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ON THE CARPET FOR SCRAPPING!

(A striliing inciden! frowm this wecel’s grand school yarn of CGregfeiers.)



. SHOW THIS INTERESTING FEATURE TO YOUR CHUMS!

PLAYED, SIR!

Nowadays even members of the canine tribe, it
would seem, like their game of cricket. This dog
may not be a coming Hobbs, but there’s little
doubt that he's already a smart fielder. How

about "' signing "’

him on 2

e

News Pars ana
Pictures.

uﬁ*l/‘

NERVE!

Sig Smith, known throughout America as " Daredevil,”
thinks nothing of doing stunts that would terrify most
of us. The camera’s caught him working up an_appetite
for breakfast at the end of a plank three Eundred feet
above a San Francisco stréet, What's ‘more, as you
can see, Sig is blindfolded. If any of you' chaps
contemplate doing stunts_nf .tl-ms kind, take another
squint at the picture, visualise the height of the
buildings shown in the background, think of the drop
and—think again !
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SPEED !

Flying from London to New York
in iwo days, and a regular service
at that, is likely to be brought
within the bounds of possibility
it Mr. E. R. Armstrong's plan
of a series of floating "dromes
across the Atlantic proves a
success. The first of these sea-
dromes, complete with hotel,
hangars, houses, and repair shops,
which will be 1,200 feet in
“length, 400 feet wide, and 70 feet
above the level of the sea, is now
under construction. Photo shows
a model of the "drome, with a
model plane about to make a
landing.
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ORIENT AL CUNNING !

riin Harry Whorton ond get him * sacked ' from Greyfviars.
Da Costa doesn’t find his tasl: as simple as

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Lost, Stolen, or Strayed !

(11 UNTER!"”
B Li] Eh‘?u
“Will Jou scout up to my

study——
@ NO !JJ
“And fetch—
‘' Rats|”

There was no hesitation about that
reply from William “George Bunter of
the Greyfriars Remove. He made his
meaning guite clear.

Lord Mauleverer siFh_ed.

It was & warm afternoon. DMost of
the fellows called it hot. Sonie of them
called it beastly hot. Even Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,. whose dusky com.
plexion had ripened under tropic suns,
admitted that it was warm.

Lord Mauleverer was leaning grice.
fully on the old shady tree in front of
the school shop at Greyfriars. Ilc lad
Leen leaning thero quite a long time,
since ¢lass. Perhaps ile liked the shade.
Perhaps he was too lazy to move. At
ull events, there he was. Billy. Bunter
was blinking in at the tuckshop’ window
through his big spectacles. Bunter
would willingly have rolled into the
tuckshop and given orders for the best
that Mrs. Mimble could supply in large
tuantitics. But Billy Bunter was in his
usual impecunious state; a postal-order,
long cxpected, had fuiled to arrive.
Bunter loafed outside the tuckshop like
a fat Peri at the gateé of Paradisc.

From the direction of  the cricket
ground came five cheery juniors, look-
ing decidedly warm, but véry merry and
bright. The summer heat did not keep
tlarry Wharton' & Co, from cricket prac-
tice. They were getting into great form
to beat the Rookwooders when the
Rookwood match came off. Now they
were heading for the school shop for
light refreshment in the shape of ginger-
beer. Bob Cherry had suggested
ginger-pop, and it had been passed

Tlere's big money waitin

hre imagined !

usanimously. It was a ease of five souls
with but a single thought; a quintctle
of hearts that beat as one,

Lord Mauleverer, as he sighted the
Famous Five. in ihe offing, wade o
moventent to detach himself from the
tree, but did not quite detach himself.
A disinclination to cxertion  distin-
guished his lordship.

Bunter blinked at bLim indignantly.
His lordship was lazy, no doubt, bul so
was Bunter. Indeed, Bunter could give
points even to Mauly in that line. Lord

‘Mauleverer had & mild dislike for exor-

tion; Buuter hated it.
“Of all the cheek!”

warmly. I
“Dear man !” murmured Lord Maule-

sald DBunter

verer gently.

“ Catch ‘me fotehing things from your
study I hooted Bunter. “If vou want
unything from your study, you can jolly
well feteh it yourself, Sce?”

“Yaﬁ!\.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” The swmnmer
lteat had not reduced the power and
volume of Bob Cherry's voice, *“What
price a ginger-pop, Mauly !

“1 say, yon fellows——"'

“8hut up, Bunter!”

* Look hLore——"

“Just what I was thiokin® of when
I saw you men comin',” murmured Lord
Maulevercr, "I was goin' to ask you
to ‘jbin mo in a stone ginger,” i

‘“Happy thought!” said Johnny Bull,
with a grin, “You have jolly good
ideas sometimes, Mauly.”

“Yaas. But——"'

“Never mind the buts; come on,”
suid Frank Nugent.

Y But—""

“The butfulness is superfluous, my
esteemed Mauly,” said Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh, “Get a move on.”

“But T've left my tin in my study,”
explained” Lord Malleverer. “f was
askin' Bunter to run up and fetch it,
but he didn't seem te junp at the idea.
Bunter’s growin' lazy."”

g for Da Costa, the newe bey dn the Romove,
But with all kis Eastern cunning and rascalily,

if he con manage 1o

A Magnificent New Long
Corplete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., the Chums
cf Greyfriars, and Da Casla,
the boy from the East.

by
FRANK RICHARDS.

Billy Bunler started.

“You didn't say——" he began.

““Perhaps ‘one of vou fellows might
like a walk up to the study?”’ sug-
gested his lordship.  “ Healthy exerciso,
vou know, walkin’ up and down stairs—
and you men are whales on exercise,
Thingummy gana in what’s-his-name
sano, you know, Nothin® like exercise.”

“"Do you mean mens sana in corpore
sano, fathead?” asked Harry Wharton,

laughing..
“I  shouldn’t wonder,” assented
Mauleverer.  “Healthy mind in a

healthy carcase, or soniathin® of the sort,
what? You'll find a fiver under the
inkstand.”

“1 say, Maunly—"

“Don't, old fat man,” said Maule-
verer gently. “I hate pointin' it out.
Bunter, but you talk too much.”

“Oh, really, Mauly! TIl ent up to
the study with pleasure,” said Bunter.
“You know I'm always willing to
oblige a pal.”

“And are you willin® to obhlige me.

too?' asked Mauly. Appavently  his
lordship did not realise that he wus a
pal of Bunter's.

“Oh, don't be an ass, vou know !
suid  Bunter, as the Famous T@ive
chinckled.  “Where's that fiver?”

“Under the inkstand on the study
table.”

“You cheerful ass!” said Bob Clierry.
“Is that how you take eare of your
fivera?”

“Yaas. I'm alwavs careful with
money,” answered [Lovd Mauleverer.
“I once had a bauknote blow away.
put the inkstand on this one.”

“0Oh, my Lat!”

“Wait for me!” saidd Bunter. “I'll be
hack in two ticks,” And the Oul of the
Itemove cut off to thie House—forgetful
of the heat md of the weight he had
to carry—more than willing to oblige
Lord Mauleverer now that lLe knew
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whiat it was that was to be fetched from
Study No. 12, . ;
Rob Cherry linked an arm in Manly's
srd hooked him away from the treo.
“Come on, slacker 1”
Thu} chcml'\y] crowd
into the tuckshop.
Y My treat !”psaid Lord Mauleverer

BOLY" ol (hing 1" said Bob
“An ing 1" san ob. s
b ¥ the Remove pro-

And’ the chums of th
ceoded to dispose of ginger-pop, which
comforting  after

was grateful and
crickef practice on a hot day.

Mrs. Mimble bestowed upon Lord
Mauloverer a genial smilo which she
never wasted on Billy Bunter. Five or
six more fellows joined the little crowd,
and the ginger-pop fowed freely. Thero
was a merry buzz of talk in the shop,
which . was interrnpted by the return of
William George Buntet.

“You ass!” was Bunter's first remark,
arddressad to Lord Mauleverer, i

“iphank youw, dear boy! Where is
i1

“That's what I _want to know I
grunted Bunter. “T'ye been up to your
“tndy; but there isn't any fiver under
the inkstahd, you chump! Pulling my
log, 1 suppose? .

I‘:'L‘lcurl"lfn:,m, I remember leavin' it
there,” said Lord Mauleverer. ‘Tt's
there all serene. -Perhaps you want a
now outfit in . specs, dear man.”

“You silly chump!” hooted Bunter,
“1 tell you it isn'f there. Nothing of
{he sort. You've put it in your pocket
and forgotten it.”

"Wcl?. I've done such
mitted Lord Mauleverer.
Jdon't think so in this case.
look again, old faf man,”

“'Rats!"” hooted Bunter,

“Taok lere, Mauly, old man, you
ought to be more rareful with bank-
notes,” said Harry Wharton seriously.
Tt may get lost ab this rate.”

« Accordin’ 'to Bunter, it's lost
already,” sighed his lordship. “Fright-
ful worry losin' a fiver! I shall have
to. write to my uncle for another.
Jwie writin’ letters.” .

“ Ginger-pop for me,” said Bunter,
sand 8 cake. And some jam-tarts.
And some meringues " .

DBunter evidently felt entitled to a
réeward far his journey to the Remove
passage, fruitless as it had been.

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

of juniors walked

things,” ad-
“PBut 1 really
Go and

“yrs, Miinble, ma’am,” he said
politely.
“Yes, my lord?”

«Will it bother you too much to cha‘";
up this lit}tluda}c:_:ount. to me, madamT
asked his lordship. 5
3“Not. at all,” said Mrs. Mimble.

t«Then it's all vight! Pile in, Bunter,
old fat bean! I hope you will make ib
a spread, you fellows. It will save you
ihe trouble of teain’ in the study.” |

And the fellows cheerfully made it a
spread — especially William George
Bunter. William George wes not likely
to miss & chance like that. . To the
fiver, which he had left under his ink-
stand, and which wus apparently mno
longer there, his lordship appeared to
give no further thought. Lord
Mauleverer was the nn]ﬁ ellow in the
Greyfriars Remove to wnom fivers wero
trifies light as air. After the spread in
the scliool shop, he walked back to the
House with the Famous Fivej and es
they reached the Remove passage
Harry Wharton tapped Mauly on ‘the
arm.

“Hadn’t you better look for that
fiver, Magﬁy 12

‘ B'sl

And Lord Manleverer ambled on
placidly to his study. There he settled
Tue MaGKET LiBRARY,—No. 1,062,

himself in a comfortable attitude on the
cofa, with a cushion behind his head,
and rested peacefully, gazing out ab tha
sunsct on the quadrangle. Looking ab
the sunset doubtless appealed to him as
more restiul than looking for the fiver.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hazel in a Hole!

» ARRY WHARTON and TFrank
Nugent came together into
Study No. 1 in ihe Remove.
An olive-skinned junior who
sat there looked up as they eutered, but
did not speak, Wharton glanced at

im.

Arthur da Costa had lis hooks at one
end of the study table for prep.
Nugent began to sort odd books; but
the captain of the Remove stood look-
ing at Da Costa.

When the Eurasian hed first come to
Groyfriars Harry Wharton had been
friendly cnough to him. The fellow
had been put into his study—he was a
stranger from s far land, and he had
shown a wonderful aptitude for ericket,
which was a passport to Wharton's
good opinion. But any friendliness be-
tween the two had soon come to an
end: for more than a week now they
had hardly spoken, and Da Costa was
on the same distant terms with Whar-
ton’s friends. 'The captain of the
Remove had wanted to make the best
of him: biut one cxample of treachery
and duplicity had been enaugh, and he
had dropped the Eurssian like a hot
potato. .

But Wharton had been' thinking sirice
then. [Friendship or cordiality with tho
fellow was impossible; but civility was
possible. And as Da Costa was a valu-
able member of the Remove eleven, it
was hardly practicable to avoid contact
with him altogether, ~Wharton and
Nugent had discussed the matter, and
agreed that it was a rotten state of
affairs not to be on speaking terms with
a faollow in their own study. The boy
from the East was not their sort, and
they could not be friends with him} but
a eivil word cost nothing, and made
matters more comfortable generally.
And though Da Costa had agreed to
change out of the study, he had not yet
done so; and Wharton had given up his
intention of imsisting upon it.

“You weren't at games practico this
afternoon, Da Costa,” said the captain
of the Remove, by way of breaking the
ice.

Arthur Da Costa looked up again.

“Nol” he said. “¥You did not want
me, I suppose ?”

“Well, you want to keep in form, if
you're going to play in tiw team that
goes over to Rookwood,” said Harry.

The Eurasiau eyed him.

“Am T to play at Rookwood?” he
asked.

“Don’t you want {o?”

“Vess! But you are ecaptain of
cricket, and. you do not like me, and I
thought you would leave me out.”

“Whether I lika you or not has
nothing to do with cricket,” answered
Harry. “Yowre a good man—as good
a2 man ng any fellow in the Remove,
and ,you'll play unless you want to stand
n 3

«] .ghall play, then,” said Da Costa,
and lis olive facoe brightened.

Tn the tortuous ‘and treacherous
nature of the strange lad “from the
Kast there was at least one good
quality; he was a_keen cricketer, and
lio played a splendid game.

“That's sctiled, then,” said Ilasry.

And the three juniors went down to

prep, in a rather less chilly atmosphere
than was customary in Study No,

Prop was still going on, when there
was a tap at the door, and Hazeldeno
of the Remove looked in.

“You fellows finished 7 be asked.

. “No fear,” said Nugent, “Yards of
it vet. You haven't got through,
cither, Hazel.”

“I'm giving it & vest,” said Hazcl.
“Fed up with it”

Harry Wharton locked ap {rom his

work: Hazel was loafing restlessly in
the doorway, and he coloured as he
caught Wharton’s glance. There was
evidently something on Hazel's mind
which he had ‘come to Study No. 1 to
utter; and he was rather unreasonably
irritated at finding the juniors there
still hard at work.
. “Cough it up, old bean, if it's any-
thing important,” said Harry good-
humouredly. “We can slack off for a
minute or two, anyhow,”

:‘Oh, it's nothing!” said Hazel.

‘Then we'll get on. Why not stick
to prep yourself, old chap? - Quelchy
was rather waxy with you this morning
—yow've been taking it vather easy
lately, haven’t youy”

: Hang prep!” said Hazel.

Only you can't hang Quelchy,” said
the captain of the Remoye, with a
smile. *“What's the good of asking for
trou]%:la in t}he Form-room ?”

“] came here to speak to vou,” sai
Hazeldene sulkily. w ; oy

“Well, go ahead!”

“0Oh, it doesn't matter!”

And Hazel left the  doorway, and
loafed rather aimlessly along the
Remove passage. - Nugent's eyes met
Wharton's, and he smiled, and the cap-
tain of the Remove frowned. Hazel had
samething to say that he did not want
Wharton's study-mates to hear. That
was plain enough, and the chums of
Study No. 1 did not need telling that
tho scapegrace of the Form was in some
sort of trouble again. y

Hazel and his Incessant froubles and
scrapos would probably not have waor-
ried the captain of the Remove very
much, but for the circumstance that he
was the brother of Marjorie Hazeldene
of Cliff House School. azel's troubles
were generallfr in conilection with
money., He had ss much as most
Remove fellows, and more than some;
but he never had enough. An unthrifty
fellow like Hazel was never likely to
have enough, even if he became a mil-
lionaire. It was one of his habits
always to spend a little more than he
could afford—and sometimes a good
deal more. When his folly came home
to ropst, as it were, it was Hazel's way
to worry his friends with his troubles;
and, as a last resource, to land them on
Marjorie's shoulders, as Wharton was
very well aware, Hence the frown on
the Lrow of the captain of the Remove,

Half an hour later the door opened
again, and Hazel looked In once more.
He seemed more restless than ever,

watill sticking to it?" ho asked sar-
castically.

“Not much choice about that, il
we've finished,” said Nugent.

“Mind if [ stay herei®

“Stay, if you lilke, of course.”

Hazel sat in  the armchair. He
watched the juniors with growing irrl-
tation, The matter on Hazel's mind, at
the present moment, was far more im
sortant than prep, in Hazel's opinion, at
lcnst‘ He fumbled in his pocket, and
took out a cigarettc; then, as if remem-
bering where ho was, he scowled and
{lirew it into tho empty fire grate,

Frank Nugent pushed back his books
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The door had searcely closed behind Da Costa when Billy Bunter jumped up.
** Awfully faint, sir,’” said Bunter eagerly.

** What ? ** said Mr. Quelch.

Costa had got away with it, and the Owl of

ot last. He rose from tho table, with a
faint grin on his face.

"““*¥You men coming down to the Rag?”
lio asked,

“I'll follow you dowsm, old chap,”
enswerod Wharton. And Nugent smiled
and left the Study.

Da Costa had finished his work; but
he did not leave the study. Hazel
looked at him very expressively, but the
Furasian did not seem to jyotice if.
Wharton glanced at him, too. It was
t0 obvious that Hazel desired to speak
in private to the captain of the Remove,
that Da Costa might certainly have
stepped out of the study as Nugent had
done. But lLe showed ne intention of
doing so.

Hazel rose to his feet at last.

“Can’t talk here,” he said abruptly,
“Will you come along to my study,
Wharton " .

“Yes, if you like.”

The two juniors left Study No. 1 to-
gether, Hazel giving the Turasian a
look of dislike as he went. They
entered Study No. 2, which Hazel
shared with Tom Brown, the New
Zealand junior; but it was empty now,
Brown had finished bis work and gone
I Hazel shut the door witﬁ a
BIAM.

“The half-caste blighter wanted to
hear what I had to say to you,” le
growled.

The samo thought had oceurred to
Wharton. At the same time, he was
irritated by Hazel having somothing to
say to him that other fellows might not
hear. Hazel and his dismal little
secrots and  troublesome confidences
rather got on the nerves of the captain
of the Romove.

“Well, what is it?” asked Harry
restively, “If it's about the cricket, T
don't see why you couldn't speak before
Da Costa.”

“It's not about tlio cricket. T know
you don't mean to give me a chance lor
the Rookwood match, anyhow.”

“You don't mean to give yourself a
chance,” said Wharton sharply. “ You
haven't becn near Little Sido for. prac-
tiee——"

“Oh, give us a rest!” said Hazel, “I
didn't ask you here for a sermon, Keep
that for thiose who want to hear it.”

Wharlon compressed his lips. This
irritable sulkiness was & sign ho knew
well.  .Hazel was in money troubles
again, and looking for a fellow upon
whose shoulders he could land thom.
Hazel was a sensitivo fellow. He would
ask what he had no shadow of a right
to ask, and be deeply burt by a refusal,
or even by hesitation to comply. His
sensitive pride made him hate asking
favours, but did not prevent him from
doing so. 8o when he had u favour to
ask, he generally began by irritable
sulky rudeness, if he was dealing with
a fellow likely to stand it., Had Le
been asking a favour of the Bounder,
his manner would have been fawning.

“I'm in a hole!" said Hazel
abruptly,

Wharton could hardly help smiling,
annoyed as he was. Hazel mude that
statement ay if the eircumstances were
entirely new and surprising—as if the
hole Le was in was a very novel expori-
ence.  Wharton had heard him make
the statement at least a dozen times
before, But to Hazel every hole ho
fell into was & new crisis——a new and
undeserved blow from persecuting Fato
—something more serious and prossing
than anything that had ever happencd
before.

"Well ?” snid Harry.

“Can you lend rue u hand? I mean,
will you?” said Hazel, “I know I've
no right to ask favours of you,” he

¢ It—It I might walk In the open air——*’
the Remove did notsee why he should not get away with it, too. (See Chapter 6.)

“ Please, sir,** he gasped, * I'm feeling faint ! **

Da

added resentfully, as if Wharton was to
blame for that, somichow.

“What sort of @ hole is it this time "
asked Wharton patiently.

“I don't see that you need put it like
that,” said Hazel sullenly, “Oune migh!
suppose from your tone thut I'm a
fellow like Bunter, sponging up and
down the Remove.”

Wharton could not help thinking that
had one supposed so one would not
have been very far wrong. But he did
not say so.

“I've got into a scrape,” went on
Huazel. “You needn't preach at me, in
your usual style—that’s not what I' want.
I know I've done wrong, and, il you
want to know, I'm sorry l?.m- it---not that
you've f';Ot any right to take me to task,
that I know of. Anyhow, what's doue
is done, and I shall get into a fearful
scrape if I can't settle!”

“You don’t mean an account at the
tuckshop "

Haze! laughed scoffingly.

“No, I don’t! I mean something
quite different. 1 don’t see any
necessity for going into details. If
you'll lend me the money, I can sottle
up in & weck or two. If you won't, you
cun say so.”

“It depends on the amount, to some
extent,” said Harey quictly. * How
much do you want?”

“Tive pounds!”

“0Oh, my bat! Of course, T can't o
anything of the kind,” said Harry.
“Where the thump am I to get five
pounds from "

“Colonel Wharton has sent zou jolly
good tips before now. Your jicople
have money. You're often in funds,”
suid Hazel. “Five pounds isn't such o
jolly lot of money, Mauleverer can
afford to leave fivers about lis study,”
he added, with a sneer,

Tae MacxeT Lisrary.—No, 1,062,
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said Wharton.
I can't do
impossible.

“Tt's his own money,”
“Yint never wind Mauly.
what you want, Hazel; it's
Half-a-crown is my limit.”

woh, don’i be an ass! 1f you won't
lend a follow a hand, say so n plain
Knglish, and den’t beat about the bush.”

“Pye said s0.” ,

«¥You haven't anything to lend &
friond.”  sneered azel; “not cven
when hie's up to his neck in trouble ?
You'se gol plenty of money to spend
on picnies, I saw {he cargo you werc
{aking ont to Pepper's Island the other
day.  You could ask me to a pienic, but
yait can't help me-when 'm & foarful
Lol

dit eomie to the pienic,’ said
=1 suppose you were busy get-
finy inta this serape.”

W\ husiness of yours, if you're nok
woing 1o help mne oub of the scrape,
snapped Tazel. | You can throw in a
cermon along with the fiver, if you like;
but 1'm not taking one without the
ather.” .

“ At the present moment,” said Harry,
“T've exactly hall-acerown to call wy
awn. Nothing doing.”

“Yaur fricmds would lend you motiey.
They'd trust you, if they won't trush
me? said Hazel, with a suecr,

Wharton’s ey es gleaned.

= Ave you asking me to go Legging of
my friend: o give you the money
hocanse yow've been dabbling in soiue
flthy betting with some blackguard who
ought. to be in_pyison ¥ exclaimed the
captain of the Remaove. “1 think that’s
about the limit, Hazel, I can't do it.”

“¥ou mean you won't.”

“yos, T mean I won't, if you prefer
it that way ™ suapped Wharton. “ Butfer
<ay no more about it. I don't want to
yow with yow.”

And with that the captain of the
Kemove quitted Study No. 2, and shut
the door after him rather hard.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sat Upon !

ORD MAULEVERER
slightly worried look. .
flo (did not look very worried.

wore @

His lordship never looked
“yery ¥ anything,
But lie was slightly worricd.
A most unusual state of affairs

obtained in Study Ne, 12 in the Removo
——a study that was generally flowing
with milk and honey, as it were. Liord
Maulevercr was stony.

Mauly had had exactly onc five-pouud
noto left that day. Most Remove
fellows, in possession of a five-pound
note, would have considered themselves
in great funds, ‘T'he day on which they
received the fiver would have been a
day worthy to be marked with a white
stone.  But Mauly was in the happy
position of having as much eash as hoe
wanted: and when he found himself
down to a fiver he had made a mental
note to write to his guardian for a
supply. Writing lettersy, however, was
a form of cxcrtion, and excrtion 1 any

form did not reeommend iisclf  to
Mauleverer, o thai letter remained
unwrilten.

Therefore, il came to pass that the
mysterious vanishing of  Lord Maule-
vover's fvee left him, like the
in the parable, in a stony place.

Lord Mauleverer was standing in his
study, staring at the inkstand on the
table. Tt was a heavy inkstand, and
no banknote eould possibly have blown
away frow undernenth it. Really, the
disappearance  of that banknote was
very mystevions.  Mauly distinetly re-
memmbered puiting it there, He had a
rotten moemoery as he said himself, hut
Lo remembered that, . He had been
looking through his financial supply,
and had placed the banknote there while
he went through his note-case for cur-
rencey notes, without fnding any. He

seed
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had loft it there simply Dbecause he
forgot to pick il up again. He had
remenibered it abeut an  hour lafer,
when he was at the tuckshop, and the
desire for ginger-pop had reminded him
that he had nothing in hus pockets,

Jimmy Vivian, his study-mate, had
been ab cricket practice with other
Remove fellows, ¢ was uot in the
study when the nete was placed thero
wnder the inkstand, and he did not
conie back to the study 1ill after Mauly.
8o he was wnable to shed any light on
the niystery, only offering the sugghs-
tion that Mauly had put it in somo
pocket or other, and forgotten all about
it-—quite a plausible suggestion.

But Mauloverer was assured that lo
Lad left that fiver under the inkstand.
He remembered that he had forgotten
it, and so left it there!

Henee the worried wrinkle in his
lordship’s noble brow. The loss of the
note did nok worry him; ncither did it
worry Lim to have an account running
up at the school shop. But it was evi-
dently necessary now to gob that letter
written to his guardian at Mauleverer
Towers, and Manly loathed writing
letters,  Ho would much rather have
found the missing banknote, had it been
discoverable.

Jimmy Vitian had looked round the
study without finding it.  Mauly had
not looked roumd the study; he was
more than willing to take Vivian's word
for it that he had looked everywhere.
But be had looked wnder the inkstand—
aurl & second time ho had looked under
the inkstand. Now he was regarding
the inkstand with a perplexed stare.

How had that banknote shifted itself
out from under that heavy inkstand
and vanished?  Certainly, any fellow
in tho Remove could have dropped into
tho study and taken the banknote, had
ho happened to notice it there. Bub ik
did not even cross Lord Maulevercr’s
mind that any fellow in the Remove had
done so. Thoughts of that kind did not
come casily to Lord Mauleverer; indeed,
they did not come at all. He was quite
prepared to give the thing up as an
insoluble mystery ; but he was not in the
least prepared to suspect any Greyfiriars
man of “pinching ¥ o banknote.

There was & tap at Mauleverer's door,
and Arthur da Costa came in.

%ord Mauleverer gave him an amisble
nod,

As a matter of fact, he did not like
Da Costa. He admired the way the
fellow played ericket, and he considexcd
that a Fellow who played such a splendid
game of cricket must be some sort of a
good sort in bis way. Still, ho did not
like him, from somo deep instinet of
distrust.  But Mauly 'wes always civil,
whether he liked a Tellow or not; and
indeed he hardly realised consciously
that he disliked Da Costa.

Certainly, he had never asked the
Furasian into his study, and he won-
dered why Da Costa had come there
now.

“T hear that you have lost a bank-
n\n"f‘.e,r Ma;}llevcrcr,” said Da Costa.

“Qome of the fellows Lave been talk-
ing about it in the Rag,” the Eurasian
explained. “I thought I would come
and offer to help you loek for it.”

“Thanks very much, dear man! Dub
it's all right.”

“You have found it, then?”

“Not exactly,” admitted Lord Maule-
verer. “But it's all right, all the
same,”

Da Costa smiled,

“RBut it should be found,” he said.
“Y4 will be very disagrecable if it is
not found."
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“Oh, that’s all right! T'in goin' to
write to my uncle," suid Lord Maule-
verer.  “Awfl'ly kind of you to look
ing but it's all right.”

I mean, it will be disagreoable for

other fellows,” the Lurasian had to
vxplain,

Mauleverer stared at Lim.

“I don't see  that,” he answered.

“It's rather a bother to me personally.
but T don’t see that it need worry auy-
body else,”

“I mean, that when money is iniss
ing, there is likely to be a suspicion
that it has been slolen,”

* Rubbish !

" You do not Lhink so?”

“Rot! OF course not!”

Lored Mauleverer, for onee in his life,
spoke sharply. He was inwardly won-
dering what sovt of an  outsider was
this, who suggested that a theft might
have taken place in the Remove passage
at Greyflriars.

“Other fellows may think so,” per-
sisted Da Costa.

Lord Mauleverer looked the boy from
the Tlast steadily in the eyes,

“Any fellow who thought anythin' of
the kind would be a wmiserable sort of

worm, In my opinion,” he answered
deliberately. ~ “Iellows don't suspeet
ono another of stealing at Greyfriars,
Da Costa.”

Da Costa flushed crimson,

“Ahi You are speaking of the
matber of Mr. Quelcl’s watch being
found in Wharton's desk!” le ex-
claimed. “¥You mean—"

“Well, I didn't mean {o mention it,
but perhaps it was in my mind," said
Lord Mauleverer. “Bunter hid the
watch there for a fatheaded practical
joke, and you found it, and thought
Wharton had pinched it, I'm not goin'
to tell you wﬁat I think of that; but
let me tell you one thing. Don’t spill
any of your rotten suspicions in this
study ! T won't have it!”

His lordship was speaking with a
very unusual emphasis, and his cyes
gleamed. Lord Mauleverer’s anger
was not easily roused; but the bare
idea of the suspicious Eurasian starting
a story that his banknote had been
stolen, roused his deepest ive.

“You say you came here to offer to
help look for it,” he went on. “ Well,
Vivian has looked for it, and he thinks
[ must have put it in some other pocket
and forgotten it, Very likely did.
Anyhaw, what’s become of that bank-
note is my bizney, Da Costa, not yours.
And I tell you plainly that I ‘won’t
have you suggestin’ that it may have
been pinched ¥’

“But if it is not found—"

“That's my bizney !"

“But surely you will report your loss
to your Form master, il you do not find
tho note ?”* exclaimed the Turasian.

“I shall please myself about that.”

Da Costa flushed again. Lord Maule-
verer hated snubbing any fellow. He
did not snub even Bunter. But the
Kurasian irritated him deeply with his
suspicious suggestion of a thelt in the
study, and excited his contempt at the
samo Lime,

Da Costa looked at him, and tlen
quitted the study quietly, with his soft
tread that was so ?il-ro that of a cat.

“Good gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
verer. “What sort of a blighter have
they pushed intoe Greyfriars now?
Good gad! That fellow seems to sus-
pect chaps of stealing as naturally as le
breathes! 1 wonder Wharton doesn't
kick him out of his study! I'mm dasled
if Ildo:\’t wish I'd kicked him oul of
this 1"

Da Costa's visit seemed to have lefi
an unpleasant flavour in Lord Maule-
verer’s mouth,

Bul that there was anything wore in ofien did, he set his teeth to it. When

the matter than the suspicion of a base
nature, Lord Maulevercr did not sus-
peet.  The contempt he was feeling for
Artliur da Costa would have sdeepened
inte scorn and horrer, could he have
vead the thoughts in the half-vaste's
torruous mimd,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The End of His Tether !
T AZELDENE "

" Yes, siv!”

" Your construe this morn-
ing would disgrace a boy in
the Second Iorm.”

LGront from Hazeldene.

“You have not prepared this lesson,
Ifazeldene,”

Another grunt.

Mr. Queleh fixed his eves on Hazel,
and there was a glint in them. For
several days now Hazel had been con-
spicuously  careless and neglectful in
class.  And Mr. Quelch was not the
master to be subjected to that mode of
treatinent.

Hazel, no doubt, had other matters on
his mind. But the Remove master
most. ecertainly would mnot have been
placated, had he known what (those
other maltters were.

“I have alrcady given you imposi-
tions, Hazeldene. This has made no
difference to you. I shall now cano
you t”

Haze] set his lips.

Perliaps he had not
Pechaps, in the stross of
matiers on his mind, he had not
thought about Mr. Quelch and his
views at all. To the rest of the Remove
it seemed that Hazel had been asking
for it. Indeed, as Skinner said, beg-
ging and praying for it for days, aml
that it was not at all surprising that he
had got it at last.

“Btand out
Hazeldene |

The sullen junior loafed out.

Mr, %ualuh picked up the cane from
his desk. Hezel's manner of sullen,
sulky indifference did not please him.
If Hazel did not regard the work of
the Form as of any importance, it was
time that the importance of it was
impressed upon him, in Mr. Quelch's
opinion. '

The Remove mniaster pointed io o
chair near his desk with his cane.

“Bend over that chair, Hazeldene !”

cxpected that.
those other

before the class,

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Hazel's face was white as he rose
after the infliction,

He frequontly provoked, by sheer

cheeky recklessness, punishment that he
had not the hardihood to endure when
il came to him. Having asked for
that caning, and, indeed, left his Form
master no other resource than to cane
him, Hagel was quite knocked out by
the infliction, and went bock to his
Form quivering, and white-faced.

Harry Wharton’s glance rested on
him for some moments. Ho knew what
was on_the wretched fellow’s mind,
though fortunately Mr. Queleh did not
even dream of it. Hazel’s confidence of
the evening before had enlightened
Wharton. He could not help fecling
compassion, which was mingled with
contempt. Vernon-Smith was glaneing
at Hazel also, with an tronical grin,
I'ke contempt he felt was untinetured
by compassion.

A scapegrace like the Bounder, with
iron hardihood to eondure whatever
might fall upon him, was very differ-
ent from a weak, reckloss, irresolule
scapegrace of Hazel's calibre.  When
troiible eame to the Bounder, as it

trouble came {o lazel, he crumpled up
wider it hopelessly, The  wretched
[ullow was_in Lis most erumpled state
vow, and Wharton wondered whether
the matter was more serious than he

Liad supposed at first,

More dhun ence Hazel had beou
within neasurable  distanca  of the
“sack.”  And Wharton did not like to
think what Marjorie’s foclings would
be if her brother were expelled from
Lirexfriars, He knew that the girl had
feared it more than once.

When  the Remove were dismissed
after seeond lesson, Hazel went at once
to the letter-rack, where lotters for the
Juniors wore placed to be taken in
morning break. * Ile glanced over the
letters, obviously in the hope of sceing
one for himself—the remote possibility
of a remittance from some indulgent
relative being all the hope that was left
him.  DBut there was no letter for
Hazeldene, and he shoved his hands
deep in Lis pockets, and tramped away
with a sullen face.

“What's ap with Hazel?” asked Bob
Cherry, staring after him. “Hallo!
Hallo! Hallo!  What's the row,
Hazel, old bean?"

Hazel did not turn his head, or reply.

“He was licked in the Form, you
know.” remarked Peter Todd.

“Well, fellows have been licked be-
fore, without scowling like demons in
a pantomime,” said Bob. " Anything
for little nie there?”

“It's time I had a letter from my
unele,” said Iarry,

*Anything likely 1o be in it 7 asked
Nugent, with a grin, There was ruthes
u shortuge of cash among the Fanous
Five at present. Tho picnie on Popper’s
Island had exhausted both eash and
credit for o time.

“You never know,” said Harry
laughing. “My uncle mentioned in
his last letler that he might be coming
down to the school this term, und that,
he would Iet me know in his wext, I
expected the letter to-day.”

“Nothing here,” said Bob,

“Ono for you, Da Costa,” called oul
Poter Todd.

“Yoss? the
Eurasian.

Da Costu’s letter was addressed to
him in a rather, legal-looking Land, and
had a London post-mark. Any fellow
who had been interested in if, would
Jwve guessed that it was from tho
solicitor, Mr. Gedge, who had brought
Du Costa to Greyfrinrs. Nobody, as n
matter of fact, was interested, and Da
Costa slipped the letter into his pocket
unheeded. .

“¥You have no lettor from your unele,
Wharton¥” he remarked, his durk cyes
r(-stingro,u the captain of the Remove,

Cna

Thank you,” said

Wharton's answer was abrupt: bul
rememberiug that e had deeided to be
on civil speaking terms with his unwel-
cone  study-mate, he added more
amicably :

“Not this time—I daresay i will
come along to-morrow. Nothing for any
of you fellows?"

“The nothingfulness iz terrific,”
sighed  ITurree Jumset Ram  Singh,
“We are forgotfully overlooked. 'I'n
be out of sight is to be oot of one's
mind, as the Enéﬂis]l proverb says.”

“1la, ha, ha!®

“'The fact is, we could do with a
remittance from somebody,” remarked
Johuny Bull, “TI'll tell you what, you
men—uext chap who gets a tip from
homne whacks it out all round, what ?”

“Hear, hear!” said Dob.

“Done !’ said Nugent,

THE MacxeT LiBrany.—No. 1,062,



8 | OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

#rilie whaeckfulness shall be terrific,”
agreed the nabob of Bhanipur.

Harry Wharton laughed. B

“] fancy that means_thai Johnuy is
expecting a tip from his Auntie Bull,”
heo remarked. .

“Well, you never know,” said Bull.
“But it's fair all round, Is it a got”

“ Certainly, if you like.”

“PDone then.”

But there was nothing to be whacked
out that morning, at all events, and the
Famous Five walked out cheerfully into
the sunny quad. The finaneial resources
of the Co. were at a very low ebb: but
their high spirits did not diminish with
the diminution of cash. If a remitiance
came, they were ready to whaek it out
and enjoy it while it asted : if a remit-
tance did not come, they were equally
prepared to face & stony period with
cheery fortitude. Stony periods were
not at all uncommon in the Lower
Fourth.

But Harry Wharton's cheery face
dlouded a little at the gight of
Hazeldene sitting on a bench under the
old elms, by himself, staring moodily
before him. Skinner and Bnoop had
walked past Hazel, and winked at one
another as they passed, The Bounder
had given him a stare and a mocking
grin, Hazel was 2 fellow who had
frequent ups and downs: when the
“ups” were the order of the day, he
would be boisterously cheerful: when
the “downs ” came along, he was cor-
respondingly despondent. Whether up
or down, a fellow was cxpected at Grey-
friars to keep a stifi upper lip, and not
to display lis feelings to be read by
overy casual glance, But all the Retnove
always knew if there ‘was anything
amiss with Hazel: it was his way to
wear his heart on his sleeve. A

The captain of the Remove left his
cheery comrades, and joined, Hazel
puder the shady trees. The junior gave
him a sullen look. In Hazel's good-
Jooking Iace—almost too good-looking=-
there was a resemblance to Marjorie
that had often disarmed Wharton.

% Buck up, old chap,” said Wharton.

“Qh, cheese it.”

« You're looking as if yon expect the
crack of doom before the third lesson,”
said Harry., “You don’t want Quelchy
to motice it, and ask what's up, do
you?” .

Hazel laughed bitterly.

“Y don’t care much! I'm in a hole,
and there's no getting out of it
shall be shawn up here if I don’t square
Joe Spratt to-morrow.’

“\Who on earth iz Joe Sprath?”

“Qh, a man,” said Hazel. “Just a
man! Only he happens to be a man 1
owe five pounds to. He happens to have
put it on a_horse for me at Wapshot
races, on tick, and he happens to want
his money, Can’t blame him—1I should
want it in his place, I suppose I
can't settle, and I dare say he’ﬁ be look-
ing in here to sce me later on.”

“Here?” exclaimed Wharton, aghast.

“J shouldn't wonder.”

. “My hat! You've asked for it this
time, and no mistake,” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove in dismoy. “ Tf
some racing tout comes here asking for
you you'll get the chopper, right away."
“1 know that.”
“ And you risk that, for the sake of

playing the giddy goat!” exclaimed
Wharton, “Of all the fools—"
“Are you going to lend me five
pounds ?

“Pye told you I can't.”

“Then shut up and mind your own
buginess,” said Hazel savagely., *If
I'm going to be sacked, I'll have it
without any sermons from you, IHary
‘Wharton.”

Tre Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,062.

Wharton breathed hard.

“The man must be a scoundrel, to
dabble in betting with a schoolboy,”
he said.

“Am I to swindle him becanse he's
a scoundrel ¥ sneered Hazel.

“1 didn't say that! DBut il you've
made a bet without money to meet it
il you lost—" Wharion paused.

“WWell, that's exactly what I did. I
thought the brute was going to win, or
T'd never have backed him, It was &
dead cert—I got it from Ponsonby at
MTigheliffie, and he knows s lot about
horses. But the beast was beaten—never
even placed,” said Hazel, biting his lip.
“1 dare say it was all squared in the
stable—I believe races often are: and
the oulside public haven’t any chance
against wangling like that.”

i good reason for letting
things alone.”

“Think I don’t know that?” jeered
Hazel. “ Easy enough to say I told you
so. It doesn't help much, though.”

Harry Wharton walked away, and
left him scowling, Ilazel was deep down
in the depths now: ho was not only in
a hole, but in one of the deepest holes
he had ever stumbled into. But there
was nothing that the captain of the
Remove could do— he could have no
mote raised five pounds than he conld
have raized five ﬁundrcd. Ile walked
away with a clouded brow and lefo
Ilazel to it.

suech

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Gedge Hears Good News!

RTIIUR DA COSTA walked
& down to the schoo! gates after

dinner that day, and strolled

out with an air of casual care-
lossness. At a little distance from
Creviviars, that carcless air left him,
and he walked sharply like a fellow in
haste to reach a fixed destination. From
his pocket he drew, presently, a letter,
at which he glanced as he walked, a
sardonic smile playing over his hand-
some olive-skinned face.

The letter was from Mr. Gedge, of
Chancery Lane: and anyone who had
seen that letter by chance—a Form-
master, for instance, or somo prying
fellow, like Bunter—would have seen
nothing whatever in it out of the ordin-
ary. 1t ran:

" Dear Arthur,

I am indecd pleased to hear thai
you are progressing so well ab your new
school. I shall duly inform your
guardian in India.

Yours sincerely,
J. Gedge."”

That that letter was in code was not
likely to oceur to anyona who should
happen to sec it. My, Gedge, the
worthy legal representalive of Captain
Marker, was fox-like in cauntion: aud he
was never likely to put pen to paper
in a way that would involve himself in
any possible trouble. He had his own
code of communication with the boy
from the Bast, who was at Greyfriars
to carry out Unptain Marker's mysteri-
ous plot. Tho word “ progress,” or any
variation of that word, in a letler from
Mr. Gedge, was understood to imply
that he had come down to the neigh-
bourhood of the school to sce his
hopeful protege.

The word “India?” connoted two
o'clock. Had Mr. Gedge desived to sce
his protege at three o’clock, his sentence
would have run “I shall duly inform
your guardian at Lucknow.” Four
o'clock would bave been implied by “I
shall duly inform your guardian in

your native country.” Such a codo
would have worried the memory,
probakly, of any other Greylviars

fellow, for Da Costa did not take the
visk of writing it down. But the reteu-
tive memory of the Oriental made
nothing of it. Da Costa never needed
to_reflect” for a moment before ascer-
taining the precise meaning of M.
Gedge's pecujiar communications.

The place of meeting never needed 10
be specificd. It was understood thav
Me. Gedge would be sauntering on the
towpath, between the school and Friar
dale, at a certuin distance from Grey-
friars, )

It was in that direction that Da Costa
was hurcying now, cutting across the
ficlds to save time.

Mr. Gedge had seen Da Costa a gool
many times since the Eurasian had been
at Greyfriars. Had he visited the schooi
every time—as he might have done, it
L disposed—certainly such frequent
visits would have excited remark, And
it was Mr. Gedgne's object to excite no
vemark at all. It was said of old that
he who has a secret to hide should not
only hide it, but hide the faet that he
has it to hide. Mr. Gedge acted upon
that cautions maxim. Certainly no onc
at Greyfriars had auy reason to suspecs
that Captain Marker’s solicitor took any
nnugual interest in the junior whem
{laptain Marker had sent from India.

"'he man in the silk hat and the black
frock-cont was pacing. up and down the
towpath when Da Losta arrived at the
appointed place. Ho did not speak to
the junior on the open path by the river.
however. 'Therc were two or three boats
on ihe water, and an _occasionul
pedestrizn on the towpath. Mr. Gedge
carried caution almost to tho point of
[astidiousuess, Having sighted the
Eurasian coming, the solicitor moved ol
the path into the trees that bordered it,
and Da Costa followed him there. Under
the shady trees of Friardale Woaoil.
sercened from general observation, ihe
two met at last.

" Then Mr. Gedge fixed his sharp,
flinty eyes on the Burasian, and rasped :

“Weh?”

“Tittle, so far,” answered Do Costa.

“You liave nothing to report?”

“ Little, as I have said.”

“«1 ghall not hurry you,” said Mr,
Gedge. "I am well aware that the—
the business in hand requires time and
care. DBut I hope you arc not wasting
time, Arthur. Something will be ex-
pected by Captain Marker before the end
of the present term.”

Da Costa's lip curled.

“Or he will not pey my fees for next
term?” he sueered.

“Possibly not,” said My, Gedge
“Possibly not. Buk I hope it will not
come to that, for your sake, Arthur. If
you disapuoint your kind friend in India
you will lose u Lrilliant eareer.”

1 shall not disappeint him,” said the
half-caste coolly. I am taking care of
that. Had Wharton remained my friend
I should have kept to my resolve, and
rofused to harm him, as I told yow. H
has made himseli my encmy, and e
must take the consequences,”

M. Gedge eyed the
dubiously.

Once, at

Eurasian

least, the strange lad from
the East, had shown very plain sigus
of kicking over the traces and bringing
to nothing the scheme that had been
concocted between Captain Marker and
the lawyer. There was good in the boy
of mixed blood—good that Mr. Gedge
had never suspected. DBut the worilhy
gentleman from Chancery Lane wos
satisfhed if evil had the upper hand in
the half-caste’s strangely-mixed char-
acter. Mr. Gedge was a tolerant man.
The boy could iave his seruples if he
liked, so long as they did not interfere
with business,
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Wharton was about to read the letter when a fat form came charging along. Bob Cherry caught the Owl of the Remove by

the collar just in time to prevent a collision.

“ Be brief,” said Mr. Gedge at length.
“I have a train to catch, and it is not
judicious to prolong the interview here.
What have you done, so far?"

“A bauk-note has disappeared from
a study in the Remove.”

-';AI] ynu_!!

“It has disappeared,’” said Da Costa,
“that is enough, Newver mind how, M.
Gedgoe. But 1t will be found.”

“Where?"” breathed My. Gedge.

“In a letter.”

YA lettert”

“Received by Harry Wharton in the
course of post.”

“From whom?"

“His nncle, Colonel Wharton.”

Mr, Gedge starcd at the Eurasian.

“You cannot contrive such a thing,
Arthur,” he =aid, -

“I think I can, Mr. Gedge,” said Da
{'osta coolly. * What do you suppose the
fellow will do when he finds a five-pound
note in his unele's letter?”

“Bpend it, I presume, in the usual ex-
travagant way of a schoolboy,” said Mr,
Gedge.  “He will naturally suppose that
his uncle has sent it to him as a tip,
as I think they ecall it at school, if he
linds it in the Colonel’s Ictter, as you
deseribe.”

“Yess," lisped Da Costa, “he cannot
think anything else. He will spend il—
indeed, I have heard him make a com-
pact to share out with some friends any
remittance received by any of them.
That makes it eertain that he will
change the banknote.”

“Quite ! said Mr. Gedge.

“After it is changed it will be gone
hevond reecovery,"” said the Eurvasian.
“Then the missing note will be inquired

for—and it will be found that Wharton
has changed it.”

My, Gedge eyed him.

“If it is your own Lanknote, Arthur,
drop the whole thing, You must not be
mixed up in any accusation against
Wharton.

“1 am not a child,” said Da Costa
contemptuously, “De you think 1 do
not know that? The note belongs to a
boy named Lord Mauleverer, a friend
of Wharton's.”

“That is better,” agreed Mr. Gedge.

“1 shall, of course, not be seen in thoe
matter at all, When Wharton is called
to account he will tell a story of having
received the banknote in a ¥cttcr from
his uncle. Colonel Wharton will be
referred to, and he can only say that he
sent no banknote in the letter. What
will the school think of Wharton's ox-
planation ?”

Mr, Gedge gave a rusty laugh.

“They will think it the lamest and
silliest explanation that a tlief could
possibly give,” he answered.

“And then—a thief would net be
allowed to stay at Greyfriars,” said the
half-caste. “Captain Marker may be
prepared to hand over his reward.”

“If you are sure you can do as you
say——"

T am sure.”

“Very good!" said Mr. Gedge, in
his rasping voice. 1 shall wait for
news with keen interest, Arthur, 1i
you have anything to commnunicate in
a hurry you may always telephone—not
from the school, of course! 1 need not
caution you to take care what you say
on the telepheone.”

A few rove words, and the gentleman

“ 0w I gasped Bunter.

(See Chapfer 8.)

from Chancery Lane walked back to
the towpath and disappeared.

Da Costa did not return to the tow-
path. He followed a track through tle
woods that led him to Friardale Laue,
and by that leafy laue he walked back
to_the sclhool.

His olive face was darkly thoughtful
as he went.

Whether he felt remorse for what he
was doing Lo could hardly have said
himself, IIe was at Greyviviars to bring
about the expulsion of llarry Wharton,
to serve some unknown and mivsterious
purpose of the plotter in India. 'That
purpose he was carrving out.  Yet once
he had resolved to throw up the whole
thing, at the cost of losing all that had
been promised him in reward, Iad
Wharton remained his friend Le might
have kept to that resolve, It was the
duplicity aud treacliery of lLis own
nature that had cavsed Wharlon 1o bar
him,  But his vesentmeut was deep and
Litter, all the same.

Wharton had resumned civilily, thongh
not cordiality, but Da Costa could not
forget how the captain of the Removo
had collared him aud turned lim oud
of Study No. 1, with words of scorn and
contempt that rankled as bitterly as ever
in his breast after the lapse of 1many
days. When he thought of tliat—and ho
thought of it often—he hated Wharton;
but there were other times when the
good that was in himn revelted ot what
he was doing, and ho longed passionately
to cast aside treachery and dissimula-
tion and become like the fellows about
him in the Remove.

When he reached the school he went up
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1o his study. Harry Wharten was there,
working abt an exercise at the tuble.
He gave Da Costa a nod, but he rose
from his chair with the exercise un-
{inished and left tho study. Da Costa's
cyes burned after him as he went, The
captain of the Remove would not remain
in the study with him, if he could help
it.

Tt was a trivial incident; but it was
riore than enough to make the fellow
from the East implacable.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Laying the Snare !

HE morning was warm,

E The, windows of the Remove
Form-room were wide open, to
let in such air as there was, But

the Form-room was Very warn.,

Billy Bunter perspired and grunted.
Billy Bunter did not like a heat wave—
it made him realise the extent of his
circumference, and the unusual weight
he had to carry. The fellows would
have given a good deal for a wind from
the north to blow in at the windows.
Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh wore an
wlmost Dbeatific smile, This 1;@1:13]
warmth, as he considered the blazing
loat, reminded him of his happy native
jand. It recalled the broiling sun that
haked the palace of Bhanipur. Arthur
dn Costa, who came from Luckuow,
might have becn expected to like the
heat, or at least tolerate it better than
the other Remove fellows. Oddly
onough, Da Costa seemed to be feeling
it more than Billy Bunter.

In second lesson, Mr. Quelch’s eye
turned sharply on the Eurasian as ﬁe

swayed over his desk.
“Da Costal”
The Eurasian straightened up at

ce.

“T am sorry, sicl I feel a little
faint,” he said, “I—I do not think I
am very well this morning, sir!”

Mr. Quelch was kindness itself at
once. There were fellows in his Form
who would have made any excuse for
slacking in class; but Da Costa was
not one of them. He was one of the
hardest workers in the Remove, and
Mr. Quelch rather estcemed him on
that account. A-Form master who had
the task of driving knowledge into
obtuse or unwilling heads, found a good
deal of relief ir Healing with a fellow
who absorbed instruction like a sponge
absorbing water, and seemed keen on
pursuing knowledge for its own sake.
Arthur da Costa most assuredly was not
pulling his Form master’s leg for ihe
sake of cutting a class; Mr. Quelch
knew that: and it naturally did not
oceur to him that the jumior might
have any other motive.

“If I might walk in the open air
for a few minutes, sir—"" :aid Da
Uosta apologetically.

“You may certainly do so, Da Costa,”
said Mr, Quelch. “You may remain
in the open air till you fecl recovered,
my boy. ”

“Thank you, sir.”

Da Costa loft the Form-room.

The door had scarcely closed hehind
him, when William George Bunter
jumped up-in a great hurry.

“Please, sir——" he gasped.

“You may sit down, Bunter."
“T'm feeling faint, sir—"
“What?"”

“Awfully faint, sir,” said Bunter
cagerly. “If—if I might walk in the
open air for a few minufes, sir -4

There was a suppressed chuckle in
the Remove. Arthur de Costa had got
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away with it, so to speak, and William
George Bunter did not see why ha
should not get away with it likewise,
But Mr. Quelch, so far from sympathis-
ing with the Owl of the Remove, gave
him a glare. :

“May I—1 go out into the quad,
sir?’ gasped Bunter. “I—I—I'm feel-
ing frightfully faint, sir—horribly—"

“You may not. Bunter,”

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“¥You may sit down immediately.”

Bunter collupsed on his form.

“And you may write out fifty lines
of the Mneid, and bring them io me
at tea-time,” added Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, lor’!”

William George Bunter wished, from
the bottom of his fat heart, that he
had not spoken. . He realised dismally
that he might have known that old
Quelch was too downy a bird to he
caught twice with the same chaff.

If any other fellow in the Remove
had thought of fceling faint, and for
that reason getting out of second lesson,
he gave up the idea now. Second lesson
proceeded without any more attacks
of faintness in the Remove room.

Meanwhile, Arthur da Costa had
gone down the Form-room passage. The
big door of the House stood wide open,
but Da Costa did mot head in that
direction—his need for fresh air did
not seem to be pressing, now that he
was outside the Remove room. ~ He
moved along slowly, his watchiul eyes
about him. All the other fellows were
in Form-rooms or class-rooms; the
House seemed deserted. Trotter, the
page, appeared for a moment in the
distance, and then vanithed below
stairs. Monsieur Charpentier, who was
not taking a closs just then, came in
sight, and went out into the quad and
vanished.

There was no eye on Da Cosla when
he stopped at the rack where the letters
were placed for the juniors, to be talken
in morning break—due in about a
quarter of an hour. Tha KEurasian's
keen eyes flashed Over the letters, and
in & second or little more, one of them
disappeared into his pocket.

A minute later, Da Costa was in his
study in the Remove passage.

There was no danger of interruption
there, at thaot hour; bui the Eurasian
turned the key in the lock. What he
was about to do, if discovercd, meant
his instant expulsion from the school,
if the consequences were not still more
serions,

But he was quite cool and eollected.

He lighted the little spirit stove that
stood in the study fender, used by the
juniors for making tea when the weather
was too warm for a study fire.

Vory soon steam was issuing from
ihe spout of the kettle.

The old trick of opening an envelope,
withont leaving a trace to catch a casua
eye, by means of the steam kettle,
served the schemer’s turn mow.

The letter in his haud was addressed
to Harry Wharton. It was addressed in
the handwriting of his uncle, Colonel
Wharton; and was, of course, the lelter
that the captain of the Remove had
been expecting.

Carefully the Burasian steamed and
opened the flap of the envelope.

A minute later it was stuck down
again, but now the envelope contained
somothing that Colonel Wharton had
never enclosed in the letter.

Da Costa left the study.

With a careless and negligent air, but
with eyes watchful as a cat’s, he made
hiz way to the letter-rack.

When Ta Costa went out into the
auadrangle, Harry Wharton’s letter was
in the rack with the rest, waiting for

the caplain of the Remove to take it
in morning break.

. Arthur de Costa strolled to and fro
in the quad, under the shade of the
clms, taking cave to walk within view
of the Remove room windows, in_caso
1'1-1":. Quelch should happen to glance
out.

His design had succeeded—he had
known that it would succeed. A fellow
lika Wharton had no chance in dealing
with him—not the shadow of & chance.
He would have done better to seck the
Turasian’s friendship, Da Costa bitterly
reflected ; that was the only thing that
could have saved him. Every word
of scorn he had uttered was to be
paid for—dearly!

Da Costa did not linger long in the
quad. e returned to the Remove
ro%m before second lesson reached its
cnd.

Mr. Quelch gave him a glance as he
came in,

“You feel recovered, Da Costa?”

:Yes, sir; thank you.”

Very good; you may go to your
place.”.

That he had not been slacking, the
Eurasian soon proved, by his deep and
careful attention to the remainder of
the lesson. When the Form were dis-
missed for break, Mr. Quelch glanced
after tho lithe, gracefu] figure of the
Eurasian as Da Costa went out with
the others, The new junior was a hard
worker—he was  well-behaved, quiet,
inoffensive; he scemed to desire to
please his Form master, and to live
on amicable terms with his Form. - He
was the kind of pupil who made Mr.
guelch‘s task an easier one. Mr.

uelch approved of Lim. He had o
feeling that he ought to have liked
him—ho was rather inclined to take
himself to task for not liking Arihur
da Costa,

But he did not like him!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Plain English !

& HOPE you found the banknote,
Mauleverer.”
Lord Mauleverer set his lips.
Mr. Quelch, coming away from
the Remove room, wag passing within
hearing when Arthur da Costa made
that inguiry.

Had the fellow deliberatcly planned
to make the affair of the banknote
known to the Remove master, he could
not have acted otherwise.

Mauly did not suspect that that was
Da Costa’s object. Mauly never sus-
pected anythinF. But he was intensely
irritated by what seerhed to him crasy
tactlessness, as well as an uncalled-for
interest in his personal affairs. Friends
might inquire about the banknote; but
Da Costn was not a friend of his; he
hardly knew the fellow.

Mr. Quelch, rustling along to his
study, paused, and fixed his gimlet-eyes
on the two juniors.

Mauleverer did not answer ihe
Kurasian. e was feeling moro inclined
to punch his head than to answer him.

“You will not suppose that the bank-
note has been stolen,” said Da Costa.
“But it will be very strange if it is
nat found.”

“ghut up !” hissed Mauleverer.

“But why——"

“Can’t you see Quelchy?” breathed
Mauleverer.

“1 did not notice—"

“QOh, you silly ass!” groaned Maulo
verer, as Mr. Quelech changed his course
and bore down on them,
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“Mauleverer!"  rapped  oul M.
Quelch.

“Yaas, sir.”

“I heard Da Costa's romark.
you lost a banknotc?”

“I—I've mislaid one,
Mauileverer,

“That is all

“That is all, sir.”

“From what Da Costa said, 1
gathered that there las been a sng-
gestion  that it may have been
purloined,” gaid the Remove mastor
sternly.

“Nothin' of the sort, sir,” said Lovd
Mauleverer. “Da (osta iz the only
fellow at. Gireyfriars who ia likely to
think of such a rotten idea, rir. Nobody
else would fancy so for a moment.”

Da Costa coloured.

“I did not mean——" he began.

“Da Costa,” said Mr, Queclch, “you
should not have made such o suggestion.
I am afraid. that your mind turns very
easily to iniserable suspicions. I have
not forgotten your utterly unfounded
accusation against a Removo boy, in the
matter of my watch that was hidden for
o foolish practical joke by a. foolish
junior. You must endeavour to cure
yourself, Da Costa, of this proneness to
base suspicions,”

Lord Mauleverer smiled faintly. The
Eurasian almost writhed wunder that
sharp reprimand: but for once Mauly
did not sympathise with a fellow who
was gotting the acid edge of Quclch{s

(]

ITave

sie,” said

tongue. Da Costa deserved all that
was getting, and more, in Mauly's
opinion.

“You hear me, Da Costa?” rapped
out Mr. Quelch,

“Yess, sir!” muttered the Eurasian.

“Bear what I say in mind,” My,
Quelch turned to Mauleverer., * Never-
theless, Maulevorer, the banknote, if
missing, must be found. You will see
that it is found at onee, and you will
report to'me when you have found it.
You understand 7

aas, sir.”

Mr. Quelch rustled on.

“I am sorry, Mauleversr—" began
Da Costa.

“Come out into the quad,” said Tord
Mauleverer quietly. “I want to talk to
you a bit, Da Costa,”

“Yesgs.”

Lord Mauleverer walked out with the
Eurasian, It was not a friendly walk
together. His lordship's face was sot
and almost grim,

He did not speak till they were under
the elms. Then Le stopped, fixed his
cyes on Da Costa’s olive face, and

spoke.

“You miserable worm!® he com-
menced.

“What

“You low-down sort of reptils!” said
Lord Mauleverer,

Da Costa starved at him. In the weeks

he had been at Greviriars he had never
secen Lord Mauleverer in o temper;
“nover heard him use an angry word,
It was popularly supposed in the
Remove that Mauly hada’t a temper af
all; being blessed with the patience of
Job instead of a tomper. = He stood
Billy Bunter without turning a hair; he
only smiled when Boly Cherry thumped
him on the back; he remained imper-
tarbably placid when Mr, Queleh raged
at him in class; even a caning had
never been known to  disturb  his
equanimity. Calling sny fellow un-
pleasant names was uwbterly unknown to
his lordship. Now he scemed to Lave
changed his manners and customs all
of a sudden for the benefit of the new
fellow in the Remove.

“You ‘worm!” went on Aaulevorer,

his eyea gleaming at Da Costa’s sie-
prised faee. “You nasty worm! You
nupleasant  toad!  What sort of
beastly bounder do you call yourself,
what ¥

* Look Lere-——*

O, " cheese ! said AMauleverer.
“Listen to me! T'm not a fellow for
talkin® much; but T'm goin’ to talk to
you, and in plain = Tuglish, by
Jove! Yon've got me into u row with
Quelehy. I don’t suppose yoit meant to,
of course, but you've done it. I shall
never hear the ond of that banknole
now till the wretehed thing's found, All
beeause you had to get the nasty idea
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into yonr no-class mind that it had been
pinched. and you ecounldn't mind your
own hizney! A fellow like you ought
never to have cowe to Greyfriurs.”

“You dare to insalt moe---- " began
Da Costa.

“You can’t be insulted.” said Manle-
verer. “A fellow whoe jumps at the
chanee of suspectin’ chap: of stealin' is
beneath inanlt!  You couldn’t be in-
sulted any more than a polecat eould !

Da Costa’s olive face was white with
rugoe.

“You've gol that rotten idea in yonr
roften mind," went on Lord Mauleverer.
“1 dare say you ean’i Lelp it; yow're
Luilt that way, Buat if you can't help
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thinkin' beastly things, you can help
showtin® them out for all Greyiviars o
hear! You've got to help that. or, Ly
Jove, T take the tronble 1o give vou
such a theashin® that you'll by sorey yon
“I“I‘NI! suel o sneakio’ cod wied beaaf !
L
“Mind that ™ said Lord Alaoleverer
suvagely, “T wou't bave i, and yvou've
got o stop it! 'm not a tighlin® chap,
but if you don't want allighi on yvour
hands, “stop it! Hee? Next time you
drop a word on (hiz shject, look ‘oul
for frouble !
“Da you think T foar yvout" exclaimed
Da Costa fiercely. I fuar 1o one !”
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“All the better; you'll put up 8 good
serap, and give me a chance of knockin®
you into a cocked hat when I begin on
you!” said Mauleverer. 1 mean whai
I say: T'll try my havdest. anyhow, to
give you the thrashin' of your life if
you spout out apy more of your nusty
sneakin’ rol on this subject! Now keep
vour distance from we; you make e
feel 1l 1

Lord Mauleverer furnied his back on
the Burasian and walked away, with
that; even his back, as he went, indi-
cating the scorn and loathing he waa
feeling for the follow.

Da Closta stood motionless,
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fvery word had stung him deeply.
His fare was quite white as he stood
iliore staring after Lord Mauleverer.

“1Ie, lie, he!”

Da Costa spun round as he heard ihab
fat cachinnation. A fat face and a pair
of big spectacles looked at him.  Dilly
Bunter grinned with enjoyment. FEven
Bunter, who heard everything, had
never hieard Lord Mauleverer slang a
iellow before. Bunter was guite enjoy-
ing the novel ecxperience; and Bunter,
of course, was goiug to retail it up and
down the Remove.

“He, he, he!” choriled Buntor, “Nid
Mauly was pitching it hot and strong,
what? Never seen old Mauly in such

a bate! He, he, he!”

Da Costa made a stride towards bim,
his hands clenched, aond Lis oyes
fashing.

Bunter jumped away in alarm,
“Here, you keep off 1 lie yelled.
“You fat rasecal!”
“ Yaroooh !”
. William George Bunter dodged. il
Epffuriatcd Eurasian, and ran for his fat
e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Corn in Egypt!

ARRY WHARTON picked a
H letter from the rack, dropped
it into his pocket, and went out
of the House with his chums,
Four members of the Co. had looked for
letters without finding any. Their
affectionate  relatives really seemed to
have forgotten them; being, no doubt,
uite uneware of the financial erisis in
the history of the Famous Five, Unless
Wharton's letter turned up trumps, the
cheery Co. were doomed to another day
of stoniness.

“Rotten 1 said Johnny Bull, “I really
thought that auntie would have weighed
in by this time.”

“Jf there's unythir:f in my letter, wo
whack it out all round,” said tha captain
of the Remove. “But I'm afraid it's
only a letter—just to tell me when my
uncle is coming along.”

“You never can tell!” grinned Boh
Cherry. “It may have oceurred to the
jolly old colonel that fellows at school
sometimes run out of cush—standing
picnics and things.”

“We'll soon see,” answered Harry.

Under the shade of the elms the
captain of the Remove slit open the
envelope and took out the folded letter
from within it.

“Yarooogh 1"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s the
matter with Bunter? Look out!”

A fat form came charging along, and
Bob Cherry caught the Owl of the
Remove by the collar just in time to
prevent & collision. He did not quite
atop Bunter. The fat junior’'s momentum
and weight were both considerable; and
us Bab’s grasp fastened on his collar
he spun right round Bob Cherry before
he came to a halt.

“Ow!l”" he gasped, he
“Wow !”

“Here we go round the mulberry
bush " grinned Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow| Leggo !" spluttered Bunter,
*Keep him off! Keep off that savage
nigger! Yarooogh!”

Da Costa, who was following the Owl
of the Remove with an enraged face
and clenched fists, stopped. Bob
Cherry's sturdy figure  interposed
between him and the Owl of the Re-
move. Bunter leaned against an elm
wnd gasped for hreath.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
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a8 spuin,

Furasian, Wharton unfolded

vaw " aced
“You're not serapping  with Bunter
sirely, Da Costa? Mind what you're at;
oue punch might burst him all over the
quad 1

“0h, really, Cherry!”

“Tha fat rascal!” snapped Da Cesta
savagely.

“Yah!” roared Bunter, feeling sale
Loliigd Bob Cherry.  “Cad! Rotter!
Outsider ! T'll jolly well tell these
follows all that Manly said! Yah!” |

“What's the row, you fat duffer?”
asked Frank Nugont.

“Mauly's been slanging  him,”
grinned DBunter breathlessly, “1e's
{rying to make ont that Mauly's bank-
note has been stolen, and Mauly says
he will thrash him if he says so any

more. Serve him right, too!”
““1lear, hear!” said Bob, “ More
power to Mauly's jolly old elbow !”
Wharten glanced  at  the angry

Eurasian.

“lave you been saying that Mauly’s
banknote was pinched, Da Costa?” he
asked quietly, “Can’t you ever learn
to he decenti”

Da Costa's eyes flashed at him.

41 did not say it had been stolen; I
suggested it to Mauleverer, because the
hanknote is missin ¥

“¥You had no right to suggest any-
thing of the kind. Ifs a low-down,
voiten idea to come into any fcllow's
head!” snapped ihe captain of the
Remove, ‘“If you think such things,
keep them to yourself.”

1 shall do as I please!”

“You won't!” said Wharten. * You'll
get a thumping good ragging if you
Legin spreading a rotten story of steal-
ing in the Remove. You Dug;ht. io be
jolly well ashamed of yourself.’

“1 say, you fellows, rag him now
snggested Billy Bunter. “Give him . a
jolly good bumping !”

“He's hardly fit to touch, T think,”
said Wharton contemptuounsly, and he
turned his back on the Eurasian.

“Vau shall be sorry for that, Whar-
ton!" said Da Costa, between his teeth.

“Oh, rata!”

“Puzz off 1” said Bob Cherry. “You
aren't mice company, Da Costa. Why
the dickens ecan’t you try to be deeent,
like any other chap?”

Da Costa gave the Famous_ Five a
black look and swung away. His face
gnd his ‘heart were full of bitternesa as
he went.

Taking no

of the

his letter,
and uttered en ejacnlation as a erisp
hanknote rustled in his fingers.
“¢Ifallo, hallo, bhallo! Any good
news 1

“ Look !

arry Wharton held up a five-pound
nole.

“Hurrali !

“Threa cheers
colonel 1

“Bravo !”

“MThe cheerfulness is ierrific.”

“Well, my bhat!" said Ilarry Whar-
ton. “ Unele must he a thought-reader;
he's weighed in_with this just at the
vight moment. Blessed if I quite catch
on, though! Ie never sends me fivers;
I thought there might be a_pound note,
perhaps; but a fver—""  Wharton
whistled,

“Something special,” said Bob. “r

further heed

for the jolly old

dare say he explains in the letter. If

that fiver is sent for any special purpose,
of course, we call off that little arrange-
ment about whacking it out. That was
only meant for a common or garden

Wharton nodded and looked at

p.
Harry
It was brief, like past of

the letter,

Bob  good-humanredly.

the communications he received from
iz military relative.

“Dear Harry,—1 find that I shall not
have time to come down to the school
s0 soon as I hoped. But I shall look in
hefore the end of the term, and will let
you know later,

“Your affectionate uncle,
“JaMES VWHARTON.”

The eaptain of the Remove read that
letter aloud for the henefit of his
comrades, )

“Ts that all?” asked Boh,

“That’s all.”

“Ho doest’t mention the fiver, then?”

“Not a_syllable.”

“Must NMave shoved it in at the last
moment, as a sort of consolation prize
for not coming down to see you,”
grinned Bob.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“I suppose so] He may have heen in
a hurry; it's quite unlike him to put in
an enclosure Wwithout referring to it.
And I simply can’t understand ﬁis send-
ing a fiver in an unregistered letter. A

pound nete, perhaps—but a fiver! It's
jolly odd, really”
“@till, the fiver’'s the thing,” said

Bob, “If it was a last-minute thought,

I must say that the jolly old icolonei
has happy thoughts at the last minute.”

“Ia, ba, hal”

“Well, here it is, and it’s a tip,” said
Iarry. “That's plain enough. It's a
tip; and we share it out all round; as
agreed.”

“Oh, draw that mild!” said Johnny
Bull. “ When I suggested whacking out
the fiest tip that came along I was think-
ing of & quid or s0.” .

“Rot! It comes to the same thing !’

“] gay, you fellows—"

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“1 say, let’s go and change that fiver
while the tuckshop’s open,” said Billy
Bunter eagerly. “No time like the
present, you know. I say, you fellows,
I'll come with you.”

“We owe something at the tuckshop
on account of that picnic on Popper'a
Island that was such & giddy frost!”
said Wharton. “We'll square that, and
whack out the change. -And a ginger-
pop all round wouldn't come amiss,
what 1"

“Good egg!”

The chums of the Remove started for
{he school shoo, which was open in
morning break.  Billy Bunter rolled
along with them, This was a scene in.
which William George Bunter was
bound to be “on.”

But Harry Wharton paused suddenly
at the sight of a junior sitting on a
bench under the elms with a miserable,
harassed face. It was Hazeldene of the
Remove.

He took no heed of the cheery group
of juniors. But Wharton's eyes rested
on him, and he stopped.

There was & banknote for five pounds
in his hand; and that was the exact
sum that Hazel required to pull hiny
out of his latest * hole.”

tiome on, Harry, old fellow!” ex-
claimed Billy Bunter.

But Wharton had halted.

There was a struggle in his breast,
The fiver had come utterly unexpectedly
it was like corn in Egypt after the
lean years. And it belonged equally to
all the members of the Co., under tha
compact that had been made. But the
harassed misery in Hazel's face touched
the captain of the Remove. Heo
hesitated. :

“Tet's leave changing the fiver till
after third lesson, you _mcn,” said the
captain of the Remove abruptly.

“What about ginger-pop?” asked
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““ Time ! *’ called Vernon-Smith. Lord Mauleverer dro
“‘ Time ! ** roared the Bounder.
and Jerked him back from his adversary,

followed him wup, hitting out Rercely.

Bob, #Thero's plenty of time befors
the bell goes.”

“YI've & reason, if you fellows dou't
mind,"”

“0Oh, all right!” :

“I say, you fellows—" exclaimed
Billy Bunter; in alarm. A vision of
jam-tarts -and ginger-pop faded from
William Geprge Bunter like a mivage of
the desert.

But William George Bunter was not
heeded. Puzzled as they were by his
sudden change of mind, Wharton's
chums acquiesced at onco; and the
Famous Five- walked away towards the
House, instead of the tuckshop, And
Billy Bunter—with that vision of a
spread gone from his gaze like a beauti-
ful-dream—blinked after them, his very
spectacles glitkering with ‘wrath, and
ejaculated :

““Beasts 1"

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nem. Con. !

ARRY WHARTON had a very
thoughiful look in third lesson
that mmerning,

If Mr. Quelch noticed it and
supposed that the junior was bestow-
ing unusual thought on the lesson, Mr.
Quelch was in crror,

Wharton was  thinking of Hazel's
scrape, and of ‘the five-pound note that
had come so unexpectedly in ihe letter
from his uncle.

Fivers were rare enongh with the
chums of the Remove, and Wharton
had & naturally strong objection to
E&rtlng with that fiver for nothing, He
had astill stronger objection to lettin
it go 'to séltle & gambling debt. Aﬁ
the same, he was thinking of resening
the scrapegiace of the Remove from ihe

THE MAGHET LIBRARY.

“hole " he was in; and there was only
one way of doing so. If Huzel was
right in supposing that thé man Spratt
would come to thi school to ‘dun him
for the mouey, Hazel was in the most
scrious of his innumerable scrapes.
Such an exposure of his dingy black-
guardismi could secarcely lead to any-
thing but expulsion. That he had asked
for it, and that he deserved it if he got
it, might be true; but Wharton did not
want to see ‘Marjovie's brother sacked
from the scliool. He was aware, too,
that Hazel was,. more, foolish than
vieious; and that it was probably under
the influence of Pon & Clo, of Iligheliffe
when he had made a fool of himself,
There were many pros and cons to ba
considered before a decision could be
arrived at; and as the fiver had to be
regarded as the common property of the
Co., Wharton had to consult his com-
rades. At the back of his mind was
the thought that if Hazel did not suceecd
in “sticking " his friends at Greyfriars

for what ho wanted, he would “worry in

Marjorie about it, as Wharton knew he
had done before in similar difficulties.
Wharton hated the idea of Marjorie
Hazeldene's bright face being clonded
by her brother's dingy troubles.

After the Remove were dismissed
Wharton left the House with his chums,
and they walked over to the Cloisters—a
quiet and secluded spot where they could
talk without danger of being overheard
or specially observed. The Co. were in
a rather astonished frame of mind,
wondering what was up. In (he shady
old Cloisters Wharton proceeded to
explain.

“This is a matter thal has got to Le
settled unanimously or mot at all,” he
said.” “*That fiver belongs to the whels
Co. That's setiled. I dare say you
men have noticed that Hazel's down: on
his Tuck,™

pped his hands at once, but Da Costa, as if deaf to the Bounder’s voice,
Wharton caught the Eurasian by the shoulder,
(See Chapter 11,)

“The wholoe Torm has” grunted
Johuny Bull. “All Greyfriars, for that
maticr, I dare say. Hazel doesn't make
a secret of it when Lie's down on lis
luek,”
secrefivencss is not  terrifie,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“What about Hazel?” asked Hob,

“He's in debt,” said Harry, *“ITe
oves a man five pounds, and-—and——"

“And you're thinking of footing tha
Lill #" snorted Johnny Bull. “I Lelievo
I've mentioned before that you're an
uss, so I needn't say so again.’

“Hear, licar !I"" said Bob.

“The fact is, he's really up against it,”
said Wharton. “Hoe thinks, at least,
that if he deesn’t square, the man will
come here to dun him. That means o
show-up and the boot.”

“Berve him jolly well right!™ said
Johnny Bull. “It doesn't mean ihat,
unless he’s been up to something shady.”

“Well, I'm afraid he has.”

] ':,Not. o thing for us to get mixed up

“I know!  But ”—Wharton panse
and coloured—“I'm sorry for Huvol-
he’s more a silly fool than anyihing
else; but it would he the chopper for
him if o racing tout from Wapshot came
here after him”

“Great pip! I should say so!” ¢jacu
lated Bob &wrry. “Is it so Dbad as
that 7"

“He thinks so, at least. Tho fact is,
he owes the money. He zeems to have
laid a bet without anything to meet it
if he lost,”

¥ That's swindling,” said Joliny DBull.

“Well, it’s jolly like it; but Ilazol
doesn't seem to see it. Anyliow, there's
some cxcuse for the man wanling lis
money, though he must be a seoundre!
to dabble in betting with a schoolloy.

{Continued on paae 16.)
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Look here, to put it plain, I'm thinking
less of Hazel than of Marjorie. She
would be frightfully cut up if Hazel gob
tiie boot here. We don't want that, If
we see the sillﬁ chump clear this time,
she will never hear of it.”

“This time!” grunted Johnny Bull.
“And what about next time?”

“Well, you know. Hazel.” Wharton
smiled faintly. “A fright like this will
last him a jolly long time. He looks
now as if he were gaing to be hanged.
H¢ won’t back geegees again in a
hurry,”

“My esteemed chums,” murmured
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh, *let the
excellent and prepasterous fiver go, and
save that ludicrous chump from getting
it where the chicken got the ridiculous
chopper.” .

“1 agree, of course,” said Nugent;
and Bob Cherry nodded assent. Johnny
Dull was slower to speak. .

“8o far az Hazel is concerned,” said
Johnny grimly, “I'd say, let the shady
rolter met what. he’s asked for. If he
can't keep clear of blackguardism, let
him take the consequences.”

“Buf the hbesuteous and absurd
Marjorie " murmured Hurree Singh.

“That's it,” said Johnny Bull,
“We've let him stick vs before for that
reason, and I suppose we're going to let
Lim stick us again, Give him the fiver,
and give him a kick fromr me along with
i "

e you all agree——"" said Harry.

“Passed unanimously,” said DBab
Cherry. “Let the jolly old fiver rip!
T'd rather give him a thundering good
hiding, but——"

“ A hiding won't meet the case,” said
Wharton, with a smile. “** After all, the
fiver came unexpectedly; it was a sort
of windfall. Hazel niny square up, of
course—he said he could settle in a week
or two.”

“¥Yes, ‘I know how Hazel
growled Johnny Bull. “You lend him
cash on the Kathleen Mavourncen
system—it may boe for years, and it may
be for ever! 8till, keep him to it}
there’s no reason why he shouldn't
square like any other fellow that I can
see,

“It's settled, then?” asked the captain
of the Remove,

“Yes!" said four volces together.

“Then I'll lock for Hazel at once;
the sooner the hetter,” said Harry; and
the juniors walked-back to the quad,
where the captain. of the Remove pro-
ceeded to look for Hazeldene.

He found that hapless sportsman
mouching about aimlessly under the
library windows,

-Hazel gave him a look of dislike and
bitterness as he came up.

settles,”

““More sermons?” he sneered. “You
ean keep them |"

““No !" said Harry quietly.

“Better not!" said Hazel. “I'm nok

in & temper for preaching, I can tell you,
and if you give me any more of it you'll
liave a serap on your hands. You've re-
fused to help me out of a hole. I was
a fool to ask you, I know that; but I've
Tug Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,062,

got other resources—you won't have the
pleasure of seeing me dunned by a
racing tout here, Harry Wharton, and
taken up to the Head to be sacked. 1
dare say you'd like it; but you'll be
disappointed.”

Wharton looked at him, .

Hazel's angry bitterness hardly stirred
his resentment. The fellow was almost
in hysterics- with anxiety and fear.

“I've got a last chance, at least,”
snarled Hazeldene, “I'm going out
after dinner, and I may be able to raise
the tin. You won’t sec me sacked from
the school yet awhile,”

“Clif House, I suppose?’” Wharton
could not help saying.

Hazel gave him a fierce look.

““No business of yours, is it? I know
you'd be jolly glad to see me sacked,
My sister will help me if she can, She's
worth the whole crew of you.”

“Likely  enough,” = said Harry.
“Worth the lot of us, and a lot more.
But T camo to look for you—"

“¥You could have saved yourscll the
trouble, When ] want sermons I ecan
get them from the Head. Mind your
own business,”

“Will you let a follow speak 7" ex-
claimed arry Wharton impatiently.
“You asked me to lend you five pounds,

ut_-_,}

“ And you refused [

“T've pgot the

@ What 7"

‘It belongs to all of us,”

Go and eat coke !”
fiver—"

said Harry,
‘‘and we Lave all agreed to let you have
1t to see you through. Settle it up when
you can. Here."

Hazel stared blankly, his eyes almost
bulging from his head as Harry Wharton
slipped the five-pound note into his hand.
‘A—a—a fiver!” he stuttered,

“Yes. That will see you clear "
gas}?ad Hazel. “Yes, that's

Oh!”  He leaned weakly on
the old stone wall of the librarg under
the stained-glass windows. “I—I say,
I'm sorry for—for what I said, This is
jolly decent of you fellows. T say, I'll
settle this as soon as I can, honour bright.
I—I'm really no end obliged. I say, this
is ripping of you.”

The relief was almost too much for
Hazeldene. Ten years seemed to Have
been taken off him. Wharton gave him a
nod, and left him, the five-pound note
crumpled in his hand.

After dinner that day Hazoldene of
the Remove disappeared, He was gone
out of gates some little time; but bis
footsteps had not led him, after all, to
Clif House. When he eame back he
seemed to be walking on air. Hazel was
out of his latest “hole,"” nnd the relief
made & new man of him,

Hm‘rﬁ Wharton spoke a word to him
as the Remove went into class.

“ All gergne?”

“'Right as rain,” said Hazel. *Thanks
no end{ Right as rain! Thank good-
ness I'm clear of that! T shan't forget
this, Wharton, old chap.”

Wharton smiled as he went into the
Faorm-room. "Hazel had said that he
would not forget it, but Wharton did
not ex][;-ec}t the matter to linger in his
mind beyond ' the following day. But
that mattored little enough. Marjorie’s
brother was out of the hole, and so long
a3 he kept from stumbling into another
the captain of the Ri:move was satisfied.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly on the Warpath !

ORD MAULEVERER came into
E the' Rag, a day or two later,
with an unusually serious expres-

gion on his noble visage,
He glanced roind the room, and
crossed over to where Harry Wharton

& Co. were chatting, after tea, by the
big window on the auad.
* You fellows busy7” he inguired.
“Busy wagging our chins, old bean,”
answered Bob Cherry. “What's the

row?  Wherefore that portentous
solemnity 7

“I'm lookin' for n second.”

o E}.] ?l!

“Fight!” explained his lordship.

“You?” yelled the Famous Ilive with
one voice,

“Yaas”

“Great Scott "

. The chums of the Remove stared at
his lordshiE‘ That Mauly was a good
man with his hands they knew. Nobody
in the Remove had-forgotten his fight
with the Bounder, on a' certain cele-
brated occasion, when S8mithy, much to
his astonishment, had, heen licked ~by
the noble slacker.  But Mauly was the
most ' peaceable fellow imaginable;
serapping wes not in his line et all. The
gnnouncement that he was booked for a
hghg> wlrias simply amnfing. dod
“Pulling: ~ our eg?’ deman
Wharton. s

“Not at all.”

“You're 'really going to scrap?”
exclaimed Nugent.

“Y&M"J

“Who's the happy victim

z gﬁ?}; low beast Da Costa.”

The juniors understood now.
The banknote that had been missing
from Lord Mauleverer's study had not

et been found, Mr. Quelch iad ‘asked

im rather sharply about it, and Mauly
had only been able to reply that he was
skill hgpmg to find it. My, Quelch had
warned him rather emphatically that he
had better lose no more time in findin
it, adding that if it was not fou,qg
Mauly would be caned. = Carelessnesd
with money was not approved of by the
Remove master. This was a worry to
Mauly, who was now in possession of.a
new supply of cash, and would willingly
have dismissed the lost fiver from his
mind.

But this was not what had set the
noble youth on the war-path. In spite
of the warning he had given him, ‘the
BEurasian had not ceased to make what
Maulg deseribed as putrid ‘insinuations
on the subject. But for Arthur da
Costa, Mauleverer would have forgotten
the missing banknote, and the ~other
fellows would have forgotten it also.
But with one fellow hinting that a theft
had taken place in the Remove studies,
it was impossible to forget the matter.

" With their attention drawn' specially
to it, the juniors could not help think-
ing how odd it was, to say the least, that
that fiver had vanished, Lord Maule-
verer had searched for it, with the
assistance of other fellows, All the
pockets of his many garments had been
turned inside out. His study had been
rooted throngh—every drawer and
receptacle in his study turned upside
down., If only to stop Da Costa's
beastly tongue, as he expressed it, Mauly
was anxious to find that fiver, But the
fiver was not to be found; and, as the
topic was not allowed fo die, more than
one fellow began to wonder whether,
after all, the Burasian was right, and
it had been “pinched.” .

Hence the present warlike state of his
usually placid lordship. For once in his
amiable career, Lord Mauleverer was on
the war-path. 2

“That misorable outsider can't lot the
thing alone,” Mauleverer explained. “I
warned him that if he didn't drop it I'd

thrash him., He haso’t dropped it. So
T'm going to thrash him. See?”
“The seefulness is_ terrific, my

esteemed .Mnul;r.” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “The thrashfulness is the
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proper caper in the ridiculous cireum-
stances.”

Lord Mauleverer

“Wheo's goin' to
asked.

«Y'1l be your second with pleasure, old

rinned.
¢ my second 7 lie

man,” said the captain of the Remove
at once. . ,
“I'll be your third, old bean!”

grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thanks!” said Mauleverer. -“If
you're my sccond, Wharton, it's up to
you to sort out that cad, wherever he
is, and bring him up to. the _seratch.
I'll take & rest in this armchair while
you're doin’ it. I'm rather tired.”

“I say, you feliows, here comes the
nigger!” squeaked Billy Bunter, who
had been lending a fat ear to the con-
versation. )

Arthur da Costa came into the Rag.
He had come in from cricket practice,
and was looking a little flushed and very
cheerful. Squiff and Peter Todd came
in. with him. .

“J say, Wharton, Da Costa's in great
form,” called out Squiff, “He will be
a surprise-packet for Rookwood.”

Da Costa gave the captain of the
Remove a rather curious glance. He
was inwardly wondering whether
Wharton would be still at Greyfriars
when the date of the Rookwood ericket
match came round. The tortuous plot
of the fellow from the East was coming
to a head now:

Wharton was crossing the Rag
towards the Eurasian. He was feeling
a little uncomfortable. As a cricketer,
he could not help. approving of the
Eurasian, and as the fellow’s study-
mate he wanted to keep on terms of
bare eivility with him, at ledst, But he
was Lord Mauleverer's second now, and
that was the businéss in hand. ;

“Vou're wanted, Da Costa,” he said.
. “Yess,” said the Eurasian. What is

“Challenge from.Mauleveres.”
ff'Oh ]’)

“Pick out a chap to be your second,

will you?” ;

“Hut I do mot want to fght Lord
Mauleverer,” said Da Costa. “I have
no quarre! with him.”

"a‘hat won't wash now, You've been
talking about Mauly’s banknote being
pinched, and that’s done it. You know
very well that you ‘ought never to have
suggested ' anything of the kind,” said
the captain of thé. Remove sharpfy.

“But I do not know that,” answered
Da Costa coolly. I think that the
matter onght to be cleared up.”

“There's nothing to clear up.”

“'That is not my opinion.”

“Well, T won't argue about that,”
said Wharton, with a curl of the lip.
“Mauly thinks youw're a miserable worm
to suggest anything of the kind, and I
fancy most of the Remove agree with
him. I know I do. Are you going to
pick out & second?”

De Costa . glanced round.

There were no offers.  Not a man in
the Remove cared to back up the
Eurasian in such a matter.

“I do not need a second,” said Da
Costa, after a pause. “I know that I
shall get fair play in the Remove. I
am ready.”

“Now ?” asked Harry.

o Yess.ll

“ And here?”

" Yess.”

“ All serene.” .

Wharton went back to his principal.

“Wake up, Mauly,” he said, with a
grin. “Your man’s ready for you. He
doesn’t seem very keen on it, if you'd
like ta call it off.”

“I’d like to no end,” said Lord
Mauleverver. “Thrashin' the beast will

be a lot of trouble. Bt I'm goin’ to
thrash him.”

“Cut up to the study for the gloves,
Franky.”

“ Right-ho 1”

By the time Nugent returned with the
boxing-gloves the news had spread that
there was a fight on in the Rag. Ncarly
all the Remove gathered there, as well
as some of the Fourth and Third and
Shell, The fact that Lord Mauleverer
wes one of the combatants added to the
general interest. Skinner averred that
Mauly would want an hour's rest
betweea rounds, and the Bounder
doubted whether he would keep awake
long enough to finish the fight. Thero
were a good many grinning faces in the
ring that formed in the Rag.

The door was carefully closed. On
occasions such as this masters and pre-
fects were not wanted on the scene.

Lord Mauleverer vemoved his well-
fitting jacket, sighed, and donned the
gloves. His lordship had the tired look
that was habitual to him, and Da

»sta’s face was rather contemptuous as
ho faced him, Mauly did not look a
dangerous adversary. But the fellows
who had seen him stand up to the
Bounder opined that there was a sur-
prige in store for the Eurasian.

That surprise was not long in coming.
Herbert Vernon-8mith, watch in hand,
called time. The first round started,
and from the start Lord Mauleverer
dropped his laziness like a cloak. And
in less than a minute there was a heavy
bump on the floor of the Rag, and
Arthur da Costa sprawled there, and
blinked up in rage and astonishment at
the cool face of the slacker of tho
Remove.

“Man down!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

The Bounder, with a grin, began to
count. But before he had reached three
the half-caste was on his feet again and
springing - at -Lord Mauleverer like a
tiger. And from that moment the fight
was fast and furions.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Fight In the Rag!

i IME " :
I Vernon.- 8mith called
. “Time!” at the end of the
first 'round. Lord Maulevercr
dropped his hands at once; but Da
Costa, as if deaf to the Bounder’s voice,
followed him up, hitting out fiercely.

“Time!” roared the Bounder.

Harry Wharton caught Da Costa hy
the shoulder ahd jerked him back from
his adversary. |

The Eurasian turned on him like a
wildcat,

“You—let—let—go !" e panted.

“You fool! 8tand back!” snapped
Wharton. “Haven't you ever heard of
such a thing as fair

“But ganie¥" asked Havy, with a
smile.

“0Oh, yaas?! Frightf{ul T'm
goin’ to lick hip [”

3 'llilne !r’

The second roumd began, and il was
an exeiting round. Munleverer was
cool and ecalm, and he displayed =
knowledgo of the noble ark of scll-
defence that made some of the speela-
tors open their eyes. Da Cesta did nol
seem inuch of a boxer from a svientilic
point of view, hut he was lith», active,
alert, and apparently indiflevent to
punishment. There was no doobt that
the Furasian had pluck. It was auy-
body’s fight so far, as Bob Cherry re-
marked; and though all the spectators
without exception hoped to seo Maule:
verer the victor, they did not feel al
all sure that he would beat the lellow
{rom the East.

Third and fourth round [ollowed,
and the outcome was still doubtfnl.

" By that time, in spite of the gloves,
both the combatants were showing very
plain signs of damage.

bore, hui

Lord Mauleverer took it phile-
sophically; the Hurasian wilh ihe
stoical indifference to  pain  that

belonged to the East.

When the fifth round began IIarry
Wharton looked a little anxious.

Fighting was not allowed hy the
powers that were, but a jndiciously
blind eye was generally turned hy those
in authority to a scrap willy the gloves
on. But there was a limit,

TFellows who looked as if they had
been in a prizefight were certain to be
called to account, and both Manlevercr
and Da Costa were beginning to look
rather like that.

Both of them had had enongh, o Tar
a5 that went, bub neilher had the
slightest intention of giving in while he
could stand. Lord Muaunleverer had sef
himself a task, and ho was going lo
carry out that task if he could. "The
Eurasian was burning with passionate
rage, and savagely determined on a
fight to a finish.

Round after round followed, and in
the seventh both the adversaries were
in a very groggy state.

Lord Mauleverer came promplly up
to time for the uinth round, Lhe
Eurasian a little more slowly. But he
came readily enough.

By that time, however, it was clear
that Arthur da Costa was “for it.”

Crash !

The Eurasian went down on his back
and stayed there. Lord Mauleverer
stood panting hard, waiting for him lo
risc,

"The Bounder connted,

Da Costa made an eflort to rise, and
foll back again when the Bounder had
reached seven.

{Continued cn next puge.)

forgot!”
stammered Da
Closta.

“Don't
again, then!”

“Blessed wild-
cat!” =aid Bkinner.
“Boliove me, he's
going to bite
Mauly in the next
round !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

forget
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“* Eiglt—nine—"

There was s breathless hush in the
Rag, Da Costa made a strenuous cffort
to get on his feet to avoid being counted

out, But his strength was speut, his
head swimming, and he sank back again
helplessly.

“ Out [

Vernon-Smith put his watch away.

The fight was over; Arthur da Costa
had been counted out., Twenty or
thicty might as well have been counted;
the olive-skinued junior still lay pant-
ing on the floor, unable to rise.

Wharton gave Lord Mauleverer a
hand to a chair. Ilis lordship, gamec
as he was, was almost as spent as the
Eurasian.

“0Oh gad " murmured Mauoleverer, as
he sat down and peeled off the gloves
with Wharton's assistance. “Oh gad!
I've licked him—what ?”

“¥es, rather, old chap!™ said Harry.
“Feel rather bad?”

“Frightful ! What does my nose look
like 1"

L33 'Hcm If’

“8quashed strawberry I” said Skinner.

“And my eye?” murmured his lord-

ip. .
::Blackherry 1" said Skinner.

, -cheese it, Bkinner!” said
Wharton, “Come along with me and
bathe your face, Mauly, old man!

“"‘t‘a'll get;'ricl of some of the damage.”

Lord Mauleverer left the Rag with
his second. Da Costa was still lying
on the floor; but Bob Cherry went to
him and picked him up, The Eurasian
leaned on Bob's sturdy shoulder, breath-
ing in painful gasps. He was recovering
a little from the knock-out.

“Y can go on!” he panted. *“I will
go on! Wherae is Mauleverer? Why
has he gone?"”

“Fathead, it's over !” ,

“It is not!” exclaimed the Eurasian
passionately. “I am not beaten! I
will beat him !

“You're counted out, you ass!™ said
Bob. "“And as for going on;, you
couldn't stand up to-a fag in the Sccond
now ! You're licked, Da Costa! Take
it calmly. Fellows have been licked
before, you know."

The Eurasian panted with rage and
oxhaustion,

“I could go on! I—*

“QOh, rats! Come and bathe your
chivvy! There'll be a row about this!"”
said Bob. “Fellows ain't allowed to
linve their faces decorated in this style!
The fight went on too long, anyhow.”

Bob Cherry led the Eurasian from the
Rag. The crowd there were left in
cxeited discussion of the fight—and
of what was likely to follow. That the
state the two juniors were in would
catch Mr. Quelch’s eye as soon as that
gimlet eye fell on them was certain..

“Whoppings for two ! was Skinner's
prodiction,

Both the juniors kept out of the public
eve as much as they could for a time.
Buot they had to turn up at eall-over,
and at call-over Mr. Quelch’s keen eye
detected two faces in' the ranks of his
Form that looked in a very unusual
and extraordinary state.

After call-over Mauleverer and Da
Costa were sent for to go to their Form
master’s study.

When they presented themselves there
Mr. Quelch eyed both of them grimly
and disapprovingly.

“¥You have been fighting ?” he said.

“Yes, sir!” answered Da Costa.

Lord Mauleverer made no reply, only
waiting as cheerfully as possible for
the chopper to come down.
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“You are both in an utterly dis-
graceful  stale!™  suid  the Romove
uaster.  “This passcs all bounds! For
what reason have you iwo juniors
fought in so savage a’ way 7"

“It is not the customn here for a
fellow to refuse a challenge, sir!” said
Da Costa,

“Did you challenge Da Costa to a
fight, Mauleverer "

. “Yaas, sic!" auswered his lordship
immediately,

“Am I to understand that you forced
a quarrel upon another junior?”

Lord Mauleverer reflected befere he
answered.

“Yaas, sir! That is the case [”

“l do not understand this, Maule-
vercr! This ia the first time I have
known you to be coneerned in such an

affair! I require to know the reason
for which you forced this upon Da
Costa "

“7 can't stand him, sir!"” said Maule-
verer. “I don’t like him| 1 thought
a thrashin’ might do him good "

“Mauleverer !

“Yaas, sir! You asked me,” said
Mauly. “I really never meant to
damage him so much, sir. But he stood
up te it, and so long as he stood up to
it he had to have it, sir!”

“Bilence! Da Costa, probably you
can explain this! What was the cause
of this quarrel, which seems to have
been & very savage one?”

“There was no cause, sir,” answored
Da Costa. “Mauleverer was angry be-
cause his banknote has been stolen—
that is all,”

. “What 2"

“That's not true, sir,” said Lord
Mauleverer quietly. “As Da Costa has
mentioned it, I suppose I'd better zay
that 1 warned him to stop his beastly
suggestions that somebody had stolen
my bauknote, and licked him beccause
he wouldn't chuck it!”

“T understand !” said Mr. Quelch.

There was a short silence,

“Both of you will be detained on
Saturday afternoon,” said the Remove
mastér, at last.

“Very well, sir," said Mauleverer.

“You may go, Mauleverer,”

“Yaas, sir,”

His lordship left the study.

“Now, Da Costa,” said Mr. Quelch,
it aL-pears that ¥ou have been suggest-
ing that a theft has taken place in the

emove. IHow dare you make any such
absurd and disgraceful suggestion?”

“A banknote has been stolen from
Mauleverer's study, sir,” answered the
Eurasian calmly. 1 think the matter
should be cleared uE, lest suspicion fall
upon fellows who have nothing to dg
with it. All the Form knows that the
banknote has been stolen, though Maule-
verer will not admit it.”
h_I\tlr. Quelch Jooked long and hard at

im.

“I cannol believe anything of the
kind,” he said, “1 am afraid that the
suggestion proceeds from a suspicious
mind, Da Costa, of which you have
given proof before this, I fear that
you are an evil-minded boy. Have you
any grounds whatever for such a
suspicion, apart from the fact that
Mauleverer has lost a bankunote 7"

“He has not lost it, sir. It was taken
from his study. All the Formn knows
that.”

“1 was not aware of that, if it is the
case. I shall inquire into the matter.
You may go!”

Arthur da Costa left his Form
master's  study. His broised, dis-
coloured face wore a mocking smile as
he went down the passage. Even the
fight in the Rag had been turned

account by the cunning schemer.

to

It

was impossible uow for an inguiry inte
the matter of the missing banknote to
be avoided. And that banknote, re-
ceived by the captain of the Remove
in his uncle’s letter, had Lieen disposed
of by him—unknowingly. The number
of that banknote would be ascertained.
It would be mfallibly traced—and it
would be traced to Harry Wharton!
Captain Marker's emissary at Grey-
{r;_gra saw success within his grasp st
ast.

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Inquiry !

[ SAY, you fellows. there's some-
thing on !” .
Billy Bunter was not alone in

that opinion,

All the Remove, in fact, guessed or
felt that something was on.

. Mr. Quelely’s face, never very inspirit-
ing to the view early in the morning,
had been uncommonly grim wt the
breakfast-table.  Mr, Quelch, always
breakfasted with his Form—not in his
study, like some of the other masters.
That may have been a distinction for the
Lower Fourth, but it was not always
& pleasure. On the present occasion
Mr. Quelch had presided at the table
with the aspect of a gargoyle, as
Bkinner described it—not, of course, in
the hearing of his Form master. Mr.
Quelch probably knew that his aspect
was stern; but he doubtless had no idea
whatever that his facial expression even
remotely resembled that of a gargoyle.

The Remove fellows went into their
Form-room with a feeling that thers
wag thunder- in the air.

Some of them felt uneasy, some of
them looked it. They knew that some-
thing was going to happen before class
began, and they wondered what it was.
Hazeldene was quite pale. Having,
with the assistence of the Famous Five
emerged from his latest ‘hole,” Hn_zai
had bucked up wonderfully, and was
fast forgetting both the hole and the
way he had been rescued from if.

But the “something® that was on
alarmed him, and he dreaded to dis-
cover that his Form master had learned
something of his gporting speculations.
Skinner was rather worrted, too, No-
body knew, Skinner hoped, who had
tied a coal-scuttle to the tail of Mrs.
Kebble's cat; but the house-dame had
made a fuss about it, and Skinner did
not want the delinquent to come to
light. Billy Bunter was perturbed. He
could not help wondering whether
Quelchy was looking so grim because
he had heard that a certain cake was
missing from a Fifth Form study.
Bunter was prepared to deny all know-
ledge of thet cake. Dut he knew, from
sorrowful experience, that Quelchy did
not always take a fellow's word—
Bunter's word, at ell events.

If that beast, Coker, had made a fuss
abont a measly cake, it would be just
like Quelchy to faney that Bunter had
taken it. It was extraordinary the way
suspicion fell on Bunter in such cases,

The Famous Five were feeling quite
equable, however. They had not
kicked over the traces, so far as thoy
knew, sinee the picnic on Popper's
Island, and that was over and done
with, Harry Wharton, least of all, con-
sidered that he Lad any reason for
uneasiness.

But something serious was cbviously
“on.” Mr. Quefch canie into the Form-
room looking more like a gargoyle than
ever

“Mauleverer !

All the Form knew whal was on as
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soon as Mr. Quelch rapped out thet
name. It was the missing banknote
that had gathered thunder on their
Form master's majestic brow.

“Yaas, sirl"

“You have not informed me
your banknote has been found.”

“No, sir.”

“Has it been found yet?”

“Hem! Not yet, sir.”

For a second Da Costa's eyes gleamed
at the captain of the Remove; then his
olive face was impassive again,

“This matter cannot be allowed to
rest,” said Mr. Quelch. " Ilad you lost
the banknote, Mauleverer, 1 should
have caned you for your carelessness,
and the matter would have dropped.
But I require to know in what eircum-
stances you missed the banknote. I
understand that you did not actually
lose it. Kindly give me the details
immediately.”

There was no help for it now.

“1 left it in my study, siv,”

“ About the room, do you mean?"”

“On the table, sir, under the ink-
stand. I laid it there, and forgot it.”

“Do you mean to say that it dis-
appeared from your study, where you
left it under an inkstand on the table?”

“Yaas, sir.”

“In that case, Maulevercr, it ecould
not have been lost, It must have been
intentionally removed from the place
where you left it.”

“1 think not,
Alauleverer.

“What! How eclse do you account
for the bankuote being missing 7"

“1 can't account for it, s,
rather a mystery.”

“Then for what reason do you de-
clare 1hat it was not taken {rom your
study #”

that

sir,” answered

It's

“Because nobody would have taken
t, sir)’
“Qiood old Mauly!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Silence!  Mauleverer, the banknote
minst have been taken from vour study,

i

That is obvious. You should have
aequainted me with this before, The
matter is most serious.”

Lord Mauleverer did not reply to

that. As a matter of fact his lazy
lordship was beginning to realise that
the matter was rather miore serious
than_he had supposcd.

“You left your study, leaving
banknote under au inkstand $*°

“Yaas, sir.”

“When did yon miss it?”

“]1 asked a fellow to feteh it [or me,
sir, and he came back and told e iu
wasn't there.”

“Then he was the person io discover
that it was missing. Who wasg it¥”

“Bunter, sir.”

i‘ Very good! Bunier!”

O o j4r

What i3

the

“What?
Bunter 1™

“1 didn't, siv ! pasped Bunter,

“What? You did not what?”

“I didn't pineh that bapknote, sir!"
gasped Bunter., “'lain’t fair to put it
on me! 1 never saw it, sir! Besides,
I wouldn't!”

“TIla, ha, ha 17

“Bilence ”  thundered Mr.  Quelch.
“Bunter, you stupid boy, you are nob
accused of having taken the hanknote.
Do not be absurd 1”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.
gir 1™

“You went to the study ia feich il
note for Mauleverer?”

“Yes, sir. Mauly aszked wme, and us
he was 1oo lazy--—"

the  maller,

“ANl right,

}J{au:lldene stood staring at the notice on the
0ar

eyes that seemed to start from his head.
His face was as white as chalk, and fear
and horror mingled there.
Cherry shouted along the passage.
be late for classes, Hazel I"* (See Chapter 13.)

in ,Mr. Queleh’s handwriiing with

*“Hallo 1 ”* Bob
“ You’ll

“Nover mind that. You did not fnd
ile banknote "
“MNa, sir; but it was all right.”

" What—what do you mean?  How
was it all right?”
“Mrs. - Mimble let Mauleverer have

the spread on tick, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Romoviies.
They really could not help it. My,
L%u-.i ch stared blankly at tho cheerful
Owl,

“¥You ulterly obtuse boy! Bilence!
This is not o laughing matter!  Yon
returned to Mauloverer and told him
that tha banknote was not there,

 Bunter

“Ves, sir”

“Yon aro suro it was not theré at
ihat time, Bunter?”

“Oh, yes, sir! I was afraid thers
wonldi’t be a spread if Mauly didn's
get the banknote, siv, so I knew it wus
important, and I made jolly sure! ¥ou
sog, sly-—"

“That will do, Bunter. Manleverer!™

“¥aas, siv!"” groaned his lordship.

“You have made an efficient search
for the bankuete, I presume?”

“(h, yonas. sir! Lots of fellows Lave
Lolped me,” said Lord Maulevercs.
“ Kyvery dashed thing—I mean, every-
thing has been turned inside out, sir,
and all my pockets gone through, and--
and everything, sir! Can't find il.”

“I'he banknote must have been takon
from yonr study, Mauleverer, That iz
beyond donbt, unless you are mistaken
in believing that you left it there” Moy,
Queleh pansed.  “This is a most dis:
agrecable matier. It must be clearad
up immediately, Do you know the
uuwmber of the notei”

“ No, sir.” .

“Tvom whom did you veceive it
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511



20

NEXT WEEK'S "'MAGNET™ WILL BE BETTER THAN EVER!

“ My guardian, sir.”

“Yery well.  8ir Reginald Broolie
will undoubtedly by aware of the
numbor, and I shall ascertain it from
him., The matter will stand over for
the present.  In the meantime, all Loys
of this Fermm will be confined’ (o
bounds within gates.”

“Oh!” gasped the Remove,

“We shall now comnmence.”

And the Remove commenced.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dark Suspicions [

L UNTER'S done it at last!”
T'hat was Skinner’s idea of
a joke. It drew a laugh from
somo of the fellows in morn-
ing break, and a roar of wrath from
William George Bunter.
“Why, you beast—"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Bhell out, Bunter!” chuckled Sncop.
“You rotter!” yelled Bunter, *I
say, you fellows, the banknote wasn't
llhm-e;' just as 1 told Quelchy, I—I--

Billy Bunter fairly spluttered with
wrath and indignation.

“That's a rotten sort of joke.
Bkinner,” said Harry Wharton quietly.

“Oh, is it?” saiﬁ Skinner, always
ready to set up in opposition to the cap-
tain  of the Form, “Who Lknows
whether there isu’t something in t?
We all know Bunter!”

“You beast!” roarcd Dunter.

“And Bunter was the last to sce it
slive " argued Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yes, rather!” grinned Snoop. ®1
wonder we mnever thought of that
Linfore. Where's  that  banknote,
Bunter "

* Beast [

“@hell out!" said Skinner. “You

can scowl as much as you like, Whar-
1o but I eall on Bunter to shell out.”

“I say, you fellows, make that beast
shut up!” howled Billy Bunter. “Tcl-
lows will be saying I pinched the bank-
note.”

“Didn’t
chiecrily.

“No!” roared Bunter.

“Did you, Skinner?"” asked Wharton,
turning Skinner’s guns on himself, as it
were, by that direct question.

Harold Skinner jumped nearly clear
of the quad. Like many humorists,
Skinner had no appreciation for
liumour directed against himself. And
lis own brand ofhumour had rather a
bitter flavour, of which Skinner was
tow getiing the benefit.

“It" he yelled. “Why, wlhat do vou
mean, you cheeky rotter?”

“You say we all know DBunter,”
answered the captain of the Remove
coolly, “Well, if you come to that, wo
all know you! Bunter would scoff any
wian's tuck, but he wouldn't touch anv
man's money, and you know it as weil
as I do!”

“And would I?” yelled 8kinner furi-
ously.

“I hope not; but if you suggest that
Bunter should shell out, what's the
matter wilh suggesting that vou should
shell out?” said Wharton. “8hell out,
Skinner!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Skinner looked rather like o demon
m & pantomime for a moment or two.
The laugh having turned against him,
the humour of the matler was now
wholly lost on Harold Skinner.

“I was only joking about Bunter, of
eourse,” he said at last. “I don't think
the fat idiot had it."
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you?"” asked  Skinner

“I say, you fellows, I think very
likely Skinner had it!" said Dunter,
“He may have lost it, backing horses,
vou konow,”

“Huo, ha, ha!®

“8hut up, you fat chump!” hooted
Skinner,

“Bhan't! I think very likely you had
Yarooogh! Keep him offI"
roared Bunter.

Bob Cherry collared S8kinner as he was
jutnping at Bunter, and looked him
back with a powerful grip.

“Hands off, old bean!” he said
cheerily, “1f wvou don’t like these jolly
old suggestions, you shouldn’t start tho
ball rolling!”

“Whoever is saucy to the poose must
be sauecy to the estecined gander!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Skinner scowled and swung away.
He realised by this timo that it was not
o jesting matter, Billy Bunter blinked
round anxiously at the group of juniors
in fhe quadrangle.

“1 say, you fellows, you don't think it
was me?” he asked.

“Of course not, yon fat ass!” said
Wharton.

“I say, Mauly—"

“ Yaas."

“You don’t think it was me, do you?”

(13 1’ a5 "

ite-—

e
“What?" yelled Bunter,
111 Ell! (31

I mecan. no!
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Hallo, hallo, lLallo! There goos

Quelehy ! murmured DBob  Cherry, as
the angular figpure of the Remove
master crossed the quad, in the direc-
tion of the tuckshop. *“He's going to
ask BMrs. Mimble who's been changing
banknotes this week.”

“Ie's got the numbor by this time,”
remarked Peter Todd, “1e’s been en
the telephone to BMauly's jolly old
guardian. I  suppose if any fellow
bagged the bankuote, hie would have to
change it at the shop—he wonldn't like
to ask a master to change it for him,
in the cirenmstances,”

‘Ha, ha! Not likely !

“ Might change it out of gates, more
likely,” said Vernon-Smith.

“Not so jolly casy, Fivers ain't like
currency notes—people ask you to sign
them on the back when you change
thewn in a shop. Nobody but a borm
idiot would sign his name on the back
of a stolen note, I suppose.”

“That's so,"” admitted the Bounder,
“I suppose the school shop is the only
place where a Greyfriars man counfd
change a mote without questions asked,

And whoever pinched it took it fur
granted that Mauly would let the
malter drop--as he wanted to. It's not

through Mauly that this happy inquiry
iz goin' on."

“No fear!" said Mauleverer.

“We owe that to Du Costa,” said Bob

Cherry, with s far from amicable
Flam-c_‘ at  the Turasian, who was
ounging necar at hand, watching My,

Queleh in the distance.  “Da  Costa
seems te have made ib his business to
stir up the trouble, I've a jolly good
mind to give him another eyve to match
the one Mauly's given himn!”

Dia C'osta glanced round coolly.

“1 thonght the matter ought to le
cleared up.” said Harry Wharvion, “if
only to prove that nobody in the Re-
move pinchied that note., Though I
must say it's a giddy mystery what's be-
come of it!"

“I say, vou fellows. do wyou think
Bmithy had it?" asked Billy Bunter.

“Wlhat?" shrieked the Bounder.

“What I mean is, Smithy could get
rid of it, as he knows a lot of shady
characters outside the school,” explained
Bunter, " One of his sporting friends
would tale it

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1leve, keep off ! lLowled Buntev,
“What are you getting your rag out
for, Bwmithy? What's  the malter?
Yarooh!”

Apparently Bunter did not realise that
thére  was  anything in  his cheory
suggestion to offend the Bounder. DBt
he  realised that the DBounder wus
offended, The erash  with  which
Sinithy's boot landed on  his tight
tronsers left him in no doubt as to that.

Bunter roaved and fled.

“My hat!" said Nugent. “1 hiope
that blessed banknote will be found. At
this rate we shall all begin suspecting
one another of pinching it.”

“It's rotten!" groaned Lord Maule-
verer. “IF that cad Da Costa had held
his tongue and minded his own business
nothin® would have been said about it
at all. It's all his fault from beginnin’
to end.”

Da Costu shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, if a if;:?low had it, he ought
to be shown up,” said Vernon-Smth,
“It will have to come out now, anyhow
—the thing can't rest where it is.  The
fellow had better get ready for the
sack.”

Wharton
Bounder,

“You don't think it was a Remove
man, Smithy?" he exclaimed.

Vernon-Smith did not answer.

“Smithy!” exclainied Bob Cherry in-
dignantly. “You silly ass, are you oft
Yyour rocker? You think there's ‘a thicf
m the Form?”’

“If I think so, I'm not saying so,”

looked quickly at the

answered the Bounder; and he walked

away, The juniors starcd after him,

“Bmithy’s pot something in
noddle,” said Peter Todd.

“Ho had better keep it there!”
growled Bob Cherry. “We've had
enough talk of suspecting this fellow and
that. Smithy's an ass!”

But Harry Wharton, a little later,
made it & point to speak to the Bounder,
He ran Bimithy down in the quad by
himself,

" Look here, 8mithy,” said the captain
the Remove, "W vou only

his

of Tere
gassing, or have you something scrious
in your mind?"

“Something serious.™

“You think—"

“I fancy I know.” The Bounder made
a gesturo towards a junior who was
strolling in the quad with his hands in
his pockets, whistling chearily., Tt was
Hazeldene of the Remove, Hazel was
looking as if he had not a care in the

world,
Wharton followed Vernon-Smitl's
geslure with his eyes, and then stared

*at the Bounder, almost stupefied.

“Hazel!"” he breathed.

“Isn’t it clear 7” grunteéd the Bounder.
“Not a word about i, of course—I
wouldn't give him away. Look at him!
You know what he was like a few days
ago—mouching about looking as if he
were going to be hanged. He's droppe:l
his trouble all of a sudden.”

“ But——"

“The day before that banknote was
pinched Hazel was trying to stick me for
a loan of five quids, to settle some debt
to o Wapshot recing man,” said the
Bounder. “He looks as if he's settled
it now."”

“And that makes you think—""

“It does.” -

. “Well, you're a silly ass, then,” suid
Havry indignantly, “and I'm glad

spoke to vou about it. Hazel has settied
hiz debt. I never knew he'd asked you
for a loan, though, I suppose, T might
have puessed it. But he asked me, too,
and I lent him the money,” X

SOR!Y exelaimed  Vernon-Smills,
utterly taken aback.

il
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“gatisfied now " asked Wharion, @AM IS M,
with a touch of scorn. "
“¥ea, so far as Hazel's concoyned!” ORIENTAL ‘P
The Bounder's ecyes dwelt on IHarry :i
Wharton nf:r_v strangef]y. “1f }-mll-l' su.;i CUNN[NG! ‘:
vou were fool enough to give Haze .
tive pounds to pay a raving debt, T he- Three attempts has Da ‘p
lieve you, of course. 1 can't help being C?Sl" made lo get Hany $
surprised to hear that you had five pounds \'(fl’-ﬂl‘tm'l ruined  and 1 9
1o chuck away. All the Remove knows disgraced  and  each 3
that you and your friends arve hard np attempt, although running '|
this week, and that you owe Mrs. perilously near to success, y
Mimble something on that picnic affair.” has ended in failure. That ¢
Wharton looked at him, A blaze came would be enough for most 1'
iuto his eyes that made the Bonnder back le, but Da Cos!a, the [
AWAY & pace, BEOPie, Ukl gfj:{a: ! ll
“Smithy! Do you dave to hint—" }:.umszzm,h - 1 !|.L;C1H I.
Wharton choked. from most people; thesc e
“Don't be a foel!” said the Bounder, failures on ¥ make him |'
T know you'd ent off your hand ruther more _dete(mmcd to ac- 4
than do such a thing.” complish his rascally pur- ¢
*Then what do you mean?" pose. You'll read aboul P4
“1 mean,” said the Dounder gnictly. his {ourth attempt next b4
"}:lmi yon_}'tl lmﬁllur not el other ]I'lullm\-s weck, boys, in
what vou've told me, o they will want X )
1? kum;']\\'hl’.rf! ou got ;:liiwr fro,m all L HARRY :I
of a sudden at this pavticular tme.” i)
I"Ym.t fool!" said Wharion. “You WHARTON 5 ::
idiot! I got it from my wicle ina letler, i
and all the Remove can know, for any- ENEMY & l'
ihing T care. You can shout it out all —a story that will hold |'
aver Croyfridvs if you like,” your interest from Lrst tn ¢
The Bounder shrugged his shonlders, last. And don't forger, <
L shan't do that,” he IS cred, “:35111 loo, the opening chapivrs 'i
1y ko iy U st o, i € (%t grand s - :
Wharton walked away with a flushed tective story featuring 'l
and angry face, the Bounder's glance Ferrers Locke. 4
following him very curiously. The haell ORDER EARLY! ‘,
vang for third lesson, and as the Reinove L1
went in Billy Bunter squeaked out the RN NV VS ]

news that there was a fresh notiee on the
hoard in Quelchy’s fist. As that notive
ovidently referred to the matter that was
now a burning topie in the Remove there
was a rush of the juniors to read it.

“LOST! £5 banknote
100010002,  Anyone linding
requested to inform me.

“H, 8. Qurrom”

numbered
same  is

“He's got the number!™ said Peter
Todd. “Got it on the phone, as I
thought. No doubt aboub the nofe now
if it turns up.”

The juniors went on to the Form -room,
One of them rewained hehind. starving
at the notice in Mr. Queleh’s hand-
writing, with eyes that scemed lo start
from his head. It was Hazeldene., His
face was white as chalk, and fear and
horror mingled there. He scannoed that
notice as if he could scarcely believe
what his eyes read,

“Hallo, hallo;, hallo!” Bob Cherry
shonted along the passage. “You'll be
late, IHazel.”

Hazel started and turned away from
the notice board. e almest staggered
as he made his way to the Remove room.
Tha mmber of the stolon banknote—
100010002—danced before Hazel's eyes as
if in figures of flame. Tle number of
ihe note posted on the board by Mr.
Queleh wag the nomber of the note he
had received from Harry Wharton, and
paid to Joo Spratt of Wapshot! Hazel
sat through third lesson that morning in
a maze of horror.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Accused !
" 70U mad fool !
Hazel draggoed ITavry Whar-
ton away after class, the

captain of the Remove {ollow-
ing him in sheer astonishment, A dozen
sellows looked at Hazel, but he was blind
to their wondering stare. Out of hear-
ing of the others he stopprd and panted
out the words, his faco white, Ins eyes

burning. Wharton could pniy gase at
him in wounder. .

vyou md fool ! Tlazel's volee was a
sheill whisper. “Why did vou do it ¥ |
never know—you can’t pretemd that 1
knew! You van't!”

“Iave you gone off your vacker
Hazel? I net. what the thup ave you
talking about ™ dennuuded Whartan,

“That banknote!”  hissed  Hasel,
“Don't pretend yon don’t undrestamd -

ihis jsn't o time for fooling. Why dil
yvou do it?”
“Why did T de what, you ae=? What

have I done?”

“Phe hauknoto ! lizsod 1Mazel,

“The one I lent you, do yau mean ™

“Yes—the one you stole from Maule
verer."

Wharton almost gasped.

“ Are you mad?” he asked.

“Will you chuck up pretending not o
nnderstand 77 snarled TTazel, * You know
that the banknote you lemt me was
Mauleverer's.”

“Don’t be o fool ¥

“You're not going to deny iti"

“1 think yow've gone out of your
senses,” caid Wharton eontemptuously.
“What can possibly have put such an
idea into your head? 1f I weive a thict
do you think I should steal banknotes to
aive them away? Have a little sensel”

“T—T can't understand tha! You
miust have been mad to do it! Bul it
was Mauleverer's note.”

“0Oh, chuck it I spapped Whirton.

T tell you it was Muuleverer's bank-
note. Notes have different numbers;
the same pumber weans the sume note.
Quelchy has put the' number on the
board.”

“¥ou noticed the number of the noto
I gave you?" asked Hanvy, hardly
knowing what to make of Iazel's wild
excitement, and his wilder acousation.

“Voes—ves, I tell you! I took tho
nmber, "I den’t have my pockets full
of hanknotes like that fool Mauleverer.
I might have lost it—or it might haye
been pinched, like Mauly's nate—the
same nete as it turns ont. O course I

took the number, I toolk it nud wrote it
down. 10 was the same number thal
Quelehy’s pul on the board!”

*Phat’s inipossible.””

“1 tell you it is so ! almoe=t shricked
Tazel, “T'vo got the numbes written
down in my pocket-book !

“Yon made a mistake, then,” suid
flarry coldly, “Don’t be u Tonl! |
havdly know why I don't knowk yan
spinning for what youw've suid.”

“Where did vou geb that bauknoiy,
then 7"

“From my uncle”

“Colonel Wharton ! gasped TTazel.
s was so astonnded thal his jaw
dropped, and he stared at Wharlon Jike
a fellow in o dreeam.

“Yes: it came in the letter T had
the eother day.”

Hazel passed Lis hiougd over his mois
forchead.

“1 pever made a misiake about the
number,” he said., “I wrote it down--
T've got it written down in my pockel
hook now. They may have made o mi-
take printing the notes at the bauk—"

‘lRot !il

“1 tell you the number’s the =ame.”

“And I tell you it eaw’t be. Tl
yourself together, you weak-kneed fool.™
taid Wharton scornfully, “You'll hava
all Greyfriavs staring at you, at lns
rate. Do you want them all to know
about your racing foolery "

“'The nuwmber's the same.” said Hazel
“Phat’s o cerb! But if you pot tl
banlnote from your uncle, I can’t undes -
stand. Leok here, Wharlon—show nwe
vour uncle's letter—I tell you, I'm
seared out of my wits at this—if von've
made me geb rid of a stolen note——"
lie choked.

“You wretchedly cowardly fool I
Wharton spoke between his teetl. i
would be no use showing yoit my unel’s
letler—as it happens, he does 1ot
mention enclosing the banknote.”

“Your uncle sent you a [ixe pound
nota in a loekter, without mentroning
that he was enclosing 63"

Tug Maeyer LiBRARY.—No. 1,062,



22

YOUR GOOD TURN—ROPE IN A NEW READER! HE'LL THANK YOU!

(13 Yes"l
“A registered letter?’”
i No n

Hazel laughed savagely.

“¥ou expect me to believe that? Do
you expect anybody to belieye such a
silly rotten lief"

“A what?" roared Wharton, .

“Lie !” panted Hazel, “a rotten, silly
lie—the silliest lie I've ever heard, As
if any man in his genses would put a
five pound mnote in an unregistercd
letter, and never even mention that
he was cnclosing it.  Are you making
out that your uncle is a doddering old
tool?”

“You'd better mind what you say,
Hazel. I know it was unusual—it sur-
prised me at the time, But there it
was—the banknote was in the letter.”

“With the same number as the note
that was pinched from Mauly's study!”
jeercil Hazel savagely., “What's the
good of telling me such stuff?"

Wharton clenched his hands.

“I was a fool to help you out,” he
said. “A fool for my pains! I ought
to have let you get sacked, as yon
deserved for your rotten blackguard-
1ain,”

“Better that, than passing g stolen
note,” hissed Hazel. " The sack is better
than going to prison. But look here,
it it all comes out, I shan't take it
on myself I never kpoew it was
Mauleverer’s banknote—you can't say
that I did!”

Wharton breathed hard. _

“1 tell you, you rotter, that it was
not Mauleverer’s wote,” he said, as
calmly as he could. “You made a mis-
take about the number, Can't you sec
that you must have?"

“I've got it written down.”

“Rubbish! Do you think for one
moment that I should steal a fiver
to help a cur like you out of & hole?”
said Wharton. "“If I were a thief,
I shouldn’t steal for a reason like that.
Is there sny sense in it?”

“No—I ecan't understand it! My
brain seems to be turning round,”
groaned Hazel. “I can’t grasp it! But
it  was Mauleverer's bauknote—the
uumber's the same.”

“Then you're accusing me of stealing
Mauleverer's money, to give it to you?”
exclaimed Wharton, almost as amused
as angry.

Hazel panted. Put like that, it
scemed ridiculous enough, on the face
of it. . Yet he knew that the number
of the stolen note was the number of
tho note Wharton had handed to him.

“I can't catch on to it,” he muttered.
“Didn't you look at the number of
the note yourself?”

“I never thought of it. I was going
to change it at the tuckishop as soon
as I got it from the letter—only——"
Wharton’s lips curled. “Only I was
fool enough to let you have it instead.
You have always been an ungrateful
rotter, Hazel—but this is the limit!”

“It was the same note!” said Hazel
doggedly.

“I tell you it was not,”

““*And I tell you it was—and I tell
you that you'll have to stand the racket
if it comes out—you shan’t make out
that I was the thief, because I passed
the note on,” said Hazel passionately.
“1 tell you—-"

“Hold your tongue!” Wharton's
voice was low and concentrated. “I've
stood all I mean to stand. Keep away
from me, you cur—keep your distance!
You make me sick!”

Wharton turned his back on Hazel
and walked away. That Hazel had
made a mistake in the number of the
noie, he-took ‘for granted. There waz
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no other possible explanation, to Thiz
mind; and Hazel had been in such a
frightened and nervy state, that such
a mistake was not surprising.

But Hazel know that he had made
no mistake, He knew that Harry
Wharton had given him the banknote
that  was missing  from  Lord
Mauleverer's study. And there was
only one conclusion that Hazel could
draw.

“A thief—Wharton a thief !" he mut-
tered, with ashen lips, “and he got me
to pass the note—why, why? He must
have meant to do me a good turn, I
suppose—but—but lLe must have been
mad to do such a thing! DBut he did
it—he did it! It was the same bank-
note ™

“Feelin® merry and bright, old bean®”
drawled the Bounder's voice at lis
clbow.

Hazel spun round, with a gasp.

“Rowin’  with  Wharton, what "
#miled the Bounder.

“Mind your own business!” snarled
Hazel,

He stalked away, the Bounder grin-
ning after him. Herbert Vernon-Smith
had witnessed the altercation, from a
little distance, with a keenly interested
eye; and perhaps he was not far from
guessing what it had been about. He
had scen Hazel's scared eyes glued on
the notice on the board, and ho had
noted his dazed look since that notice
had been put up. His own talk with
the captain of the Remove was frezh
in the Bounder's mind.

A cynical smile was on the Bounder's
hard face,

“The immaculate Wharton ! he mur-
mured. “The spotless character of the
Remove! The jolly old example to
the Form! My only hat! I'd never
have believed it, if 3t wasn't as clear
as daylight! Good gad!”

And the Bounder whistled.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Naboh’s Warning !

RTHUR DA COSTA paced rest-
A ‘lessly to and fro in No. 1 study.
There was a wrinkle of tor-
mented thought on his brow, a

dark cloud on his face.

Another day had passed, and another;
and there was no fresh light on the
mystery of the missing banknote.

The Eurasian could not understand

it.

His keen intelloet
problem from every aspect,
could not elucidate it.

Wharton had received the stolen
banknote, he knew that. On that point
there was no possible doubt. Wharton
had been in debt at the tuck-shop;
moreover, he had made a compact with
his chums to “whack out” the next
remittance reccived by any of them;
and the banknote hLad been the next
remittance. That made it absolutely
certain that Wharton, in posesession of
that unexpected tip, as he supposed,
from his uncle, would ehange the bank-
note at omce, Da Costa had not
doubted that for a moment—there
seenied no possible doubt about that.
He had counted as an absolute cer-
tainty upon Harry Wharton taking the
banknote to the school shop to pay it
over the counter to Mrs. Mimble—as
indeed the captain of the Remove Lad
vory nearly done,

Had he done se, the result was in-
evitable,

Da Costa knew that Mr. Quelch had
inguired at the school shop, and had
taken it for granted that the bauknote

the
he

examined
and

was in Mrs. Dimble’s till, or at least
had been through lier hands and could
be recovered. The number of 1he note
was an infallible identificatiown,

According to all that was probable,
therefore, ﬁ\lr. Quelch ought to have
received indubitable proof that Wharton
was the thief.

Mrs. Mimble would hLave stated al
once the name of the fellow from whom
she had received the note. The number
on it would have proved that it was
Mauleverer's note,  Wharton, called to
account, could only say that he had
received it in a letter from his uncle.

Not only would that seem inipossible
on the face of it,»but Colonel “'Emrton.
as soon as he was referred to, could
not possibly bear out the statement.
He could only say that he never lad
enclosed any banknote in the lettor,

. Wharton's explanation would sound
like a clumsy falschood—a story he had
told his friends to account for the pos-
session of the banknote in the first place.

In the whole dastardly scheme the
emissary of Captain Marker could not
see a flaw,

. It should have worked imevitably to
its appointed end.

Only—it had not done so.

Mr. Queleh, instead of returning from
his interview with Mrs. Mimble armed
with proofs that the captain of the
Remove was a thief, had taken sno steps
whatever, excepting to place the notiee
on the board.

It was inexplicable,

Of Hazel and his troubles Da Closta
knew uothing, and cared nothing. That
W’]larton_ had given the banknote away
for nothing did not even ocour to his
mind—indeed, he would not have
believed it had it been told him.

What, then, eould have happened?

Why had not Wharton changed tlic
banknote? He owed anr account at the
school shop. And he was very careful
in such matters, Ho was seldom in debt,
and when he was he always settled the
debt at the carliest possible moment.
Yet in this instance he had not done
50.

Was ho keeping the note in hand? If
so, why? He could not desire to change
it ontside the school; he had no motive
for that. Had he even the remotest sus-
picion that the banknote did not belong
to him, he would never have dreamed of
keeping it at all. Da Costa knew that
well enough,

But Da Costa, in Wharton’s study.
was able to observe the captain of the
Remove. He knew that Wharton was
hard u& now. Tea in the study was very
spare these days. Once or twice Whar-
ton and Nugent had “tea’d " in Hall;
two or three times all the Famous Five
had tea'd along the passage with
various friends, %t- was quite a joke ‘in
the Remove about the Five being
“stony.” It was obvious that they were
short of money, Wharton as much as
the rest. Yet if Wharton had not
changed the banknote he must have five
pounds in lis pocket all the time!

Costa tried to penetrate the
mystery, but he could not. He had to
confess himself beaten on all sides.

Something had gone wrong with his
plot. ‘What it was he could not imagine,
but he had failed. As he had failed
before, so le had failed again, and Lis
task remained yet to be done,

Of what Hazel belioved and the
Bounder suspected Da  Costa knew
nothing. They were not likely to utter
their thoughts on the subject. In the
minds of his two Form-fellows Wharton
bad sunk very low., But he did not
realise it himself, and Da Costa knew
nothing of it.
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Mr. Quelch was in his grimmest mood, determin:.E that the affair of the missing banknote should be settled for good and 2lL.

Every study in the Remove passage was roo
HRemove was made to turn his pockets out.

Da Costa -ceased bis restless pacing
as he heard a footstep outside the study.
He sat down at the table and opened
a book, and as the door opencd he did
not look up, appareutly deep in Latin.
IIurree Jamset Ram Singh came into
the study.

The nabob of Bhanipur closed the
door behind him and stood lecking at
the Eurasian with a very curious ex-
pression on his dusky face.

Da Costa looked up at last.

“What do you want? Wharton and
Nugent are down at the cricket.”

“Quitefully 0!” assented Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, “That is whyfully
1 have come to this esteemed study. I
have to make a few remarkable observa-
tions to your honourable self.”

“What do you mean "

“The ludicrous banknote belonging to
the esteemed fatheaded Mauly hag not
been found,” said the nabob. “There
is going to be an official search of the
Remove passage. The ridiculous Quelchy
is wvery much in ecarnest about this
execrable matter.”

Da Costa’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“ A search of the studies?” he asked.

“Precisefully.”

‘“And of the fellows themselves?”

“Every esteemed fellow, I under-
stand, will be required to turn out his
ridiculous pockets in the honoured
presence of Quelchy.” -

Da Costa bent his head to hide the
glitter of triumph in his eyes.

It was success, after all! The bank-
note must still be in Wharton’s posses-
sion. Where else could it be? If it was

found upon him the Eurasian’s scheme
Lad succecded,

“ Neforefully the excellent search {akes
place,” went on FHurree Jamset Ram
Singh, in a low and very distinet voice,
“T have a few remarkable words to say.
It is you, Da Costa, who have caused
all this terrific fuss about the bank-
note. You are the canse of this esteemed
search being made.”

“T think the matter ought to be
cleared up, certainly,” said Da Costa,
without meeting the nabob’s cyes. Decp
in his heart waos a fear of the penetrat-
ing glance of the Indian junior.

“Quitefully so!” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh, “Perhapsiully you
have forgotten, my estecmed Da Costa,
that on the day you came to Greyfriars
the respectable, spyful DBunter heard
some talk between you and the honoured
Mr. Gedge in & railway train.”

Da Costa started.

“J remember the fat fool told sowe
silly story,” he answered. I have quite
forgotten it."

“T will refreshfully stir your esteemed
memory. It was a story of a plot, in
which you were concernfully moved to
disgrace my esteemed pal, Wharton, and
get him turned out of the school.”

Da Costa felt a chill of ice at his
heart. Always he had feared the nabob,
the only fellow at Greyiriars whose
penetration he dreaded.

But he contrived to answer calmly.

“Bunter told you that childish non-
sense in my presence. You did not
believe anything of the kind?”

“Jt is true that the esteemed Bunter

ted over by Trotter under the Form-master’s gimlet eye, and every Iellow in the
(See Chapter 15.)

is o terrible fabricator,” assented Hurrce
Singh, * but the watchfulness has seemed
to me the proper caper since then, my
estoerned Da Costa. I am from India,
and T know the Eurasian better than
fellows here. You were very keen on
the affair of the esteemed Quelchy’s
watch, I strongfully suspecs that you
stranded the excellent Wharton on
Popper's Island to land him in {roubl:
for breaking hounds. I have observe-
fully noticed that you, and you alone-
fully, have kept up this business of the
missing banknote. It has oceurfully
conme into my head that the hanknote
may be found.”

“ Woll 7”7 said Da Coslia huskily.

“That it may be found in Wharton's
derk, or in Wharton’s pockets,” said tha
nabob grimly.

0L

“In which ecase, my csteemed Da
Costa, the matter will not end at that
esteemed point.  The excellent jawiul
Bunter will be called upon to tell bis
preposterous story to Mr. Queleh; and
the inquiry into the banknote will
deeper than vou may have supposcfuﬁ;
reckoned on.”

Da Costa sat like stone.

“That is all,” said the nabob amiably.
“A nod is as good as a wink to n
pitcher that goes longest to the well.
as the English proverb says. If thaé
banknote 18 found in  Wharton's
posscssion, my esteemed reptile, the
inquiry will not end—it will begin!”

With that, Hurrce Jamset Rum Singh

 (Continued on page 28.)
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GONCLUDING INSTALMENT OF THIS POPULAR SPORTING YARN:

SIR ATUBREY'S TRUMP CARD!

Just when Ting Scannan veckons that he's worth thirty thousand quidlets

his partner, Sir Aubrey Ailen, does the dirty on him and Tiny turns out to be worflh—what »

THE MAN OF IRON!

By WALTER EDWARDS.

On the- Stroke !

1] OW to find our man!” said
Hefty Hebble, peering round
into the blackness.

No sooner did he utter the

words than a low moan «came from a

liuddled heap upon the extreme edge of

the wharf. A moment later and Terry

Carson- was upon his knces, removing o

thick wedge of oily waste from Tiny's

mouth.

“Where are the scoundrels?” shouted
the Man of Iron, thrusting the young-
ster mside and scrambling to his fect.
*Where the blazes are the—"

“They've gone!” eut in Terry
sharply. “And we can't afford to waste
any more time on the rotters!”

Miny Scannan started violently as ha
recognised the clear young voice, and
his little eyes vere almost go?gling as
he caught the youngster roughly by the
shoulder and peered down inte his
vpturned face.

“You!"” he gasped huskily.
Carson!”

“Bure!” nodded the youngster. * And
that's old Hefty Hebble over there!”

“But—but—"" stammered the Man
of Iron, his cheeks burning in the dark-

“Young

ness,

“All thet can wait,” interrupted
Terry, “for we haven't a moment to
spare if we'te going to get to the
Olympus by half-past nine! That is, if
you're fit enough to fight—"'

“If m fit enough to fight!” echoed
‘Tiny Beannan, with an ugly laugh. “I'm
lit enough to do sloughter, and the man
I'm after is that skunk Pal Jordan!
This is a put-up job, a downright dirty
attempt to——""

“You can tell us all about it later,”
cut in 'Terry
fellow along the wharf, *There's a taxi
waiting for us up the street,” he added,
glancing at the luminous dial of his
wrist-walch, “and it looks to me as
though we've TOt scarcely half an hour
in whichto getfrom here to the Olympus.
'.l'hg.,t means that we've got to get a move

“And you can bet your swest life
that we will,” declared the Man of
Iron, striding away towards the main
road. “We're going to get to the
Olympus bly half-past nine, even if I have
to strangle the driver and take the
wheel* myselt !

The stream of private cars and taxis
that moved sluggishly along Regent
SBtreet reached from the ornate facade of
tho Olympus Boxing Hall to Piceadilly
Circus, and everything pointed to the
fact that the Jordan-Scannan contest
was going to attract a record crowd,
after all.

There could be no doubt that the
amazing scene at the West London
ground had done much to bring about
this last-minute rush for seats, so Sir
Aubrey Ailen had every reason for
rubbing his podgy hands and congratu-
lating himself upon the success of his
cute publicity stunt. )
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Carson, hustling the big,

Standing in the blazing vestibule of
the Olympus, he looked as satisfied as
the cat that got the canary; and he
would have been scarcely human had he
not fell jubilant at that moment. After
all, & matter of hours would find him
enriched to the tune of fifty thousand
pounds, and, in addition to this fortune,
he would het the greator part of the
eveninf"s takings. The latter would be
a small sum in comparison, but every
penuy gained meant a great deal to the
tnoney-grabbing baronet.

Ho was to make a fortune by one deft
stroke! Easy money! Everything was
cut and dried ; nothing could go wrong.

It was a fashionable throng that passed
through the main doors of the Olympus,
and the newly-crented baronet was cring-
ing in his sorvility whenever he Freeted
anybody who had the slightest claim to
fame or notoriety.

The programme started on the stroke
of cight, two light-weights, who looked
ill-nourished and hali-grown, slipping
through the ropes and making for their
respective corners.

No time was wasted, for even the most
interested fight fan was only mildly
interested in the preliminary bouts; but
there were a few people in the gallery
who seemed to know Nat Palmer, of
§t. Luke's, and Young Isaacs, of Mile
Fnd.

“Seconds out!"

T-ri-nnnnnng |

The boxers skipped across the canvas
and touched gloves; then came & guick
exchange of blows,

Slap! Blap, slap, slap!

Neither youngster was a genius, but
both lads had a crude knowledge of the
game, and the fact that they fought hard
right from the bell went greatly in their
favour. Neither lad thought much about
defence; attack was the order of the day.
Standing almost toe to toe, with their
narrow shoulders swaying from side to
side, they exchanged punches with a
speed and vigour which suggested that
the bout would not go the wholg
distance; and, sure enough, the end of
the third round found Young Isaacs
curled up comfortably on the canvas—
aslecp,

He had ron into a right hook that
possessed undeniable soporific qualities.

‘The next bout, an affair between two
middle-weights, was not half so interest-
ing as its predecessor, for both warriors
were prepared to do anything other than
fight, and it was not untiF they were
cautioned by the referee that matters
livened up somewhat. But even then the
contest was & poor affair, and at the end
of ten interminable rounds, when the
M.C. announced a draw, there was little
or ne enthusiasm.

It was not twelve minutes past nine,
and a stir ran through the place when
the special *Daily Pictorial ” lights
burst into life and flooded the ring with
a mellow blue radiance.

A dozen men in white sweaters darted
ebont the ringside like so many ants,
making everything apick and span for
the big fight, and all eyes were glued to

the curtains at the end of the narrow
lane that led from the dressing-rooms to
the roped square.

It was a tedious, tiring wait, but the
curtains were thrust aside at last, and
the famous Pal Jordan, the Pittshurg
Dentist, stepped forward and strode
down the sloping aisle. Abe Maulstein
was with his principal, and following on
Abe’s heels were half a dozen seconds,

The whole house rose to the Dentist,
and Pal was grinning cheerfully as he
raized his hand and acknowledged the
whole-hearted greeting.

Climbing into the ring, he strolled
round the ropes and exchanged a few
words with his friends in the ringside
seats; and he made it perfectly obvious
that he was not worrying about the
forthcoming battle with Tiny Scannan.

Five minutes passed, and the im-
patient crowd was still waiting for the
Man of Iron to appear. But at last the
curtains were swept aside—to admit Sir
Aubrey Ailen. But this was not the Sir
Aubrey Ailen who had beamed upon his
distinguished patrons as they passed
through the vestibule. This was a Sir
Aubrey, who staggered, rather than
walked, as he made for the ringside.

“*Allo!” yolled a raucous voice from
the gallery. *“Ain't you feeling well,
old man?"”

Ailen was not feeling well.
a man on the verge of collapse.

“8ay, old-timer, where's Scannan?"
grinned Pal Jorden, strolling across the
canvas and looking down inio the
baeronet’s staring eyes.

I don't know,” gasped Sir Aubrey,
running a thick finger round the inside
of his collar. “It is terrible—terrible !
It is a tragedy! I telephoned to his
hotel, and :gte! manager sald he left over
an hour ago. But he hasn't turned up.
I don’t understand. What can have hap-

He was

pened? It is twenty past nipe!”

The Pittsburg Dentist and his
manager exchanged grins.

“Hear that, old-timer?” drawled the

pugilist.  “Scannan's ‘lost his way!
Ain't it a pity? You're sure the big
stiff ain’t got cold feet, Sir Aubrey?”

“Bure? Of course I'm sure!” eried the
baronet. "“He wps quite well when I
left him at seven o'clock, so something
serious must have delayed him. But
he'll turn up, Maulstein. I swear that
he'll be here at any moment now. You
must give me an extra half an hour!”

“Not on your life, Ailen!” returned
Abe Maulstein, “The conditions are
laid down in the articles, and if your
man ain’'t in the ring on the stroke of
nine-thirty I shall claim your fifty thou-
sand !"

“ But, man alive—"

TPe' baronet’s throaty voice rose to a
wail,

“If Scannan ain’t inside these ropes
in three minutes,” put in Maulstein, I
claim your cheque, and the fight's off I’

Something very like an agonised
groan broke from the baronet as he
glared round the hall. Hp was on the
verge of tears; his whole body was
shaking pitiably.
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And then in a flash his whole manner
changed, and he was a figure of
maniacal fury as he rushed at Abe Maul-
stein and gripped him by the throat.

“You've beon an’ got at Seannan, you
scoundrel 1" he shouted, his grip tight-
ening upon the American’s thick throat.
“1 knew it—1 guessed it! F—"

“Not so fast, old-tinter 1" drawled Pal
Jordan, with a broad grin. And the
brutal manner in which ho took Sir
Aubrey by the cars and wrenched him
round brought a squeal of agony from
{he baronet, ‘‘Guess we ain't young
cnough to be canght with cheap blufi,
Lo*!” he added.

«Blufi ' shouted Sir Aubrey, a wild
light in his eyes. “There’s no question
of bluff. I guessed that you'd try to
got ay Beannan, and_if he doesn’t turn
np I shail know 1've been doublao-
crossed. It's a scandal—a low swindle!”
he shouted. addressing the house. * And
1 won't parkwith a penny until this busi-
nesa has been looked into. T've been
doubsle-crossed— tricked—"

“ Asw, shucks ! broke in P’al Jordan,
with a wave of his hand. *There ain't
no question of double-crossing, Ailen,
and you know it. Tiny Secannan, the
big stiff, has coutracted an attack o
cold feot. 1le's so yaller that he's scared
{o take the beating up that’s waitin’ for
him rvight now. nyway, L ain’t goin’
to hang sbout here all night waitin® for
a.big stiff who ain't got the inside of
4 two-dollar wrist-wateh! Guoss we'll
claim that fifty thousand, Abe,” he said,
turning to the manager.

% Apother minute, my dear boy!”
drawled Maulstein, his deep-set eyes
upon his gold stop-watel.

“Took here, vou [ellers, I—"" began
Sir Aubroy, his distorled features grey
and maoist in the glare of tho powerful
are lamps.

“Fifly seconds!” drawied Abe.

“But listen—"
“Forty tive!”

“T'va been double-crossed; gentle-
nien 1** shouted Ailen, appealing to the
packed house. " These dirty Americans
have—

“ Forty seconds to gol”

L1 13
“There he ig!”

“That's Scennan !
“That's Tiny 1"

—g

Victory—and Iis Reward !

DEAFENING shout broke from
A hundreds of throats as the cur-

tain was wrenched from its

hooks and Tiny Scannan reeled
drunkenly down the gangway towards
the ringside. Few people would have
recognised the neawcomer had it not been
for his size, for the unlovely features
were deathly pale, streaked with bload,
and distorted into a mask of hate.
Piny's hair was dishevelled, his clothes
were ripped to ribbons, and the
clenched fist he waved above his head
was lacerated, and covered with dried

ood.

He looked o terrible figure, a fearful
apparltion, and Sir Aubrey recoiled as
he stared up at his principal,

Scannan had eyes for nobody but Pal
Jordan as he gripped the top rope and
vaulted clean Into the ring.

“We'll get it over at once, you cur!”
he breathed, glaring at the American's
flabby features. “I'm going to smash

]il‘

The threatening words came plainly
to the ears of 8ir Aubrey Ailen, but it
wus obvious that the baronet was still
stunned by the startling turn of events.

“ But-—but what about highting kit?"
he began.

ST don't want fighting kit ! shouted
Tiny, tearing off his coat and waistcoal
and tugging at his collar, " I'll light as
I am!”

Cuptain  Herriott, the rveferce, rose
from his chair,

“T'm afraid we ean't allow that——"
he began.

Tiny Scannan swung round with all
the fury of a madman.

“Wea fight nt once!™ he shouted,
pointing a shaking finger at Pal Jordan.
“Wea don’t waste o minute! Dvon reo
that skunk? D'you see him? e tricd
to kidnan me! Hear that, all of you?”

Tiny Scannan van his cyes round the
packed hall.

“1 came out of my hotel amd hailed
the first taxi I saw,” ho continued; “a
taxi that was erawling past the door.
And that taxi was a frap! IHewr that?
Wa'd searcely gone a hundred yards
when I began ta clioke; the ear was full
of gas—poison gas! And the gas was
coming through the speaking-tube! Got
ihat? I iried 1o open the windows, but
T found they wouldn'ts move! T was
losing  conscionsness; my SONSCS  WOro
recling; I went 10 sleep! The skunks
had doped me!

“When I came rvound I was still in
tho taxi, and the taxi was crawling
along the banks of a canal in the Bast
End! I caught a glimpse of water, and
understood; and a sccond later 1 wag

on my feet, hitting out wiili boih hands|
And there wasn't o square inch of glass
left by the time 1'd finished witle thoso
windows! Then the doors opencd, and
a hinneh of dock rats swurmed over o
and deagoed we out of the eab, hut L
toll von that L put up some fight befora
rhe skunks pulled me down and battered
me dizzy !

“And I was one against about a dozen
tougliz, remember! ‘They wagaed mo
after that, and they were abour to tie a
weight on my feet and dump me inlo
the canal when Terry Caveon nod Hefly
Hebble turned up and saved e ! Theso
are the boys Um talking about ! eried
Seannan, swinging round amd peointing
a shaking lingor at the foolballers who
were standing by the ring-ide.  “1Do
von hear thai, all of youtr” ha de-
manded, glaring defianee, " These two
Loya saved my hife: ihey saved me—tha
Alan of Iron—the feller who has always
treated 'em vough! Dut all that ean
wait, as 've got somethin® else ou hand
af the moment !”

ITe bared his teoth az be glared into
'al Jordan's frightenced oyes.

“Tt was clever. that dirty, low-down
trick tn koep me out of the way, but I'm
here—here—here ! iz pewerful voicu
rose to a bellow as he thrust ont a

amighty hand, caught Pal Jouehin by the

throat, and sent the fellow recling hack
iito his corner. “ Come on, vou sknnf!
We're going to fight!”

(Continued on prge 26.)

RETURN OF FERRERS LOCKE, 'TEC!
G

Lost—with all hands !

That's a report which is being circulated all too frequently in
shipping circles : liners, thoroughly seaworthy, simply disappear
from mortal ken. No trace is left ; no wreckage—no survivors !

What mysterious force is at work ?

Is 1t modern piracy ?
Is it—

But that's Ferrers Locke's job. The famous Baker Street
detective-*ﬁnu alt know him, likewise his clever boy assistant, Jack
es that job with rare determination and resource.

His adventures make thrilling reading in the wonderful detective
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yarn—
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It was quickly obvious that all
sympathy was with Tiny Scarman, for a
roar of anger and indignation came
from all parts of the hall.

Captain Herriott looked to Sir Aubrey
for instructions, and the barenet nodded
his sleek head.

“Carry on,” he said.

Pal Jordan and his manager were too
scared to make the slightest_protest, for
the crowd was in an ugly mood; and
Pal, furthermore, knew that the poison
gas must have taken ‘some effect, Also,
Tiny Scannan was trembling with
white-hot rage, and the Dentist knew
that an engry man will often defeat
himself.

.Two mioutes were wasted upon pre-
liminaries, and then came the ﬁe]].

Strt{:pad to the waist, Tiny Scannan
looked savage and primitive as he left
his corner, and the mighty blow he
aimed at vordan’s head would un-
doubtedly have finished the fight had it
found its mark. But Jordan drew
back, and the next moment he planted
vicious body-blow that threatened to
splinter the giant’s ribs. Tiny, how-
ever, did not feel it, and what happened
after that was not pleasant to beﬁold.

Tight-lipped, and white-faced, Scan-
nan waded info the Dentist and used
both hands with a ferocity. that brought
a gasp from the wide-eyed fans; and
less than a minute found Jordan reeling
like a drunken man, his body a mass of
purple blotehee, his face cut and. bleed-
ing. How he managed to remain on his
feet was a miracle,

Terry Carson's boyish faco was white
s he gripped Hefty Hebble by the arm.

“It will be murder,” he whispered
hoarsely, as Scannan’s mighty fist
smashed through his opponent’s guard
and landed with sickening force against
the thick throat. And then, as blow
followed blow and the American was
knocked. all over the ring: “It can't last
long, thank goodness!”

Certainly nothing human could have
survived Scannan's merciless onslaught,
and the American was breathless,
bruised, and broken gs he grinned
stupidly and pawed at the air., He was
an object for pity, but there was no pity
in the heart of the Man of Tron.

Wild shouts broke from all parts of
the hall,

* Finish him off, Scannan |’

“8ky the towel, someone ! .

“No: make the dirty hound take his
gruel I*

“ Fight, you yellow cur!” ;

Dazed,  limp, and vreeling, with
searcely strength enough to stand upon
hiz feet, tho American tottered back-
wards before a straight-arm punch to
the mouth and clutched -desperately at
the ropes. Then, waiting until Scannan
was almost on top of him, he rallied his
last vestige of strength and lashed out
with hia foot, and the Man of Iron
snarled ' like a beast of prey as he
dodged nimbly and avoided the
treacherous kick.

“ Would you, you skunk?” he slouted,
swaying from side to side and glower-
ing at’ his opponent through narrowed
lids. “Wateh out!”

Leapin% through tho air like a
panther, Hcannan swung a terrific punch
which ecaught the American flush
beneath the chin and lifted him clean
off the canvas. An ear-splitting vell
went up from the spéetators as the lean-
limbed body slithered over the top rope
and c:'ashecf the Aoorboards with a force
which seomed to shake the whole
building.

Jordan was “out” in every sense of
the word.

Tiny Secanman looked anything but
amiable as he turned his bullet head and
glared up at the moon-faced clock over
the mantelpiece,

“The lop-eared dago said ke'd be here
on the siroke of twelve!” he growled.
“Yet it's gone ten minutes past, and
still there's no sign of him!”

Terry Carson and Hefty Hebble, who
were sitting in Ailen’s private office
with .the Man of Iron, exchanged
glances.

“Bir Aubrey makes it a rule never to
be on time.” remarked Hefty, “He

‘ thinks punctuality is a sign of weakness
and inferiority—believes in keeping the
other man waiting !”

The Man of Iron gave a deép-throated
grunt and glowered at his watch.

“I make it a rule never to be kept
waiting,” he declared, “and I give you
my word that the man who keeps me
waiting is asking for tronble—especially
when the appointment has something to
do with a little matter of sixty thousand
pounds,” he added,

“8ixty thousand!” echoed Terry
Carson, with a shrill whistle. “That's
the fifty-thousand-pound purse—"

“Bure,” cut in the Man of Iron;
“and another ten thousand that we
made over the scrap—gate-money, and
s0 on. And I'm sitting here waiting for
thirty of that: sixty thousand! left
Ailen at midnight on Saturday, and he
made a hard and fast appointment to
meet me here at tivelve o'clock to-day.
He said he'd be busy at the bank all
the morning. I—" He paused as a
knock came at the door. *Come in!” he
shouted.

The door opened to admit a pale,
neatly-dressed young man, who had
“clerk” stamped all over him.

“Mr. Scannan?” he asked, a tremor
in his thin voice.

“Bure,” nodded Tony. “What d'you
want ¥

“I'm from the bank, sir,” answered
the clerk, “and I've an important
packet for you.” He preduced a bulk
manuseript envelope as he spoke an
handed it to Scannan. “It’s from Sir
Aubrey Ailen, sir!”

Tiny snatched at the envelope and
glared at it with suspicion in his close-
set little eyes. -

“Where's 8ir Aubrey he
demanded. .

“1 don’t know, sirl”

S“Haven't you seen him this morn-
ing ¥’ asked Tiny, bringing his bushy
brows together. “Hasn’t he been to the
bank #”

“No, sir,” returned the clerk, becom-
ing acutely nervous under the close
cross-examination. “But I imagine he
saw Mr. Crabwell, the manager, some
time yesterday,”

“Yesterday  was _ Sunday,” said
Scannan, with something very like &
snarl, “You don’t do business ou
Sunday, do you?*

“It has been known, sir,” answered
the clerk, “especially in the matter of
important business,”

The Man of Iron nodded.

“Beat it 1" he said tersely.

And the clerk, breathing a sigh of
relief;, hastily obeyed the brusque com-
T iopi the flap of th 1

ipping open the flap of the envelope,
Scannan 'gextracted a sheaf of official-
looking documents and a letter, and a
black scowl -dawned upon his broad
countenance as he read the letter.

now ?”

The document, which dated
Monday, read as fellows:

“My very dear Tiny,—By the time you
get this letier I shall be out of the
country, having booked my passage
in a boat, which shall be nameless,
for a foreign port, the name of which
I shall not disclose. I have in my pos-
session the sum of sixty thousand
pounds, and it is with this sum that I
intend to travel the world and have a
right royal time. You sec, my dear
Tiny, I am fed-up with England, so I
am going to shake its dust from my feet
for ever, In ‘going off with the sixty
thousand pounds, which I drew out of
the bank early yesterday morning, By
the way, I am conscious of the fact that
I am not adhering to the terms of our
agreement; but, in order to get right
with my conscience, I am going to make
very handsome retribution. ~Enclosed
you will find documents dealing with
Btorrydene Villa F.C., and in one of
these documnents you will sce that I have
made you a present of the club—lock,
stock, and barrel. The club is now your
own personal property, my dear Tiny;
you are its sole owner.

“You have made no secrct of the
ungenerous suspicions you have always
harboured with regard to iy straight-
forwardness and probity, so it should
comoe as no great surprise to vyou to
learn that you have been cleverly dished

by yours truly,
¥ XUBREY ARTHUR AILEX.”

“Anything wrong, Tiny?” asked
Hefty Hebble, as the Man of Iron sat
back-in his chair and gazed reflactively
at his matted, leg-o’-mutton fist.

““Nothin',” returned Scannan, with a
grim smile; then, lifting a, finger for
silence, he read the letter:aloud.

“My only Aunt Agatha!” ejaculated
Terry Carson, when the husky voiee
trailed away, and Tiny lifted his stony-
eyed countenanece. “The treacherous,
double-dealing rotter! What are you
going to do about it, old man?”

“What can I do about it?” asked the
Man of Iron, with a hopeless shrug. “I
certainly. ain’t going to chaso this slip-
pery little beast all round the ‘world,
so about the'best thing I can do is to
accept his present and take over control

was

of the old Villa. And I tell you, bo 78,

he ran on, his ugly features expanding
in & wide grin, “that I ain’t at all sorry
that things have panned out like this,
‘cauge I toll you straight that never in
all my wanderings have I met such
white men as the lads who play for the
club!  Ailen's arrangements are going
to suit me down to'the ground, and if I
knew his address I guess I'd write and
tell him so! Wa're going: to be &' real
happy {family, boys, with Mr. Tiny
Scannan as chairman. Mr. Hefty Hobblo
as viee-chairman——"

“Me!” growled Hefty, flushing to the
roots of his tousled head.

“Bure,” nodded the Man of Iron.

Then: “And Mr. Terry Carson as
player-manager | ) .
“But——" began Terry, his eyes

bright, his cheeks glowing.
“No arguments!” roared the Man of

-Ivon, jumping up and toweri nE over the
1

other two. “I'm boss here, y'know, and

my word is law, and when I order you

two swabs to shake hands with me

you've got to shake, and lively!
ake!”

And Hefty Hebble and Terry Carson
gripped hands, and both wished Tiny
Scannan, the 8Storrydene goalkeeper,
and now chairman of the club, every
success 1n his new venture.

THE EXD.
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NON-STOP TO
SCOTLAND!

The ** Flying Scotsman ™ is one of the
most famous expresses in the world, and
just now it is winning fresh laurels by
doing the 392 miles from London to
Edinburgh without a stop. Here we see
it passing over the Border Bridge at
Berwick-on-Tweed, on the last lap of its
“run" to the Scottish capital,
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A TOTEM TALE!

Totem carving 1s fast becoming a lost
art, for nowadays the Indian devotes
his talents to more modern pursuits,
However, at Tulalip, Washington,
on the Indian Reservation there,
William  Shelton—or Chief Wah-
Cah-Dub, leader of the Snoqualmie
Tribe, to give him his native name—
18 reviving the art. In the photo he
is telling the story of the totem to his
little granddaughter, Marjorie Coy.
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“THE SCHEMER OF THE
REMOVE!"

(Continned Jiom page 28

1ok ile studdy and elosed the
Lilbi.

1y Cosia did not move

Pervor ehinined Lim to his seu!

Wi note would be fownd on” Wiarton

ho note st be found on Whiatton !
How contd it fuil ta beFound on him?
Andd thety——

v s b {romiblid,

Chen e wonkd e aeoused  of Liye
ceaehery of which D Tad beon guilty !
Ul one fellow whio cane from L= own
country, the one fellow at Greviriars
who was able to vead dim like an open
Vook, the fellow whosp careless, smiling
fuce hnd Hidden unsleeping vigilanee,
Ll told hime what to expeet if  the
Vanknote  wis  found in Wharton's
Pevantmsion What would ecome of such
an peousation-—hucked, np by Bunter's
fantastic story? D Costs hiardly knew.
But’ he fenpod—he fenred in the veny
rarrow of his bones!

Me. Queleh presidied over Ihee =enreh
in the Temove passoge,  Mr. Queleh
s in Lis grinnmest mood, detormined

bt e affaiv of the bunknote should
be sottled for good aud all. The search
was rigid enoughs  Bvery study was
vooted over by Trott under My,
Rueleh's gimlet-eye. Lvery fellow in
the Remove turnied  his pockets ont,
Lorid Manleverer's faee was the pieture
of dismnl delour. Tlp realsed that all
I]:i.‘ wiak the I'l‘-.N|l of his r'nr--i\-annv.n.
Some of the fellows toak il all as more
or liss of n joke. Others wera deeply
aunored wnd pritded,  All of Lhem hind
toy g throngh n. Nobody, eerininly,
wis  focling ony nneasiness—with e
cxcoprion of Aerhur da Cosla,

i ordeal was shive e (6FGEE to kam.

Whatton was bouwnd _to produce Lhe
tanknote; Le wonlid produee it in all
wmocenee, Tt would v adenfified !
Wharton . would  bo acelised ! " Lhen
wonild the comnter-ne fon of
Hurree Juoset Ram Singli; to

COn

and
what that might lead Da Costi o did not
know, but he feared in the very dopths
of Lis heart,

And when, ot the end of that rigorous
senrelr, the bankuoto was not found, Du
Costn breathed llui']\I}‘ “with, relief.,
Somchow—he could not fimagine how—
(le baukiote was no lopger in Whar-
{on's possezsion; lig conld not wecount
for it, bt hw felt the dark eyes of the
naboly on him, and his relief “was
LDENUTE(,

After tho goarch was over, the masier
of thie Rewmove addressed his Form in
the Remove passage,

NEXT WEEK'S RIPPING YARN OF
GREYFRIARS is entitled :

“HARRY WHARTON’S
ENEMY !”

IF YOU MISS IT, CiUMS, YOU'LL
MIS5 THE TREAT OF THE WEEK,

“The matter  is now  conchisively
sottled,” snid  Mr. Quelch, It s
abvious thut the banknote, was lost by
Muuleverer, and that he was mistaken
in thinking that he lefo it ynder the ink-
stand on s table.  Mauleverer !

“Yoans, sir”

“This is nol (he Gest time you hnye
lost monex.  You are very onreless,
Manleverer.,”

“Yauns, sirg I'm sorvy.”

“yau should be more careful, Maule.
voror!  You bave eaused an fnunense
amounl of unpecessary tronble, 10 s
eleay that your memory  plaged

luave the

vOu. CEe

fit=e, and that you did not
bankuote in your siudy

La

posed. 1 presume that you reulise that
now,”

Mauloverer did not roalise i in Lhe
least,  But he wus only too nnsiols dor

the matter to come toan en |

“If you tlhink so, eir, the maticr
ecttled,” he answered,

“Very good! The loss af the bank-
note, Mauleverer, is & proper punisle:
went for your earelessness. Probably
vou lost it out of gates, in which cnse
it ‘may never be found.  You deserve
tl]i-“n

“Yans, sir.'

" And in order to iipress wpon
the pecossity of care i such matie
Muuleverer, 1 shnll cane you

O

HSavorely M added Mr, Quelel:
lmi™
“Rollow e to iy studg,  Maule

voerer 1"

Lord Mauleverer followed Mr. Queleh
tn his study.  When he emerged, Lis
hnpless  lordship’s look wus o cloar
indication that the Roemove msster had
not spared the rod,  And, by way of

comifort, all the Remove told Maule-
verer that he deserved it
. . . . - 3

The affaie of the hanknolo was al an
end, Few fellows doubted that M,
Quelely was right, and that Mauly had
lost the fiver. Lord Muuleverer's own
opinion was unchanged ;- bul he did not
state it,  Two' fellows in the Remove
did not agree with Mr, Quolech—Huzel,
whose fixed belief was unchanged; and
the Bounder, whoso suspiciona wero as
koen us over.  As far Hurreo Jamset
Rom Siogh, that dusky junior was pef.
plexed aud dubious. But there was ona
point upon which he was not dovbitful,
nned that was that Lis vigilunee should
never #loep.

THE EXD.
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SAM'S TO YOUR CHUMS!

Fhiveficreall®s  shiveving Hn lie

Hhat for ?

Dr.

eturned to square daecoimis.
want o change places with The,
Na fulers !

T

1. ALF BIRCTEMALL, B.Sa ,—
@ whithh  faecns " Beardod Skool- |
master or “ Rarefeced

Scoundrel,” whichever you hke --
wat b his desk, ponring uver the kool
Ropigter.

Licking his fowrfinger from thno to tirw,
ihe MHead flicked over the pages with
nimble hands, till Lo ¢ano to & parragrati
which gave him paws,

It was an enlyvy in Dr. Birchemall'a own
vhollevly hand, and ho uuwzed at it ms iy
racssmerised,

"WILLIAM BODCGER.—Entersd Si.
'y February 30th, 1809, Son nf 2
famius  prizefighter.  Stavied his  skool
varecr Ly nocking  out  six  prefonta
Meverely voprimanded, awd eauticned as to
his fature condduct, Soundly bhirched, in
the smne  year, tor smoking in  lus
stwdy. 'The heddocks he wes cought
smoking were confiscated. Im 1900, the
young sweep orguniscd a Grato Rebellion,
st on being callod over the cosls by o
waster, he hit him on the lhead with o
hamomier. For this dasterdly  ofirnce,
Brdgor was put in the pillery, and bran-
ditlied with ot frong, When he came out
of tho ssuny after this punnishment, he waa
eruerzpelied from Bt. Sam’s in deep disgrace
and & hoarse-cab, September 31st, 1900,
Hir nane is hearby struck off the Skenl
Hogisier,''

Little did Dr. Birchemall dreem, whan
I hiasl put lis pen threw the illustrions
st of Bl Bodger, years and years
baare, that he would ever set eyes on Lhat
young reprobate aguin, He had swelced
Bill Bodger from St. Sam’'s, and that wais
the end of bim. Never again would hn
ivken the doora of De. Birchemall's
Aoy for the Sons of Jentlemen.

%o the Head thonght, enywey, Bwi
uow, fiko o pest from tho past, like a
cinist from the toom, Bill Badger lind
sinhlenly tuemed up again at St Sam's.
s Duird come down with other selly brated
{d Boys, for the aunnal reanion.

rrleger was pow e man of middle ags,
of stulwart =tateler mnl oigantiek gicth.
Hhe: Jined Tulleonesd jo Lis Father’s foolsteps,
ok Dsaprine: 20 prizaeivhier, amd ¢l sl
vl Ny Besw ooy dvmog s stronz ag jron
ey, (e foenpoeg),

Pasdgor had cone fwwe 4o faes waly the
s dpenmatene ol Lol __r..-.u_..ﬁ.....m..__...h:.__:.,.._. INTIT
Aoard o g suel e srrvvebies oG -
FTHT ‘_. _._....___ R LN TS T T DR AT T o

M hy, e once sucked a chinp
froue St Sant's, and now that chap’s

S R ¥ I3 R R T N B, N _._ﬁ_...u.

shoes. xm.\ ’ ,...
Anyone y ik
n. 7 Q ./
§
! ;
.F 1
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No wander Dr. Birchemall was shaking
and queking, os he peronzed that entry in
the Skool Register.

How sonn would (he Llow f2l1 7 And
what lorm wonld Bill Bodger's rovengo
take ?

Cold slivers chased thomselves down the
Head’s spine ns he asked himseld those
questions.

L'lump, clompety-climp !

Hevvy [(uotmarka sgounded in tho
eoyridor,  Amd Dr, Rirchemell, at the
ronnd of thiat ghostly tread, felt his blud
turn to ice.  Quaking with comprehension,
lie sprang to hia fest,

{.ragh !

Thae door of the Head's study was thrown
open without serromony, and Bill Boedgor
burat in, like a eyclone, tornado, tyfoon
and ‘hurryean rolled into one,

Dr. Birchemall threw hia diggnity to tho
fonr windas, and mnmm@n round the tablo.

“*It's all right, Birchemall!™ growled
Bill Bodger, * Don’t get the wind up. I
‘aven't ealled for my revenge. That can
wait. As saon ns e time’s ripe, I shall
srrike 4

Y 1

* An' I'll make you roo the day (ling Yon
saclked me from Hi. Saem'al 'l

“Oh, deap !t

The Hend camn glowly round from the
far sido of the table,

*“ 1 wish you wonldn't bavo mallis, -Mr.
Bodger, Why continew to havber feelings
nf ranker and revenge ! Why not let
byeones he _..an_:..w ?  Let us full on each
athers” nex, and swarg eternal friendship 'V

“Not likely ! snorted Bill Bodger,
*I'm wearry partickuler whoe I chuma up
witlt. Now, lisgen to me, Birchomall |
Twenty-eight yeara ogo, na the crow {ics,
v stnked e feom Bt Sam's "

"It woy wonisearriege of juatisa 1" eadil
Dr. Biechemall, T admit it. It was n
rroal aml barbermms punnishment, for a
tromiery offence, Eoat I am eager (o
male etaneracnf, Me Bodger! You may
consider  yanrgell unsacked ! You may
frave Llny study without & slane on youe
caveasier 1Y

Hall Boadger gave nognork,

*Hah ! he eppeelnimed, ' Likewise,
val ! 18 won bate o the day for you to
icinke tedress -—- =77

TNabouk all ! Feoden't mbladay yed 1tV

Ve navle vao wofier when 1 was r ki,

braa’ B ity tuen Lo sisthe you sulfer !

—

INTRODUGE THE CHUMS OF ST

Nemo me impune  lassessit,' D'vor re-
nmiember teaching me thet Lattin teg ¢
' No one lwirty me with impunity. Yon
E.dﬂaﬁ me black end blew when I was youy
Pyl 4

" Forget it 1" said the Head lhastily,
" Waah it ont! ILet us be brothers, my
dear Bodgor ! " -

“ You put me in the pillory,'"” went on
Bill Badger, unhesding. * In tlose days,
helore the law steppeéd in and put a stop to
your feendish croolty, you used to have &
pillery erected in the-quad. You put me
in it, and Lrandished me with hot irons.
L can still feel them sear me—""

" Seariously, Mr. Bodger, I'm Fright-
fully sovey ! It wes a burning shame. It
hits never ceased to brand my conshence—""

“Rot! You ain’t never 'ad a e¢dn-
shenee, you ain't, You'd put me in the
ﬂ;_mﬂ_. again, if yon 'ad 'alf a chance,
But it’s Bill Bodgor who ‘olds the whip

= &1 E
| HE
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‘and vow, my bewty! An’ before I goes
baele, I means to ’ave my r-r-revengoe |

“What sre you going to do, then 7™
taltered Dr. Birchemnall,

" Weight and soa ! ™ said Bill Bodger.

And with this eriptick utterance he
moved to tha door.

“"I’'m playin’ in the ericket-matell this
afternoon,” he said. ' Skipperin® the
)d Boys® team against the present
—.IUM.IW.-

Dr. Birghemall starec.

" Not skippering tlie team, surely 17

*“1've said it." .

" But—but Colonel Fiery Sparkea hes
rkippored the Old Boys' eleven from time
hinmaterial ! And he will natcherally
vggspect to skipper it-thia afterncon.”

“Well, ’&'ll be unlucky!” said Bill
Bodger, with s prin. T gin't goin’ to
play second fiddle to nobedy. An’ if thie
t‘olonol Fiery Sparkes triez fo be funny,
I'li punch ‘iz ‘ead till fiery sparks come !
I' a'pose you'll ho m.__mu.“ﬂq for the Skool
tcam, Birchemall ?°

“Of corss | T

“Then we shall meet again! An" if
you 'appen to be battin® when I ‘appen to
ke bowlin’—beware ! "

Dr. Birchemall liad visions of bheing
hraned by a cricket-bgll, and when his
vizziter had gone he wrang the bell for
Binding the paga.

“ Asli’ Burleigh of the Sixth fo toiter
nlong,” he seid.

I, T, sir? ™

Burlsigh appeared in r few minniia.

“I've mu.ﬂ._h. nawa for you, Burleigh,' said
the Head. "I shan't be able to play this
afternoon.”

“Qh, good 1" said the captin of Bt.
Sam’'s, beaming all over his dile. * The
m__hmnn.m will heve a chance of winning, after
all 1

“ Eh ? ¥ demanded the Head, shayply.

“ Ahorn! What I mean is, sir, this iz a
crughing blow! I don't know what we
thall do without yown. Why can't you
play, sir 2V
" Cold feet!" opgsplained the Hsad.
‘“ My peddle eggstremities ara frozen stiff,
and I can't mezsidge them back to life.”

** Hooray '—I roean, what rotten luck,
air, But p'r’aps you'll turn out aa umpire ¥
'Then you'll ba able to get your feet warm,
dodging the balk [’

' AH gorene,”™ said the Head. * Rely
on me, Burleigh.”

bw.wm La chuckled to think how easily he
hacl frustreted the sinnister desines of Bill
Bodger.

- 11, -
'Y T mm..w..m M.wnm,.m..-mum_ﬁ ﬂ.m. HH.-.H ﬂ_..._. uﬂu..m__._.
rAd  team— you or ma 1"

Bill Bodger popped the
question  to Colonel Fiery
Sperkes, in the cricket pavilion. He hed
the Colonel's head in chasneery, angd was
punching it for all ho was worth,

Biff | Thud! Biff! Thud!

i " Yaroopoo | 7
yelled the Colonel,
who wes not
accusztomad to
having his head
usedasapunching
hall. ** Chuckit !
Stoppit 1

™ Answer ‘m
question, then ! ™

i

prowled. Bijll
Budger, pounding
away as if he
was needing
dough, **Who’
shipperin®  the
sida 3™

* Yagoooo ! M
roared the
Colonel.

“Ah! That's

gll T wanted to
Lkuow, ¥ said’ Bill
Bodger, releasing

Lig nnforehumit victim. * Nopw we can
got on with the game.”

Ang he tossed for choice of innisgs with
Burleigh of the Sixth, .

Y It'g either heads or tales! ™ gail Bill
Bodger, as the coin fell, .

" You're right 1 "' said Burleigh, with a
rye face. "I supposse you'll hat Brst 27

" No; you can hgve first nock.™

Burleigh and Tellboy, the jinnts of thoe
Hixth, went out to open the innings for
St. Sam's.

The umpirea had already strélled on (o
the turf ; and Dr. Birchemall wss seated on
& camp.stool caressing his beard.

‘Bill Bodger, being kaptin of 1he Old
Boys, promptly put himself on to hole,

Whizz |

The ball flew from Bill Bodger's hand,
ond Burleigh of the Sixth ducked wildly.
But he wazs too late! ‘Whe ball eaught
him g fesrful erack on tho crenivim, and ho
hewled with sngwish.

" Yarooooo !’

“Fowl!l™ cried Dr, Birchemall, egg-
mitedly, ' **A very foul fowl!"

Bill Bodger spun round, with o gleom in
his eye,

“Did you speak, Birchemull!”
demended with menass.

“Nunno! Notatall!' szid the Head
hastily.

The geme went on; but it went on
without Burleigh, who lied hLad,K enufi,
That erack on the head hed nearly broned
him, and he looked quite dazed as he
staggered off the pitch. He Led teken
Y fimt nock,” with a venjenco; bLut he
wasn't staying for more !

Dr. Birchemall thanked hia lucky stars

that he had cried off from tlie panme ; forin
the ordinery way he went in first [or St.
Sem's; and DBurleigh’'s unhappy {ate
would have been his—only moere s0. Yor
Burleigh had & thick head of here, which
eoffenad the fores of the blow ; whereass
-the Head's bald pato would have cracked
like an egg-shell !

The 8t. Bam's inninga was a procession,

Bounder followed Buorleigl:, and he was
nocked cut by the first bull hie resesved,
Tenderly they laid poor Bonnder on a
stretcher, end carried him off to the sanny.
And Swoftter, who followed on, shared a
sirnmiler fate,

“"Throo down for no runs!® chortled
Bill Bodger. * Thet's e jolly good atard !
T'm in deadly form, an' 1o mistake ! "

“Over ! " said Dr, Bircliomall, rising to
hia feoat. .

" Eh ! Bubl the match has only just
sterted !

** ¥ou've had six bawls," eggsplained the
Head, patiently. ‘' There are six bawlg to
&n over, and when the over's over gnother
bowler talkes over. Is{liat ¢lear ¢

Evidently it was not clear to Bill Bodzer,
for he promptly put himself on to bowl at
the ather end ; much to the fury of Celone]
Fiery Sparkes, whose rightful turn it wag

to bowl,
But the Colomel, though he raved and
stormed, and ramped snd rempoged, was |

dizereot enuff not to make a fuse about it.
He didn't want his head used as a punching
ball again |

Bill Bodger went on with his deadly
work, and the batsmen foll Iike skittles
befere his hurryean atteck.

It began to look ag if the hole 8t, Sam's
team would be skittled out without
scoring & single run. But the two last
men 1B—VWackett and Sloggitt, of the
Sixth—had & brainy. idea. They rushed
off to tho skool mewszewm, and put on
saots ol armer, which had Leen worn by
ancient nights, In this formiddable guya,

and with their wisors elosed,” thay wero |

eble to resist the deadly bowling of
Eodger,

The spociecle of two armer-clad fpgers,
_E.Euw at the wicket, sent the onlookera
into historica,

"Wackitt snd Sloggité maneged to score

lie

sixly runs
betoreSlozgith
wis o oot
Lhrew fripping
over his spurs,

Al out
for  =mixty !
chnekled  Bill
Bodgor,
" Why, Lahall
beat ‘em off
my oven bat!”

Bill Bodgor
openetdl  thao
(id Boya'
innings  witly
Colomel Fim
Sparkes. o
made a mily
swipe =al tho
Grat bell he
resceviett, and
miszed it hy
yards, and his
muddle stump
was wipped
out of tho
ground.,

“Ha, ha!™
choriled Bur-
leigh of  tho
Sixth. “How'a
that, um-
pire 2

“Not out!™

said Dr. Bit- op, goaccacte of an armap-
n_pwm_um:. clad figger going in to bat
W. w-gant the onlookers into

what 7 "' atut- historlos.
tered Burleigh.

“ Not oud 1 ™ repested tho Hend, Grmly,
** That was meerly a trial budl,”

**Oh, my hat ™

Burleigh sent down anothey hall, and {is
time Bill Bodger spooned it inte the nir.
Bounder of the Sixth stood waiting far i1r,
with upturned palms,

“Prop itl" eried 1
sherply. * Put it on the lloor

And Bounder, who dared not defy his
Headmaster, obeyed. Thers weos a gaap ol
ammezermnent from the specked-tators,

“ Dr, Birchemell ! "' eried Burleigh, Ius
hansom face flushed wilh gnger. ™ You'yvo

P
it
ey
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Bivchemall,

Bl
+

bsen ‘bribed by the Old Boys! You're
trying to sell the mateh |V
“Rot!"” anid Dr. Birchemall, ""T've

gunk pretty lTow, I admif, but 1 haven's
come -to selling matches yet! Sirike o
light! What a Iow-down sugzgestion !
You've mato ma in such a wax, Burleigh,
thet you'd better look to your aafety IV

'The game went on, and Bill Dodger,
sided by the Head's amazing deeisions,
soon hit off the requissit number of runa
to give tho Old Boya the vietory. When
he mede the winning hit, the Head
rushed up to him.

“ Congratters ! '” ho cried. “ You are
the hero of the match, My, Bodger, end it
will give me grate plezzure to carl’y you off
the field !.™

“Ands off 17 growled Bill Bodger.
" You can't get round me, Birchemall. I
s'pose you think that if you butter me up
enufi, I shall wave my revenge. Buf my
vow of venjonce still holde good., You
shall not excapo me, Birchiemall ! Befora
another weak has collapsed, you will find
Nemmysis on your premises!”

And with that dire thret, Bill Bodger
strode away, leaving Dr. Birchemall
blanohing and blenching, and shaking and
gquaking, and trembling from head to foouy
with mortle terrer!

THE EXD,

(Next week’s yarn of St San'’s ;: ' AN
I FOR AN 11" will ralze anotier fony
laugh, You can only make surc of veadiu
ity chumas, by ordeving your MAGNET weld
(it advance,)
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