
drawer while you were there, and take
it away, Wharton?”

“No, sir!” exclaimed Harry. “Cer-
tainly not.” The colour came and went
in his cheeks.. *“You can't suspect me
of such a thing.” )

“I am sorry to say, Wharton, that you
are under very serious suspicion now,”
said Mr. Quelch, and his look and voice

ol

were hard,  “ 8o far as is known, you
were the ouly person to enter my study
during my absence—and tho watch has
been discovered concenled in your desk,
in yvone study. 1 do not lose sight of
the fact that the thief may have hidden
it there without your knowledge. That
is a possibility. DBut—"" Mr. Quelch
paused. * Wharton, before this matter
goes further, have yon anything to say
—arq‘thing_ to confess?”

“I've said all 1 ean, sir. I never knew
the watch was theve, and I don’t know
who put it there.”

“That is all you can say?”

“That's all, -sir.”

“Very well I said Mr. Quelch. “You
will. how come with me to your head-
master, Wharton, and Dr. Locke will
Jm‘lige the matter.”

harton's lips quivered a little.

“I'm ready, sir,” he answered.

“The Formr will remain here for the

resent,” added Mr. Quelch. “ Come,

harton.”

:He moved- to the door, and Wharton
followed him. They went in the midst
of a dead silence, which, as they reached
the door, was suddenly broken by an

agonized squeak from Billy Bunter.
“Oh, dear! D-.d-don't go to the
Head, sir! It—it—it wasn't Wharton,

sir! Oh, crumbs! Oh, dear! Ow!l"

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter to the Rescue !

ILLY BUNTER spluttered out
B the words.
Mr. Quelch stopped and
turned.
“Bunter! What did you say?"” he
rapped.
‘lOw!ll'
“Do you know anything of this oceur-
rence, Buntier?”
“Qh, dear! Yes, sit!” groaned
Bunter.

“If you know anything of it, Bunter,
tell me at once what you know,”
snapped Mr. Quelch, and he motioned
to Wharton to remain where he was.
“Stand out here, Bunter.”

The Owl of the Remove dragged
himself out with reluctant footsteps. He
quaked from head to foot under the
Form-master's piercing eye.

“Now, Bunter, state what you know
briefly. I am waiting.”

“lt—it—it—it was 8
groaned Bunter.

“What? What was a joke?
do %ou mean

*The—the watch, sir—oh, dear!”

“Calm yourself, Bunter! ¥You have
nothing ‘to fear, if you can throw light
on this matter.”

Bunter did not feel at all sure of

that.

“Did you know that the watch was
hidden in Wharton’s desk, Bunter?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know who placed it there?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘Was it Wharton?"”

“ Nunno, sir,”

The Remove fellows stared at Bunter.
Harry Wharton felt a weight lifting
from his heart. Certainly, this was the
very last quarter from which he would
have expected rescue in an emergency.
Billy Bunter, for once in his fat and
fatuous career, was coming in useful.

Da Costa’s eyes glitiered at Bunter.

For the first time, it came into his
mind that he might have made a mis-
take—that his cunning suspicion and
dif}mst had made him over-reach him-
self.
He listened almost in fear.

“You must tell me all you know

5ir,"”

What

joke,
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find It next Sunday, sir.**

Bunter. The watch was placed in the
desk by the person who abstracted it
from my study., That is certain.
you know who concealed it in Wharton's
desk, you know who took it -in the
first place.”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Bunter.

“Was the thief a Remove boy?*”

“Ow! Nol! Oh, nd!”

“It was some person not belanging to
the Remove?” asked Mr. Quelch, with
a feeling of hope and relief.

“No, sir.”

“What? What do
Bunter 7*

“I—I mean he wasn't a thief, sir,”
gasped the Owl of the Remove.

“Not a thief !I” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Ow! No! It was a joke, =ir,"”
mumbled Buater,. *“Just a joke on
you, sir, to hide the watch and make
you hunt for it, sir.”

*A joke on me!” repeated Mr,
Quelch, with such n look as Jove, on
high Olympus, might have greeted such
a statement. Mr. Quelch had hitherto
ang?sed himself immune from jokes.

*Yes, sir!” groaned the fat junior.

“Do you state, Bunter, that.some b
dared—that some boy was so crassly an
incredibly stupid—as to abstract an
article of considerable value from my
study for the purpose of a practical
joke 77

“Ow! VYes.”

“His name?” thundered Mr. Quelch,

Bunter jumped.

It was nrcﬁy necessary for him to
give the name. All the Remove had
guessed it by this time.
_*Oh, dear! Me, sir!" mumbled
Bunter.

i You !IJ

Yyou mean,

s |
4

Tl

“J—I'm not a thief,” wailed Billy Bunter. * I put the watch there to hide it; sir. I was going to put it where you could
y “ Where ? *” snapped Mr. Quelch.
hat ! ** babbled the Remove master, gazing at the Owl of the Remove as if fascinated.

““Yes, sir! Oh, dear!”

“You admit having abstracted the
watch from my table-drawer?” almost
stuttered Mr. Quelch. “You state that
you commit such an action—an
action that could only be construed as
& theft—for the purpose of a practical
joke on your Form-master "’

“©Oh, dear!" You—you see, sir—those
lines mucked up my half-holiday,”
gasped Bunter, “Of course, I wasn’t
thinking of paying you out for giving
me that impot on Saturday, sir.”

" “fhat?’,

“‘Nothing of the kind, sir. I—I—I
thought—I—I thought it would—would
BEmMuse you, sir—"

““Bless my soul! You must have been
prying in my study, Bunter, to discover
the watch there at all?”

“0Oh, no, sir! I—I wouldn’t have
thought of such a thing, sir—"

“Then how did you know the watch
was in the drawer?"

“J—I heard it ticking, sir.”

“I& was not wound up!"” hooted Mr.
Quelch.

“Oh! Wasn't it, asir? I—I mean,
I—1 didn’t hear it ticking, sir! That
—_tlji,at was what I really meant to say,

r,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bilence !” roared Mr. Quelch. * This
is not a laughing matter. Bunter, for
what reason did you go to my table-
drawer, if not to steal this watch?”

“0h, dear! Tho—the lines, sir—"

“Lines! What lines "

“The lines I did on Friday, sir. I
—I thought I might find them and use
them over again, sir,” groaned Bunter.

“Upon my word "

“I—1 happened to see the watch in

* In—in your Sunday hat, sir.”

* In—in—m-m-my Sunday
(See Chapter 14.)

the hox; sir, and—and thought it would
be—rather—rather a lark to hide it
somewhere, sir.”

“¥You incredibly stupid boy! Am I
to understand that you concealed the
watch in Wharton’s desk 7"

“Toddy was in my study, sir, and
so 1 couldn’t put it there—he would
have seen it, and—and—made a fuss.
I—I had to put it somewhere. I knew
Wharton never used that drawer in Lis
desk, so it was safe there. I was going
to take it away this afternoon and put
it somewhere else, only that beast Da
Costa was in the study, and I couldn't.
It's all his fault.”

Mr. Quelch gazed at the Owl of the
Remove.

“Did youn not understand, Bunter, that
when the watch was missed, it would
be supposed that a theft had been
committed?”

“0h, dear! No, sir! I—I'm not u
thief I” wailed Billy Bunter, *“I pur
the watch there to hide it, sir. I was
going to_put it where you could find
it next Sunday, sir.”

“ Where?” snapped Mr. Quelch.

“In—in your Sunday hat, sir.”

“In—in—m-my Sunday hat!" babbled
My. Quelch.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

* Silence !”

“Then you'd have found it, =ir.
without knowing who had done it. sir.”

asped Bunter. “It was only—only a
joke, sir! Oh, dear!”

Mr. Queleh gazed at DBunter as if
fascinated. He knew that Bunter was
amazingly obtuse; that if prizes had
been handed out at Greyfriars for

(Continued on page 28.)
Tue Macyer Liprsrv.—No. 1,000,



S HE FUNRY CHAMPION! At all costs Pal Jordan, the Anierican boxer, is defermined to cvade his fortheoming
fght with Tiny Scannan. the despised ' novice,” for Pal's secen for himself that Tiny is a world-bealer with sudden

death in cach of his fists !

THE MAN OF IRON!

By
WALTER EDWARDS,

1]

A rousing story introducing “ Tiny'
Scannan, who turns the scale at
eighteen stone.

More Goals !

RAINGER, the United’s half-
G back, was dour and determined

a5 he waited for his man, and

he looked positively cross when
Battle, phantoin-like, eluded his wild
rush; ‘and the West London supporters
did not improve matters by shouting
rude remarks at the disgruntled Scot.

“Go home, Grainger!”

“What's the matter with you?”

Grainger, as & matter of fact, was
suffering from severe inflammation of
the temper, and the things he thouglt
about the yelling fans should have
made their ears burn.. .

McNault was soon in the picture, but
he had no better luck than Grainger,
and the cnclosure was in the grip of
pandemonium - when the diminutive
winger swung his leg and placed the
leather in the goalmouth,

“Shoot

“In with itt”

It was not to be, though. for Crabtree
placed his gloveless fists together and
gave & prolonged leap—upward and
forward.

Boomph!

The ball sailed over the sea of Lob-
bing hoads and fell at the feet of Noyle,
and Nuyle, taking a lightning glance at
the goal, let drive with all the power
of his magnificent leg muscles.

Boomph |

Travelling with the speed of a pro-
jectile, the leather flashed through the
air and ecrashed against the crossbar,
tebounding into play and going back
to the Storrydene inside-left. Again
Noyle let drive, and on this occasion
his luck was in.

“Coal I

The leather had flashed into the net
THE MaGNET Lisrarr.—No. 1,060
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almost before Crabtree realised what
had happened, but the Storrydene folk
lost no time in acquainting him with
the true facts of the case.
The Midlanders were two goals up.
This disastrous state of affairs was

anything but pleasant to the United's
supporters, and many pungent remarks
were addressed to Jock Cappell and his
unhappy warriors.

“Wake up, Jock!”

“D'you call vourselves footballers !

“You're like a lat of old hens!”

“Brighten your ideas up a bit,
Meadows !”

The West London centre-forward was
scowling as he prepared to kick-off for
the third time that afterncon, and his
parting words were anything but jubi-
lant as the referee placed the whistle to
his lips.

Pheep!

The attack was grim and determined
from the resumption of play, and in a
matter of seconds the Londoners’ for-
ward line had swept down the field and
was bombarding Tiny Scannan from all
angles; Tiny, however, & taunting grin
on his face, proceeded to play the game
of his life.  His sense of anticipation
was ‘almost uncanny, for his- muscular
hands seemed to magnetise the ball;
and he amused himself by tossing the
leather to the West London forwards
and inviting them to take a shot.

This taunting, contemptuocus attitude
roused both the players and the crowd,
and the air was soon filled with wild,
threatening shouts, But still Tiny
carried on, indifferent to the riot that
might break out at.any moment, and
had Terry Carson not gained possession
and set off on his own there is no know-
ing what might have been the outcome
of the scens.

Carving his way through the press of
players, the brown-haired- youngster
flew across the turf and entered enemy

f ll"_,.-,{ ] “n ““ﬂlm.u | \'1:_
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country, and all went well with him
until he came up against the Two Macs,
who seemed to lose their heads in the
excitement of the moment.

McNa.lI{'s great jaw was thrust for-
ward as he bore down upon the fAeet-
footed youngster, and he muttered
savagely when he was tricked with
seeming ease.

. ““Stop him, Bandy 1” he yelled, pound-
ing after Terry; but his shout was
drowned by the roar of voices and the
ear-splitting din of rattles and tiumpets.

The Storrydene fans were giving
tongue.

“You're through, lad "

“Shoot 1"

“Dirty 1"

“Play the game,

“Now then, lad 1"

“8h-0-0-t 1"

Boomph |

“G-0-A-L!”

Although Terry had been tripped by
McNault, he managed to recover his
balance to beat Crabtree with a shot
that the bewildered custodian did not
even see, let alone save!

,MeNault "

Five Blows !

AVING been beaten “all ends

H up,” MecNault had thrust out

a treacherous foot and hooked

the youngster’s ankle.

Carson was still stumbling when he man-

aged to get his toe to the ball; and then,

losing his balance, he pitched forward

and turned & complete somersanlt,

coming o his feet with the agility of a
professional acrobat,

The fact that MeNault had been guilty
of & deliberate fou]l was forgotten in the
excitement that followed the spectacular
ﬁoal, and the name of Terry Carson must

ave been heard all over Fulham; but
Tiny Scannan, for one, refused to over-
look the flagrant offence.

Terry
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His stentorian voice floated down upon
the steady breeze. '

“You dirty Scotchman!” roared the
giant, shakis;{g & massive fist. “Play
the game! You are as bad as the mob
of hooligans who back you up!” He
took in the crowd with a wave of his
hand. “You're a lot of dirty, unsports-
manlike—"

€cannan was allowed to say no mote,
for a howl of rage, menacing and venom-
ous, welled up from all sides. It was a
tragical me t, and it needed but the
weight of a straw to start a riot.

The referee, his eyes blazing, tore
down the pitch and confronted the goal-
keeper.

“That’s enough of that!” he snapped,

laring up at Scannan. “I understand
tshat his isn’t the first time you've in-
sulted a wd! Cut it ouf, or ’you’ll
get marching orders—and quick |”

“” ut LH

“Shut up!” commanded the official,
who knew all about mob psychology.
“Cut it out! Understand?”

Scannan nodded.

The ground was still seething with un-
rest when the game was resumed, and
the ‘passion of the mob rose with the
passing of seconds. There was a vicious
undercurrent that could be felt _b%lavary—

dy, ‘a curious tension that might snap
at ‘any moment; and the mention of
Tiny Scannan's name brought forth
hisses and boos.

This unsettled state of affairs affected
the footballers, ‘and fhe play became
‘spiritless and r;gsed; and there was not;
a player who did not heave a sigh of
relief when the whistle blew for half-
time.

A sudden, ominous silence settled upon
the vast concourse as Tiny left his goal
and strolled nonchalantly across ‘the
field, and Terry Carson looked uneasy as
the big fellow approached the narrow
aperture that led to the dressing-room
and waved a mocking hand to the hard-
faced fans in the grand-stand.

“ There was a terrace—s seriea of con-
crete steps—in front of the stand, and
g number of hooligans who glared over
the palings were obviously réady for
trouble. They were burly fellows for the
most part, young men of the bruiser
type; and it so hla.pEaned that they man-
aged to catch Tiny Scannan’s eyes.

" And Scannan, catching sight of the
scowling faces, grinned unpleasantly.

“Got anything to say?” he asked,
coming to a standstill and employing
his usual questjon; and he received his
answer in dramatic fashion.

Uttering a low snarl, five hooligans
leapt over the wooden barrier and
rusi]:ed at the sneering giant.

“ At 'im!" growled their leader, &
man a8 big as Scannan himself. * Bash
'im, mates!” N

With stick upraised, the leader jumped
at Bcannan: and then it happened.

Smack! Smack! Smack—smack—
emack ! "

Tiny struck five blows with the speed
of a snake—each blow sent a hooligan
crashing to the ground: and each
hooligan rolled over and remained still
—knocked out !

Not a sound broke from the staring
crowd as the giant grinned down at his
victims and continued on his way, and
he had disappeared before the uncanny
silence was shattered into a million
pieces, Then the whole universe seemed
to rock in a cataclysmal roar of voices.
.. Leaning forward in their scats, Pal
Jordan and Abe Maulstein stared down
at the five still forms, like persons trans-
fixed, and it was not until the police
had removed the senseless hooligans
that the Pittsburg Dentist turned fo his
compenion,

“It sure happened, Abe,” breathed

Pal, his voice no inore than a scared
whisper.
“It sure did,” agreed Maulstein,

removing his broad-brimmed hat and
mopping his brow, “P’shew!”

*“He's—he's a man-eater, Abel”

“He sure is,” agreed Maulstein, still
mopping.

“A blamed cannibal !I”

“Bure,” nodded Maulstein. * Got any-
thing on your hip, Pal?”

Mechanically, the boxer produced a
silver-topped fask from his hip-pocket
and handed it to his manager; and
Maulstein swallowed a large guantity
of brandy to steady his nerves.

The Americans sat very still for a full
minute, their thoughts upon the forth-
coming contest at the Olyrmpus Boxing
Hall; and it gradually dawned upon
Maulstein that Harry the Rat's repoit
had been true in every detail, Maul-
stein, in dismissing the Rat, had ‘accused
him of concdeting a sensational story
with the idea of making a fow easy
dollars, yet in view of those five devasta-
ting ‘punches he could well understand
the supreme confidence that reigned in
the other camp. Tiny Scannan was a
man-eater, he told himeself, a cannilgnl_,
for there was not another human being
who could -have knocked five strong men
senseless with five punches.

And that was not all.

Tiny was no snail: he was as nimble-
footed as a Jight-weight. And he -was
quick : as quick as a rattler darting from
its coil. He was B world-beater—and
Pal Jordan ‘was to meet him that even:
in% for fifty thousand pounds a-side !

here wns something else, as well, a
clause that Sir Aubrey had put in the
articles. The stake money would be
forfeited in the event. of either boxer
failing to be inside the ropes on the
stroke of nine-thirty.

Abe Maulstein breathed hard.

“We've got to go through -with it,
Pal,” he drawled, his little eyes upon
his companion’s de.shy features.

. The Dentist nodded and grunted, but
Lic made no reply.

“He'll go a]f to bits once he gets
inside the ropes,” continued Abe, “¥ou
said so, didn't you?”

Again the Dentist grunied, and Maul-
stein ran on:

“ And-you said you'd get him in ilo
first 'minute, didn't you? And you said
he‘dwoult’:ln‘t- last & round! And you
said—'

“Bo!” drawled Pal Jordan, speaking
very gravely, “I wouldn't get inside
a ring with that guy if you promised
to pay me ten thousand dollars a punch!
He ain’t human, Abe! He’s a man-
eater "'  Again Pal paused. “Bo',”
he concluded, “I'm through !

INTRODUQTION.

Sir Aubrey Ailen, chairman of the Storrydena
F.C., and o big gun in the sporling d, 1
continced that the Storrydene yoalkesper—a giant
of & man—could make mincemeat of Pal Jordan
& pugilist with a big reputation from the Uni
States. The big thing, , 18 Lo drrange o
wmaleh, and Sir Aubrey sets about this task with
fiz weual cunning. After o bowl in which
Seannan, acling ‘wpon orders, allows himself
to be knacked ot in the first round by Jordan,
the wily Sir Aubrey experiences no difficully in
arranging o second match for fifty thousand
pounds aside. Then Sir Aubrey Ailen
organises a charily football malch in aid of the
Greater London Hospitals—his sole reaton being
to put Scannan in the limelight. With wmis-
i in their hearis, Jordan and Maulsiein
wateh Scannan's prodigious fiste punch cut shot
after shot with force that brings hysterical shouts
Troum ecery fan on the ground. Stor score
Tirst through Terry Carson, and barely does the
applavse die down when another Sto
Jorward in Baitle is geen to trick his max and
race away in the direction of the opponents’ goal,

(Now read on.)

Staring at his companion in speechless
smazement, Abe Maulstein remained
like a person turned to stone,

“¥ou're—you're through, Pal?” he
breathed at length, his Bemitic face
ghastly in its pallor. *“You're crazy!
You're plumb loco { Think, Pal! Think !
Tt means that I lose fifty thousand of
the ‘best if you don't show up at the
Olympus to-night! It means—*

““And it means that I become cold
meat if I do show up,” put in the Pitis-
burg Dentist. *“ There's sudden' death
in .that big guy’s mitt. It'd be .cold-
blooded murder! No, Abe! I ain't
takin” none! Anybody can bhave my
share I

* But the money ! Fifty thousand—-""

* Forget it !” drawled Pal, waving the
mﬁnetsry_ aide;f !rj§ th business Ew;.y.
“I'm crying o ain’t going’ to t!
Got that, old-timer?” 5 .

Slowly a wave of angry blood, over-
spread Maulstein's face, and into hin
little’ eyes there crept an ugly red light,
the light of a glowitig cinder.

“You're rank yellow, you skunk!'”

breathed Abe fiercoly, his strong fingers
closing upon Pal's wrist. “You've got
cold- feet! The thought of getiin® a
licking scares you stiff! You're as
yellow——"
. ‘““Hald: on a bit, old-timer,” put in
Pal, swallowing his rage. “And what
if Beannan don't sHow.up? What if he
ain't. at the Olympus at a half after
nine? Don't this forfeit clause cut both
ways 1" )

The red light died out of Abe Maul-
stein’s narrowed eyes, giving place to an
expression of wulpine cunning. He
searched his companion’s face—and
understood.

“You mean—" he began, his voice
shaking.

“Bure,” nodded the Dentist, showing
his teeth in a grin. “Keep Scannan out
oi the way until a half after nine and
Ailen will have to cough up flty
thousand of the best and brightest ! And
me—well, I'm saved from the type of
sudden- death that don't 'make no par-
ticular appesl to me! In a word, Abe,
Tiny Scannan's got_to be fixed between
now and half-past nine to-night !"

“B-but how?” breathed Maulstein,
quivering with excitement. “How’s it
to. be done?”

“Come with me, old-timer,” drawled
the pugilist, getting to his feet and
making for an exit. “I'M tell the world
that I've just had a rush of brains to
the head [”

The Hero ]

IR AUBREY ATLEN was waiting
in ihe dressing-room when the
players trooped in st half-time,
and the unctuous grin upon his

flcshy countenance suggested that he was
well pleased with the way things wero

going.

**8plendid, my dear fellow!” he cried,
slapping the Man of Iron upon the back,
“The story of thoee five punches will
be in all the cvening papers. And what
better advertisement could you have
than that? The Olympus'll be packed,
and I bet we'll have to turn hundreds
of pounds away!” There was something
very like hero-worship in his little eycs
as he beamod up at tho towering figure
of Tiny Scannan. “You certainly pack
a wallop, as the Americans say !”

“Talking about Americans,” put in
the quiet voice of Terry Carson, I
wonder what Pal Jordan thought of
those sudden-death punches?

“Pal Jordan!" ecchoed the Man of
Iron, swinging round upon the young-

THe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,060,
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COMING SOON—ANOTHER THRILLING '‘FERRERS LOCKE" SERIAL!

“What's Jordan pot to de with it
anyway i

“+

e's here this aficruoon—in {he
grand-stand.™

* Along»"

UNos he's with a fat-faced [ellow with
a hooked nose

“Maulstein ! said 8iv Aubrey, with a
swift glance at Seannan,  Then to
Terry: * You're sute it was Jordan?™

Wuite sure.” answered  the young-
ster. I recoanised Litu nt onee; for |
was at Llie Olvinpns the night he fought
Dave Ircumonger.”

Tiny Seannan putsed
looked (houghtlul.

“Well. T don't see that
he =aid.

“Nor me!" declared Ailen, with an
oily laugh * Evervthing is signed and
soaled, and even Maulstemn wouldn't be
able to find a loophole in the articles.
ile may hnve got a hit of a shock when
he saw you lay those five chaps ont just
now, but he and Pal won't be able to
Lack out of to-night's scrap on that
scorc. INot on your 1"

his lips and

it matters.”

life!

“Is it likely ‘that they'd try to back
out?" asked Hefty Hebble, 'Mean to
say they aren't good sportsmen?”

“Good sportsmen " ecliced the portly
barenet, and he appeared to be greatly
amused at the mere idea. *Why, those
two Americans are to crooked that if
vou stuck a hatpin into ecither of ’em
it would come out a corvkscrew! Abe
Manlstein's the :nost unscrupulous box-
ing maunager in the States, and what he
doesn't know about the dirty side of the
witting game isn't worth knowing "
1l¢ rubbed his plump hands together
und grinned up at Tiny Seannan. “Bu
he's et his match this journey, eh,
Tiny* he chuckled.

It scemed to Terry Carson and the
other fellows that Sir Aubrey was pay-
ing himself a very doubtful compliment,
but they all felt quite sure that Ailen
viould prove more than & match for the
wily Mr. Maulstein if it came to a battie
of wits and trickery.

“Abe stands to lose fifty thousand
pounds  to-night.”  continued the
Tavonet; “so I can imagine what his
feelings are at this moment.”

“But what abont Pal?” asked Scan-
nan, with o bread grin. “We kuow
that he hasn’t troubled to train for to-
night's scrap; so I bet he ain’t looking
forward to it now he knows that I'm &
wman-cater, & world-beater, o man of
iron! And don't forget that he ain’t
at all partial to punisﬁmcnt I reckon
lie pretty well faded away when he saw
those five fcllers go down for the count;
I must have scared the life out of him!"

“And he and Maulstein must realise
{hat the fifty thousand is as good as
ourz!” chuckled Sir Aubrey, a cunning
glint in his beady eyes.

“Bure!” agreed Tiny.

“There's such a thing as connling
vour chickens before they're hatched,”
~aid Terry Carson guictly; “and if all
vou say about Abe Maulstein is true, 1
think yow'd better Leep your cyes
skinned for treachery. I don’t suppose
Titile Abe will part with all that money
without—"

T % Aw, shut up!”

The Man of Iron placed his hairy
liands wpon his hips and went off inlo
a shout of wuproavions laughter thar
seemed lo shake the dressing-room.

“You seem to be mildly amused about
something, old man,” remavked Terry.

“Amosed!” shouied Scannan. *1
ehonld say I am, you young idiot!
D'you think there's anyene living who'd
try to get at me? I can kill a man

with one blow of my fist, s0 I don’l
think tricky Abe will try any funny
stufl ! You make me tired !”

“The kid only gave you a friendly
warning, Scannan,” put in  Hefty
Hebble in his stolid way. * After all. 1
suppose even vour thick hide isu't tough
enongh to withstand a bullet?”

A tinge of angry blood overzpread
Scannan’s battered countenance.

*Who's talking about Lullets?” he de-
manded, a snarl in his husky voice,

“T ami” growled Hefty doggedlr.
“1've heard somc queer varns about
Maulstein and Pal Jordan, and I happen
to know that they step at nothing when
they're on the war-path. Take young
Terry’a tip and keep a wenther-cyc open
for squalls, Scannan.”

“ And you take young Tiny's tip and
keep your mouth shut!” snarled the
Man of Iron. his old hatred of Hebble
welling up within him.  “That’s the
warning ! he added meaningly.

Hefty shrugged his broad shoulders
and turned away in disgust,

“You know, Scannan” remarked
Terey, his thonghtful gaze upon Tiny's
queer collection of facial defects, “it’s
difficult to believe that you became com-
paratively human after 'we saved you
from the Smith Street gang! Ilefiy
was there. you know; and io did his
bit in protecting you; yet you always
go out of yowr way to insult him!
Also,” continued the slim-limbed young-
ster, sidling towards the open door,
“he's a great friend of mine; and for
twp pins I'd give you a good hard smack
on the wrist. you great big. bottle-
nosed, blustering bully! I don't wish
to be rude, of course; but if I had a
face like yours I'd exchange it for a
pot of ferns, or an air-balloon——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

A mighty shout- of laughter echoed
through the dressing-room as the Man
of Iron emitted a roar of fury and made
a wild rush at Terry Carson, and the
laughter increased in volume when the
door slammed and Tiny was brought
up with a jerk. Ripping out another
bellow of rage as his ample nosc came
into violent contsct with the oak door,
Tiny wrenched viciously at the brass
knob and. pulled it out of its rocket :
then, realising that the door was locked
on the outside, he stepped back a few
paces and hurled his gigantic body
through space.

C'rash !

Striking the door with every ounce
of his weight, Tiny Scannan zent it fiy-
ing outwards upon its hinges, aud so
great was his own impetns that be shot
across the corridor and jammed his
countenance against the opposite wall,
and. the wall being made of stone, the
terrific impact was mildly disconcerting.
to say the least of it. Or so it seemed;

for Tiny Scannan's thundercus roar
must have been heard all over the
ground.

“T'I1 smash the little rat for this, by
heck ! shoated the Mau of Ivon, sway-
ing slightly as he glared vp and down
the corridor. “Whowre is hie?”" Lie raved.
beating the air with his clenched fists,
“Lead me to hime!”

Of Terry there was no sign, and there
was no immediate rush to conduct
Scannan to his intended victim.

The Man of Iron was neariug the
gibbering stage when the referce came
hurrying along the passage.

“(iet your men out at once, Scannan!”
snapped the official. “We can't wait
about all day, you know, so you'd better
get busy !”

 Fi 1 shouted Tiny, as the ref turned

amd strode wway, “Have you seen any
thing of thot brass-faced young monkey
Carson "

“He's on the field, talking to Hefty
Hebble,” emme the reply, accompanied
by o [urtive grin; “and he said some:
thing _about giving you the hiding of
your life, if you don't get a move on !”

“ Baid that, did 'e!” shouted the Man
of Iron, as another outburst of laughter
broke from the delighted players. “The
Villa will be playing teu men in the
second . half, by Jupiter, ’cause the
centre-forward will be a..l,mspitul case !
Ring up for an ambulance, one of you!”

Standing in midfield, Terry Carson
was chatting p]easnntlgr with Hefty
Hebble, and so engrossed was he in the

conversation that he appeared to be
oblivious of the fact that the scowling
individual who had leapt across the
cinder track was at that moment bear-
ing down upon him with Hostility in
Lis mien and.a wicked light in his close-
set cxves. That Tiny Seannan was put
out about something was obvious, and
his flat-featured face was distorted with
fury as he towered over the youngster
and struggled to articulate.  Strange,
gurgling noises came from him, and it
was the unfamiliar sound that caused
Terry to turn round.

“Hallo, old man!” he smiled, a light
of sweet innocenee in his brown eyes.
“Trying to speak o new Isnguag&—
Biameze, shorthand, or something?

“Yorr—you—you—"" stuttered Scan-
nan, going purple,

“Quite!” agreed Terry, brightly. “In-
disputably, in fact! Wgat’s the
mattor?”

“1'll get even with you for this, you
little rat!” ground out the Man of Iron,
s the grinning players gathered round.
““ Just you wait till after the match, my
lad, and I'll lambaste you until you
with you'd never beun born!”

Tiny was still mumbling as he turned
on his heel and strode away up the
field, and the rumble of laughter that
broke from the players did nothing to
put him in a mdére amiable frame of
mind. He soon had other things to
think about, Lowever. for no sooner did
the game restart than West London
broke away and swept down the pitcl
in dangerous fashion. And Bcannan,
between the sticks, was given a red-hot
three minutes—throe minutes of inten-
sive bombardment—and at the end of
that time he cleared with a smashing
punch that sent the ball soaring away
over the touchline.

A roar went up from the fans.

“0Oh, played, sir!”

Scannan, from that moment, pro-
cceded to play a really great game, and
time after time he saved the situation
when all seemed lost, his *keeping being
masterly—inspired; and when long
whistle shirilled le received o personal
ovation from all parts of the packed
enclosure.

“Well played., Scannan!”

“(ood luck, old man!”

“Put it across the
Scannan !”

“We'll be there, Tiny!”

&ir Aubrey Ailen. who was standing
upon the clubhouse baleony, smiled an
oily smile and rubbed his fleshy hands
together.

“What an advertisement!” he mut-
tored. “And all done in the sweet

name of charity!”

(Don't miss the continvation of this
powerful serial whatever-you do, chums.
A wise more would be {o order your
copy of next weck's MaGNET vight now!)

Awmerican,
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FORTUNES FROM WHALES!

In the " good old days " they used to cut up a f
whale by hand, which took considerable time and &

number of * hands " inta the bargain. But ncwadays

a special machine is nsed which makes mighty short
worl of a 90-ton whale such as is shown in cur photo
of a whaling station at South Georgia. The tempting
rofits, which it is alleged thé Norwegians are making
From whaling, have induced a British company to
try their hand at it.

A STEP IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION !

The terrible delay of waiting for special lifting or
rescue apparatus before the work of rescue can
proceed has resulted in great loss of life to the crews
of sunken submarines. In the photo alongside is
i chown the model of a wonder-~
‘:ﬁ {ul rescue apparatus, built in
; the style of a diving-hell, which
is lowered to the ill-fated sub-
reacralt. A waterlight connec-
tion is then made Letwcen the
bell and a specially constructed
porthole with which
submarines would be
equipped, Threugh
this bhell it is o
claimed the men
could be trancfer-
red to u rescue
<hip with great
expedition. The
valueof thisclever
apparatus is that
it .can be carried
by practically any
naval vessel
Tests with models
kave proved emi-
nently succezslul,
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LB il _THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
- wass waans X
FRIEND OR FOE?
: (Continucd from poae 25, i
[ T AR PTITIOIILT - |

vy, Phites would have eapiurcd
e _!H‘ with cnse, Bt that oven
'u\_r]lmm Cieon e, Bimter was eopable ol
tlis was n -|'r|'pr1n‘ ton Jiinin

Bontor  guaked. He was folly ox-
poviing o recond Neling, aud he wis
Seel wware tha! he desorved one,

Ve Quelely taoke his silenee ot Tash.

“Whinton ! You ey, of ¢ourse, com

pletels elenval bis this eonfession | of
i, oy add that, black o<
et vntler Jooked, 1 hod every Liope

t]l'[.'ll voi wonld Lo able oo clent youn-
R

“Aank you sin said oreey.

“A oeannol blame von. P Costn, [rv
wihmt von belicved,” <aid  Me Queleh,
P I oaast point oot that bad yon
vt heen gailty of {he mean and con-
temptible action  of pryving in your
stidvimate’s disk, von woold not liave
formed sueh an opinion of him,"”

D Closta did nol speak.  His face
voes white, wndd His lips trembled,  Onlye
v oleady Lo realised what n ghastly
wistuke he hind mnde—aud the  diffor-
ency that it must make 1o him ad
iy Frings,

AR For von, Bintes—

0L dear !

“1  sliould  ponide yon  wih the
ppontest severity for yonr folly,” suid
e Quetehis “ha 1o so, thankfud that
thise  disagreenbile  matter  hus Deon
chenges] np, with no stuin on the honour
ol he Formy, thnt 1 oaon disposed- 1o ta ke
o demient view,  1'de wol lose sight of
the Tuel thint vou spoke onl of yole own
avvord, thopgh you  were aware  that
sone oonduet werited the west condign
potdsliaent. 1 ehall not cune  you,
Panfer™

SO, sie! Thank ven, sie?™ gasped
thnter, brigliening v wonderful)y,
= il | :]HE]| only give won five Dodial
Jiths——

SN

= And if these Tines are uol Jaudiad o
e by tendime (oomorrew you will hae
caneed ol A pppesibion owill o e
donhled.™

= Wow 17

“And 3 ever von aboudd venture o
oy o orwes practival joke weain uat
seefeines——"" suid My, Quelch o«
deep, rumbling voiee,  He o did nob

"

(BT

finishz the vest was Jeft to the imagina-
tion of the Owl ol the Removie,

With o gesture Me, Quelelr distmissed
the Forun

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton's Last Word !

BRI hud Leew intervupted in ihe
P Roemove, Tt was not vesumed in
most of the studies, That exeir
ing  happening banished  all
thoughts of prep [vom the minds of the
Jtemovites, and they discussed ib with
bevatlidoss intarest, instead of veturning
to prep. And there was o good deal of
lunghter in the Remove studies whilo
the dizeussion wont cn, Mre. Queleh had
said that Bunter's amuzing procecdings
were not u laughing matter. The Re-
mova did not agrea with dam, And
they  laughed. It whs agroed on all
Liands that Williani George Bunber, ns i
praetiesl joker, took the whole eake.

It was agreed {hat the Remove had
wevae really known thoir Bunter; they
Bad sujiposed thut they knew every kind
of idiot Lie was, and still he had had o
surprisn o spring on them.  Bkinner
declared that Bunter cught really to bo
stuffod and put in the British Museom.
He declared (hat when Bunfer passed
away, folure  gencrations  would  not
Believe that such an unmitigated ass find
over existed, and that Bunter ought to
Lo piit-on record somehow,

Bunter, liowever, carved litfle what the
Wemovites snid. Bunter was-having the
time of ||_i‘1 ife.

In Stady Noo 1 there was= a supper
pavly. AL dhat party William Georg
Panniler wis the guest of lonowr.

Harey Wharton & Co. folu thot # was
Lis due, It was true thar they con-
siddered that b ought to be boded 4n oil
fave- whut ho bad daone. 16 was true that
thes warned v ihet if he ever tricd
on practigal jokes again they would skin
Wit alive in the Removo passagoe,
Neyvorthieless, they kpew that  Bunter
bl taken the nisk of o tervifie leking
in epeaking out as hie bhad dene.  Cer-
tnfnl]l,\- e wis hound 1o spenk out when
thie madter heenme so tevribly sorious.
Still, it wue el 1o his eredit that ho
lwd done so.  And #o Bunter was re-

warded in a way that appealed fo him
Lokt vlrilnuh —anil when Hupper wWwils
over in Study Ne. o1 Billy  Buonier
eranled away  loaded fue above the
Plimsoll Yine,

Tt wae after Bunter was gone that
Avthne da Costa eame Lo Siudy No. 1
After (he seene i the Form-room Da
Costa had disappearad for a long time,
Pt at Just he came to the study.

The Famous Five looked at him as Lo
catne i, No one spoke,  The wretched
fellow looked from face fo faece, to rend
thore only disgust and condemnation,

Wharton raised his hand and pointed
to the door.

D Costa dickad his dey lips.

SWhat do you mean?” he mutlered.

“liet out!”

“Phis is my study.”

Wharton's eyes flashod.

“Your shdy or not, you'll gei oul!
1"d yuther have a enoke in the study !
Quelely will change you out if you ask
him.  You'd better, You cur! I
trested you ng o friend, as a decent
chap; and yon spied in my desk, spied
amonjg, niy things! You miserablo spy
and roltér!  You're not a fool, like
Bunter ; you knew what yon were doing.
What were you looking for in my desk—
lettors to read? Oh, that was i, was
it?" said Whavton scornfully, as the
Kurasian gave an inyoluntary start,
“You cur! And when you found the
watch there it never came into your
mind that somobody else might have put
it thore; you jumped to il at once tr:at
1 was a thiefl  You jumped at the
chanve of denouncing me a8 a  thief
Lofore all the Form! Oh, you re#er!"

G I=T——" muuered Da Costm,

“SPon't eneak 1o me! You make me
sk "

o

“aol out ! exclaimed Whaeton,  “T
tell yon 1 won't st vou in the study !
“‘i"{: out, or sou'll e put oyl !”

oy o

Sitside, you valter!

And as the Kurasioy  did nek  wir
Wharion greasped im by the ghouldery,
spuin Dine vougd, and sent Him whiding
iuto the Remawe pissagoe,

The door of Shtdy No. 1 cloased on
the boy from the Essi—the fellow who
Lad been both friend mnd foe io ihe
enptain of the Hemove, and was now
only his foa!

TI'E END.

SBYALICK AND PLUCK

(1'he nexlodtory, i this granduacrien (s
cotitled : 5 "t{,
Yun' it e joy i o end, ehumal)

for 17).
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