“PLAYING THE GAME!”

Extra-special School Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

0 No. 1,004, Yol XXX1V, Week Ending July 7th, 1828,

THE HOPE OF HIS

(.1 foreeful incident from the grand scheol gavn of Coey

SIDE!
friavs — insiide.



NEWS PARS AND

PICTURES !

TEDDY GETS A SHOCK!

It happened on a rainy day—not unusual in England I—
end the Polar bear shown in the photograph alongside,
was the nn|y inhabitant of the Zoo who seemed to be
enjoying the climatic conditions. He felt so pleased, indeed,
that he needs must gaze at himself in the water. But,
alas, for Teddy's vanity ! For, upon looking at his reflec-
tion in t]'le water, he saw not a fair, beautiful white form,
but a vlsmn in black ! Teddy gave a snort of utter disgust

. decided, like the rest of us, that he did not like
the wet Weathu after all |
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BOXING AS IT
SHOULDN'T BE!

Boxing, if we were to judge it from
this photugraph must be an amazing
sport, what with Roman helmets, alarm-
clocks, and referees in check suits ! One
can sympathise, too, with the fellow
lying on the ground. To have a sword
perilously close to one’s throat, with a
mallet hovering over one’s nose, is not
exactly enticing. No need to worry,
however, chums! This is boxing as it
shouldn't be. In other words, it's a part
of the " rag" organised by the under-
grads of Chester University in aid of
local hospitals [

SMALL, BUT
CLEVER!

The picture on the left shows
a small, but clever pupil of the
Newdigate Wood Carving Class
at work, carvmg a ]lons head
out of wood. Clever he cer~
tainly is, as a glance at his work
will emphatically testify, This
school was started by Mrs,
E. C. Janson. twenty-three
years ago, with the object of
providing an interest for the
lads in the village of Newdigate,
Surrey. To-day it is well
known, not only for its awards,
but for its wonderful work;
indeed, Her Majesty Queen
Mary herself, has shown great
interest in the articles carved
by this class!




AHE ANSSED CHANCE!  Theve's big money waiting for Da Cosia, the Envasian, ff ke can manage fo bring abaue
farry Wharton's disgrace. Yet wchen the f)ppo:lmlﬂy for ichich he has schemed and planned comes along, Da
Coslu fets it slip through his jingers., Why 2

A Dramatic New Long Complete School Yarn, dealmg with the Adventures of Harry

Wharton & Co. of the Greyfriars Remove.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Much for Bunter !
RRI\T,Y old chap—"
[ Fh ar
‘IN [ll

“Why, you heast, I haven't asked you
vet!” exclaimed Billy Bunter, of the

L1}

Remove Form at Greyfriars, indig-
oantly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No, all the same,” he answered.

“Now roll away, Bunter—we're going
to play cricket, you know!”

“0Oh, really, 'Wharton—"

“Buzz off, you fat fly!” said Bob
Cherry c‘.luaerih “Where's my bal?
Hand me my bat; Franky—I waunt to
prod Bunter.”

h, don't be an ass, you know,” said
Billy Bunter peevishily. *“I say, Harrv
old iellow, I was going to ask you—"

(imo

“ The snswer is in the esteemed nega-
tive!” grinued Hurree Jamset Ram
‘«lnrrlh

There was a chuckie from the Remove
cricketers gathered on Little Side.

Suunps were pitched for a Torm
match—the Remove were playing the
Fourth that afternoon. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were ready—the heroes of
the Remiove were alwayvs on time on
such an oceasion. The Fourth were not
quite ready. Cecil Reginald Temple,
the captain of the Iourth, was a
leisurely youth, never in a hu vy and
lre did not mmd in the least keeping the
other side waiting.

Billy Bunter rolled up to the group
of Remove fellows outside the pavilion.
Bunter was not a cricketer, and. not
mnch interested in cricket. He had not
come, like other Remove men, to watch
the game. But it was evident that Le
wanted something. When a fellow was
addressed as “old chap,” by Billy
PBunter, in affectionate tones, Le did not

need telling that Buonler wantled somie-
thing.

What Bunter wauted was really im-

material. Whether he wanted a place
in the Form team for the mateh, or a
little loan to tide him over till his cele-
brated .postal-order came, or assistance
in writing out lines for Mr. Quelch, the
answer was in the negative.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Ilere comes
Temple at last!” exclaimed Bab
Cherry, as the elegn.nt. figuro of Cecil
Regmald Ig]:iea}:izcl in the oﬂing

i

I say, Harry, old man—
“ Hook it, Bunter!"
“Will you—"
“No:!)
“Lend me—"
[1] ND‘!J
“Your bike?!” Bunber got il out at
ast.
‘:No!.'!
“Now, look here, Wharton, you're

net using your bike this uftmnoon,"
armlod Bunter. “ Now, are you?’

“I don’t use a bike, as a ruIe, in play-
ing cricket,” answered the .captain of
the Rcmove gravely. “A bab is move
usual.”

“Oli, don't be a funny ass, you know !
If yow're not using vour bike, why can’t
¥ou lend it to me??

“Fathead! Why can’t you use your
own?"

“Oh, really, Wharton! You know
my bike's got five or six punctures, and
tlie pedals twisted, and the chain
snapped, and one wheel skewed. It's
been like it all this term,” said Bunier
sorrowfully, “T've asked all you chaps,
one after ancther, to put it right [or

me. You can't say I haven’t.”

“Dear man!”  said Bob Cherry.
" Now, where will you have the end of
this bat, Bunter? Fore or aft?”

“Hn,. La, ha!"

“Keep that bat away, you beast! 1T

say, Harry, okl fellow, don't be selfish,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

you know,’ urged Buuier “Why can't
yon lend me your bike?’

‘You see, T don't want it {o have
five or six punctures, and the pedals
twisted, and the chain snapped, and
one \\heel skewed !” explained Whar-
ton. “You may like a jigger in that
state, old fat man; but I should hale
it. S0 if you don’t mind, let my biko
alone "

“But I do mind!"” urged Bunle

“Let it alone, all the same!

“ Look hore. old chap—"'

' Buzz off I"

“Look here, you beast—""

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You fellows ready!"” drawled Cecil
Regumld Temple., “I llopa you're nob
goin’ to keep us waitin’,

“Ready and \'\mtmg
Harry Wharton. ‘' Now,
Bimtm——-dou t bother !”

answered
roll away,

‘But, T say—
“Prod him, Bob!”
“Yaroooooh !" roared Bunter, as Boh
Cherry gave him a playful pake with

the business end of a willow. “Ow1”
Bunter jumped back.
Then there was another roar. DBuntes

did not see very clearly before hini,
Iience the big speciacles that adorned
his fat little nose. Even with the aid
of those big spectacles, Bunter could not
see behind him. That was only to Lo
expected. So when he jumped back
from Bob Cherry's lunging bat, Bunter
really was not to blame for lnndmg on
the foot of onc of the Remove cricketers
—who happened to be Arthur da Closta,
the Eurasian juniorn.

It wos not Bunter's fault. Tt was
Arthur da Costa’s misfortune,
Dut it was not a light matler. Bun-

ter's weight was no joke; and when he
came down suddenly on a fellow's foot,
every ounce told—and Dunter's weight
could hardly be computed in ounces.
According 1o the Remove féllows, it
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Lad to be computed in tons; and even
then it was necessary to go into high
figures. :

That, of course, was an exaggeration,
Thut the roar of anguish from Da Costa
showed that William George Bunter
was not, &t all events, a light-weight.

“Oh! Ow! OL!”

It was Arthur da Costa’s turn to
jump. He jumped on owe foot, clasping
the other with both hands,

“You fat duffer 1” roared Bob Cherry.

“I gay, you fellows, I trod on some-
thing—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked round to sce what he
Lad trodden on. The next moment his
licad was in chancery, and Arthur da
t‘osta was punching his fat little nose
with terrific energy.

“Ow! Yarooogh! Help!” roared
“I say, you fellows, dragim-
off! He's gone potiy! Yaroogh!

Help!”

& Sh, my hat!” gasped Wharton,
“Btop him " .

The Eurasian was in a blaze of
passionate temper, and certainly he
would have hurt Bunter had he not been
siopped. Put thres or four of the
Removites grasped him and jerked him
away from the Owl of the Remove.

“"Nuff's as good as a feast!” raid
Johnuy Bull.

“Let me go!” velled Da Costa, “I—
I will smash him—F'1l—"

Bob Cherry caught Bunter by a fat
arm and twirled him away from the
Xurasian, :

“Hook it, you fat dufier!” he said.

“Owl Wow! Yow—7"

“Hook it, ags! Do you want any
more, you chump?” .

Apparently Billy Bunter did not want
any more. He gave one blink at the
furious face of the IRurasian, and
hooked it promptly. Da Costa was
struggling with the fellows who held
him back.

“Chuck it, Da Costa,’” said Harry
Wharton sharply. “ It was an accident.
Don't play the goat.”

Da Costa gave him a fierce laok: but,
he calmed himself with an effort. Ceeil
Reginald Temple wes staving ot him
with a curling lip; there was derision
in the faces of many of the juniors
QOutbreaks of passionate temper like this
were not at all the thing at Greyfriars,

“The fat fool hwrt my foot!” mut-
tered Da Coéta sullenly.

“Well, feet have been trodden on
before, without a voleanic eruption
following,”” ‘rémarked Vernou-Smith.
“We don't like wild cats here, Da
Costa.”

The Eurvasian's eyes gleamed at the
Bounder, and lLe opened his lips for an
angry retort. Harry Wharton inter-
posed hastily.

“That's enough—chuck it! We're
lere to ]Jlay ericket, not to rag! Chuck
it, I tell you!"

Da Costa turned sulkily away, his
olive face dark and sullen.

“Now, then, Temple—"

Choice of innings fell to the captain
of the Hemove. o elected to bat first,
‘and called to the Eurasian.

“Da Costal You open with Bob."

“Yess !

The sullen scowl vanished from Da
Costa’s face. Temple and his men
lounged into the field; and Bob Cherry
and Arthur da Costa went to the
wickets. Harry Wharton's glance fol-
lowed the Eurasian curiously. The
olive face was bright and cheery; every
movement of the lithe figure active and
alert; he looked every inch a ericketer.
And the captain of the Remove, watch-
ing him, wondeyed—as many times he
had wondered when he watched the
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Bunter,

Lurasian on the ericket-field. Inow-
ing what he did of the fellow, his feel
ing towards him was one of loathing—
the feeling he might have had for a
snake in the grass. But when he wes
playing the summer game, Da Costa
seamed a totally different fellow} and
on the ericket ground it came oddly into
Wharton's mind that he ‘could " have
liked hini, and made a friend of him

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter has a Good Time!

ILLY BUNTER—from & secure
distance—watched the Remove
cricketers. He was not inters
ested -in the game—he watched
them onIPy till the match had fairly
started, Then he rolled away; and his
footsteps took him in the direction of
the bike-shed. Harry Wharton & Co.,
being occupied with cricket, naturally
had no cyes for Bunter; and Bunter's
next proceedings required that no eyts
should be uwpon him.

Bunter had decided on a bike spin
that afternoon. He was not speecially
keen on o bike spin: but a fellow had
to do something on a half-holiday. He
would have been willing to play cricket
for the Remove, had the captain of the
Remove been willing to give a wicket
away to the other side. He would have
preferred immensely a sgpread in some
follow's study—but no spread was avail-
able. He could have spent a happy
afternoon in the school shop, had Mrs.
Mimble understood the advantages of
running a business on the lines of ex-
tensive eredit. But Mis,  Mimble
didn’'t. He would gladly have gone
over to Cliff House to tea with Haazel-
dene, if Hazel had given his consent—
but so far from giving his consent, Hazel
had undertaken to kick Bunter into the
middle of next weck if he found him
within half & mile of Cliff House.

Bunter wounld have gone to the
pictures with Willilam Wibley, if Wib
would have stood him a ticket. But
Wib—with the selfishness to which Bun-
ter had become accustomed at Grey-
friars—wouldn’t. He would joyful?y
have taken a run on the motor-bike that
belonged to Coker, of the Fifth; but
for the absolute certain fact that Coker
of the Fifth would have left him for
dead afterwards. He would even have
joined Mr. Quelch and Mr. Wiggins,
who had gonc out in a car, had the
desired the company of a nice, well-
maunnered, fascinating fellow. But they
didn't

S0 it was really a case of any port in
a storm. A fellow had to do something;
and Bunter decided that the something
should be a bike spin.

He could have found a rather useful
occupation in repairing his own bike,
which undoubtedly needed it. But that
sort of occupation did not appesal to

Bunter. He lived in hopes of some-
body else rcpairinF his dilapidated
jigger. TUntil that happened, Bunter's

own bike was likely to rust unused,
Bunter had pointed out that Bob
Cherry had spent hours and hours, and
made himself as black as a nigger, re-
pairing the bike that belonged to Mar-
jorie Hazeldene of Cliff House, Why
he couldn't do the same for Bunter was
a mystery to-Bunter. But either he
couldn’t or he wouldn’t.

Bunter did not, therefore, think of
touching his own unhappy jigger. He
had decided on Wharton’s bike, which
was a handsome machine, and always in

ood order. He had asked Wharton to
end it to him, fair and square., A
fellow couldn't do more than that,
Bunter felt that he had done all that

conld reasonably be expected of lLim;
and now he went to the bike-shed for
the bieyele,

Hazeldene of the Remove was there
when he arrived.  Hazel was comn-
pleting the repair of o puncture.

“Going over to Cliff House now?"
asked DBunter,

“¥Yes,” grunted Hazel, “when I've
finished this rotten puncturo.”

" Like me to come, after all?”

“Oh, cheese it 1"

"I was going to say,” said Bunler,
with dignity, “that I shouldn’t be able
to come. I've got rather too many en-
gegements on a half-holidey, Hizel, to
have time for teaing at a girls’ school.’>

“QOh, shut up !

“Look here, you cheeky rotter—"

Hazel gave him s glare.

“¥You lock as if somebody’s been
punchmg your nose,” he snapped. "I
you douw’t want some more in the same
place, don't bother me while I'm doing
this beastly puncture "

“That ecad Da Costa,” eaid Bunter,
“I'd have thrashed him, only—only 1
didn't want to interrupt the cricket.”
Heo rubbed his fat little nese tenderly.
“1 say, Hagel—"

“Bhut up!” roared Hazel.

azel was rather a clums
repairs. He was warm undy
and sticky with solution, an
in a bad temper,

“Don’t get your rag out, old bean,”
said Bunter calmly. " Ii's not iy fault
yow're chucked out of the cricket.”

Hazel breathed hard,

“In fact, I'm sorry for yon,” said
Bunter, blinking at'him. “T know you'd

hand with
erspiring,
ohviousﬁr

bragged that you were going over o
play  Rookwood—and now you'ra
chucked even in o Form match! Lets

you down a bit—what?"”

“I refused to play in the Form
match!” said Hazel, in a choking voice.
“I bar Wharton, aud I won't play in
his teamn.”

Bunter gave Lim a fal wink,

“Too thick, old fellow! The lact is,
they don't want you now they've got
that new man, Da Cesta—somebody had
to go to make room for him, and you
went ! He, he, he!”

Hazel, with flaming face,
not to hear,

“Rather rough on you, old chap—
what " said Bunter, blinking at him.
“I'm rather sorry for you! Makes you
look rather an ass—what? All vou can
do is to blow off steam about barrin
Wharton, and declining fo play, and aﬁ
that—but, of course, that won’t wash|
You can hardly expect it to, ean you,
old chap?”

If this was Bunter's way of express-
ing sympathy, it was lacking in tact.
Hazel was already exasperated by an
obstinale puncture, and by sticky solu-
tion that seemed to adhere to him every-
wlhere it ought not to have been. He
rose from his bicyele with a glitter in
his cye, and a tube of solution in his
hand.

“You fat rotter!”

“Q0h, really, Hazel— Yaroooogh!”
roared Bunter, as Hazeldene grasped
the back of his eollar with one hand,
and squeezed tho solulion over his fat
face with the other.

“Take that, you cleeky [at [rog!”

“Qoaoch

Bunter took it—there was no help for
that! Hazel released him, and stepped
back, grinning now. DBunter’s.fat hands
c]awm{{ at lis face, and came away
horribly sticky. William George Bun-
ter lelt as if he had been wrapped up
in fly-papers. It was noi a happy

affected

feeling. )
“OGrooogh! Ow! TDeast!” gasped
Bunter. “I’ll jolly well lick you—I—

Eeop off, you rotter 1"
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Billy Bunter was telling Horace Coker what he thought of him when the Fifth
Bunter let out a roar, as he received
considerable circumference. (See Chapler 4.)

the iat Removite, Whiz !

Hazel made a movement with the
solution, Bunter did not want any
more of that solution. He bolted out
of the bike-shed ; and Hazel returned to
Lis puncture, feeling a little better,

For the next quarter of an hour or so,
William George Bunter was busy in the
House. Bunter was not very particular
ghout the cleanliness of his fat visage;
indeed, it was said in the Remove that
he never would have swashed at all if
lie could have helped it. According to
Skinner, the last ‘time Bunter had
washed his neck, he had found a collar
Le had lost the previous term. Still,
c¢ven Bunter had his limits, and he
could not set off to enjoy his half-holi-
day with stickr solution all over his
face. S0 he rubbed and scrubbed, and
serubbed and rubbed, for quite a long
iime, before he repaired to the bike-
slied once more.

By that time Hazel was gone. Billy
Thnter lifted Wharton's bike from the
stand and wheoled it out.

Like Moses of old, he looked this way
nivd be looked that way. But the Re-
wove fellows were plaving cricket far
off, and Alivking of anything but
William George Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove wheeled the bike safely out,
and prepared to mount in the road.

William CGeorge Bunter rather prided
liimself upon his figure: there was, az
lie justly remarked, no other figure like
it in the Remove., To this he attri-
buted his  distinguished appearance,
still, it was a fact that his little fak
legs could hardly reach the pedals when
he was in Wharton's saddle, Considered
51dewn¥'s, Bunter was a tall fellow;
vertically, he rather lacked inches,

Pulting the saddie down to its lowest
extent would have been judicious; but
that involved labour. Not much, it i3
true, but some; and any exertion failed

7

.'.\ ,lf'r‘|/

““ Yaroooouh ! ™

N

to appeal to Bunter. He decided to
chance 1t as it was; and started on his
spin under those rather unfavourable
conditions.

It is said that a lazy man takes more
trouble to dodge work than an industri-
ous man to get it done. That was the
case with Bunter, at least,  On that
sunny summer’s afternoon he might
have enjoved a spin through the leafy
lanes and by the shady patﬁs under the
old beecher and ashes in Friardale
Wood. DBut, with his feet missing the
pedals every now and then, and every
push requiring a plunge to port or star-
board, that spin was anything but eujoy-
able. Bunter had to exert himself to
keep going at all, and he was soon hot
and perspiving and exceedingly irritable.

He negotiated the lane and a path
through the wood, and by that time he
was fed-up with eycling. The glimmer-
ing waters of the Sark showed ahead
through the trecs, where the woodland
path joived the towpath by the river.
Punter rolled off the bike, leaned it
against a tree, and sat down on a grassy
bank by the towpath to rest. Rest was
what he felt he needed. Tlies buzzed
over his porspiving face, the drowsy hum
of in s in his cars; and Bunter,
leaning back in the rich grass, nodded
off 1o sleep.

There were three undiluted delights in
Bunter's far existence. he frst, of
course, was eaking; the sccond was tall-
ing; the third was sleeping. There was
nothing on the towpath for Bunier to
eat; there was no one to inflict with the
pleasurcs of his conversation; but he
could sleep,  And lie slept—and his deep
spore niingled with the murmur of the
Sark rippling through the rushes.

William Gueorge Bunter was, afler all,
enjoying his half-holiday !

sects v

-Former grasped an apple, and fook aim at

the apple on the widest part of his

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Troubled Constience !

H gad!” said Temple of the
Fourth.

Cocil Reginald  Temple
pulled a rather long face,

cricket matters Temple of the

In
Fourth was a happy optimist—Dbelore

taking, so to speak. After laking, he
inclined to pessimism,

When Cecil Reginald lounged ele-
ﬁantl}' on the field in spotless, well-cub

annels, with his oxpensive bat, lie
always Lad a fecling {hat he was
monarch of all lie sneveyed there; that
he was a mighty man with tlhe willow;
and that the seore he was pgoing io
knock up would make [ellows open theie
eyes.

But it never did work out like that
somehiow. Between  what  lemple
thought he could do and what he aein-
ally could do there was a great gulf
fixed.

When the Fourtl pluyed thie Remova,
Temple always considered thel the time
had come to put those fags in their true
places, so far as games were concerned.
According to Tewple, he and Lis merey
men were the true junior eleven of
Greyfrinrs; the Remove were only a
Form team, and it was just check—pure,
unadulterated clieck—that led thein to
fix up outside matches—such as ihe
Tookwood fixture, for instance, T'or
knock the Remove into a cocked hat on
the ericket gronnd was Lemple's dearest
dreart, For this purpose Cecil Reginald
might have been expected to put in
some assiduous practice, Bul that was
not Temple's method,  ITe scemed to
expect to beat the Remove by the sinnle
process of telling his friends what la

Tue Mieser Lisrsny.—No. 1,064.
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was going to Jo next tinie, 'That pro-
cess was casy, but did not produce much
in the way of results.

The Remove—as another sample of
their cheek—locked on this Form match
merely a= practice for more serious
affairs, Harry Wharton was putting his
men through their paces, as it were,
before the Roolkwood match. ‘Templo
was aware of il. and he yearned to over-
whelm the Removites with defeat and

disaster. To this end Temple was pre-
pared to do anything—except play
cricket. That, unfortunately, was

Leyond his powers, On the present
occasion his expericnce was ovon mare
disastrous .than of old Arthue da
losta, at the Remove wickels, was mak-
ing hay of the Fourth Ferm bowling;
and fellows round Littlo Side were
grinning and cackling at the wild cfforts
of the Fourth to get rid of that wonder-
ful batziman,

Other  Remove wickets had  gone
down; but Da Costa, with a cheery grin
on lis face, bade defiance o the Fourth
Form bowling and fielding, and his
wicket wag impregnable.  The Fourth
had one really good bawler—8cott—who
took cricket moro seriously than the
elegant Templo and his nutty friends.
Seott had accountied for several wickets,
and had made a couple of good catehes
in the ficld. But he could not touch
Da Costa, Ha had clean bawled Harry
Wharton, which was rather a feat, But
Da Costa was beyond him. .

Harry Wharton watched his unoew
recruit with sheer delight, A keen
cricketor himself, with little to learn
about the game, he liad a keen apprecia-
tion of form in another fellow. There
were mien in the Remove who would
have expected Wharton to prove a little
“odge-wise ' at finding a man_in his
tcam who excelled himself.  But any
littlencss of that kind was quile foreign
to Wharton’s nature. There was sheer
pleasure in his face as he watched the

Eurasian. All Da Cosla’s offences were
forgotten just then—all the tortuous

treachery of lis strange character, even
the knowledge that he had plotted the
disgrace of the captain of the Remove,
that he had triedehis hardest to cause
his expulsion from the school; that e
was, so far as any [ellow possibly conld
be, a snake-in-the-grass.  Wharton
simply eould not keep such things in
mind while he saw him at ericket.  All
that was best in the fellow's nature camo
to the surface at such a time; on tho
cricket field ho cast off deceit and dis-
simualation like a cloak, and becameo ns
healthy and wholesome o sportsman as
any man in tle Remove, .

“That chap's a born batsman,” =aid
ihe captain of 1the Remove. *“My hat!
He will make Rockwood sit up and take
unotice 1

“Blessed ii I think even Jimmy 8ilver
will be able {o touch him!” said Bol
Cherry.  “ And Silver is some bowler!”

“He's just living the gamel” said
Harry. “They say some fellows are
born with a silver spoon in their mouth,
like old Mauly. I think Da Costa must
have been born with a crickes bat in his
hand.”

“The crickctfulness of the estecnmed
Da Costa is truly terrifie,” remarked
Livrree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Ie's a good man ou the field, what-
cver he may be off it,” said Nugent.

Wharton's  brow  clouded for a
moment, - That remark brought other
thoughts into his mind.

The fellow was his enemy—his hitter
and , treacherous enemy. FEven now
black thoughts might he passing in his
tortuons mind against the captain of the
Remove, whose ruin he had set himself
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to accomplish,  Tlien Wharlon, looking
at the fellow again, told hiwsell that
that, at least, was unjust. There were
no thouglts of miserable trickery and
subterfuge in Da Costa’s mind now.
e was living for the game he was play-
ing, ind enjoying every minute of it
For the time, at least, he was a
cricketer and a Rewove man; and not
the treacherous emissary of Uaptain
Marker, the pletter in distant India.

“O0b gad!” murmured Temple of the
Fourth, dabbing the perspiration from
his brow as he returned the ball once
more. “Oh gad!”

Temple's hopes were down at zero
naw, or lower, If he had had any
chance of pulling off that match the
addition of Da Uosta to the Remave
tewn had put paid to it. Onee more
dismal  defeat loomed  over  Cecil
Reginald—and a defeat more erashing
‘”JU.H av el wins I]ilri woll 1o preountoer,

Thoe Fourth were a tired team when
they weut in to {heir innings.  They
had had enough leather-hunting in the
Removo inpings to tire them. But if
they had been fresh as  daisics they
would uot have lad much of a loek-in.
They had found Da Costa an unbeatable
bat. They found him a bowler of un-
suspected powers. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh was the champion bowler of tho
Remove, but e¢ven he did not excel the
Burasian,

The Remove chuckled over the hat
trick perfornied by the new junior; and
the countenance of Ceril Reginald grew
longer and longes.

The Fourth Form innings was a pro-
cession. It was succecded by another
procession, as the Fourth had to follow
their inpings.

When the maich was over the Remove
hed won by more runs than they wanted
to count. Temple, Dabney, & Co. of
the Fourth limped away perspiring.
Harry Wharton gave Da Costa o cheery
smile as they came off the ficld,

“Topping " he said.  “Koep yourself
fit for the Rookwood mateh, Da Costa;
we're going to give them a surprise at
Rookwood this time.”

Da Costa’s look
respouse.

“Tea in the study,”
“You'll be tliere?”

Bob Cherry gave his chum a rather
curious  glance. Wharten seemed to
have forgoiten completely that Da
Costa was his enemy, and that, outside
crickat, tlicy were not on speaking
terms.  The fact was that the captain of
the Remove simply could not keep it
in his mind.

But if he had forgotten, the Eurasian
had not.

Da Costa paused before he answered,
and the brighiness faded out of his face.
A dark, harassed look replaced it.

“Thank you—nol" he said.

And he walked away by himsclf.

Tea in Study No. 1, after the cricket,
was attended by the Famous Five and
Peter Todd and Squiff and Tom Brown
and several other fellows, but Arthur
da Costa kept away,

It was, Wharton snpposed, his enmity,
which had revived after the cricket was
over, and Da Costa, nolonger under the
influenee of the gamo that was a pas-
sion with him, became his ordinary self
aglz;in—his bitter, malicious, treacherous
self.

But that, as it happened, was an in-
justice, While the merry party were
gathered in Study No. 1, Arthur da
Costa, was walking solitary in the dim
old Cloisters, with a thoughtful and
harassed face.

It was not his enmity, but his con-
science, that kept him away from thoe
chums of the Remove. Harry Wharton

was bright in

safd  Harry.

& Co. were nover likely lo understand
thie strange fellow from the Mast; and
probably they would have been sur-
prised to learn that ho Lhad o eonscience
at all, in view of what they knew he
had done sinee he had come to Grey-
friavs—knew  beyond  doubt, though
actual proof was not to be found. But
somewhere in the dark nature of the
Eurssian there was o conseicnee, and
it was troubling him now.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !

& s SAY, you fellows!”
E Coker of the Fifth starad.
Potter and Greene stared. 1o
three men of the Fifth Form, it
came as a surprise that a Remove fazm
could possibly possess the “mneck” tn
hail them in this style. Ceker & Co.
wore pulling up the Sark in o boat—ovr
rather, Potter and Greene were pulling,
and Coker was telling them how 1o do
it. The three seniors had been down
the river in the boat; and they had to
pull back to the s::hooi; which naturally
caused them to pass the spol whero
William George Bunter had been enjoy-
ing his half-holiday on the tow-pail.

At the sight of a Greyfriars heat,
Bumter hailed. The Owl of the Remove
had awakened from his long, happy
nap, refreshed and frightfully hungry.
Getting back to Greyiriars for tca was
now tEc problem  before Bunter—ani
gctlinf back on Wharton’s bike did not
appeal to "him. There were many
reasons, He was tired, and did not
want to bike two miles, The bike was
too high for him, and execedingly un-
comfortable. His fat little legs were
still aching from the efforts he had
‘made to drive at pedals beyond his
reach. He would rather have exerted
himself to bike home than to walk home.
But the sight of & Greyfriars boal
solved the problem of transit; and
Bunter put his fat hands to his eapaci-
ous mouth, and bawled:

““T say, you flellows !

Coker Clo. stared, and ihen gave
no further heed. This check, on the
part of a fag of the Lower School, was
unworthy of their notice.

Polter and Greene were rather tired
with pulling ; there was a fairly stron
current on the Sark. They were stil
more tired of Coker's instructions in the
art of rowing. They did not, of course,
follow Coker's instructions—they had
to get the boat along. They listened to
them, because there was no getting out
of the range of Coker's voice without
jumping overboard. And tley re-

‘frained from braining Coker with their

oars, chiellv because Coker wns going
to stand tea in the study when they
‘reached Greyfriars.

1 say, you fellows!” yelled DBunter
for the third time. *“Give me a lift
back to the school, will you?”

Disdaining to reply, Potter and
(ireene continued to pull, and Horaen
Coker continued to insiruct. The boat
glided on.

“Beasts!” roared Bunter.

Like a castaway on a desert island,
watching a sail sinking into the horizon,
Bunter gazed after the receding Fifth-
Form boat.

They weren't going to give him a
lift ! Just Fifth-I'orm swank, of course
—sheer swank! Bunter’s fat face
glawed with scorn and indignation,

1 zay, you fellows, stop for me!” he
roared.. “I .say, I want a lilt to the
boat-house! T say, Coker!"

Bunter rolled along the tow-path,
keeping paee with the boat. Heedless
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of the fat junior, Coker & Uc. pursied
ilieir way, )

“I zay, Coker! Will you give me a
lift¥” shrieked Bunter. 1 s=ay, you
tfellows, give a chap a lift {o the boat-
lonse. Do you hear me!™

Coker heeded at last.

“VYou fat voung sweep!” Le shouled
back. “Bhut up, and eut ofl 1"

" Beast!” roared Bunter. .

“Put a bit of boef into it, you man,’'
said Coker to his crew. * We don't
want that yelling fag following us all
the way back.”

Potter and Creene glared at Coker
as they pulled. Coler, sitting at the
lines aud taking his ease, told them
vheprfully enough to put their beef inio
ir. "It did not secem te oceur to him io
pnt any of his own ample beef into it,
Ihat was just like Coker,

Billy Bunter glared at the Fifth:
Formers, From sheer Fifth-Form
swank, the beasts would not take a
Remove man into their boat. Possibly
they might also have objected 1o
Bunter’s weight as cargo, so far &s the
oarsmen were concerncd; Potter and
Greene were perapiring over the oars
already. Anyhow, they did not intend
to give the Owl of the Remove a lifi,
that was certain; and Bunter, as
there was no lift for him, decided to
take it out in slanging. Iellows in a
boat could not reach a fellow on the
tow-path; so for once it was safe for
Bunter to tell Horace Coker what lie
had long thought of him, ;

“1 say, Coker,” yelled Banter. ©I
zay, what's that on your lace®”

Coker passed his hand over his face,
thinking that perhaps some insect had
alighted there.

“Yon can't brush it off!" howled
Bunter. “I see now—it's your nose! |
lhought for a minute it was a beetroot!”

Coker's complexion was a good deal
like that of a beetroot, and, following

this remark, Potter aud Greene
grinned. !
“You cheeky little sweep!" roared

Coker. “If I could get at you——-"

o ‘ﬁ'ail ‘|”

Safe on the tow-path with the wood
at hand to dodge into if the incensed
Coker showed a sign of landiug, Bunter
leb Limself go. It was rather a novelty
to be able to cheek Filth-I'orm men
without being slain on the spot.

“Yah! You come ashore, Coker, and
I'll jolly well lick you!” roared Biuter,
“Yah! Funk! A kid in the Third
could liek vou, Coker! Yah!”

“T'or goodness” sake, put some beel
into it, you slackers!” hooted Coker,
“Do yon want this all the way home?”
He glared at his erew. * What are you
grinning at, you chumps? Da you
think tﬁeru'a anything funny in cheek
from a fag?”

Potter and Greene did noi increase
their efforts with the oars. They were
tired alreadys, of the oars and of Coker.
They found it rather enterlaining 1o
row under convoy of Billy Bunter.

“Why don't you row, Uoker?" yelied
Bunter, keeping pace witli the boal. Ty
was on his way home, anyway. * Lel's
see you cateh crabs, Uoker! [ like to
watch you catching crabs, Uoker! You
don't know how funny you are when
you row, old bean, e¢r you'd do @
oftener.”

Coker breathed Lawd.

“1 say, vou fellows, give Uoke: an
oar!" squealed Buuter. “Take any
word for it, it's no end {onny Lo walch
him trying to dig up the boilom of
the river,”

“Ha, la, ha!” gasped Toier
(ireene involuntarily,

Coker glared at :{mm,

“You cackling chunips--——*"

and

“1lem |

“Are you going to pet this  boal
moving " roarcd Coker. " Blessed if [
ever saw sich a pair of slackers! P'ut
rour beef into it! Haven't you any
cel to pul into iL? Next time I'll get
gome Second-Form  fags te row, by

Jove 1"

S0l elieese it!” growled Polter, in a
goaded voiee. * Why can't you take a
turn yourself, C'oker, instead of sitting
there wabbling.”

“8itting here what?”

“Geabbling " snarled Potter,

“Why. you checky fathead, when I'm
leying iy hardest to tell you how (o
pull an oar!™ exclaimed Coker, in great
wndignalion,

“Ho, he, he!"” chortled Bunter.

Cioker glaved round at Dunter.

“Cut off, vou fat freak! Do you
tiear 7"

“Yah! Co aud cal coke!”

SPull,  you  slackers,  will you?”
velled Coker,

Poiter and Greene pnlled.  But it

wai quite easy for even William Goorge
Bunter to keep pace, on the tow-path,
with a boat pulling against the current.
He rolled on abreast of the boat, and
continned to tell Horace Coker what he
thought of his features, Lis manners,
his rowing, his ericket, and everything

else {hat was his. Everything that
Bunter thought on these topies was
uncomplimentary. Coker's red faca

grew redder and redder; and he glared
round the bont for a missile to hurl at
Bunter. There was an apple left over
from a supply of tuck the Fifth-Formers
had taken with them; and Coker
grasped it

Wiz !

“ Yarcoough!”

Bunter received that apple on the
widest part of his considerable cireimn-
feronce. It struck him on the equator,
as it were.

He sai down on the tow-path with a
gasping roar.

cwas  their fault,

PRICE T
TWOP=NCE.
Hhw Oooooouh! Guggleguggle-
gug "

Bunter was winded. The flow of his
cloquence was eut off; and he sat on
the tow-path and gasped and spluttered
for breath, Coker griuned back at him
as the boat glided on, in sight of the
Lirexfriars boat-house now.

Coker & Co. were out of sight, whon
the Owl of the Remove, having got his
sceond wind, stageered up at last. Ie
pressed d fat hand tenderly to his exten-
sive waisteoat,

“Ow! Beast! Wow!”

Btill, the pursnit of {oker's boat, and
the slanging of Coker, had entertained
Bunter on his way  honie; he  had
hardly wneticed the distance he had
covered, with  that enterlainnient ou
hond, The old tower of Greyfriars was
visible over ‘the trees, and DBunter
turned from the tow-path lo take n
short cut across to the school.

Ihen he uttered a sudden ejaculation

of dismay.

SOh o erumbs! The bike!™

He had utterly forgotten Wharton's
bike till that moment. That bike, lean-
ing agaiust a tree close by the towpatln
was now & ile behind Bunter, and m
the bare idea of walking buek a milo
for it Bunter simply shuddered.

It wus not his fanlt, He had asked
Coker & Co. for a lift homwe, fully
intending to lift the bicycle into the
boat when they consented.  They had
refused hiin o lift. It was their faull,
obviously, that tho bike had been lels
behind.  That was clear to Bunter. 1L
and lie was entirely
blameless in the matter, as he always
was when fellows found fault with Tum.

Still, he realised that the owner of
the bike might not seo it in that light.
Wharton was beast cnough to make him
walk all the way back to where tho
bike liad been left, ta fetch it in, besides
very likely kicking himi for taking it out
without leave. DBunter had intended tn
return the bike to its stand, and say

(Continued on next page.)
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nothing about having borrowed it. Evi-
dently, he could not return the bike
to its stand; but, still, lie could say
nothing about laving borrowed it.
Speech might be silvern, but silence was

Iden; and in this case, if in no other,
a still tongue showed o wise head. Going
back for the bike was impossible-—not
o be thought of for a moment. Ex-
plaining to Wharton that he had left it
a mile down the river was risky—fright-
fully riskyl Bunter decided that the
loss said about the matter.the better,

He rolled on to Greylriavs, quite
satisfied. He was Dblameless in the
matter; and if he said nothing, noboedy
could blame him., So there was rmllnnl;.
so far as William George Bunter eould
see, to worry ubout.  Besides, more
important maticers oceupied his mind.
He was fearfully hungey, and there was
the question of tea. So Bunter dismissed
that trifling effaiv from his fat mind,
and rolled on to the school, thinking of
wore imporlunt matiora,

T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Bolster for Bunter !

» INGATE of the Sixth jumped.

It was half-past nine, which
was bed-titne for the juniors alb
Greyfrinrs, Wingate of the
Bixth, whose duty it was to seec lights
out in the Removo dormitory, was head-
ing for the staircase, when a fal figure
camue  bolting along, and fairly can-
noned into him.

The captain of Greyfriars was 2
powerful fellow. But a cannon with
Billy Bunter’s weight behind it was no
jest, Wingatp staggered, and almost
went over., Bunler, reeling from the
shock, went guite over. Ho sat down
ai the foet of the captain of the school,
and ejaculated :

*“Whooooop !"

“You fat young ass!” roared Win-
gate. # W]:'a.t the thump do you mean?”

i 0 l

Rapid footsteps in pursnit showed
what was the cause of the disaster.
Uoker of Lhe Fifth, going strong, came
round a corner, ovidentiy aftcr Bunter.

Bunter whipped to his [eet with
unusual activity, and dodged behind
Gieorge Wingate,

“Koeep him off |” he roaved.

Coker halted, just in time lo aveid
a collision in his turn. Wingate gave
Lim a grim look.

“Well 7' he rapped.

“Oh!” gasped Coker. “I—I want
{hat young sweep!l”

“Keep him off{" yelled Bunter. “I
say, you fellows! Keep that beast off!”

A number of Removites were gather-
ing round on their way to the dormi-
tory. But for Wingate’s presence they
would have collared the Fifth-TFormer
without ceremony. They did not know
why Coker of the Tifth was after
Bunter, and did not want to know; but
they were preﬁared to handle any Fifth
Form man who adopted high-handed
methods with a Remove man. But in
the presence of the eaptain of the school
the heroes of iho Remove bhad to
restrain their natural impulse to make
an example of Coker,

“8hell wo take Coker hack to his
study, Wingate?™ asked Bob Cherry
meekly.

“No, you young ass! Coker, what
the dickens are’ you chasing a Remove
kid like this for?"” demanded Wingate.

“He cheeked me!” lLooted Coker.
“Walked along the tow-path chesking
me in a boat ! %\’ﬁ been looking for him
all the evening.”

“71 didn't,” iowlad Bunter. “T only
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told him his nose looked like a bectroot,
So it does!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle, you cheeky fogs!”
roared Coker.

“Thanks; we will!” said Peter Todd.
“Ha, ha, ha! All the same, Buuter
was making & mistake, It's more like a
turnip "

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wingate grinned,

“You can clear off, Coker,” he said,
“ And don't play the goat like this, ov
youw'll be called to the prefects’ rooin
for o beating.”

“What 1" gasped Coker.

“Just that! Now shut up, and elear
off 17

Coker, with difficulty, swallowed lis
wrath. Even Uoker realised that he
had to toe the line when the captain
of tho sehool chipped in. He gave Billy
Bunter a Jook, indicating that the
future held something exciting in store
for him, and tramped away. The
Removites grinned as they went on their
way bo their dormitory—and Dunter
grinned, too. He had had a rather
anxious cvening, keeping out of the way
of Horace Coker. But ho was safe now
till morning, at least, The morrow
could take care -of itself. And, in the
meantime, Bunter was going to tell the
fellows what a daring and reckless chap
he was, cheeking Fifth-Formers just as
if they were fags of the Second.

“What have you been doing to Coker,
fatty 7" asked Teter Todd, after lights
were out in the Remove dormitory, and
“Wingate had shut the door and gonc.

“T told him what I thought of him,”
explained Bunter, sitting up in bed, *
can tell vou, I'm not afraid of Coker,
like some fellows in this Korm."

“Bunter ithe Bold!" chuckled
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, yon wouldn’t have talked fo
him as I did, and chance it,” suaid
Bunter. “I treated him with scorn!
Ragged him like anything. I'm not
afraid of any man in the Fifth, I can
jolly well tci{ you!”

“Ts that why you were halling from
him when you biffed inlo Wingate?”
asked Vernon-Smith.

“QOh, really, Smithy—"

“You wern putting on a good speed

Bob

for a fellow who wasu't funky,”
remarked Squiff.
“H al"

a, ha,, !

“Beast! If you'd heard me talking
to him you’d have opened your eyes,”
gaid Bunter, “1 told him he couldn’t
row and couldn't play ericket. I told
him his face was like & gridiron, and
that he had the brains of a rabhbit and
the manners of a pig!”

“0h, my hat! You couldn't have
been in his reach when you told him
these painful truths!” said Bob.

“Well, T was on the towpath and he
was in & boat,” said Bunter. ““He could
liave come ashore for me. But, of
course, I dare say he knew 1'd have
knocked him into the water.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

The whole dormitory roared af the
idea of William George Bunter knock-
ing the hefty Coker into tho water.

“80 I would have!” hooted Bunier.
T told him so. The beast wouldn't
give me a lift home, you know. T wanted
a lift in the boat, and he refused—just
Tifth Form swank, you know. T gavo
it to him hot and strong. As if hs
couldn’t give o Remove man a lift in
his boat, the swanking ass! Tle
wouldn’t 1"

“And so the poor dog hLad nonc!”
sighed Bob Cherry.

“But what on carth did you want a
lift in a boat for when you were on &

bike?" asked Ogilvy.
out on a bike.”

S0, I—I didn't—I--I wasu't—— I
mean, I—I never went on a bike, afier
all, you know,” stammered Bunter, rea-
lising that the {alk was taking a dan-
gerous turn. T changed my mind, you
know."”

“You mean you had a spill, and Lad
to walk heme,” chuckled Ogilvy. * You
went on a bike. I was heﬁind you on
the road as far as Friardale Wood, aud
wutched yon plunging, You had a hike
tno big for you.”

“Oh, really, Ogilvg—"

“Whaose bike#” chortled Bob Cherry.
“What man was asa enouglt {o lend
Bunter a bike? It will want some
repaiving, after Bunier.”

“Nothing of the kind, Cherry! 1
uever hiad a spill. T'm rvather tou good
a cyelist to have a spill, I fancy,” said
Bunter., “Not like some clumsy asaes
1 could vame”

“Then you did go on a bike!" asked
Dol

“Oh, no! Nothing the
Opilvy mnst have scen  some
fellow and fancied it was me.”

“Likaly 1" chortled Ogilvy. “There's
no other fellow at Greylriars, or in the
giddy universe, hall  your width,
Bunter”

“You cheeky ass——"

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Russell, “I
can guess whose bike it was. 1 noticed
that Wharton’s stand was emply when 1
put my jigger up.”

“Minc!” ejaculated Wharlon.

“0Oh, really, Russell—"

“I told you not to take my Dbike,
Bunter!” exclaimed the caplain of the
Remove, in great wrath.

“0h, really, Wharton—-"

“Did you take it?" demandcd Harry.

“1 ghould disdain to borrow a bike
from a fellow who refused to lend
it, Wharton! Blow your old jigger,”
answered Bunter. “The roiten thing
isn't fit for a féllow to ride, either—
unless he’s spindle-shanked like szome
fellows, A chap's feet don't touch the

1)

1 saw you start

sort.
other

of

dals.

“You fat villain! Did you damage
my bike?”

“Certainly not! It’s as good as new.
I got fed up with the rotten thing and
pot off, that's alll”

““Then you admit you had it out,
you fat fraud?”

“0Oh, no! Certainly not! The—tlic
fact 1is, borrowed a Fourth-Forum
man’s bike! 'Temple's to be exact.”

“Hun, ha, hal”?

That statement camo rather tco late
in the day io carry convietion. 'I'he
captain of the Remove sat up in Led,
both angry and alarmed. None needed
telling what was likely to happen to
any bike ridden by Bunter; and
Russell's statement that it was missing
from the bike-shed was rather alarm-

ing.

“Where did you leave tlat bike,
Buntex”

“1 never had it, old chap.”

“Russoll says it's not in the bike-
shed.”

“Russell’s rather an ass, yon know.
I cxpeet e made a mistake,” said
Bunter. “Besides, the bike is all right.
I never had a spill! I got off simply
because the saddle was too high for
me!”

“Where is it now?” shrieked Whar-

ton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton, I don’t think
yon ought to expect me to know where
vour hike i, The fact is, I haven't
seon it

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Mig isn't a launghing matter,” ex-
claimed Wharton, “If that fat villain
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Swipe, swipe, swipe !
rolled under the hed for refuge.
and have some more ! ** Wow !

hElSI left my bike out of gules for ihe
toiglit—"

“My hat! Even Bunter wouldu't o
that!” cjaculated Johuny Bull.

“He left Inky's bike wt Lantham. a
few weeks ago, Bunter, tell me where
wy bike is, before I take a bolster to
J'qu”

1 expect it's in the bhikeshod all
right, old fellow. I assurc you that
rothing happened to it. Besides, it was
Coker's fault. If he'd given me a lift
in the boat I should have put the bike
in, Then it would have been all right.
That beast Coker——"

“Where's the biket” shricked Whar-
ton.

“I don't know avnylliing about your
Like, Wharton, I think it's rathoer like
vour cheek expecting me to look afler
vour bike, especially after refusing to
lend it to me. T decline to discues
the matter further.”

There was a sound of s Remove man
gotting oub of bed, and Billy Bunter
blinked anxiously througl the gloom.

“I—I—I say, Wharton, old c¢hap, is
that you getting up?” he stammered.
“Wha-a-at are you getting up for, old
chap1”

“To slaughter you, you fat willain!”
answered the captain of the Remove,
in sulphureous tones. “To bang you
with my bolster till you tell e where
that bike is.”

“I—I say, it's all right," gasped
Donter. “It was Coker's fault! De-
sides, you can get it to-morrow! I—
I'll fetch it in myself, if you like—
there! It's quite safe-—lcuning again:|
a tree, you lkuow—]I put it there very

Harry Wharton was going great guns with the bolster.
** Come out, you fat sweep ! ** roared Harry Wharton.
Beast ! ** eried the Owl of the Remove from his safe hiding-place.

carelully. T'm  always careful  with
auother chap's things, us you know——"

“Hau, ha, ha!™

“I suy, yvou fellows—— Yaroooogh!”

There was a voar in_ the Rewove
dormitory, as Wharton's bolster smote.
Billy Bunter rolled out of bed on the
other side and bumped on the floor.

“Now where's that bike, you villain?”
demanded  Wharlon, - in coneentrated
lones.

“Yarooogh I

Wharton came roaud the bed with the
uplifted bolster.

“I—1 say, it's iu the wood,” gasped
Bunter,  “Its all vight. Leaning on
a tree at the end of the path, where it
joins the (low-path. You know the
place.  You'll find it easily enough to-
mworrow—— Yarooogh |7

Hwipe, swipe, swipe!

Willimin George Bunter rolled under
his bed for safety, He had feared thal
that  beast, Wharton, might out  up
rusty ifF the matter of the bike came
lo his knowledge.  Ilis anticipations had
proved well-founded. Wharton had cut
up decidedly Tusly.

“ame out, vou fat sweep!”

“Yow-ow-ow I

“Come out and have seme more [”

“Wow! Deast!”

Billy Bunier remained under the bed.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Biter Bit !

s ARRY WHARTON looked aut
3 of the high window of the
kW Hemove dormitory.  Ib was

a soft, ealm summer's night—
# silver sickle of moon gleamed from
fleeey clouds, It was a night upon which

£

S

“ Yaroooh !’ William George Bunler
“ Yow-ow-ow ! ”* *‘ Come out,
(Sec Chapter b.)

a walk along the river would have
been pleasant enough, had the rules
of Greyfriars allowed fellows out of the
school at sucli hours. On that poini,
of course, rules were very strict; and
a fellow who broke bounds after bed-
time was booked for the most sorious
kind of trouble if hLisz cscapade came
to the koowledgo of the powers. Dul
that was what the captain of tle
Roemove was thinking of.

Reckless  fellows like the DBounder
miglit break bounds after lights out,
and brag of it in the Rag; foolish
fellows like Hazeldene might occasion-
ally do sucl: things; but sensible fellows
did nelling of the sort. There were
oceasions, however, when a fellow fell
that Le might be justified in letting the
rides go; and Wharton felt that this
was ove of them,

His bike was a mile down the river,
left oul for the night; if indeed it was
still where Bunter had left it. Already
some tramp might Lave spotted it and
walked off with it. But even if il
was gafe from purloining, which it cov-
tainly was mnot, no fellow liked the
idea of his machine remaining out all
night in the thick, woodland dews, To
send DBunter afier the bike was, of
conrse, out of the question; if it was
to be fetehied in, Wharton had to fetch
it. And afler a thoughtful gaze from
the window, Wharton began to dress
in the shadows.

“Going alter the bike?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“¥Yes," answered Harry, I ean't
Ieave it there.  And it's nol much good
going down to ask Quelchy for leave
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to go out for it. He would refuse, and
give me lines for going out of dorm.

“That's & cert,” agreed Bob. “But
you can’t leave the jigger out all night.
Tt would be pinched before you could
get it to-morrow.”

“Jolly risky breaking hounds after
lights out,” said Peter Todd.

“T know that,” answered Harry. “ Bub
what will happen to the bike if it's
left out till morning?”

“7’d sealp Bunter!”

“Oh, really, Toddy—" X

“Gealping Bunter won't bring the
bike home,” said Harry, who was dress-
ing rapidly while he spoke. “I can trot
down there pretty quickly, and 1t's a
fine night, too. I can get the bike back
as far as the Cloisters, and leave it safe
there till morning.” .

“You're not going alone,” said Boh.
“TIl come with you.” .

“No, old chap! I shall ride the
hike back—and only one fellow can
vide & bike! We should have to wallk
back if two came.”

“Well, that's so,” agreed Bob. *‘But
T don’t like vour going out alone.”

“It’s all right; I shall trot all the
way, and bike back—I shan't be gone
an hour—much less, most likely.”

“What about the good example we
expect from the head of our Form?”
asked Skinner. “ Breaking bounds at
night! This pernicious example may
do a lot of harm in the Remove,
Wharton! You know how we all look
up to you, and look on you as a shinin’
light.”

Some of the fellows chuckled.

“QOh, shut up, Skinner,” said Whar-
ton. “If I'm breaking bounds after
lights out, it's not to sncak into the
Cross Keys, as you've done more than
once,”

“A  hit—a very hit 1
chuckled Peter Todd.

“How do we know?” asked Skinner
airily. “All very well to tell us a
story about & bike left out of doors:
Do you think Quelchy would swallow it
if you told him? Or the Head? Why
should we swallow it}”

“PDo you want to be hooked out ol
bed, Skinner, and have your head
banged on the floor 7” asked Wharton,
very quietly.

“Thanks; no!"

“Then you'd better chuck up making
rotten insinuations, or you'll get it.”

fkinner decided to say no more. Bug
his remark had made Wharton's
friends foel rather uneasy. No reason
whatever would be accepted as an ex-
cuse for leaving the precincts of the
school after lights oul; a IHead's flog:
ging was an absolute certainty in case
of discovery, even if the masters did
not doubt that the errand was a quite
liarmless one. But there was alwayy
a possibility of doubt. Any fellow caughi
out of bounds would spin some yarn;
and the story of fetching the bike in
night very possibly be regarded simply
a3 a plausible yarn.

“] fancy I'd chuck it if T were you,
Wharton,” said Peter Todd scriously.
“We know you all right, but you never
know how the beaks might take such a
thing if they spotted you. It’s jolly easy
to be misunderstood when you're doing
a thing flat against the rules.”

“The beaks wouldn't be likely to sus-
pect me of pub-haunting, I hope,” said
Harry rather sharply.

“I think you're running the risk
Therc was talk about you and a racing
man a few days ago; I knpw it was
knocked .on the head, and thersa was
nothing in it.  Siill, things like that
leave a sort of——"
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palpable

“Of what?” snapped Wharton.

“Oh, nothing—-il you'r¢ going lo be
ratty I said Peter. “ All I say is this—
that in the circumstances you ought fo
be jolly careful not ta lay yourself under
suspicion.”

1 ROt !!)

“Blessed if T quite like if, Harry!”
said Nugent uncasily,

“I can’t leave the bike where ib is,™
answered Wharton, “It's a thousand
to one it wouldu't be there to-morrow,
I'm off 1"

Taking a pair of rubber shoes in his
hand, Harry Wharton quietly left the
dormitory.  The door closed softly
behind him.

Billy Buntor erawled baeck into bed.

Bunter, at least, was glad that the
captain of the Remove had decided to
ro after tho bike. It enabled Lim 1o
cave - his comfortless refuge under the
bed and get back into his blankeis
witheut dread of an avenging bolsicr.

“ After all, it's as safe as houses
really,” remarked Bob Cherry, **'Whar-
fon won't be an hour gone. I'll make
a dummy in his bed in casc a heak
should look in—and it will be all right.”

“Good egg!” agreed Nugent.

Bob Cherry turned out, and in a few
minutes Wharton’s bed was skilfully
arranged to look as if it still contained
a sleeper. There was sometimes & quiet
inspection of dormitories at a late hour,
and in such a case a fellow conld not be
too careful. Bob Cherry went back to
bed, with some ides of remaining awake
t1ll Wharton came in. DBut there was no
special object in remaining awake, and
Bob was soon fast aslecp.

A quarter of an hour after Wharion
had gone there was silence in the Re-
move dormitery, broken only by the
steady breathing of sleepers and the
rumbling snore of Billy Bunter,

Half an hour of silence had passed,
when there was a faint sound made by
a fellow sitting up in bed.

Thore was no other sound—moi a
whisper. Arthur da Costa's dark cyes
gleamed in the gloom as he stared up
and down the long row of beds and
listened.

The silence satisfied him, .

Softly, stealthily the Eurasian crept
from his bed. With scarcely a sound,
he drew on trousers and jackel and
slippers. ;

Noiselessly he crept across the dormi-
tory to the door.

There was no sound, save the breath-
ing of numerous ploepers, and a soff
sigh from the wind stiveing the old ivy
round the windows. That any fellow in
the dormitory was still awake was un-
likely cnough; and the movements of
the Burasian were so stealthy and soft
that even o wakeful junior would have
been unlikely to notice that anyone was
stirring.

Softly the door opened and closed
again.

Arthur da Costa was gone.

And then another junior sat up in bed,
and a dusky face was bent as a pair of
keen, dusky ears listened intently.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh slid noise-
lessly from his bed, his dark eyes gleam-
ing. Again the door of the Remove
dormitory opened and closed softly.

Little dreaming of the keen cyes that
had been on the watch, Arthur da Costa
tred softly along the dark corridors and
reached the lower box-room. Ile know
the way Wharton must have gone—that
surroptitious way out of the House was
no secret in the Lower School, 'The
Eurasian opened the door of the box-
room and groped his way in.

Opposite the doorway was a_window
that gave on flat leads, and the Eurasian
glided across silently to that window,

As he expeeled, he found it an inch
open al the bottom.

'Fhal. was the way Wharton had gone;
and he had lelt the window a trifle open,
to raisc lho sash again when he came

ack.

Da Ceosta’s olive face twisted in a
sardonic grin. If his conscicnce had
troubled him carlier in the day, it was
sleeping again now. Now he was the
cool, caleulating, ruthless schemer—the
unscrupulous toel of the man in Indin
who, for reasons known only to himself,
had plotted a?ainsfs a schoolboy at
Greyfriars. The olive fingers groped
over the window. Soundlessly the sash
was shut down and fastened securely.

When the junior now out of bounds
returned he would climb the leads 1o
the box-room window, never doubting.
He would find the window closed and
fastencd on the inside.

Ilarry Wharton was shut out of the
House for the night! When he was dis-
caverad in the morning he could tell
any tale ho liked; no explanation ov
excuse. would alier the faet that he had
had a night out. And if he was nat
sacked for it, at the very least he would
be flogged, and there would be a black
tiark against himn.  The story of his
supposed association with a racing man
at the Cross Keys had been guashed;
but it was fairly certain to revive in
the mind of the Head after this.

Peter Todd had gi\ren the captain of
the Remove good advice. A follow who
had been under suspicion could not he
too careful. " After this, suspicion would
fasten upon Harry Wharton blacker
than ever.

Da Costa {urned from the window.

He had .only to leave the box-room
now and return to his dormitory as
surreptitiously as he had left it. There
was nothing to connect him with the
base trick that bad been played. If it
came out that the window had bemn
fastencd after Wharton, it would only
be naturally supposed that some master,
or prefect, making his round, had found
it unfastened, and fastened it. Da Costa
folt quite secure,

Bui. as he crossed softly to the door
again he gave a sudden gasp and
stopped dead, a shudder startled
affright running through hin,

"The box-room door was drawn shut.

With a faint sonnd it closed. With
another faint sound the key turned in
the lock outside,

Da Costa stood rooted to ihe floor.

His heart beat in great throbs, and his
dark eyes were dilated,

He was locked in the box-room.

The key, he kuew, must have been an
ihe inside of the door when he entered.
While ho was at the window some un-
known hand had reached in and taken
it without a sound and placed it:in the
outside of the lock. Now tlie door was
locked on him, and he was a prisoner.

Yor a long minute the Eurasian stood
gutte still, only his heart thumping in
great throbs, Then he went to the door
and tried it. e knew that it was fast,
and he found it so.

Who had done this?

It seemed to him that in 1he gloom
he could sce the dusky face of Hurrce
Jamsct Ram Singh, with a mocking
smile on it. e felt—he knew—that it
was the Nabob of Bhanipur who had
played this trick on him.

He gritted his teeth as he turned from
the door and crossed o the window
again, and stood looking out into ihe
moonlight. e leave the box-room Ly
the window, as Wharton had done—
what was the use? There was no other
way of enlering the House, locked aud
shuttered for tho night. He could not
return to his dormitory; thers was no
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way Lack, save by the door of the Lox-
room—and that door was locked against
him,

The biter
Yengeance !

had been bitten, with a

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Faithiul Chum I

Y estcemed chum!”

Harry  Wharton
jumped.

The captain of the Reniove
had lost. no time, With great caution
he had crept out of the precincts of the
school by way of the old Cloisters, and
once outside the walls he had put on
speed. A rapid trot for a mile on the
towpath.,” by the glimmering Sark
brought him te the spot where Bunter
liad lefi his bicycle in the ufternoon, .

The spot where the woodland path
joined the towpath was well-known, and
Wharton, very soon reached it, -And
there, to his great satisfaction, he found
his achine .leaning against the trec,
half-hidden by brambles, just as the Oul
of the Remove had left it. It was wet
with dew; but it was still there, and
that was the great point. Whether it
would have remained there till the next
day was exceedingly doubtful; many
tramps camped in the wodd on summer
nights, and at dawn—=a very carly hour
—the bike would have been visible to
any passing oye. But there it was,
safe and sound, only dripping with dow.
And Wharton wheeled it out on the tow-
path and mounted it there. After that
it was not o maiter of many minutes to
rido bhack,

To get the machine into the bike-shed,
now locked up for the night, was, of
course, impossible. But it could be left
in safety in some recess in the old
Cloisters to be taken in in the morn-
inF. harton dismounted near the
schiool, and wheeled the machine to the
spot where he had climbed out—a part
of the old Cloister wall that had crum-
bled away with age, and was eusy to
negotiute, and that was shadowed by
thick trees gprowing close. It was rather
difficult to lift the bike in over the wall,
easy enough for a climber by himself,
but it was possible, and Wharton was
proparing to make the effort when ‘a
whispering voice from the deep shadows
startled him. He stared round in amaze-
ment at the whisper of Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Inky !" Lo breathed.

From deep shadow under a tree Ly
tho wall the dusky face of Hurreo Jam-
set Ram Singh glimmered into view.

“My esteemed and absurd chum,”
murmured the nabob. “I hopefully wish
that T did not make you jump——"

“You jolly well did!” said Harry,
“You were an ass to come out, Inky.
It's more risky for two than for one—""
He broke off. *“Is anything up? Have
the beaks spotted that I was out?”

“Not at all-fully! Let us got the
esteemed jigger in, aud I will explain,
my ludicrous chum,"”

“Lend a hand as you're lere, old
chap,” said Harry,

Two pairs of hands negotiated the
bieyele casily. Tt was lifted over the
wall, and wheeled into a deep and dark
recess under the old stong piﬁars of the
Cloisters, 'There it was safe till morn-
mg. Wharton took & rag from the
saddle-bap, and rubbed the dew from
the machine. He was rather more care-
ful in such matters thau William George
Bunter,

“What made you come out, Inky, if
there’s nothing up ¥ asked Wharton, as
lie rubbed the machine down,

“There is something up, my estecmed
chum,” answered the nabob.

fairly

“What, then?”

“I"he cxcellent
Turasian,™

“Da Costa?” asked Wlarkon, with a
start,

“xactfully,”

Wharton stared at his dusky chum.

“I don’t catch on! What is Da Costa
up to?"

“He is now in the excellent box-room,
having sneaked there after vou to fasten
the ludicrous window on the inside.”

Wiharton set his teeth.

“The miserabilo worm !
Inky 7"

“The surelulness is torrific. You see,
my absurd chum, I remained awskefully
to keep open the watchful and suspicious
eve,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The absurd Da Costa supposed that
the sleepfulness in the dormitory was
terrific, but it was nol quite so terrific
as he supposed.”

“I mever thought—"
Wharton.

Hurree Jamset, Ram Bingh grinned.

“It was such a chance for the
esteemed reptile  that I wakefully
watched to ses whether he would chip
in,” he explained. “I followfully
fracked the absurd rotter to the box-
room, and put the key on the outside of
the lock, and turned it on him.”

“Oh, my hat! Then he's locked in the
box-room ?"

* Exactfully.”

Wharton chuckled.

“The sneaking worm! Let him stay
there, then! But how are we going to
got back into the House, Inky? How
did you get out 7"

“By the window of Study No. 1, my
absurd chum. I rigged up a rope fo
the leg of the excellent table, and de-
scendfully slid from the window."

“Good man!"”

“We shall elimbfully return the samo
way, esteemed old bean, when you are
ready,” chuckled the nabobh. “The
exccrable Da Costa may spend the night
in the box-room. I hopefully trust he
will enjoy his atrocious self there. But
we will let him out before rising-bell;
if he is found there, it will cause a
terrific fussfulness.”

“My hat! I wonder what he's feeling
like—locked in the box-room!” Harry
Wharton chuckled again, *Let’s get in,
old fellow!”

The juniors stole away through the
Cloisters, Many windows in the great
facade of the House were still lighted;
but the two juniors kept carvefully out of
the radius of the lights, In the thick
ivy below the window of Study No. 1,
the rope hung where Hurree Singh had
left it, One after the other, the active
juniors climbed, and clambered in at
the study window,

The rope was replaced in o box, and
the window clozed ; shoes were taken off,
and on tiptoe the two juniors crept back
to their dormirtory,

All was silent there,

Without waking the otlier fellows,
Wharton and Hurree Singh turned in.
But there came 2 yawn from Bob
Cherry's bed,

Bob sat up and blinked in the dark-
ness.

“ Hallo, back,
Wharton "

“Yes, old bean; safe and sound.”

::Uot 't,he bike all right?"

“Good!” yawned Bob; and in a
minule or so he was aslecp again.

Harry Wharton was not long in
following his example. The thought of
the plotting Furasian locked in the box-
room_ brought a grin to his face as he
closed his eyes. Da Costa had planned

anid execrablo

You're sure,

]

muttered

halle, Lalle! You

a night out for the captain of the Re-
miove; but it was Da C'esta who was get-
ting the night out. He was not likely to
enjoy it.

Wharton was soon fast asleep. Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh closed his eyes in
peaceful slumber. Buk there was no sleep
that night for the enraged schemer
pacing the box-room—pacing wearily, or
sitting on a box to rest—while the long,
dreary hours wore away.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Speaks Out [

LICK!
@ Arthur da Costa started,

The early summer dawn had

. long been streaming in at tho
window of the box-room, ﬁt lighted a
haggard olive faco. Da Costa, utterly
woary, had dozed several times, seated
on a box, leaning against the wall: but
only for spells of a few minutes at a
time. Daxlight found him weary and
pale and consumed with rage, and
bitterly apprehensive of what the day
would bring.

That the nabob had locked him in he
felt certain; but whoever it was, it was
a friend of Wharton's: aond thab friend
would have admitted the captain of the
Remove by some other window. He was
assured of that., While Da Costa was
aching with weariness in the box-room,
Wharton had returned to the dormitory
to sleep soundly there : and the Eurasian
gritted his teeth when he thought of it.

What had happened showed him, be-
vond doubt, that the chums of the Re-
move knew of his treachery, and werce
on their guard against him. That aloue
was a- blow to the schemer, who prided
himself on his wary cunning, and had
hoped to conceal the hand that struck
treacherous blows. But still more was
he tormented by the thought of what
was to happen when day came. If hLe
were left locked in the box-room, he
would be missed when the Remove went
down—he would be looked for and found
—and what explanation was he to give?
He could betray Wharton's escapade—
and be sent to Coventry by the whole
Form as a sneak, That was not what he
wanted.

Whether he betrayed Wharton or not,
Da Costa could not deny that he had
left his dormitory and gone to the box-
room—he would be caﬁed upen to ex-
plain why: and to reveal that he lad
done so for the purpose of locking
Wharton out, wcul(? be to expose him-
self to the contompt of the whole scliool
—masters as well as boys.

Da Costa's thoughts were Dbitter
enough, as the long weary hourz of the
night dragged by.

It was getting towards time for rising-
bell, when the sudden sharp click at the
box-room door caught his ear.

He started up.

He knew that the door had bean un-
locked on the outside. It was a relief ta
him, They did not intend to leave
him there to be discovered and ques-
tioned. Not for his own snke, doubt-
less, but because if he lLiad been forced
to tell why he was there Wharton's
escapade would have come to light, At
all events, he was released; and he was
glad enough of it.

He crossed quickly to the door. Dut
when he opened it, the passage ouiside
was vacant, Whoever had unlocked the
door had slipped away immediately
after turning back the key,

The House was still silent; rising-bell
had not yet begun to ring. Faintly from
the distance came some sound of an
early housemaid. Arthur da Costa left
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thie box-room, and hurried to lhe Re-
move dormitory. The light of the carly
summer morning showed him the long
row of beds, every one but his own
tenanted..

He glanced savagely along the beds,
Whoever had unlocked the box-room
door, had lost no time in getting back
#0 bed. The fellow was still awake, he
syas sure of that; but if so, he gave no

Il%l.

a Costa turned in.  He was tired lo
the bone, and glad to get even half an
how’s sleep before the Form had to
turn out, His eyes closed as soon as
his head .touched the pillow.

In another bed & dusky face wore a

rin. Wharton was still fast asleep. So
ar as he was concerned, the Eurasian
would probably lave been left in the
box-room till he was discovered there.
But Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had
awakened in time to release the prisoner.
He grinned cheerily as he heard Da
Costa turning in, and closed his eyes
once more,

Clang, clang, clang, clang!

The rising-bell rang out over Grey-
friars—a sceond or two, as it secmed
to the weary FEurasian, after he had
elosed liis eyes.

The Remove turned out, Da Costa
with even more unwillingness than
Williain George Bunter. He was far
from being a slacker, as a rule, but that
morning he felt very slack indeed.

A dozen fellows looked at Harry
Wharton when he turned out. The cap-
tain of the Remove was there—and he
was cheery, a&s usual,

“8o you gobt back all right?” asked
Nugent,

“Right as rain!”

“Good luck!” said Johuny Buall
pever heard you come in.”

“I kept rather quier,” said Harry,
with a smile.

“Well, you've been lucky,” said Peter

tII

Todd, “Did you bag the bike all
pight?” )
“Yes; it's in the Cloisters now.”

“You ecun get it into the bike shed
after brekker,” said Johony Bull
“Thank goodness it's all serene. There
would have been a fearful row if you'd
been spotted out of bounds.™

It was not (ill the Remove had gone
down that the Co. were told of what had

happened in the night. Johnny Bull,
Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent Fistcncd
in amazement and wrath.

“The measly worm!” gaid Bob.

“Look here, he's going to be jolly well
thrashed for this.”

“T think he’s had rather a high old
timoe in the box-room,” said Harry,
lan%hing. “Inky didn't let him out till
half an hour hefore rising bell.”

“1 noticed he looked a bit sickly,”
said Bob, with a grin. “I'd have left
him there to be found by the beaks,™

“If he had been nailfully nabbed out-
side the esteemed dormitery he would
have given away the absurd Wharton,”
remarked Hurreo Singh.

“Oh, I forgot that! Took here, ihe
rotter ought to be licked!” said DBob.
“What lie wants is a thumping good
hiding !’

“Perhaps he's hiad enough—mouching
about a giddy box-room all night,"” said
Frank Nugent, with a chuckle. “ He
must be feeling preity sick of himself,”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There he is!”
said Bob, with a glare at the Eurasian,
who liad come out of the Housc, his
tired eyes blinkinF in the sunlight.

The Eurasian glanced at the Famous

Five. He did not need telling what
they had been discussing, and the
crimson surged into his pale face. It

was odd enough that a-fellow who was
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capable of such black treachery should
fecel stung and humiliated by his
treachery being known. His face
crimsoned, his dark eyes drooped, and
he turned away hastily.

In break tliat morning, when the bike
shed was open, Wharton's machine was
taken from its hiding-place in the
Cloisters and returned to its stand, It
was after classes were over that Arthur
da Costa came up to the captain of thae
Remove, watching his opportunity to
speak to him alone.

Wharton looked at lLim coolly and
contemptuously,

“You know?" muttered the Furasian.

“ About your cowardly trick last
night? Yes”

Da Costa wineed.

“Tt was Hurrce Singh locked me in
the box-room?”

“Find out!” answered Wharlon
curtly.
“Will you let me explain? 1 never

intended——"

The captain of the Remove inter-
rupted him.

“Suve your breath, Da Costa! I know
exactly what you intended, and you
need tell me no lies. I know what your
game is st Greyfriars; my friends know
it, aud you'll never have a chance of
pulling it off. Keep on frying, if you
like,” added the captain of the Remove,
with bitter scorn. “As soon as you
make a slip, and give yourseli away,

look out! Let me get hold of proof
cnough to satisfy the Iead or Mr.
Quelech, and I'll let all Greyfriars

know that Captain Marker sent you here
from India to play a dirty and
treacherous game, and you'll get kicked
out of the school so quick it will make
your head swim.”

The Eurasian turned deadly pale.

There had been many indications, to
his keen eyes, that lie was more than
suspected by the chums of the Remove,
but it was a shock to him to hear Whar-
ton speaking as one who possessed
certain knowledge.

“You think—" he faltered.

“1 don’t think, I know! Kecp on
with your dirty game, you'll lind deecnt
fellows moro than a match for you!”
said Harry contemptuously.

“You are making some miztake—"

“Oh, chuck it!”

Da Costa’s eyes gleamed ai hinn

“ After this, then, you will not want
nie to play in the ericket mateh at Rook-
wood #” ho asked.

Wharton paused.

“"I'his makes no difference to that,”
he said. “I ecan't tell all the [lellows

what I know about vour vile raseality’

bocause 1 have no proof, I couldn't
explain to them why vou were chucked
out of the ericket. Besides “—he paused
apain—"I don't want to chuck you out
of the cricket, Da Costa, You'ro the
rottenest, trickiest, most unscrupnlous
rotter I've cver come across; il worst
follow at Greyfriuvs iz a shining char-
acter in comparizon with yeow. But
you've got one good peint. When you're
at oricket you play the game, Ir's
the only decent thing about_you, and
1'd be sorry ta take it away. 1can timst
you in cricket, though in nothing else.
You will play at Rookwood, unless you
stand out of your own accord.”

The dark face lightened, It was
evident that Da Costa felt a weight
lifted from his mind by Wharton’s reply.

“T am glad of that, at least,” he said.

Wharton was turning awaw, but he
turned back, An impulse wrged him to
speak.

“Look here, Da Costa! You're a
queer beggar, as thoroughly wicked in
some sways as any fellow eould be, and
yet you'ra not all bad. I belicve there's

o lot of good in you somewlere; you
could make yoursclf a decont fellow if
you tried. Why uot {ry? It's neves
too lale o mend. A rascally man in
India has put you up to this—goodnoess
knows why. Dut rou're not hound to
obey orders. Why not chuck it up and
play the game, and bo a decenf chap
off the cricket field, as well as on it?”

Wharton spoke quietly and earnestly,
and the Eurasian’s face showed that his
words had an effect, But ibe strango
boy from the East did not speak, and
Wharton turned away from him, leay-
ing him silent, still, with a deep cloud
on his brow.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Blow for Blow !

L] OLD on!™
Hazeldene of the Remove
snapped out the words,
Wharton stopped.
H\Well 77 he said curtly.
Hazel was loafing on the tow-path by

the park, when the captain of tho
Remove came along. 1lle was loaf-
ing there with lis hands in his

pockets and a sullen frown on his brow.
Since Hazel had ‘barred * Wharton he
had found himsell rather in a barred
position himself. Barring Wharton
meant barring Wharton's [riends—moso
of the Remove. As Hazel felt that he
was in the right—and indeed, had no
choice but to act as e had done—this
was rather hard on him, and it mado
him moody, and angry, and irritable.
Barring the captain of the Form was a
good deal like sending himseclf to
Coventry; and that was not at afl whas
Hazel wanted.

Hazel had carried his new altitude to
ihe eoxtent of “chucking ” ericket; bug
the Remove ecricketers had not regarde:
that as a disaster. Hazel's place in tha
Form FEleven was filled by Da Closts,
who was so good & man that it was
elear that, in any casn, reom wouldl
have had to be found for him in all im-
portant fixtures. Iazel did not wans
to give up games, hy any means; but
having itaken up that altituele, =ullen
pride would not allow him 1o recedw
from it. With each passing day his
yesentment towards Wharlon grew mern
hitter—all the more heeanse the Removn
follows looked upon it as mere check on
liis part to bar the captain of the Forne
Aot than ouce it was on his lips to tell
the whole Form why le bharreld
Wharton.

As Harry came up the tow-path, head-
jug for the old stone bridge over the
Sark, Hazel stepped out into lis way
with @ lowering brow, wund cailed on him
to stop. The caplain of the Remova
eved him eoolly.

“What do you want?”

“You're going to Clft  Ilenz,
T suppose?” suid Hazel, looking at him
with sullen and resentinl eyes.

“'That's my business.”

“Mine, too!" said Iazel, savagely.
“Vou kuow why I bar you, Harey
Wharton, if the other fellows don's.
And I tell you plainly that yow're not
fit for me to speak to, and I wen't have
you speaking to my sister! You'll kecp
clear of CLff Houso School I

Wharton's cyes gleamed.

«1 shall please mysell about that,” he
answered. “If Marjorie tells me she
doean’t -want to speak to me again. 1
shall certainly keep away f{rom ChLfi
House. You will hardly expect me to
take orders from vou, Hazel.”

“You'll have to!” =aid Hazal, hetwoon
his teeth “I won't have wy sigter
speaking to a thief[”
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As Da Costa crossed sofily to the box-room door he gave a sudden gasp and stopped dead, for the door was suddenly drawn

shut, and the key turned in the lock outside.

Y“That's enough,” said Harry, as
calinly as Lo eould. *“1've told you you
made a fool's mistake in that maticr,
Hazel, and I'm willing to explain if
you wanf to know——"

“I don’t want to hear anything from
you! I want you to keep your distance
—from me and auy people!’ snarled
Hazel. "I haven't lold Marjorie yet;
but if you po to ClLff House again [
shall tell Ler. She will drop you fasi
ecnough when shoe knows what you are.”

“8o far as you are concerncd, Hazel,

you can think what yvou like, gnd, be
Lhanged to you,” suid Wharton, still
calmly. “But as you aro Marjorie's

brother, T tell you again that I will
explain ihe whole matter if you like.”

“You'll explain how you came to
have a slolen banknete in your "handa,
and got moe to pass it for you!" shoered
fazel. " A fellow who will steal will
tell les, I suppose,”

“I have Miss Primrose’s permission to
call at Cliff House this afternoon,” said
Harry. " Will you come with e,
Hazel, and 1 will explain the matter lo
you aund Marjoric together.”

“No, 1 won’t!”

“I am going to expluin to Muarjoric,
anyhow. I can’t run the risk of letting
Ler think what you think.”

“You'rn not going to sce her,” said
Hazel. “I won't have it, and for two
pins I'd tell the Remove all T know!
Only you know ypu've got me in a
corner ; I can't give you away sbout the
banknote without letting it be kaown
ihat you lent me the money to pay a
bookmaker. That means the sack for
e if it cowes out. I can’t afford te
have the matter talked about; but at
Irast my sister shan't assoeiate with a
thief. Keep your distance!”

Wharton clenched lis Liands.

“I'm trying to bo patient with you,
Hazel! DBul I will not allow you to

was locked in | (See Chapter 6.)

give me that kind of talk, Deou't vepeat
that word, or I =hall hurt vou.”

“Thief !” retorted Hazel instantly.

Whagton breathed hard,

“Sta aside and let me pass,” he
said in a choking veoice. “1 want to
keep my hands off vou if I can.”

“1 won't—you thief!”

That was too much for Wharton.
advanced on the sullen  junior
hands elenched and eves glinting,

Y Bland aside !

Hazel's reply was a blow full at his
face—a ratl er unoxpected hlow., which
landed on Wharten's cheek and lofi a
roed mark thero.

The next moment Hazeldene was spin-
ning backwards, and he weot sprawling
in the grass on the towpath.

“Ow " he gasped.

Ie sprawled for a momout or two,
and then scrambled to his feet and
rushed furionsly on the captain of the
Remove.

Wharton, with his hands up. backed

He
with

away a pace or two,

“Keep off. yon fool!" he shouted.
“Keep off ! I tell vou [ don't want to
knock you ount!”

Hazel followed him up furiously.

There was no help for it; and in a
moment more the two jumors were
fighting fiercely.

Hazel was no mateh for the eaptain
of the Remove; but fierce anger and
resentment lent him a fietitions strength,
and for a fow minutes his passionate
attack drove Wharton back. and several
of his furions blows camo home on his
opponent's face.

But Wharton rallied and ecame on,
and ITazel was s00n being knocked right
and left.

He fought ficreely and persistently;
but at last he went down in the grass,
and this time he did not rvise. e lay
pauling aund spent, staving up at the

Da Costa’s heart beat In great throbs, and his dark eyes were dilated,

He

captain of the Remove with biller
hatred.

“You rotter!” he muticred thickly.
“You've licked me! DBut—"

Wharton dabbed his nosc
handkerchief.

“1 never wanted to touch vyou.” hn
said. " You_asked for it. Hazel; and
even now I'll tell you the truth ahout
that banknote, if you'll listen to me.”

“Leave me alone, you rotier!”

Hazel rose unsteadily to his feot. Ilis
nose was streaming, and his good-
looking face was not good-looking now,
He leaned against a tree, panting for
breall.

Wharton looked at lim, and ihen,
wirhout another word, turned and
walked back the way he had come, He
had received some daniages in the fght,
antd was not in a fit state to present
himself at Clif Iouse; neither did he
desire to see Marjorio Hazeldene, fresh
from a fight with her brother. Ile dis-
appearcd from sight in a few minutes,
Hazel starving after him sullenly and
bitterly.

He moved from the tree at last,
groaning. He stoopad over the margin
of the stream and bathed his face. He
was feeling spent and almost sick with
the reaction after the execitement of the
fight. His only satisfaction was that he
had turned Wharton back; and that
was little enough satisfaction in his
present painful state. He threw him-
self into the grass uader the trees by
the towpalh to rest, aching with fatigue
after his exertions, He¢ was feeling
utterly wretched, down and cuf, and un-
willing to face the fellows at the school
again till he had recovered a little,
'ﬁrc sight of a Greviriars cap in the
distance on the towpath made him with-
draw out of sight into the wood, where

(Continued on page 16.)
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he sat down wearily, resling againal 1he
trunk of a Leeel, hidden by the thick
brambles,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

No Progress !

R, GEDGE came wlong (he tow-
path from the dircetion of
I'riardale, with a sgueak of
clastic-sided  bools. The Uity

gentleman was not looking happy on
that glorious summer’s afternoon, e
gave not a glance at the shining river
on his left, or the deep dark woods on
his right; not a glanee at the summer
sky with its fleecy clouds, or at the blue
sca that shimmered in the distance.
Such things did not appeal to Mr,
CGedge, who looked on every excursion
he had to make inlo the country as a
martyrdom. Mr. Gedge was no doubt
making a good thing out of his business
with Captain Marker, of Lucknow; but
whenever he came down into Kent to
see Da Costa he felt that he was carn-
ing the money.

Had it been practicable Mr. Gedgo
would certainly have made the Eurasian
aall at his office in Chancery Lane to
report progress. That, however, was
not possible; and to keep in touch with
Captain Markor's emissary at Greyfriars
it was necessary for Mr. Gedge to make
periodienl visits to the neighbourheood
of the school—visits ay brief as he could
make them. When he got back to his
happy surroundings in Chancery Lane,
he carried back no recollection of shim-
mering sea and fleecy sky and cool,
shadowy woods; he remembered only
tho fatigue, the exertion, and the flies,
Especially the flies, who scttled on M.
Gedge’s-perspiring face and beaky nose
in the most irritating manner.

Mr. Gedge sighted a Greyfriars junior
in the distanco—a junior with an olive
face and black cyes. It was Arthur da
Costa, coming to the appointed place to
meet the “legal johnny.”

As was his custom, Mr, Gedge did not

approach the junior on the open tow-
path, As soom as he knew that Da
Costa had seen ‘him, he turned into the
shade of the wood and waited for the
junior under a trec there, out of sight
of passers-by. Mr. Gedge was a cautious
gentleman, and in such a matter as ho
had in hand he could not be too carcful.
Had the Greyfriars fellows known how
often Captain Marker's legal representa-
tive considered it necessary to mcet the
Eurasian, certaindy thers would have
been plenty of comments on the subject,
and comments wero what Mr, Gedge
wanted to avoid.
. Da Costa turned from tho tow-path
into the wood, and. joined the lawyer
under the spreading beech. Round
them the woods were deep and still, thoe
silence broken only by the twittering of
the birds in the trecs.

Mr. Gedge wasted no time in greet-
ings. He fixed his sharp, beady eyes on
the olive face of the Burasian. What
g_e read there did not scem to pleasc
him,
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“I huve heard nothing  {rom
Arthur,” he =aid abruptly,

“T hael nothing to tell you.”

Mr. Gedge lopked unplieasant,

“his will not do, Avthur,” lLe said,
ina low, acid voice. *The last time I
saw  you  you  outlined a  plan  that
soenned  wssured of  success.  According
to what you told wme; you had matters
el and deied, A bankoele =tolen Trom
a Junior's.stidy was to be placed inoa
lotter addressed o Wharton, wiknown
Lo liin.

“Tle was to suppose (had il was a 1ip
from his npele, Colonel Wharton,  1le
wus to spend the money unknowingly,
and then the note was to he idenstified
by the number, and Wharton denounced
as a thief,  His expulsion from the
sthool was te have followed, and the
orders of Capliin Marker would then
have been enrvicd oot ANl this you
explained lo e, and I have waited Lo
Tiear e vesull,”

My, Goedee pavsed.

But as [he Dweasian did nol speal,
he went on, more acidly than before:

“Apparcutly there Las becu no re-

you,

sult !~ Apparently,  yon  have failed
again, as you failed Lolore!  Appar
ently, Caplain Marker has spenl Dis

money for nothing in placing you ab

Groyfriavs, This will nol do; Arvthur.”

Ilv paused again.

“1t was not my fanll.,” said ile
Lurasian at lost. T eannol under
stand it even now. The hanknole was
taken from Mauleverer's study. Ti was
placed in the letter that came from
Colonel Wharion. i was veceived by
Harry Wharton.”

“Well 17

“T cannot unduvrstancd the rest. For
some  reason thal I eannol jmagme,
Whlharton did nol change tho note.

What has hecome of it I do nobt know.
T+ seews as if Fate has befriended
himn.”

“ Nonsense "

“T eannot understand how he eseaped
such a snave, at least, 'That the bank-
note reached him, that he believed it
was o tip from lis uncle, T am abso-
Jutely certain, Duk he did not change
the note. Nothing has Deen lLeard of
it since. Tt baflesme.”

“You sre sure "

“1 am osure of what T say, T hnow
nothing further. Yo could wvol have
lost the banknote. There would lave
been inquiry. Ie eannot have given ik
away o sowwone oulside the sehool—atl
least, T caunot think so. Ile has
escaped the snare as if by magie. I—1I
sometimes think—="

“What do you think?”

“1 think perhaps he i faled fo
oscape,” said the Murasian, in a low
voilee, “We are falalists in iy
country, Mr. Gedge, and it scoms to e
that there is fate in this. Ivery {ime I
strike he eseapes the blow, T bribed
& racing man to write him a lelter—
which T koew wmst fall -inte  lis
Form master’s hands, and give the im-
pression that he was associating with
racing meon.

“Put this-fagled, too. His friends
forced the W@n to come up to the
school, where it was proved that Le did
not know Wharton Ly sight. Only last
night Wharton went out of bounds at o
late hour to felch in a bieyele that had
been left in the wood. I fastened tho
box-room window aftesr him., e was
fated this time to be caught, T belioved,
Some friend of his intervened, and Lo
cscaped again, YL is Fate!”

“Nonsense !" rasped Mr. Gedge im-
patiently.

The Kurasian gave him a sullen look.

#1f secns so to me!” he muttered.

“How do I know? Il mmay be that cun-
ning and treachery ave useless against
one who is brave and honourable and
straightforward—that such attacks will
fall harmless from Lim, like arrowa
from a breastplate. After all, that is

the teaching ol all experience and
history.”
“What?  What de  you mean?”

rasped My, Gedge.

The Lurasian smiled bitlerly.

HIE astutencss and cunning and dis
simitation and false dealing could over-
come courage and honesty, the Lhnglish
would net be ruling in India to-day,”
he said,  “Why «o u handful of
forcigners kecp down dusky millions
who would gladly throw them inlo the
sca? DBecause the while man in India
is the only man who keeps faith.  That
i4 lds strength.

“IE the Afglon leagned  with the
Hindu, and the Hindie with the Bdlah-

vatle, and the Mahratla  with. 1he
Parsee, how long do xou fhink the
white man would vewain in India?

But they eannel leagne, for e Afghan
wonld betray the  Hindn— the Iindu
would Dbetray 1he Mahrattu-—the Mah-
vatta  would  deceive 1hie Parsee—the
Parsee would delwde all of them aud
twdray thow in turn.

“ No rich Hindu woeld lend an anna
towards such an unh-rFri.w.. hecauso he
knows he never would Le repaid if
thore was suceoss. Ho ix glad to lend
all lie has to the British {a) at & low
interest.  The DEnglish ave strong be-
cause Lhey keep faith, because they
have not learned the wiles of the
native, who despises them as fools, and
bows under their rule, because he can-
not keep faith with his brethren o
unite against the foreigner.”

My, Uedge stared blankly Da
('osta.

“What rubbish is this?" Le suapped.
*1 did nob come here to listen to a talk
on Indian politics, Arthure”

“1 am nob wandering frour the point,
Mre. Gedge. Lhere is a siruggle be-
tween East and West in my counlry,
and it is the same ihing, on a tiny
scale, at Greyfriars. The whito man,
fearloss because he is honourable, and
gtrong against the altacks of Fastein
treachery, If there were cowardice or
baseness in Wharton’s character |
should soon hold him in the hollow of
my hand. I am a thousand times wmore
clever than  he—miore  cunning—moro
wily, And he defeals it all by being--
whal he is! I feel somelimes that he
is fated o get the better of me—thal
wlen one of ws is driven in disgrace
from Groeyfriarvs, it will uol be he, but.

111

at

The Ewrasian spoke du a lone of deep
discourageiuent,

“Wlat utter nonsense!” rasped Mr.
Cledge.  “You are losing coufidence in
vourself because you have failed once
or Lwice.”

“Mhak is (rue.”

“You must pull voarsell together,
Arthur, ‘Things cannot go on like this
for ever. Captain Marker went to #
great expense in sending you here, and
he will expect results,”

“I have dono my Dhesl,” said the
Euvasian sullenly, “I have stifled wy
conseience. T buve done all T could.

1 have failed !

“Next time you will not fail.”

“T am sick of il all!" wottered Da
Closta. “ At the school at Lucknao it
was differcnt, Here there is n changed
atmosphere, There are bad fellows in
tho school—bad charariers, they would
be called. But the worst of them
would shudder to come near me if he
knew what I am, aud what T am doing.
There are tiues when I loatlic mygelf.”
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" Nonsense )

The Eurasian looked at him,

“Are there not times” he ashed,
*when you, though you are grown old
i irickery and chicavery, {ecl that you
would gladly be a different man—ithat
you would like to be open and honest
and healthy, and dare to look Lionour-
able men in the face?”

My, Gedge blinked at Lim,

“You jmpertinent younsg rascal!” ho
rasped. ' How dare you telk to mwe in
such a strain! Upon my word!
Arthur, T am here (o give you a serious
warning, Whether you are doing your
best to carry out Captain Markei's
orders, I cannot say; bui if you lave
no suc.ess to show before the end of the
present term, different methods will he
cmployed.

“TF vou fail you ave useless; and you
can return fo youwr own cowmndry and
your beggarly prospects ibore, leaving
the tesk Lo bo done by abler hands, T
warn you, Arthur, that the present
term at Greyfriars i3 your limit, 1f
you have not succeeded Dby then you
will be thrown aside like a useless
tool.”

The Furasian did not answer

“Thet is all ! rasped Mre. Gedge.
“Drop all this nensense [rom  your
mwind, and set to work to carey ouf the
task yon are paid to do. Lei me know
—and soon—Lhat you bave made pro-
gress, That is all T have lo say to you
at present, Arthur Jda Costa.”

With that, the lawyer {urned angrily
away, walked back to the tow-path,
and the squeak of his elastic-sided boots
died away in the direction of - the
village.

Da Uosta stood for some moments
after My, Gedge had left lLim, buried
in deep and iroubled thought. Then ho
sighed, and turned away, and foflowed
the towpath in {he oppesiie direclion
from that taken by Ma Gedge,

—

THE ELEVENTH CHEAPTER.
Hazel Makes Amends !
YZELDENE lay like a fellow in
o dream,

Indeed, feor some minules,
while 1the volces of Ale, Godpe
Da Costa were in Lis ecars, he

|
fancied that he must be dreaming,

The big trunk of the ancient heveh
amd a ma-s of bracken hid the junior as
be Juy at the foot of the free, and il
wai on the other side of 1he beech that
the lavyer and Da Costz had {alked.

Evory word, cantious as ithe lones
were, liad come quite clearly to Hazel

Mr, Gedge, for onee, had been
little too cxutious. Hix o seven Limes
already had {he wman Trom Chaneery
Lane mict Da Cosa in tha lonely,
socluded spot, and ihere lad been no
cara io hear.  Th was only by the
sheeresl chance that auyoue was there
now. 1azel. fatigned and moody, had
Jaiu silent whore he had thrown himself
down, snd the 1aik from the other side
of the beceh had reached lim withowut
the slightest inlention en his part to
play the eavesdropper. Alier the first
few sentenees lio had listened with o
gort of incrediilous horror.

ITe knew the truh now, He knew
whenee had come that bankuote that
belonged to Lord Mauleverer, and that
Harry Wharton had given him_ to
satisfy a dunning <harper, and save him
from exposure amd disgrace. Khowing
that the banknoie was Mauleverer's,
when he had learned the number of
Mauly's lost note, Haeel had believed
that Wharton was a ihief! FEven now,
he asked him:ell what clie be eould

have believed? But he kuew the {ruth
now-—knew how thal hanknole lad come
into the hands of the eaptain of the
Remove, who, in the beliel that iv was
his own, had given it 1o Lim.

It was long before IInzel siirred,

He rose to Lis feet at last, and came
aul of the weod to the tow-path,

Mr, Gedge had long gone; Da Costa
lad returned to the school, Hazel
moeved off slowly in uhe direction of
breyfriars,

e had almost forgolten the fight
now, and the damages he had received,
He was reminded, when he enme inte
the school and met Skinner in the guad.
Skinner gave him & cheery grin.

" Been through it#” hLe asked.

Hazel started.

“Eh! No—yes!” he stammered,

“Did Wharton lick you?”

“Mind your own business [

Skinner laughed.

1 neliced Wharton's nese when
came in,” he re

* Oh, shut up1”

“He, he, he! T say Yiivoonh i%
roared Bunter, as Hazel gave L a
shove, and he sat down on the lamling.
“Ow!l Wow! DBeast!”

Hazel went on to Stady No. 1. e
could hear cheery voices in that sipdy,

aind he hesitated outside for a Tew
moments,  Then he tapped and opeusd
the door.

HMarry Wharton & Co. were al tes
there.  Wharton's nose was raiher red
and bulbous te the view: but atherwiso
lie showed no sign of the tighi-on iln
tow-path, The Fumous Five all Joohed
at Hazeldene as ho stood in ilie doot-
way, his damapged countenance flushing
crinison.

“Halle, halle, hallo! said RBob
‘Cherry, breaking an uncomforiaile
silence.

“Can I come in, Wharton?” a-led

Hazel, very quietly.
(Continued on neéxt page.)

marked.  “I won-
dered who had been

the happy victin
My dear chap, you
were an ass lo give

Wharton a chanee
at wvon; hbe was
wailting for a

chance to lick you,
of course.”
“Oh, go wid cat

coke!  snapped
Hazel,

He went on to tlie
House.

“ Hazeldeno!"

Mr. Quelch ealled
to him as he went
in.

“Yes, sir)”
lered Hazel.

“You have been
fighting!” said the
Remove master
severely, “Youvr
face is in a disgrace-
ful state, Hazel-
dene,  With whom
have you been
fighting *”

“Wharton, sir!™

“Indeed| Then
why—"

“It was my fault,

muk-

sir!” said ITazel
quictly, “I ragged
him iato it! Whar-

Lon wasu't to
blame 1"
Two or threo

fellows who heard
that reply glanced
rather curiously at
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Hazeldene. My
Quelch  looked at
Liim.

“Indeed I said

the Remove master
deyly, “1 am glad
that you are =0
frank, Hazeldene.
You will take o
hundred lines.”
*Very well, sir.”
uzel went up to
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the Remove pas-
sage. On the Re-
move landing Billy
Bunter met him—
with a fat cachinna-
tion.

“Been under a
MoLor-car, old
chap?® chortled
Bunter. “I savy,
vyour chivvy i3 a
corker !”
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H1E you like

Hazel cntered ihe study. The
juniors there regarded him with curious
nguiry.

“I—I've got to speak to you, Whar-
lon,* stamuncered ITazel. * 1—I've found
something out! I—I—I'm sorry!”

“Borry we scrapped?” asked Whar-
ion. *RHo am I, if you come to that!
I never wanted to.”

-4 hat—and something else! T wanb
1o speak to you—if thesc fellows know
about—about that matter, 1 can speuk
Lefore them., I—I mean——-"7

“The banknote, do youn meani”

l{'&?es’ll

“They know all aboub il—all that T
would have told you if you'd have lis-
tened to me,” answered Mavey, i
don't see how yon ean have fouwd out
an_\'t,}}ing about it withoup wy telling
J'Oli‘

“AWell, T have,” said Hazel linskily.
“I know now who took that banknole
from Mauleverer’s study, and got it
sotehow into that letter from  your
unele. I know it was a trick to mmake
you out a thief”

“Great pip!” ejaculated Johuny
Bull. “*And how the thump haye you
found that out, Hazel?”

“T know it was Da Costa,”
Hazel. T heard him say so.”

“My only hat!”

#T1—1 believed—" stammered Hazel.
“flang it, Wharton, what was I to
Lelieve, when the number on the note
vou gave me was the same number as
that of Mauly's los§ note? But I'in not
moking  excuses—I'm  sorry—awlully
vorry ! [ dare say I was a {onl! Anyhow
I know now—and Iy ready to go to
ilie Head, if you like, and tell him what
g2 reptile he's let into. Groeviriars.”

. “But how——" exclaimed Wharton,
in amazement.

Huzel explained.

I'he Famous Five listened in deep
silence, forgetting their unfinished tea.
Hazel stammered out his slory shame-
facedly. He had repaid Wharton. who
had saved him from disgrace, wilh an
acousation of theft; and there was no
doubt that lie was contrite enough now.

“Well, my only hat!” said TFrank
Nugent, at last.  “That puts the lid
on! It's not a matter of suspicion now,
Harry, but of yproof—Hazel can prove
it against that rat Da Closta.”

“I'll po to the Head if you like,” said
Ilazel.  “That fcllow is a dangerous
villain and oughtl to be kicked out of
the school.”

"hT]l"lx ought to fix Da Coslal” said

0

said

There was a foolstep outside; and
Arthur da Costa camo into the study.
Lyvidently lic, had heard Bob Cherry's
vemark, for his dark eyes glanced
quickly  and suspiciously round the
cirele of faces,

“You speak of me? le asked, with
a sneer.

“Yes, you replile!” said Hazel.

Da Cosla turned on him in surprise,
He Lad had little to do with Ilnzel
since he had come to Greyfriars, and
had had no trouble with him.  The
juniar's words, and his look of bitter
scorn, startled the Eurasian.

“What de you mean, Hazeldene?” he
asked. “What have I done to you?”

“You reptile! T was on the tow-path
—under the trees in the wood—when
you met that raseally villain an hour
ago.”

Da Costa started.

“1 heard every word that you ant
Mr. Gedge said 1o one another,” said
Hazel contemptuously, “and I'm enly
waiting for Wharton to say the word,
to go to Dn Locke.” |
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All eves in the study were fixed on
the Ruorasian. The cffort he made to
pull himself togethor, under this un-
cxpeeted accusation, was visible to a
the juniovs. But in a few scconds he
was his cool, self-possessed, impassive
gclf again.

“T do nob catch on,” said Da Costa
calmly. *I have not been on the tow-
path to-day—I know nothing of any
meeting in a wood.”

Hazel gasped.

“You mean Lo deny it?” he cjacu-
lated.

Da Costa laughed. ,

“I deny what is not trae,” he said.
“Have you been telling a fanciful story,
like Bunter? I have not scen Mr.
Gedge, whom  you wcntion, since
the. day he brought me to Greyfriars—
and if you doubt it, I have no doubt
that Mr, Gedge will be able to prove,
if it is needed, that he has not been
near the school since that day.”

1laze! could only gasp.

“Go to the Head, if you choose,”
said Da Cosla coolly., “Tell him any
absurd story you please! I have uo
fear that he will lljuzlium you.”

“My word!” stammered Haszel
“You—you awful beast—denying what
you know is true,” He stared round at
the Faimmous Five. “You fellows—you
believe what I told you—what I heard—
and—"

“Byery word!” said Harry Wharton.
“Of course! But I'n afraid the Head
wouldn't take what you heard as proof,
old chap. Da Costa knows that.”

Da Costa siniled.

“Let him put it to the test,” Le said.

Bob Cherry rose to his feot. .
“You sickening worm!” he said,
“You may be safe, for all I kuow.

You're as wily as a snake, I know that,
But if you can stuff the Head, you
lknow that we know the kind of miscr-
able weptile you are. Geét out!”

“This is my study——"

Bob Clierry's powerful arm rose, and
his elenched fist struck the Eurasian full
in the face.

Da Costa spun through the study door-
way end sprawled at fuil length in tho
Remove passage. .

“You fellows don't mind my knocking
that reptile out of the study, I hope?"”
asked Bob.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No fear! DBNlore power to your
elbow ! chuckled Nugent.

Da Costa leaped to his feet, and came
back into the study with the spring of
a tiger. Bob Cherry's faco set grimly,
and he met the Burasian with right and
left.

Crasli, erash!

Da Costa sprawled in the Remove
pussage agaiu. Bob clozed the door on
Lim.

“That's that!” he said.

“The thatfulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“MPake a pew, Hazel, old man, and
Lkave tea!” suid the captain of the
Remove. *“ All serene now—what 1’

“I'm sorry for what—what 1 said to
you!" starnmered Hazcl,

“That’s all right now. Squat -down.”

And Hazel stayed to tea in Study
No. 1; and later that day all the
Remove knew that Hazel no longer
“harred ! the captain of the Form. But
wlat Hazel had heard under the old
beech by the towpath was not_told out-
side the study., It was too wild a talo
to be told without convincing proof, and
that proof was lacking, But morce and
more the traitor of tho school was
beecoming known in his truc colours;
and more and more likely it secmed that
his words to My, Cedge would prove
prophelie, and that it would nob bo

Harry Wharton, but Arihur da Costa,
who would be turned out of Gireyfriars
in disgracc—at long last.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Rookwood Match !
RTHUR DA COSTA was amonig
the Greyfriars cricketers wlio
went over to Rookweod, In

view of the termny he was on
the Famous Five, it was odd

with ]
cnough that the captain of the Remove
was not only willing, but keen, to play

him in the ericket cleven. But un-
doubtedly Wharton was quite keen on
that. It was not only that DDa Costu
was o cricketer of amazing powers for
his age, and a rod in pickle for Rook-
wood. But, as he bad teld tls
Eurasian, Wharton would have been
very unwilling to turn him out of the
cricket so long as he siuyed at Grey-
friars.

That the traitor should go, as soon
as proof could once be obtained of his
treachery, was a settled thing, and all
the chums of the Remove were anxious
to sce the last of him.  Nevertheless,
all the Co. agreed with Wharton that
he should play for the Form. Crickef
was the one thing that scemed to lifi
the strange boy of mixed blood out of
the mire of deceit and double-dealing,
and on the cricket ground he could be
trusted.

If there was any hope of his repent-
ance und redemiption, it lay through hi:
sporting instinets; and the thought had
more than once come into Wharton's
mind that Da Costa might vet learn to
“play the game " off tﬁu playing. field«
as well as on. And o, though
Wharton's personal fecling towards tho
fellow was one of deep repulsion, he was
glad to include him'in the team that
went over to Rogkwood to play Jimmy
Silver & Co.

So far as cricket was concerned, the
captain of the Remove had reason to
be glad that he had not turned down
the hall-caste.

Tor quite a long™lime tlioc Remove
men had been getting into preat forin
for that great fixture,” But—as some-
times happens in such cases—when tho
date came round the eleven was nowhere
near top form—nothing like even the
team that had played Temple & Co.
Buch things happened sometimes, and
could not be helped.

The Bounder was in poor form, which
alone made a big difference. Denfold
had to stand ont, and Hazcldene had
been given his place; and, though Hazcl
was on his best behaviour now, and very
keen to distinguish himsclf, he was no-
where near Pen's form. Mark Linley
was working for an czamination, an:l
was not available. Peter Todd had
crocked his wrist, and his place was
taken by Russell—a good man, but not
up to Peter's form, Sc{uiﬁ' was dowir
with a cold, and his place had been
given to Tom Redwing; a good man
enough, but miles behind the Australian.
Frank Nugent was in the team; and,
though Wharton was very glad to see
his best chum there, that did not make
him believe that Frank was quite up to
the form required to play Rookwood.

Taken altogether, tﬁc eleven was whal
Bob Cherry called very “so-s0," and
there was no doubt that Arthur da
Costa was worlh his weight in gold in
the circumstances. The fellows who
liked him least were glad that ho was
there, when, in the Rookwood first
innings, Jimmy Silver & Co. piled up n
hundred runs. .

But it is said that it never rains but
it pours.
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Arthur da Costa opened the Grev-
friars innings with Wharton, and was
bowled first ball by Jimnny Silyer of
Rookwaod.

Wharton, at the other end of
piteh, simply stared at hLim.

“Heow's that?” inguired
Rookwooders round the held.

I"Out!,l

Wharton could hardly believe lifs cars

The best batsman must have bad lnck
sometimes, and there was no doubt that

i

about iy

“Uncle James” of Rookwood s
4 wonderful bowler. DBut the o-
lapse of Da Costa's wicket for 1o
runs  was  utterly  unexpected, A
black suspicion forced 1tself  iwio
Wharton's  mind that the Eura-ien

was carrying hia treachory inin o s—
was deliberalely letting down the crivker
captain, whose enemy he was

Da Costa's fuee exprossed nothing s
he walked back to the paviliow with his
unused bat.

_Many times, at Greyiviavs, 1le Eoava
stan had given signs of o possionate
and furious temper—a wild-cab femper.
as some of the fellows ecalled ir. B
thne‘tcmper was never shown on the
playing-fields. If tha fall of his wickei
was a blow to the Eurasian, he gave no
sign of it; his face was impassive,
exprossionless.  That, certainly, was a<
it should be, The Greylviars nien wonkil
have been shamed in public had the
fellow given way to his Lempor bolore
the Rookwoaoders. At the same time. is
strengthened the black doubt that had
come into Wharton's mind. He told
bimsell bitterly that he had been a fool
to trust, in this one matter, a follow who
was not to be trusted in anything clse.

With the best batsman down for
nothing, and a weakencd list to follow
him, the Greyfriars innings, naturallr,
did not amount to very much. V'hac
initial failuro had a discouraging cffvet
on the other batsmen, too. The
Bounder, usually a tower of strength,
made a poor show, and only Wharton,
Bob Cherry, and Tom Brown put on
any runs to speak of. The innings was
over much sooner than anticipated, with
a total of B5.

After that rather deplorable innings,
some of the Rookwooders were seen to
exchange very cheery smiles; and
Arthur Edward Lovell, of the Rookwood
IFourth, was overheard .to opine that
the home team would not liave to bat
again unless they liked. The Rook-
wooders were very confident and cheery,
and even Jimmy Silver—who never
counted & game won till it was lost—had
no doubts about the finish this time, . As
for the olive-skinned Greyfriars recruit,
Jimmy had noticed him only as a fellow
who bad bagged a duck’s-egg, but whose
bowling had been good, though nothing
wonderful.

“What on earth's the matter with Da
Costa ?” the Bounder asked the captain
of the Remove. “He bowled wonder-
fully against the Fourth last week, His
bowling here is nothing to sing a song
about. And this is the first duck’segg
he has scored since he came to Grey-
friars. Has he saved up his rottenest
form for this mateh?"

“Looks like it," said Harmy glumly.

“A chap can’t always be at the top
notch,” remarked Tom Redwing.

“8till, there's a limit,” raid the
Bounder. "“He's a queer beggar, and
gets his back up very easily. Bglew:d if
I don’t half think he’s letting the pame
down on purpose!”

“Oh, rot!” said Redwing.

Wharton did not answer Vernon-
Smith. The thought that had erossed
the Bounder's mind was rankling very
dc&) in Wharion's, )

here was the wonderful form Da

_— [

Keeping carefully out of the radius of the lights, Harry Wharion and Hurree
Singh stole away through the Cloisters, until they reached the thick ivy below

the window of Study No. 1.

Then, one after the other, the active juniors climbed

up the rope which hung there, and clambered in at the study window.
(See Chopter 7.)

(Josta had shown as a bowler? Whoeve
was lis wonderful form az a batsman?

Wharton was not the skipper to “rag "
any man while a game was on. If a
fellow failed, he failed, and there was
an end to it. It was taken for graited
that he had done his best.

But that was just what the captain
of the Remove could not take fox
granted in the present case, If the
tortuous double-dealing of the Eurasian
had been brotht into this game—and
it seemed only too likely—Wharton
conld not forgive himself for having
trusted the fellow., And yet—

When Rookwood went on again, Da
Costa was not given the bowling.
During a good many overs, he looked
many times at Wharton; while ine
Rookwood score mounted, Huiren
Jamset Ram Sirlill. enlivened his side

£

with 1he hat-tric but the change
bowlers were far from deadly, and
Rockwood were quite satisfied with

their progress, In other ciremnstanees,
Wharton would have put Da Costa on
to bow!l as a matter of couwrse; hut
after his display in the Rookwood first
innings, and with that dark donbt in
bis mind, he left Lim in the Beld.

At last, while the [eld crossed after
an over, Da Costa found an opportunily
of spcaking to his captain.

"Yau wiil not let nie bowli” e mui-
H) Ie\'.

Wharion gave him a look.

- "_\\(‘ 1

“But why not?" asked the FEurasian.

Wharton made no answer.

“Y did not do well in their frsf
innings,” muttered the Eurasian,
was not at my hest. I—I was thinking
—I have mnany things on my mind—I
was tronbled—downhearted! But thas
has passed—I give you my word that
I am fit—I can get their wickets, Will
you net give me a chancet”

“Youmr word!” said Harry,

La Costa crimsoned.

" Vess—my word,” he repeated,

“What is that worth?”

“Oh!” muttered Da Costa.

His dsrk eyes dilated as he looked at
Wiharton,

“You think—-" he faltered.

“I den't know,” said Hamry. “I'm
forry if 1I'm unjust—but I can't truss
you. I was a fool to play you, knowinyg
you as I do. You are my enemy—
you've played any number of dirty
iricks—you may he letting me down 1n
viiie match for all T know. If I'm wrong,
L'y gorry—but I can’t trust you, "and
snn won't bowl aga.in.”

‘Piiere was no time to say more--nnd
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it was not needed. Arthur da Cobin
turned away with a set, white face. Ho
tid not approach the captain of the
Remove again; and in the field he
missed more than one cateh that should
have come to him. Rookwood made
exactly another hundred in iheir second
innings; and Groyfriars were left with
a hundred and forty-five to.get 1o equal
their score—a task which the most hope-
ful of the merry men from Greeyvfriars
hardly hoped to accomplish,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Play Up!"

OB CHERRY and Johnuy Dull
were told off to open the Grey-
friars second inmings. Axthur
da Costa came over to Wlarton,
with a gleam in his dark eyes. Some
of the Removites, looking at him,
thought that a burst of his passionate
Oriental temper was coming; but the

Turasian remained quite calm. He
spoke to Harry Wharton in a low
vaoice !

“Wharton! I was down to open the
innings.”

“1 know that.”

“Well, then—"

“Now youre at the other end. A
duck’s-egg is better to wind up with
than to begin with,”

Das Costa breathed hard.

“You are wrong—you are wrong,”’ he
muittered passioustely. “You suspect
e of playing you false in the game.”

“Have you cver played anything but
false 7" asked Wharton, with a curl of
the lip. *“I thought that cricket was
an exception. It seems that it isn't!
I'm not surprised—I ought to have ex-
pected this, It's only one more dirty
trick.”

“You are wrong!” breathed the
Lurasian. “Any man may have bad
luck! Nugent was bowled first ball—
vou do not accuse him of letting down
the game.”

“That’s rather different. If Nugeunt
were capable of nuiting a stolen bank-
note in a fellow’s letter, I might sus-
pect him easily enough,” said Harry
scornfully. “Or if he were capable of
locking a fellow out of the House to get
him nailed breaking bounds. You are
false to the marrow of your bones, Da
Closta, and I was & blind fool to trust
you in cricket."

“1 swear that you are wrong,” said
the Eurasian huskily. *“Whatever else
I may have done, in cricket I have
always played fair and square, T would
ciit off my hand sooner than play false.”

Wharton looked at him curiously.

He lLiad ample reason for his distrust;
vet there was a ring of almost wild
earnestness in the Eurasian's voice that
impressed him,

But he shook his head.

“1 can’t trust you!” he said curtly.

‘“’Then—when do I bat?”

“Last.” -

Da Costa turned away without
another word. There was no anger
in his face now; but a look of deep pain
that touched Wharton's heart. He
opened his lips to speak, but closed themn

again. After all, he could not trust
{I!c fellow, and he =aid no more to
1iin,

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull were a4
the wickets now, .and making runs,
Their innings was a good ome; but
Jimmy Silver caught out Bob at last;
and when the Bounder took his place,
Arthur Edward Lovell eaught out the
Bounder in very quick time. The
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clean-bowling of Frank Nuogent fol-
lowwd, and then a catch that seut
Ruz:cll home.

“This is a jolly old procession " Dob
Clierry remarked lugubriously,  “Did
vou ever learn to play cricket, SBmithy?
The Rookwood men will think that your
game is marbles.” .

The Bounder scowled.

“We've got & rotten streak of luck,
and no wmnstake,” said Frank Nugent.
“I shan't write home about my rums.”

e luckfulness is not tervific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Put an cstecmed game is not lost till
it is won! Perhaps there will still be
a stitch in time to save the cracked
pitcher from going longest to the well,
as the Euglish proverb says”

And that English proverb cheered up
the Greyfriars batsmen a littlo!

There was rather a change for ihe
belter when Harry Wharton wenl in,
and when Hurree Singh joined him
the Rookwooders were shown that Grey-
friars, after all, knew how to bat. The
score mounted; but Jimmy Silver put
paid at last to the nabob., Wharton
was still going strong; and with another
bat of the same gquality to back him up,
might yet have pulled the gamo out of
the fire. But at the oihor end of the
pitch, wickets went down fast. Grey-
frinrs wore only forty for the secoud
innings, when last man was called.

Defeat, more overwhelming than they
had ever expericnced hefore, loomed
over the men from Greyfriars, They
had ninety-five against two hundred,
with one wicket to fall. Harry Wharton
looked as if he might have held the
enemy till the light was gone; but last
man in was Arthur da Costa—and Harry
expected nothing of him but a duclk’s-
egg. The game was over, in the opinion
of the captain of the Remove, and he
only waited for Jimmy Silver to knock
out the Eurasian with the first ball.

But that ball did not knock out Da
Costa. It went travelling, and the
Eurasian was running—and Wharton
was so taken by surprise, that for a
moment he stood still, watching the
lithe figure that was flashing towards him
like a streak of white. Then he under-
stood, and ran—ran his hardesi. Again
the batsmen ran before the ball came
in, and Da Costa had the bowling again,
And a weight was lifted from Harry
Wharton's mind and heart as he
watched - the boy from the East deal
with the bowling.

Jimmy Silver almost rubbed his eyes.
The fellow he had bowled for a duck’s-
cgg seemed & new man now. Duck's-
eggs were things of the past, Arthur
Edward Lovell had told his friends that
it would be a “pair of spectacles” for
this especial batsman. Arthur Edward
had to modify that opinion. If Da
Costa bad been off colour at the begin-
ning of the game, he was at the top
of his form now.

“Bravo !” roared Bob Cherry, in great.
dcli’ght. “Well hit! Oh, well hit,
BiT.

“Hurran !"”

“The esteemed Da Costa is terrific!”
romarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
his dark eyes watching the Eurasian
curiously.

Harry Wharton's face was bright, He
was sure of himself; and he was sure
now of his partner at the wickets. The
traitor of the Remove, false in all other
things, was, after all, justifying Whar-
ton’s faith in him. It was bad luck, and
not a bad heart, that had caused his
failure earlier in the game. He was
more than making up for it now.

The hopes of the Grevfriars men began
to rise. It looked as if the gnme might
be pulled out of the five, after all.

“That chap can bal, and no mistake,”
said Vernon-Bmith.  * Wharton's good,
bur Da Costa iz lwice his form.”

“The twicefulness is terrifie,”

“Trave!™

“They'll do it yet!” grinned Tlob
Cherry.  “They'll pull it off!  You
listen to your Uncle Robert, my infants
—they' Il pull it off yot!*

“Looks like a chance, anyhow,"
Hazel.

“Hureal 1

“Over a hundred {o get on the last
giddy wicket—and we're going to pull
it oll 17 said Bob. “Why, Reokwood
can't touch them!  How's the score—
jumping like a giddy kangaroo "

“The jumpfulness is incessant and
terrifie,” remarked Hurree Jauset Ram
Singl. “Did I not remarkfully observe
that a game is not lost till it is won.
'The esteemed victory is pow an absurd
possibility.”

“ Bravo, Da Costa !

“(iood man!” roared Dob Cherry, as
the Furasian drove the ball away again
to the boundary,

No one would have guessed ot that
moment that the I'amous I'ive of Grey-
friars were on the worst possible terms
with the olive-skinned fellow at the
wickets, Had he been their dearest
chum they could not have checred him
more enthusiastically.  Wharton, pass-
ing Da Closta on the pitch, gave him u
cheery, breathloss grin.

“Keep it up, old bean!™
passing.

The Eurasian smiled, with a flash of
white teeto.

“What-ho 1" was his answer,

It scemed as if Captain Marker's
emissary at Greyfriars was dead and
gone, and a first-class sportsman had
come to life in his place.

? sail

he called, in

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Vietory !

is HE sting's in the taill”
E Jimmy Silver of Rookwood
made that remark,
Arthur Edward Lovell
nodded assent.

The Rookwood men were being given
some of the hardest work they had ever
put into a cricket match.

Right up to “last man in,” the Grey-
friars game had been, on the whole, o

oor game, though there had Dbeen
right patches, Now, almost at the
finish, Greyfriars had awakened to new
life. The sting was in the tail, as Jimmy
remarked.

Jimmy Silver was a bowler of renown,
and he had worked havoe among the
Girevfriars wickets that day. DBut though
he was asz good a3 ever, he was power-
less now. Harry Wharton was at his
very best, and when ho was at his best,
Wharton wa: a very good man indeed.
But no one on the field would have
denied—least of all Wharton himseli—
that good as he was, Arthur da Costa
was better. The boy from the East
seemed born to handle a bat; no bowler
could touch him, and the field had abso-
lutely no chance. It was hard to believe
that he was the same fellow who had lost
his wicket for a duck’s-egg in the furst
innings.

Wharton was more than satisfied now.
He had doubted the Eurasian—he had
had enly too much reason to doubt hini.
But he knew now that his judgment had
been right—that Da Costa was to be
trusted in games at least. The fellow
might very well have resented his cap-
tain’s distrust, and played a poor game
for that rveason alone, sensitive and
touchy as he was. DBut there was no
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sign of that. With the willow
the

hands, le was thinking only of
came,

Whatever it was that had weighed
an Da Costa's mind earlier in the day
and caused that collapse of his form, had
been dismissed now,  Whether it was
come tortuovs piot that liad been work-
ing in his mind, or whether it was some
hwavy trouble of which tlie ether fellows
knew nething, it was.gone, for the timo
at least; and the Eurazian was thinking
anly of the matter in hand.

The seore was-going up by Jeaps and
bLounds. It seewmed almost like a miracle
io the Roockwooders, who had buen so
near to a sweoping victory, when they
saw the Greyfriars score at 130 for the
sccond innings. ‘The long suumner’s day
was far from its close; ihore was anple
time for the finish, and that sweeping
victory was gone from the vision of the
Rookwooders—gone from their gaze like
a beautiful dream.

Vietory was more than doubiful now.
I'bere was only one wicket to fall; and
lifteen were wanted to tie; but that one
wicket did not scem at all likely to fall;
Da Costa looked as if he were good for
4 century if they had been wanted, and
1larry Wharton was firmly set. Jimmy
Silver and Mornington and Erroll, of
Rookwood, laboured in turns with the
leather, and laboured in vain. The men
in the field were tired with leather-hunt-
ing; but they were alert and watehful
for chances—but chances for the field
were few and far between.

“That's three ! said Bab Cherry.

Three it was!

Another three followed, and a four.

“ Bravo ”

“ Hip-pip 1*

¥rom the group of Greyfriars men
came a ripple of clapping, Rookwood
men were cheering, too; they were good
sportsmen at Rookwood, and could take
dofeat like sportsmen. And few of them
doubted that it was going to be defeat.
Five wanted to tie—six to win—and
Arthur da Costa drove the ball away for
three; and Wharton cut it for two; and
{hore was a yell from Bob Cherry when
the score ticd.

Jimmy Silver sent down his last ball,
and put all his skill into it. Wharton
eut it away for the single run that was
wanted,

“Hurrah !” roared Bob Cherry.

“ Bravo ¥

“(3o0d man !

Bob Cherry rushed on the field and
clapped Wharton on the back—a clap
that mad: the captain of the Remove
stagper.

“Ow 1" he gasped.

Half a dozen fellows surrounded Da
(‘osta as he walked off. The Eurasian’s
face was bright, his dark eyes glowing.
Harvy Wharton, flushed, breathless, and
joyous, joined the Eurasian, and almost
uwneonsciously slipped an arm through
his as they went to the pavilion.

“You've played the best game the
Remova have ever put up, old chap,”
he said.

Da Costa looked at him,

“It was & good game,” he said.

“It was ripping ! My hat] You were
worth your weight in gold,” said Harry.
“Thank goodness you came over to
Rookwood 1”

The Eurasian smiled.

“¥Yet you did not trust me.”

“Oh!” Wharton coloured. He had
forgotten. “I—I'm sorry for that—but
—but—but——"

He dropped Da Costa’s arm as le
roemembered.

A bitter look came over the Eura-
sian's face.

X¥ou were right,” he said, in a low

“TRIED AND

Da Costa has sworn
that in the future he
will run straight: that
no longer will he at-
tempt to carry out the
dastardly plan of Cap-
tain Marker. But such
a decision means that
his days at Greylriars
are numbered. Yel
there are no regrets:
the LCurasian has,
through the example
sel by the fellow whom
ha tried to ruin, learned
to play the game.
Captain Marker, (he
plotter, isn't finished
with, however. You'il
read all about him in
next week's glorious
yarn of school life and
adventure. Don't miss
this treat, chums.
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voige. It was just—why should I blame
you? But—if you had known what was
on my mind, you would not have blamed
me for being off my form.”

“I'm rcally sorry,” said Wharton,

1t was all he could say. He wondered,
too, what it was that had troubled tho
strange boy from the Eust so decply
that day. It must have been some deep
and heavy trouble, to put such a
crickoter off his form—considering how
ho had played up since.

But confidence between thie two was
impossible. Da Costa's words had re-
called to Wharton what he was—and for
what he had come to Greylriars. No
more was said by either of them.

On the way home to Greyfriars the
victorious team were in a merry mood—
with one exception. Da Costa scemed to
be plunged into the blackest depression.
He was the hero of the hour—all the
fellows know that he had won the gamo
for his side: that he had saved them
from an overwhelming defeat. And the
game he had played for Greyfriars was
Likely to be long remembered at Rook-
wood. The fellows who liked him least
could not help feeling cordial towards
him at the present moment—trying hard
not to think of what he was, what they
knew he was.

The Eurasian might have been ex-
pected, in the ecircumstances, to be s
merry and bright as any fellow in the
cheery party; but he was plunged in
deep gloom, aveided joining in the
cheery talk of the cricketers, and uttercd
scareely 2 word on the journey home.

A number of Remove fellows mot the
returning cricketers at the school gates
in the dusk of the summer evening.

“How did it go?” asked Peter Todd.

“Licked 7" asked several fellows.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“It was a jolly old vietory,” lie said.

“Licked right up to the finizh, and

then Da Costa pulled the game oul of
the fire,” said the Bounder,

“Just that!"” said Harry Wharton.
“It was a close thing, but a miss is as
good as a mile! I'd have taken two-
pence for our chances before Da Costa
went on to bat; but we've beaten Rook-
wood |7

“Hurrah t"

“1 say, you fellows—"

‘“Hallo, hallo hallo! Here's Bunter!
Teeling anxious to know how we got on,
falty ?” roared Bob, “Wd¢'ve won, my
fat pippin!”

“What about supper?”

e ]':ll?"

“What aboul supper in the study?®"
asked Bunter, “The faet is, I've been
vwaiting for you fellows to come in. My
idea was to have a ripping supper in

the study all ready for you fellows—"
“Jolly good idea!™ said Wharion,
langhing.

“Only my postal-order didn't comé&
in time——"

“ IPathead 7

“1 think I told you fellows I wa: eme
peeting a postal-order—"

" Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Clome on, you men,” said Bob. “T
can manage some supper, hut I think
I'd rathcrkila.va supper in Hall than wait
till Bunter’s postal-order comes!”

“0Oh, recally, Cherry, I say, Mys
Miwmble will let us have the studf, and,
if vou like, I'll do the shopping, and—
I say, wyou [ellows!"” yelled Dunter.
“Qh, really, you know Beasts!"”

Vietory at Rookwood did not produce
a study supper for William George
Bunier—in consequence of which, vie
tory at Rookwood was to the Gw] of the
Remove a trifle light as air. DBut ail
the rest of the Remove rejoiced—and
Avthur da Costa received many con-
gratulationsa. Yet his olive face was
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dark and gloomy when he went to the
dormitory with the Remove,

—_—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Last Blow !,

1] yROT in, old bean!"

Harry Wharton called out
that invitation as a tap came
at the door of Study No. 1 in

the Bemove.

It was o few days after the Rookwood
match, and the threc occupants of Study
No. 1 were at prep.

Wharton jumped up the next moment
with a red face as the door opened fo
admit Henry Samuel Quelch, the master
of the Remove.

“Oh, sir!” ejaculated Wharton,

It was the first time Le had ever
addressed his Form master as “old
bean ; and it was quite inadvertant
on his part. He had not been expecting
& call from Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master, however, took no
notice of that informal greeting. He
came into the study with a grim face,
and with a sheaf of impot paper in his
hand. Wharton, to his surprise, recog-
nized his own writing on the top sheet—
it was an imposition he had lately
handed in at his Form master's stud..

Mr. Quelch held it up.

“These lines were written by
Wharton?"

“Yag airl™ said Harry, in wonder,

“They were left on my table.”

“Yes, sir; you weren't in your atudy
when I took my lines in.”

“Quite so! You were probably un-
aware of the state of these lines when
vou loft them in my study!" said M:.
Quelch grimly.

Wharton made no reply to that. 1:
was true that the lines had not been
written with great care—lines seldown
were. But if a carelessly-written impot
had to be done over again, that was no
reason for this thunderous frown on Lis
¥orm mastor’s face, as far as Wharton
could see.

Mr. Quoelch turned baek the top sheet.
On the sccond sheet was a small round
black mark, surrounded by a tiny hole
in the paper. 1. was a burnt mark—aud
pbviously had been made by the lightei
end of a cigarctte—as if a cigarette had
Loen carelessly laid on the sheet,

Wharton stared et it blankly,

“That mark on the paper, Wharton,
can have been made in only one way,”
said Mr. Quelch sternly. * You are wel!
aware of the strictness of the rule
axainst smoking in junior studies. It
would appear that smoking ia so
habitual in this study, that you are cara-
less enough to lay a lighted cigareite
on an imposition.”

Wharton gasped.

“Cortainly not, sir! I don't kuow
how that mark came therve. It was notb
there when I left the lines in your
study, sir1”

“Do not be absurd, Wharton

“Tt was not there, sir!” repcated the
captain of the Remove. “Nobody evur
smokes in this study, and the mark can-
not possibly have been made here.”

“Indeed! Then how do you aeco:
for it?" asked the Remove Inaster, wiik
grim sarcasm,

Wharton was silent: but his eyes fixod
on the olive face of the Kurasian. Da
Costa and Frank Nugent were standing
at attention while their Form master
was in the study.

“There’s only onc way of accounbing
for it, sir,” said the captain of the Re-
move steadily. “That mark was made
after I left the impot on your table, and
it was made by some fellow with @
grudge against me,”
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“That is scarcely possible, Wharton !
Tt could, ol course, have happened, but
it is very improbable indced.”

Mr. Quelch laid the lines down.

“In the circumstanees, Wharton, 1
shall scarch this study very carefully.
1f smoking gocs on il(‘[‘t‘. 1 shall ne
doubt find some proof of it.”

“You are weleome fo seavch tle
study, sir,’” said Nugent. “ Nobody ever
has any cigarcttes here,”

*No one, sir!"” said Da Costa,

“Chat is what I shall ascertain,” suid
Me. Q}ueloh icily, “You will tura o
everything in the study under my inspec:
tion, "

Wharton and Nugent cxchanged a
look. The same thought was in both
their minds—that this was a new trick
of the Kurasian. Arthur da Costa’s
face expressed nothing.

“This desk is locked, I think,” =said
Mr. Quelch, eveing the old and rather
massive desk that stood in a corner of
the atudy,

“Yea, sir,” said Harry, “I keep it
locked since the time Bunter played that
silly practical joke with a wateh.”

* Unlock it!"”

Wharton felt for his kevs,

The old desk had several drawers and
receptacles, with locks. The same key
opened all of them; and the desk was
soon laid open to Mr, Quelel’s iuspee-
TiDM.

* Upon my word "’ )

The Remove master uitered a sharp
exclamation.

I'rom one of the drawers, after re-
moving several books and old papers,
Lie drew a packet of cigarettes, and a
pink paper—evidently a racing paper,
with pencil marks against the names of
certain horses. P

Wharton stared at it dumblounded.

Nugent gasped.

The drawer had been locked, and the
key, us Wharton well knew, had never
loft his possession. Yet this discovery
Lad been made in the locked drawer,
The Remove master’s face was like iron
now.

“#Tt would appear, Wharton, that you
have apoken [‘;scly, and that you aro
not only in the habit of smoking, but
that this racing paper belongs to you.”
said Mr. Quelel, in a grinding voice
“You werc suspected a short time ago
of association with a racing man. I
allowed myself to be convinced of your
junocence. It appears that I was
deceived.”

Wharton panted.

“Those things don't Lilong to nte, sir.
T've never scen them before. They've
Leen put in my desk.”

> You keep this desk locked "

“Y-yes, sic!”

“Have you left
time ¥

*N-no, sir |

“Do you ask me to believe that soine
idl-disposed Loy has placed these arficles
in a locked desk, when you had the key
in your possession?”

“Yes, siv!l” gasped Harry. “That's
the only way they could have come
ihiero. They're not mine !”

“You may tell that absurd siory to
sour headmaster, if you choose,” sail
Mr. Quelel coldly. I shall now take
vou to Dr. Locke.”

*One moment, sir 1" saud Da Costa.

Mr. Quelch turned on him.

“To you know anything ef this, Da
Closta?”

*Yess, sir!”

For one mouent the Eunrasian pansed.
Then le spoke again, in a quiet, firm

the key about al any

T

VOoIe.

“Those things do not belong to
Wharton, sir.”

“Indeed "’ said Mr, Quelch, “Then
to whomn do they belong?”

-

Flo" me, siv!”

“Youl”

Y pss, sir!

Thiere was a moment of dumbiounded
silerer in the study. Mr. Quelch
stared at Da Costa as if  he could
scareely believe hiz ears. Wharton and
Nugent gazed at him in blank wonder.
I'or tlie moment, a pin mighf have been
hieard to fall in Study No. 1 in the
Remove,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Clean Cui!
RTHUR DA COSTA stood
& facing the Remove master,
with a calm, impassive face,

He did not look at Wharton.

Mr. Quelch found his voice at last.

“Da Costa! What docs this mean?
Is this some absurd story to shield your
study-mate? If these tﬂings belong to
vou, how could you place them in &
locked drawer of which Wharton bas
the key?"”

“I had o key that fitted the lock, sir.”

“Bless my soul !”

“Oh!" breathed Wharton,  He had
felt, he had known, that this was some
new device of his enemy; bubt he had
not expected this.  The locks on the
old oaken desk were not of a common
kind; and it could not have been easy
to obtain a key to fit them.

“Do voun mean that you kept these
things in Wharton's desk with his know-
ledge, Da Costa?”

“No, sir! I placed them there with-
out his knowledge,” said the Eurasiam.
“They have not been there two hLours,
I placed them there after I had entered
vour study secratly and made that mark
on Wharton’s lines.”

“0Oh!” gasped Nugent.

Mr. Queleh's face was a study
itself,

“Da Costat I hardly understand
vou'! Are you confessing that you have
had a base scheme to cause another boy
injury?”

*Vess, sir.”

“And why?” demanded Mr. Quelch.
“Why have you taken all this trouble.
all this risk, only to confess o me in
this way?”

“PBecpuse I have changed my inten-
tion, sir,” said the FEurasian calmly.
“ When I did what I have done, I was
half-licarted—I was not sure that I
would do it—but I went on te the end.
But I will go no further. 1 am ready
for punishment, sir—to be sent away
from Greyfriars if you think fit! 1
have been a rascal—but I cannot go ou
with it.”

'I;Ihere was another long silence in the
stndy.

Mr. Quelch was gazing at the boy
from the East, in utter wonder. He
spoke at last.

* For such a wretched trick, Da Costa,
vou certainly would be expelled from
Greyfriars, had it come to my know-
ledge in any other way. But your con-
fession, before harm las been done,
makes a very great difference. I pre-
sume that you were actuated by some
foolish malice, and that you have re-
pented in time. Such a matter cannot
be passed over, Da Costa.”

“Yess, sir,”

“Wharton, I am sorry that I have
misjudged you,” said the Remove
master. “This boy"s confession places
the matter inm o very different light.
Da Costa, you will follow me to my
study.”

“ Vess, sip.?

The Kurasian, withoui a look at his
study-mates, followed the Remove
master,
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“* Upon my word ! ** Nr. Quelch uttered a sharp exclamation as from one of the drawers in Wharton’s dask he withdrew

a packet of cigarefles and a pink paper—evidently a racing paper, with pencil marks against certain hérscs® names. Wharton

stared at it dumbfounded. * It would appear, Wharion,” said the Remove master, ‘* that you are not oniy in the habii
of smoking, but racing as well ! ** (See Chapter 15.)

When they were gene, Wharlen and
Nugenl. looked ai one another,

“Well, my hat?" said Harry,
all he could say.

“How could lic have gob a key?”
wnttered Nugent,

“{oodness knows,*

“And why did lte awn np#”

“T ean’t make it out.”

Prep wasa forgotten in Study No. 1.
Tn sheer amazement the juniors waited
for Arthur da Cosla {0 return.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! You men
finished #* Bob Clerry looked in at the
upent study docrway.  “Hallo, what's
up?” he added in surprise.

Havry Wharter explained, and Boh
wave a long whistle. The three juniors
waited a while in 1tlie study, but Da
t'osta did not retuwrn, and they went
down to ithe Rag at last.

The Lurasian was not scen there thak
evening,  But (here was news of him.
Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag with
a fat, grinning face.

“1 sav, vou fellows™

“Well, what's the lalest?™ yawned
the Bounder.

“Da Costa’s got it!” :aid Bunter,
*“He, he, et I saw him cowning out of
old Quelchy's study—he looked done to
the wide! 0ld Quelehy has been laying
it on with a trowel, I faney! 1Ile, he,
he 1®

“That {ellow in a row with Quelchy ?”
said  Bkinner.  “He's gencrally on
Quelehy’s gsale ¢ide, What has he been
np to?”

“Perhaps Quelchy’s found out the sort
of worm he is!” remarked Tlazeldenec.

“Trightfnl worm " sgread Skinner,
with a wink at Snoop. ' Makes no end
of a store at cricket when other [ellows
Irag duck’s-eggs and things.”

“T'm nat talking ahaut his cricket.

It was

His evicket's all right. Dut he isn't!"
growled Hazel,

“L =ay, you fellowz, he's an awfnl
beast,” =aid DPunter. “A eavage, ill-
temipercd bLeast! I just smiled at him
when I saw him come squirming ont of
Quelchy's study, and he shoved me
over! Ha cid really! I only gave him
w smile—quite o pleasant smile”

“Gammoen!” said Bob Cherry. “You
couldn't do it, with those features.,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, yon beast——"

“I wonder what he's licked
though ?” said the Boundor.

“Let's go and ask him? snggesied
Skinner.

But Da Cosia was not la e fonnd
when Skinner looked for hiur; and he
was not seen by the Temeove wgain fill
bed-time.

He turned np in the Remavo dormi-
tory then, and several follows asked him
questions; but Da Costa had nothing
to sny. He went to bed with havdly
a word, and without oven a look ut
Harry Wharton.

ITarry Wharton & Co. knew why tlie
Eurasian had had that painful visit
to Mr. Queleh's study, but they said
nothing on the subject. The latest de-
velopment had quite surprised (hem,
and even Hurree Jamsect: Ram Singh
had to admit that he did nol catch on.

It was not till the following morning
lhat tho boy from the Euast broke hisg
silence. The Famous Five were in the
quadrangle after breakfast, when Da
Caosta camo up, The juniors stopped,

“T should, like to speak to you, Whar-
tan,” said Da Costa, in a low volen, and
the Co., after a glance at Harry, walked
on and left the Eurasian wilh the eap-
lain of the Remove.

“Well 77 said Iarry, wondering what

{or,

was coming.  Tlo eonlil nob undersiznd
tho expression on the olive face.

Da Costa looked af him with o slow
smile.

“ A ia over,” he said,

SWhat v

“Did yonu wmot undevstand--in  {La
sludy ¥ 1t was on the Rookvwood day,”
said Da Closta, gpeaking slowly,  “Yaon
thought that I was betrayving von—Int-
ting down the game. I do net blanme
vou. But that was o mistake—as | ihink
I proved to you."

“You did,® said Tiarrey,

“1 had much (o think of thai Jay,”
said Da Costa,  “That moraing I had
roccived o key—you can gunss for what
st [rom what happencd last evening.
Never mind how I obtained the key, Inis

now at the boitom of (he Sark, and will

never be used againe I had that sehemao
in my mind; bul—you de nat know
what this means to me, and I shall nak
tell yon.  Buot it heeamo elear {0 my
mind at last that 1 eonld not de what
I had come {o Greyiriars to do, And
yot— _H

Ho bifoke off,

“Yoeut" said Hnrery, in wonder,

“Yestorday 1 was templed; 36 means
a preat deal to me to give up all that
has been promised,” said Da  Costa.
“Tt means much—very mueh, 1 stifled
my conscience once mora and laid that
snare, and then—then, when suecess was
in my hands, I spoke ouf, as you heard
me speak. You told me that 1 was falsn
to ihe marrow of my bones, and per-
haps it is true, Later, I might waver
again, but now I Lave placed it out of
my own power, After what happened
yesterday, and iy eonfession, it would

(Continned on page 28.)
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THFE BLACK FLAG !
are V disappearing ¥ in cireumstances that are singulavly uncanny.
the skull and cross-bones T

Featuring FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE, and

his Boy Assistant, JACK DRAKE.

Ferrers Locke’s Diselosures !
'h UT surely Sir Richard Temple-

B man cannot be a party to

the plot to poison you by

: fumes from the stuff which
we removed from the mouthpiece of
gho telephone!” said Jack Drake, aghast.

Ferrers Locke sank into an armclhair
in front of the hearth.

“'fo-morrow, Jack,' he said slowly,
“1 hope to bo able to tell you something
definite! There are sinister influences
uy work! "

I1o broke off as a car came to a purr-
ing halt on the road outside. An inter-
val of silence followed, then someone
lﬁnocked softly on the outer door of the

at,

In response to a gesture from Ferrers
1.0cke, Jack crossed to the door and,
apening it, found himself confronted by
Professor Chalmers.

“T mnst apologise for this latc in-
trnsion ! said tho professor, a kindly
note in bis voice. 'I wish, if possible,
to speak to Mr, Locke on a somewhat
urgent raatter! IF it is too late I will
call at hiz office in the morning!"

“Come in, sirl” said Ferrers Locke,
coming forward with outstretched hancl.
“1 gm lionoured by this call !

The professor entered the room and,
Jack relieving him of his silk hat and
gloves, he sank into a chair,

“ Tt is about Sir Eustace, that I wish
to see you, Mr. Locke !” he said. “ Poor
fellow, I am afraid that he has taken
this lamentable tragedy very much to
lieart!”

“1 am sorry to hear that.”

1 knew his father, Mr. Locke,” went
on the professor sadly. “I feel, a3 it
were, somewhat responsible for the boy
—for he iz little more than a boy! His
father, as you probably know, left him
a colossal fortune, and lately Bir
iiustace has been associating with men
of whom I cannot approve. T do not
say ihat they are bad men, but Bir
Ilastace is beginning to attend race-
wectings in their company, and I would
very much like to see something oceur
to pet Sir Tustace. out of town and
away from their influencel”

“1 see!l But what—"

“You are going to ask what iz the

Tue Magxer Lasrary.—No. 1,064,

that and the

between
Just this, Mr. Locke.
told me to-night, when
you had gone, that he is very much
inclined to leave town and go on a

connection
mueder to-night !
8ir Lustace

tour round the world. This murder
has sickened hLim. He is very impres-
sionable. And I am convineed that he
would go were it not necessary for him
to be at hand—the house where tho
tragedy occurred, being his property.
Now, Mr. Locke, is it entirely necessary
for Sir Eustace to remain? you
could tell him that it is not, then both
I and others, who are interested in
his future, would be very deeply grate-
ful to you. It is the chance we havo
been longing for—the chance to get him
away from his doubtful companions.”
Professor Chalmers blinked anxiously
at Ferrers Locke. Jack quietly studied

his kindly old face with interest. He
knew, as did cveryone, the enormous
sums the professor Lad to

iven
charities, and he knew also 1ghnt more
than once the professor had refused a
title which a grateful country was
eager to bestow on him as some reward
for his disinterested philanthropy.

“There is no reason why Sir Eustaco
should remain in Lngland!” replied
Ferrers Locke. *“}Ie was in no way
concerned in the tragedy, except that
he owned the house where it occurred !
Scrivener, hiz sccretary, will be able
to give us all the information we re-
quire.”

“Thank you very much indeed, Mr,
Locke,” said tle professor, rising., “I
will mcqueing Sir Eustace with what
you have said. I take it that Scotlan‘l
Yard will put no obstacles in his way ?”

“None at all!” replied the Baker
Street detective. I can assure yon
that Sir Eustace need uot delay his
departure I”

With renewed thanks the professor
took his depariuve and Jack turned in.

All through the night Ferrers Lockz
worked. He spent three hours in his
small laboratery, analysing the oily sub-
stance whiclh he had taken from the
tolephone, Ie made copious notes and,
eventually, lis experiments concluded.
he unlocked his safe and compared Lis
notes wilth others contained in a bulky
volume.

_the first faint light of

Even in 1028, piracy on the high seas is not unknown, for liners wifh valuable cargoes avoard
Who is this modern Captain Kidd, reho flics

Introduction
on next page.

Once he smiled grimly as though satiz
fied about some point and, taking
another thin volume in which were
pasted certain newspaper clippings and
letters, he turned the pages till he came
to o letter written in a faded, spidery
serawl.

He read this earnestly, and was still
engaged with the thin volume long after
dawn had creut
through & chink in the curtains of the
window.

Jack awoke to find that TFerrers
Locke had already left the flai leaving
a brief note saying that he would not
be back till late tfm; night.

“That's our holiday gone west!” re
marked Jack Drake. “Poor old
guv'nor, he needed one, badly!”

He ssuntered down to the Baker
Street office during the morning, anid
alternated between there anl e flac
during the remainder of ‘*herday. But
there was no sign of Ferrers Locke,
and it was close on midnight wlen the
detective returned to the flat,

Divesting himzelf of Lis hat Ferrers
Locke seated himself in a comfortable

casy-chair. Jack, sitting opposite him,
waited for the deicctive to speak. Buc
for a long time Ferrers Locke sat
silent.

“Disappointed, lad, about our crnise

falling through?” asked the TDaker
Btreet detective suddenly.

“No, guvnor!®  replied  Jack
valiantly.

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Yet we are going on a cruise,
Jack,” he said. A cruise to the Fouth
Pacific and on as wild and strange a
quest as one could imagine!”

“You mean. guy nor—"

“T mean, Jack, that my inquiries, of

“which T am now about to tell wyou,

have resulted in my proving, without
a shadow of doubt, that the loss of
shipping in the Southern Pacific, the
murder of Pennyfold, the attempt lo
poison myself, ave all the work of one
man; a man who has reduced piracy
and murder to a fine art; a man who
has sent, and  who will send—unless
he 1s stopped—thousands of seamen to
their deaths! He is as merciless and
a; inhuman a monster, Jack, as ever
trad ihe earth!”
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“Yes, Toaco thet, guvnor ! said Jack  Tiners, woull he desive e desih of

“You Linow hiny, ihen, guvnor?”

“Yes, Jack, 1 know him! But it 13
going to bLe difficult to bring Lis guilt
liowme to him! Te is a fiend inearnate,
vet hides his foulness hehind a kindly
countenance ! You know him, Jack!”

“J, g oy 77

S¥es! hois Professor Chalmers!”

The Chain of Evidence !

IOFESSOI CHALMERS® re-
peated  Juck  sharply, Tt
sarely, guv'nor——" .

The detective’s boy assistant
hroke off helplessly, staring in_stark
astonishment at the grin, serious faco of
Ferrers Tocke, ] .
The famous Buker Strevk detective
rose to his feet, and, crossing to the
«afe, veturned with an old and faded
letter in his band.

“let us assume that the missing
liners are. o be accounted for by
piracy,” Lo said, resuming his seaf.

* Now, listen 1o this!” N
In a quiet, even voice Fervers Locke
commenced to read an extraci from the

letter:

“t Angd 1his murderer, this pirate, is
known as Black Michael | T've only
~cen him once, and that was when he
¢leancd up & saloon called the Bucket
of Blood down the Valparaiso docks.
Ay, held the place up at the point of
ihe gun, along with three mates of his.
And got away with it. They say he's
~cuttled more than one hundred coast-
ing vesscls, but there’s mary =2 soul
amongst the erews what has lived to
tell the tale. Howsumever, if ha ever
hieads castwards for European waters,
yowll know him by the withered and
dnformed little finger on his right hand.
Ay, and maybe Dby his ecursed, oily
politeness. I don’t know whero he was
educated, but he’ll pass for a gentloman
all along the line., ™

Ferrers Locke laid down the letter.

“That was written to me, Jack,” Lo
<aid, *‘seven years ago hy a sea captain
1o whom I had rendered some little as-
sistance. Knowing I was interested in
all forms of crime, he wrote telling me
something abont the activities of a
pirate, Black Michael, who was terrovis-

ing 1he western scaboard of South
Ameriva.”

He paused; then resumed impres-
sively:

“When Sir Richard Templeman in-
formed me last night that ten large
vessels had been lost with all hands
under mysterious cireumstances in the
Southern Pacific, and went on to say
that he and his fellow-directors sus-
pected pivacy, my mind leapt to this
letter—to this Black Michael. I confess
that it was not {ill later in the evening
that I directly associaied Black Michacl
with the disappearances of these
vossels [

“But you said Professor Chalmers
—u—" yontured Juck.

“Professor Chalmers and Black
Michael are one and the same man!”
said Ferrers Locke grimly, “I mel
Chalmers for the first {ime lasl night.
|Inderstand, Jack, that I had this letier
in my thonghts; and wmy mind was,
therefore, extremely reecplive. T nobud
that the little finger on Chalners' right
hand is deformed !

“But, guv'nor, mighi not that be
merely coincidence?”

-“Exactly! But compare the charming
urbanity of the man with the phraze in
ilris letter which reads, ¢ His enrsed, oily
politeness.’  The eclue i  somewhat
sirengthened by that, bui is still far
{rom sirong enough.”

caperly,  “Go on.

“When we got back o my flan we
found that the telephone mounthpicee
had  been  doetored. A eall  came
through. That eall was fromn the houso
of Bir Richard Temploman, requesting
me (o proceed no furiher in the case. 1
have ascertained that Sir Richard did
not send the eall, hut that the butler
of 8ir Rustace Vitzelaronce did so. The
man was recommended to Sir Kustace by
Professor Chalmers. ¥le had scraped an
aequaintance with Sir Richard Toemple-
man’s butler, and, calling casually late
last night, asked if lie might use tho
telephone, It was I whom he rang up.”

“And you faked your collapse through
pretending to inhale the poison

“Yes, Then Professor Chalmers
called round hard on the heels of that
pretended collapse.  Obviously to assure
Iiimself that I was beyond mortal aid.
You see how it begins to fit in, Jack?"

“¥Yes, yos! Chalmers thought you
were taking up the ease, and wanted you
out of the way.”

“Exactly! Scotland Yard have made
inquirios, and they informed me this
evening that the butler who has been in
sorvice with Sir Bustace, on Chalmers’
recommendation, is a man named
Muller. He has & notorious criminal
record in South America.” .

“Tn South Amcrica? That's a hefty
link in the chain, guv'nor "

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“The man has disappeared—clearcd
out! He has taken alarm at something,
or is acting under orders.” .

“But why should he be working for
Sir Eustace? What was Chalmery
ideat”

“ Possibly Chalmers got the man_tho
job in order that an eye could be kept
on Sir Eustace. The latter admitted to
me to-day that he has parted with large
sums of money to Chalmers. Ono sum
was cxpended on the super-seaplana
which Chalmers designed for an Atlantic
flight. That seaplane disappeared some-
where in mid-acean.  Sir Eustace has
licen @ pigeon which Chalmers has been
plucking,”

¥errers Locke paused a moment; then
resumed, speaking with slow delibera-
tion.

“ And now we come to the final links
in the chain of evidence. Chaliners was
the last prospective tenant to-visit the

house in Middle Park Street where
Pennyfold was mnrdered. Ile was the
last man to handle the keys. Those

keys were examined by ine to-day. They
bore traces of wax. An impression of
them had obviously been taken. Why?
In order that Chalmers might easily
oblain access to the house on some other
ceeasion.  Admitting that Chalmers has
2 hand in the disappearance of these

INTRODUCTION.

Following the starfling disappecrince of len
Titrge vessels—Tlost with all hends wnder mysterions
eiretmastaonces it the Pacifie—Joshua Pennyfold,
@ trusted representutive of Lloyd's, s instrucled
to acquiint Ferrers Locke, the ecelehrated Ruker
Street detective, with the faets. DPennyfold s
foreibly detainted, heowever, it an unfenarded
fouse owned by Str Evstace Iitzclareice, and 18
tit the act of telephoning to Ferrers Locke when
he iz allncked from the reny by some unknown
Joe and brutally murdered, A fter an interviein
with Sir Richard Templeman, @ departmental
head ot Lloyd's, Ferrers Locke, accompiied
Ly Jack Drake, kis boy assistant, pays a visit to Sir
Fustace Fizclarence where he makes the aeguain-
tance of Professor Chaliners, o wealthy vhilan~
thropist.  oAfter wmaking cerlain inquiries the
Baker Street detective velurns {o iz flat to discorer
lig telephone mouthpiece doctored awith poison.
When a messnge eames through shortly afterivards,
presuanably from Sty Richard  Templeman,
requiesting Fervers Locke o proceed no further
teith the case, the Baker Street detective fukes o
collupse by pretending lo tnhale the poisen,

Now read on.)

grufily.

PennyTold hofore the latter eonld el mwe
all e knew of the disappearvanees ?

Y Absolutely ' replicl JJaek Duake
erphatically.

Ferrors Locke nodded,

“And there you get the motive for
the mneder, Yo alko ger the motive
for tho attempt to. poison e,  1he
poison used was an oxtract feom a plaot
named the tantilga, which grows ouly on
certain islands in the Southern Pacifie.”

"By Jove, guv'nor! There’s a pile of

evidenee aganst this Profossor  Chal
moers, or Blick Michael {7 exeleimed
Jack, “Is it sirong enaugh lo have the

man arrestod 1Y

“No. Wo are waiting for confirnia
lory evidence from the Clilian polive
a8 to the appearance, cleotora, of Black
Michael Lefore wo lake any acrion.
Even then wo will have to learn some-
thing very definite. Tn the meantime,
Chalmers is being shadowed, and——"

The Baker Street detective broke off
sharply, as a quick step sounded in the
corridor outside, and someone knocked
impatiently on the deor. Rising to his
feet, he crossed the room and opened thy
door.

Inspecior Pyceroft of the C.ILD stood
on tho threshold.

.Ho pushed brusquely past the detea
live into the room, theli swung reund
and faced him.

“Mr. Locke,” he said, “when you
told me to-day your suspicions ahout
Chalmers, I thought you were a foal.
I'm sorry. It was I who was the fool ™

IFYQS?I,

Ferrers Locke's tone was questioning.

“I had Parkin trailing him! An
hour ago Parkin was fonnd with a knifo
in his back down tho Easi Indin Docke!
In his pocket was this note. I was
quite dead!”

Inspector Pyrecroft held out a serap of
paper; and, with a sharp glances towards
hitn, Ferrers Locke took it. Unfolding
it, he scanned the written words, then
handed it to Jack Drake.

In o scrawling hand was written;

“There's the same dose waiting for
Ferrers Locke!”

The note was unsigned,

The Plan of Campaign !
EI.‘tL' what do you make of
1 ll',al’

inspector Pyceroft’s voice
_was sharp,
if erude,”

veplied TFervees

“Blunt, if ¢
Locke, albeit his eyes were grim, “he

assassin has  oxpressed his intentions
without any beating about the bush.”

“You het he has!" wespondid Iye-
croft. “It's Chalinors, of course!™

“Or one of his agents,” said Ferrers
Locke quietly. “I suppose, with the
death of Parkin, all traee of ilie magn
lias been temporarily lost 7

“Yos, it has,”  roplied Pyecroff
“We're in possession of |is
town house, and I have plain-clothes
wen waiting ab_all his known haunis
Wao're combing London for him as well,
and all the ports und railway stations
are being watched.”

“How long has Parkin been  dead
asked the Baker Strect detective.

“"We found him an bour apo. The
polico surpeon said that le had heen
dead about three hours. A dock hand
found the body in a narrow eul de-sac.”

“Then Chalmers has had four howms'
start, at least, He is no ordinary sneak-
thicef, and I guarantee that he hag been
prepared for such an  emergency as
this.”

“Aoaning 1"

Tie MagNer Lisrany.—No. 1,064,
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In the dead man’s
pocket was a scrap
ol paper, on which
Was scrawled o {

message threatening
Ferrers Locke with a
like fate. (See page 26.)

“Meaning that, like every cunning rat,
ho has his secret exit weady for imme-
diate use. He would see the writing on
the wall when Lloyd's decided to take
action. He would know then that it
was about time for him to clear out of
loudon, He attempted my life the
nionment he thought I Lhad taken up the
vase.  Muller disappearcd from the
house of Sir Eustaco Fitzclarence lo-
day. It all points to a speedy depat-
inre, and a departure which, T am con-
vinced, has been well and carefully
arranged.”

“Then you think most likely he has
slipped through our fingers?” said
Tuspector Pyecroft.

“Candidly, I very much doubt if he is
still in London, or even in this
conntry,” answered Ferrers Locke.

“We'll find him if he is!”

“T know wvou will. But it's because I
don't think he is still in England that
my assistant and I sail for the SBouthern
i'aritic in the morning!”

“Eht”

“In the morning,"” repeated Ferrers
Tocke. “And I will be much obliged if

you will book us passages on the R.M.B.

Ramillez, sailing from the Thames for
Buenos Ajres on the dawn tide. ook
the passages for a Mr. Henderson and
his nephew.”

“But what’s the idea?”

“Simply this,” explained the Baker
Street detective. “If Chalmers has not
left the country, Scotland Yard will get
him. I am certain he is the man behind
these raids on the shipping in the
Southern Pacifie. He must have a base
somewhere, and it is that base I wish to
discover. It is obviously somewhere in
tho South Pacific, or on the west coast
of South America. If you do apprehend
him in this country, he's not li‘lke}y to
tell you much. The base, and his gang,
will still exist. It has got to be'cleaned
up.
“Parkin was murdered down in the
Ilast India Docks,” said Pyecroft
slowly, “It's certain  he trailed
Chalmers there, Confound it, but what
did Chalmers want down there! By
Jove, it looks like a getaway down the
Thames!”

“ Absolutely !"” said Terrers Locke.
“The clhances arve that the man is now
on the high seas in some craft of his
own. Listen! Get me those berths, and
keep in touch with me by wireless
thronghout the voyage. If Chalmers is
not apprehended by the time I reach
Buenos Alres, then it’s certain that ho
has got out of the country. I've got to
solve the mystery of these missing liners,
Pyecroft, and I am going to do it!”

The El Peco !

N the cold gres light of early morn-

E ing I'errers Locke and Drake stood
on tho beoat-deck of the R,M.S.
Ramilles oz she dropped down the

Thames. The snbsequent vovage to

Biucnos Aires proved uneventful, and

towards evenitg of the day upon which
the ship docked, the wireless operator

Lhanded Fereers Locke a messapge in

coide,

In the privacy of their cabin, the
Daker Street detective and Jack Drake
decoded the message, It was from
Inspector Pyecroft,

“Absolutely certain  {lhat Chalmers
escaped country. Have informed South
American police re our suspicions. Call
on them for whatever aid yon may re-
quire. Anxicty felt about 8.8, Pala-
gonia, homeward bound from Sydney.
Two days everdue at Panama.”

“The 8.8, Palagonia!” repeated the
detective, taking a book from one of the
shelves, “Here we are! Red Funnel
Line, twenty-cight thousand tons

burden. TFastesi ship of the line, She's
a big onc. Jack!”
“And she's dizappeared Dbetween

Svdney and the Panama Canal!” said
Drake. “That's in the Pacifie,
guv'nor, wicre the other ships have
vanished !

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“¥es,” he said grimly, “and there
can be little doubt but that she has
gone the same way. Have a stroll on
deck now, lad. We dock in an hour,
and I have a letter to write!”

Within an hour the Ramilles docked,
and, the Customa formalities over,
Ferrers Locke hailed o taxi,

“1l Peco Hotel!” he said to the
driver, then followed Jack into the
musty interior of the ecab.

The taxi threaded its way through
narrow, tortuous streets till doekland
vas left behind. It turned at length
into a quiet thoroughfare of poor-look-
ing tenements, and drew up in front of
a squalid building which bore, in faded
{gilt letters above the door, the legend,
‘El Peco.”

The interior of the hotel was in keep-
ing with its outward appearance. A
sallow-looking individual in ehirt-
sleeves, and minus a collar, stared at
the Baker Street detective and hLis boy
agsistant suspicionsly, ruminated
sudibly as to whether he had anK‘l rooms
to spare, and then decided that he had.
Having got the money in advance, he
took a suit-case in each hand, and led
the way up a fight of stairs, along a
corridor, and halted in front of a door
with cracked panels. ; ;

“One of youse kin hev this'n,” said
the sallow-looking individual, “t'ether
kin hev t'other next door! &'long!”

He deluged the fioor with a spurt of
tobaceo-juice, turned on his heel, and
slip-slopped away. The two bed-rooms
were uncarpeted and their sole furnish-
ings consisted of an iron bedstead
apiece, a rickety washstand, and a
broken-backed chair. One door had a
bolt on the inside which functioned.
The other door was minus lock or bolt.
Jack was inwardlv wondering why the
detective hiad chosen such quarters as
these, but knew an explanation would
be forthcoming iu due course.

A downatheel, bungrylooking
waiter brought up some supper on &
tray at Ferrers Locke’s vequest. Tt was
dark by mnow, and, the unappetising

{(Continued on pnge 28.)
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A YOUNG CENTURY-MAKER!

We think nothing of county cricketers scoring
hundreds, but when a lad of twelve starts knocking
up centuries, we begin to take more than a passin.
interest, Alfred Kerry, of Hermit Road gchoo.
West Ham, is the bucﬁiing Hobbs in question, for
he scored 109 runs, not out, against Hac’leville Road
School, in the West Ham Schoolboys’ Cricket League,
No wonder his school-mates gave him a rousing
greeting, and chaired him, as can be seen in the
photograph I Hats off to Alf!

B 5 1 e 5

FOLLOWING IN FATHER’S
FOOTSTEPS!

When Charles B, Murphy came into the world
two and a half years ago, some people said he did
as much roaring as the wild animala in ‘the Zoo
at Universal Gity, U.5.A,, of which his father is the
keeper. Perhaps that was a good omer, for now
Charles can do almost anything with the most
ferocious of the wild beasts in his father's charge.
You must agree he seems quite at home on his
weird perch |

BORN IN 1896—
AND STILL GOING
STRONG!

A remarkable motor-car, this! It
belongs to Mr. James Collins, of
Therngate, Donholme, near Bradford,
and cost £110, being one of the first
moter vehicles in the north. Mr,
Collins still uses it daily, and in spite
of its being thirty-two years old, he
can make it buzz along at 50 m.p.h,
The engine is only 3} h.p., and con-
sumes one gallon of petrol to every
sixty miles! Another remarkable
feature of this amazing car is the fact
that it possesses no springs. One
would imagine that bumps and jumps
would be the order of the day, but
apparently Mr. Collins does not mind
this, for he has toured Wales and the
north and south of England in the
sturdy old bus. The photograph shows
kim just starting off on another spin.
e Maaxer Lisrary.—Nn, 1064,




DT EVENY
» SATURDAY: .
“PLAYING THE GAME!”

W untinned from poge 25
Lo dnnte tor e to plob again, a0 the
temptation seizanl e My confession
ol =ueh trickery will nol be forgotten.
Yo vnderstand now Ly
o Lakink I o, said Wharton slowly.
Nou hove ealled me @ reptile,” said
the Burastan, bitterby.  “Well, if 1 am
a reptile 1 have now drawn iy owu
funge=, oand 1 cannot linem you, it 1
would,  You will pescr undosdand e,
or pevhapy forgive mi, Bt ub least you
may be snge thi 1 shall pot harm you

again, '’
Harey Wharton stood silent. Tt avas
difficult for him  to  ynderstand  the

sirange natuve of the boy of mixod
Llood, but he believed what Da Costa
was telling him now- that he had made
a resolve to play the gome, and to give
up the treacherons purposo for which
he hnd been sont to Greyfriars School.
Thai resolve—for the moment, at lpast

was  sincere, though that it might
chinge again was very possible, Da
Costn, watching Wharton's Taco, read
what was passing in his mind and smiled,

“Fyen now you do not believe me,”
he said. It is natural enough. But
1 have written o letter. I want you
1o void it and then drop it into the
school letter-hox."

Wharton took  the envelope the
Furasian held out to him. It was ad-
dressed  to M. Gedge, Chancery
Lane.,

“You want me o read this?”

“Yoss, yoss,"

“Put——"

“Rend it!"

Wharton drew the letter from the
pnvelope and read, with deepening
nmnzement :

“ Dear Mre, Gedge,—The key you sent
me is now alb the bottom of the river.
{ am done with you. I have your lotter

in

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

and refuse fo meek you again, as you
ask.  You may tell Captain Marker
Lo find another tool. I will do nothing
for= litui, Anriur pa Cosra”

C%You are sending  this to  MMn
Ciodge ¥ sad Harry Wharton, replacing
the Jetter in the envelope and looking
Llankly at the Eurasian.

“1 ask vou to post it, thal you nny
be sure!™

SWell, my hat!”

Avthur D Costa turned and walked
away to tho Ilouse, leaving Wharton
with the letter in his hand.

His comrades rejoined him when the
Furasinn was gone, and they watched
while their skipper dropped tho letter
into the box. 1t wus gone beyond recall
now.

What Mr. Gedge's feelings would be
like when he received that curt missive,
Harey Wharton wondered, though lhe
carad little,

Arthur da Costa did not seem to care
ab all, The Dlacknéss that had weighed
wpon his spirits since the day of the
Rookwood match seemud liflc(f now; A
weight seemed to have rolled from his
mind. For the short time that hu had
to remain at Greyfriors the boy from
the Fust, who had played so strange and
trencherons o part, had placed 1t out
of his own power to fall to temptation
if his resolve wavered, and in Btudy
No, 1, if there could not be friendship,
there was ot least respect for the Tellow
who, almost in spite of his own nature,
bad resolved upon playing the game.

THE END.

(A splendid series of yarns, you'll all
agree. But the tithit of all e CTRIED
AND TRUE!™ If you fail to read if,
chums, you'll be missing the treat of the
weck., Make a special point of orderin
wotr MAGNET WHLL IN ADVANCE!)

PRICE
TWOPENGCE.

THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND !

(Continued from page 26.)

weal over, the detegtive turned to
Jaek, ]
“Now, listen, my boy!" T said.

“you will take the room with the bolt
on the door. Shove the bolt home and
turn out your light. Keep awake, nud
keep your gun in your hand! 1f 1 am
not much mistaken, we will have a
visitor before morning "

Juek Drake did as he was told, and,
turning out the gasjet in his voom,
seated himsell on the bed.

Time dragzed wearily past, till at
lust Drake consulted his wrist-watch.
It was midnight now, but there was still
life in tho hotel, This visitor Ferrers
Locke was expeeting. One of the
Chalmers men, probably. Jack had not
forgotten Chalmers' threat to give the
dotective the samo as Parkin bmd got,

One o'olock. Jack stiffenod suddenly.
Mo could have sworn that he had heard
a stealthy step in the corridor outside.
With straining cars and bated breath,
he listened. All was silent. A false
alarm—must have been a flporboard,
rotten with age, croaking

Then, without warning, the silenco
was shattered by the crashing report of
two revolver-shots.  They cama irom

next room—Ferrers cke's room.
Then came n shrick and a dull thud.

White-faced, Jack Drake leapt for the
door, and, with frantic fingers, wrenched
back the bolt. He turned the handle,
but the door refused to open. It was
fastened on the outside!

(Like a flash it eame to Jack Drake's
wind that Chalmer's had carried put his
vile threat. The vevolver-ahots, the
shrick, the dull thud—what else could 1t
all mean? There's a big surprise waiting
jor you in next week's thrilling inastal-
ment of this powerful serial, chuna
Don't miss it, whatever you (o,
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Twenly-eight years hoes Bill Bodger
wwaited for a chance to geltle accounis
soith his old headmaster, and the
form Bill’s revenge fales certainly
causes a big laugh at St. Sain's, in
which, o] course, Dr. Birchemall
does NOT participate !

¥

L ELP! TPerlice! Fira! Mur-
: der | Reskew, St. Sam’s!"

It wag Dr. Birchemall, the

refined and shkollerly hend-

master of St. Sam's, whose hartrending

shreeks Droke the stiliness of tlie swmmer
evVening.

As.a rule, the Head wasg eool and calm
and collecied, He never turned s hare or
behaved Jike a frightened rabbit, in a
crysis. Perhaps it was his baldnesa which
prevenied him from turning a hare !

On the prezzant occasion, however, the
Head liad every eggscuse for being his-
torical. Tor he was o prisoner in the
pillery ! X

It was amazing—it, waa inereddible—it
was uiterly unheard-of—but it was & pane-
ful fact |

TFixed in the pillery, with his liead and
hands protrooding, end hia legs wildly
thrashing the air, was the sacred—and
meared—person of De. Birchemall, sur-
ronmded by a yelling hoard of boya and
tdd Boys. :

Tho pillery, as & form of punnisliment,
had been abolished in England in 1837 ;
hut at St. Sam's, whers custom and
traddition dyed hard, its use had been
continewed up till 1900, In that year it
Liad been taken down and put in the skool
mewseum—a  barberus rellick of & bav-
berus past.

And now the pillery had been brought
back to life, so to speak, Ly an Old Boy
named Bill Bodger for Dr. Birchemall's
bennyviit.

Bill Bodger Liad been tlie last 8t. Sam's
fellow to suffer in the pillery, He had
heen placed in it in 1900, by Dr. Birchem-
all's orders, and had been brandished with
liot irens, For in those days the punnish-
menta at 3t. Sam's were more seveer than
they are to-doy. In Bill Bodger's time o
fellow thought nothing of getting ninety-
nine strokes with the birch. It was just
like being tickled with a fether by com-
parison with some of the other punnish-
ments, For Dr. Birchemall had ruled
with & rod of iron—and being flogged with
a rod of iron i8 no joak !

,H.__qmu_ﬁ.-mmmrﬂ veals had eollapsed since
Bill Bodger hed suffered his torchers, but
he hed never forgiven or forgotien.
Yeelinga of ranker and revenge hed burned
in hiz brest ever ginee, and he had vowed
& sollum vow that he would make Dr,
Birchemall suffer for his brootlality and
croolty.

And he was avenged at last ! It was a
case of “an I for an I and & tooth for a
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tooth,' snd Dr,
Birchem®! was
getting a taste .
of his 'own moeddigine  Apeviently, ho
didn’t seemy to rellish it ! 1t was o bitter
pill for 1hie Head to swallow—rto nd hing-
self in the pillery, with & swarm of velling
skoolboys dancing around lLim, putting
their thums to their nozes with lingers
outspred, snd hwling offensive epituphs
at him.

Bill Bodger's face was almost rowlish
with glee as he gloated over his victim,

““At last ! he cried. * For twenty-
eirlhit weary vearz, Birchemall, 1 have
walferd for this dey-—tle doy of my just
venjence ! I lave sighed f{or the day, 1
have cried for the day—aund now the day
haa come | "'

“Broot ! eried the Head hLorsely.
“*Cowerdly rough "un! You'll go to the
gallows for this—or ot least oot six munths’
hard laber for life !

“ Balt™

“ How long am 1 to liang liere like tlus
—a figger of fun, an object of shorn and
riddicule fo ell beholders ? ™

“0Oh, o few hours ! said Bill Bodger,
carelessly.

“What ! " shreeked the Head. “ A few
hours ! Why, I'm cramped and nummed
in every lim elreddy ! My neck is being
chafed, and T am being chufied i

* I know eggsactly how you feel,” said
Bill Bodger, with a grin. ' You see, I've
been there mysell ! And when I pleaded
for meray on’ implored you to let me ont,
vou larfed in my face! But he who larfs

last larfs longest. An'it’s my furn to larf

now ! s, ha, ha! Hbs, he, lio! Ho, ho,
ho ! ™

:: Ow, ow, ow ! V" coruased Dr, Birchem-
gll.

And there was a yell of larfter from the
hartless mob.

Dr. Birchemall pazed wildly around,
with eyes which were protruding from
their sockitts,

“You wait, you young villang!™ he
higsed, ** I'll birch you all black and blew,
if ever I emerge from this ordeal alive ! "

“1 gay, Birchemall, you do look a guy
dangling thera like that!" 'said Colonel
Fiery Sparkes. ‘' 'Pon my Sam, you look
perfectly loodicrue, by gad ! "

The Head nearly choked,

LR

You ara
aiding snd
abetting  this
sgoundrael ! ¥ he roared. I beleeve you
are actually enjoying the spectackle of me
in the pillery ! "

50l am!" coniessed Colanel Sparices.
“ It's better than a pantermimo!  Sciuse
me larfin’'! Ha, ha, ha ! ™

The colonel fairly eggsploded ; amd so
did Dr, Birchiemall, but in a different way,

Then the Head's eve fell upon My,
Lickham, the master of the Fourth., My,
Liclkham had been grinning broasdtly at the
Head’s discomifiteher, but when he caught
Dr. Birchemall's eve the grin vanished
and a look of simperthy anl compashun
took ite place.

* Ligkham | " eried the Head, * Do
vour duty ! I order you to relesse me ot
onee from this intollerablo and dooeilly
uncomiortable position ! ™

Mr., Lickham hezzitated. He glancad
nervualy at Bill Bodger, who gave lum a
look that was full of meaning and menass,
Then Mr, Lickham turned to the Head,

* I'm awfully sorry, sir,"”’ he said. * My
Liart bleeds for you, but I cannot interfero
with the corsa of justiss,”

“Then congidder yourself sacked from
St, Sam’s ! " hooted the Head,

“Oh loe’ ¥ gasped Mr. Lickham.

Dr. Birchemall’s eye then lighted upon
Mr, Justiss, who was in the act of taking a
snapshot of him, )

“ Justiss ! " roared the HMead angrily.
* Whet are you doing of 1

“Taking fotografis, sir."

“ Of me ? "’ almost shreeked the Head,

“ Oh, no, sir—meerly a jenneral view of
the quad as a hole.”

“ Well, stop taking snaps,” snapped the
H.Hmm.,r_:mmm_u_...._m_:mr *and come and reckew
me ! )

..“.h. Sertainly, sir,' said Mr, Justiss, " pro-
vigded——"1
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" Provided what 2"

“ Urovided Mr, Badger has no  ob-
jection !

But Mr. Bodger had very strong ob-
jections to tho Head being reskewed, and
lie stated them foreibly,

“Justiss, of corse, will not inlerfera
witli the eovse of justiss,” said 13l Bodger,
" Otherwise the quad will be stroon with
little peaces of the corpsa of Justivs !

" You hear him, sir 2 7 said My, Justiss,
turning to tho Head, " 1 1 nttempied Lo
reskew you 1 should he taking my life i

iy handg——""'
" Cowherd ! " hooted tho Jliead.
e Considder  vourselt  sacked ! If
vour pefnse to reskew e, there are
othera who will do thewr daty by
their hoadmastor, Swishinghom !
Wyser ! Hair Guggenlieimer ! Mon-
sure [ropeay ! llelp! Bave me!

But the masters thus addressed
were  walking  rappidly  away.

Weather they ﬂnm- heard the
Head's frantic appeal or not,
they sertainly didn't heed it

** Funks ) 'rators !
Chicken-harted pol-
troons ! ' Lowled 1he
Hewd. ' Considder your-
solves
sacked,
all of
yonl™"

“Ha,
ha, ha !
roareid

Bill Bodger. * Theo
ain't & masier left ab
St Sam’s now ! You've
heenn an' sacked the hole
blinkin' sliootin’-mateh ! "
“ Aa for you, Bodger,”’
hist the ITead mmmwd@w. “T'll have wyou
oiven into custerdy for ihis outrage and
vlapped into a dunjon sell, theve to langwish
in angwish for the rest of your days!”

1L,
HAT terviiying thret had no effect
m on Bill Bodger, who turned and
heckoned to Jack Jolly & Co. of
the Fourih., He said something to
them in & wisper, and they seuttled away.
When the juniors returned a few minnits
later, theyjcarried a brazier full of burning
coals and dumped it down ot the foot of
the pillery.
Dr. Birchemall bLlinked down at the
brazier, then he blinked at Bill Bodger.
" W-w-what is that for?"” he asked,
now thurraghly “terryfied.
“I'a going to brandish you with hot
irons,’’” =aid Bill Bodger, with a gly wink
at Jack Jolly & Co.

* Yow-ow-ow |l yelped Dr, Birchemall.

= mEn

Alreddy, in imasination, he conld feel
the ot ivons brandishing his clieek.

“Mersy ! he pleaded.  "Spave me !V

Bill Bodger snorted.

“ Which cheek would you lko me (o do
firgt 1" he asked, takime an rvon from
Jack Jolly, O shall we atort by sinjing
your beawrd off 27

ONpeput that Duaplement of lorclier
down ! " stuttered the Head, squirming
and strugoling in the pillery. 1 you dave
to sear e the konserquences will be
sequrions !

Bill Bodger gripped the iron n a
nminesslike wav owd thrust it closer and
closer 1o thoe Head's distorted face.

Dy, Birchemnall was in such o state of
panuick that ho did not realise that e
won was stone-cold and that Bill Bodgor
was maeerly baitine him,

Sven when the iron eame into contact
willh the Head’s cheek il seemced 1o lue
hnagination to be scorching het.  And he
rave o vell which would have awakened
the sellybrated Soven Sleepers of Effesus,

“Yaroogoo !

The onlockers yelled, too—with merry-
ment ! They saw that the Head was not
being veally brandished end that lus
torchers were purely imaginary.,

“ Now the other cheek!” said Bill
Bodger, transferring the ivon,

Dr. Birchemall goave enother ear-
gplitting yell, .

“ Btop Lim ! Seeze him ! Scragg him [
he cried wildly. * Ihe broof is killing me
by inches ! He's spoiling my facial bewty !

-y, iy, Y ¥
“If T was to let your offi—-" Jie hegan,

“Yesg 1" ericd the Head eagerly.

“Wonld you prommis o furn over =
new leaf §"

“*Yes, yes! T go straiplit 1o the skool
Tibvery and turn over all the new leaves |
can find |

““Will you be a hetter man in futurs ?

“Yea rathor! 111 hack every horso
that runs 1™

“Will you unsack all the masters
you've sacked ?

“Yes, yea! Anyold thing t

“An' refrain fromn persecutin’ me in &
court of law for puttin' you in the pillery *

*Yeal I'1l _.w_n__ nny mortle thing if only
vou'll let me off ! 7 .

“That's & go | 77 said Bill Dodger.

And he stepped forward and velecsed
his prisoner. :

Dr. Birchemall had only been in tho

illery half an hour at the cutside, bul it
WE._ seenicd to him like several etermilies
rolled into one. His releel, on being
libberated, knew no bounds. ; :

“Well, I've 'ad my revenge,’” sad Bill
Bodger, " an’ it's all over now. So let's
sliako 'anda an' be pola " .

Cheer upon cheer rang out as the Heal
nnd Bill ‘Bodger fell upon cach obher s
nex, Having sworn internal friendship,
they adjerned to the tuckshop. And tho
Head, perched upon one of the high stools
at tha counter scoffing doenuts and
quaffing jinger-pop, speedily forgot all his
troublea.

o

Hv-

“Your health, Mr. Bodger!™ cricd the

My chosks ave
burning  with
huiniliation ! "
“Hn, ha, Jha!"
Sertainly the Head's clizeks
weare burning with nothing elsa !
“Now, my lads,” sad Bill Bodger,
turning to his assistanis, " 'pve you ‘cated
the pliers 7
“W-w-what are you heating pliers

for ? ' he asked, with a fearful fourboding.

“To anip the tips of your ears off,”
eggsplained Bill Bodger sweetly, “ It's
usunl to take the ears vight off. But I'm
a mersiful man, I'll just take off the tips."

And lia took the pliers from Jack Jolly
and approached his vietim,

The Head behaved like n man cemented.
Hia eyes were gling out of his head,
atid alter ammmﬂmﬂm torcherer all the names
he eould think of, he wined for meray,

Bill Bodger paused, pliera in hand. _

Head, raising aloft his glass of jinger-pop.
* May your shaddo never grow less !’

“Good "ealth ! "' responded Bill Bodgorn.
" Long may you rain a3 ‘eadmaster of this
"istorick skool ! ™’

They drank the toast and then ate somo
toast. And it was a plezzant and con-
vivial ending to Dr. Bichemall’'a Owdeal !
Look out for the further amusing advenitiures
of Jack Jolly & Co. next week, chunts, i !
“YACKED FROM ST.SAM'SP Talk
about laugh ! This yarn knocke all Dsky
Nugent's past successes into a cocked hal l)
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