'S MAGNIFICENT
= TRIED AND TRUE ! e gCHHISOLWE'l[::(;{RY OF GREYFRIARS

% w No. 1,085. Vol XXXIV.  Woek Ending July 14th, 1028.

e

MR. GEDGE, SOLICITOR, RECEIVES “DAMAGES "!

(A leely ineident from this week's vousing sehool story fealuving Mavey Wharton & Co., the Clhums of Gronfriars.



SRTURE TO VOUR CHUMS!

“OFF THE RAILS!”

Birds, as we knaw, utilise all sorts of extraordinary and out-
landish'places for nests. In choosing the side nfya Yailway
truck, however, the bird now in question certainly showed
signs of originality, not to say thoughtlessness, {or when
one considers how a truck gets crashed and jolted about,
one feels sympathetic towards the eggs 1 This photograph
was taken at Builth Wells (Mid-Wales) G, W.R. Goods Yard,

News Pars
Pictures!
el

RISING “BELL”!

Now then, the lazy slackers wha ex-
cuse themselves by saying that the
alarm clock won't wake 'em up, what
about this?  Here we have an
alarm clock—the largest in the
world—which is guaranteed to
awaken even the heaviest sleeper,
Just compare it with the smaller
one on the table—an ordinary size
clock in everyday use—and then
imagine, if you can, the noise that
the bigger one's likely to make!
And, by the way, as regards the
reclining gent who, it seems, is
optimist enough to think that he
can outda the clock, don't take much
notice of his feet. We presume—
nay, we hope—that this is merely
the camera’s fault !

i

TOSSED IN A
BLANKET !

When the weather clerkis
in lenevolent  moead  oul
cane tenls and eager youths
ready 1o moke the hest of

thines  Our plate shows a
nminher of iy workers
(SRR A R0 M \"'Jl.h O nun I' r (}i

PRay Seouts and o in

i
v {on at L(.-_nr_‘:{urd.
illeany, The fellow
o 1he “ acnal i in:lrrlt‘_v
i duubtless 0 surprised
at seeing the son that he's
ruhibioi liis eyes in order to
wily himsell that they
hnuen'* deceived him,




PB4 COSTUS TOW!  Nof for all iTe sreaith in India will Ba Cosia, the pue-iinte bool of Coplara Masdier. i o firthor

wtteinpt to bring about the rnin and dizgrace of Haveyg BWharton,
e b no ene is mwve plegsed than Havey Wharlon, wiipse inonliness and honesty hoare
0 fke fellore awhio sree was Fis sworn encmy!

i Captain Marl
bl this ehange

No one is avere saepiised af iy siad-Aden change

Bronght

A dramatic new long complete story, dealing with the adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
the chums of Greyfriars, and Da Costa, the boy from the East. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Declined with Thanks !

pHY not the Fifth?"
Harry Wharton asked that
nestion in Study Neo. 1 in
the Remove at Greyfriars.
“The Tifth?” repeated Bob Cherry.
“The  TFifth!” ~ ejaculated IFrank

Nugent.

“he Fifth ! said Johany Bull,

“My esteemed chum-—" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.

The captain of the Remove had
succeeded in astonishing his comrades.

The Famous Five were at tea in Study
No. 1. They had been talking cricket,
now the chief topie in Rewoye studies
S0 far, the scason had heen a very
successful one for the heroos of the
CGroyiviars Remove. They had beaten the
Fourth and Shell in Form matches, They
bad bLeaten Higheliffe and Rookwood.
They had no doubt that they were going
to beat 8t, Jim's, when that fizture came
aleng. They had been winning matehies
all along ‘the line, and now, like
Alexander of old, they sighed for fresh
worlds to conguer.

Still, there was astonizhment in Study
No. 1 when the captain of the Remove
propased playing the Greylriars Filth,
The IFifth were a senior teamn—they
were the Upper School—they included
mombers of the First Eleven—they were
great men at ericket : great men i every
way, according to their own estimation,
at least,

“tly dear chap —" murinured Doh,

“Why  not  the Tifth?" repealed
Wharton fiemly. “Idon't say that, as a
rule, a junior team would have much
cltance against a senior team. Dot we've
in great form now———""

“Hear, hear!™

“We're at the top of onr form and
ve've got a man—Da Cesta—who is 8
ziddry miracle at the game. He takes

s

wickets as easily as Billy Bunter takes
tucle 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He knocks up runs like Wingate of
the Sixth., We're all good men at the
game o

* Passed unanimously!”

“But that chap Da Costa is a real
corker, He would be a surprise-packet
for the TFifth., He was fagging at
bowling for some of the Sixth to-day,
and lLe made themi open theic exes,
Believe me, wa've got a good chance of
beating the Tifth.”

“Hem "

“Well, why nob?”
captain of the Remove.

“They wouldn’t play a junior team,”
said Johnny Bull.  “They think a lct
too much of themselves.

“The playfulness would mot  be
terrifie,” remiarked Murree Jamset Bam
Singli. *The estcemed and absurd Fifth
would decline thanklessly,”

“1 don’t see why they should,” argued
Wharton. “We can fix up a date with
them. It would be no end of a giddy
triumph for the Remove to beat an
Upper Bchool team.”

“Terrific!” grinned Bob Cherry. * Dut
I fancy the Fifth wouldn't run the visk
ol having their colours lowered like
ihat.”

“If they refuse——""

“No “if ! about it! They would!”

“Well, if they refuse, we'll chip them
inso it."” said the eaptain of the Bemove.
“We'll let all Greviriars know that
thes're afraid of a licking, That ought
to bring them up to the serateh.™

“Hem!"

“But I don't see why they should
refuse,” argued Wharton, “We're not a
lot of duds like Temple & Clo., of the
Tourth. They'd know we should give
them a good game, at least. DBlundell
iz o sportsman, and I don’t sce why he
shouldn't take it on,”

demanded  the

The Co. eved the captain of the
Remove dubiously.

The idea of o mateh with the Tifth
TForm team appealed to them. They
were quite willing to admit Lhat they
Lad a sporting chance, at least, of
pulling it off. But—

It was quite true that the Remove
cleven was in great form and had been
winning great victories. It was true that
Arvthur Da Costa, the new fellow in the
Remove. was a wonderful man at tho
game.  But

Undoubtedly, thera were “buts? in
the case.

“Look here, let’s send thein the
challenge and see what they say,” said
Harry Wharton, *“If ther refuse, we're
no worse off.”

“That's s0,”" admitied Dob., “Dut 1%

“0h, let's,” eaid Johany Bull. Tt
won't do any harm. But you can bet
that the Filth think too much of thew-
selves Lo play us.”

“True, O king, they do think rather
too nurel of  thewselves,"”  vowarked
Nugent.  “A licking from (he Remove
woild.deflate them a big!”

“Hear, licar!”

“Tey it on, anvhow,” agreed Dol
Cherry.  “You write the letrer, as see-
retary, Irankie,”

“Right-ho!”

A corner of the study tuble was eleared
and Trank Nugent took pen and ink
and paper to write the leiler. The Co.
gathored vound him. with cager looks.
After all, why sbouldu’t the Remove
plax the Fifth* Bivndell & Co. of the
Tifth thought a grcat deal of themselves
—bul then, so did the Remove. In the
Croyfriars Remove they played cricket
with the accent on the “play.”  They
lind beaten the Shell, and the Shell
called themselves Middle School—aimost
seniors, in fact, The Fifth came next,
and there was no good reason, dpark
from Upver School swank, why (he
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—

Remove shouldn't play the Fifth, and
beat them, too!

“«Tlow's that?” asked Nugent. “All
right1”
The Co. read the letter and pro-

nounced it all right. It ran:

“The Remove CC. will be glad to
arrange a date for a match with the

Fifth Form. An carly reply  will
oblige.”

«phat's all  right,” said Harry
Wharton, “A fellow can take that

along to their secrstary, Price.”

“]1 say, you fellows—"

The door of Study No. 1 opened, and
a fat face and a large pair of spectacles
looked in.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
we want, Bunter.”

“I say, you fellows, you mever
mentioned that you had a feed on, or
I'd have come before,” said Billy
Bunter. “I mean, I dropped in to ask
you chaps to a spread in my study, but
as you‘re”so pressing, I'll join you here.

Just the man

“say—
“Take this letter to Price of the Fifth,
Bunter.” '

& ?!J

“You'll find him in the games study,
most likely. Wait for an answer ”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Tive, William George Bunter had come
to Study No. 1 like a lion, secking what
he might devour, not looking for a job
as g messenger.

“] say, you fellows—"

“Buzz off with it!”

“0Oh, really, you fellows! You seem to
have finished tea,” said Bunter. “If
you're not going fto finish that cake——""

“But we nre!” grinned Bob.

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“Take the letter, Bunter, and bring
back an answer and then you can pile
into the cake,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“QOh, all right!”

Billy Bunter took the letter and rolled
out of Study No. 1. A minute later his
fat face glimmered in at the door again.

b saf, you fellows—"

“ Hallo, hallo, nallo! ¥ou're not back
already 1" exclaimed Bob.

“Nunno! But—"

“But what, fathead 7"

“That cake, you know! Don't you
fellows forget to leave it for me,” said
Bunter anxiously, “Don't you get
scoffing it while I'm gone——"

_Bob Cherry picked up a loaf, and took
aim.

“ Buzz!” he roared.

And William George Bunter buzzed.
Harry Wharton and Co, finished their tea
while they were waiting for the Owl of
the Remove to return. It was ten
minutes or more, this time, before tha
fat face of William George Bunter
loomed again into Study No. 1.

His big glasses turned instantly on
the cake. It was still there, and Bunter
gasped with relief,

; “Well, got the answer?” asked Whar-
s) 18
Bunter started on the cake.

“0Oh, yes!” Dunter's mouth was
full as he spoke. In such matters as
these, Bunter did not believe in losing
time. I say, you fellows, this is a
good cake. Not like the cakes I get
from Bunter Court. of course—but a
jolly good cake for all that. Got another
in the cupboard?”

“Did you see Price, fathead?”

“Eh? Oh, yes! He was in the Fifth
Torm games study,” said Bunter. “A
lot of the Fifth were there—Blundell
and Bland and Hilton and Fitzgerald
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and a lot of them. They laughed liko
anything.”

" Eh ?JJ

“1 don't know what was in your
letter,” said Bunter, ' But it must have
been something awfully funny.  They
simply howled over it when Price passed
it round.”

“0Oh1” said Wharton.

“Um!” said Bob Cherry.

“Bimply yelled,” said Bunter. “Mlust
have been something frightfully funny
in it! What was the joke, you fellows?”

The Famous Five looked at one
auother. It was true that the Fifth
were o seniorsForm, and great men of
the Upper School. 8till, they ought {o
have known that the Remove were
cricketers to be taken seriously. Appar-
ently, however, they were not taking
the Remove seriously.

“Look here, did Price give you an
answer, you fat frump?” asked the cap-
tain of the Remove grufly. He was not
entertained by a deseription of the un-
called-for hilarity in the Fifth Form
games study.

“0Oh! VYes! Here it is!”

Bunter crammed his capacious mouth
with cake, and fumbled in his pocket,
and drew out a sealed envelope.

Nugent cpened it, and stared at the
contents.

“This is our own letter,” he said.
“They've sent our own letter back to
us,”

“Price wrote something on the back,”
said Bunter. “I say, you fellows, is
there any more cake?”

Nugent turned the letter over, On
the back of it was & pencilled reply:

“Many thanks., But the Fifth don't
play marbles,—Yourz truly, .
“3. Price.”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another again. Wharton frowned—and
Bob Cherry grinned faintly.

“T say,” you fellows, what's it all
about " asked Bunter. “The Fifth
were simply killing themselves laughing
—you might tell a fellow the joke.”

But the chums of the Remove did rot
tell Bunter the joke. It was not a joke
that they desired to impart to the rest
of the Remove. They left the study—
leaving William George Bunter {o
finish the cake to the last crumb, When
they went out into the quad, they passed
the window of the Fifth Form games
study, and heard & roar of laughier
from that apurtment. Apparently the
Fifth were still enjoying the joke.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘Wanted on the Phone !

UZZZZZE !

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, frowned.

The buzz of the telephone bell
was not music to his ears.

A Form master who had got through
a day with a junior Form, and after
that had corrected a number of exer-
cises, and after that had prepared =
number of papers for the morrow; and
after that had settled down in an easy-
chair, with slippered feet resting on a
hassock, to enjoy half an hour of undis-
turbed bliss with Sophoeles, did not
want to be disturbed,

Many of the wonderful inventions of
modern times are in the nature of mixed
bleesings. Mpr, Quelch sometimes fgund
the telephone a very miixed one.  Af
the present moment he found it very
nmixed indeed. He gazed at the buzz-
ing instrument with a fixed. gaze. Tn-
stead of reflecting how wonderful an

instrument it was, and bow marvellously
it put him in touch with people at a
distance, he really looked ns if he would
have liked to hurl Sophoeles at it.

Buzzzz |

The telephone, quite unconscions cf
its narrow escape from & collision with
a great Gireck poet, buzzed merrily.

Mr. Quelch laid Sophocles down, re-
moved his slippered feet from the
hassock, suppressed his feelings, and
rose. He grabbed the receiver from the
hooks and hissed into the transmitter:

“Well 1"

“Courtfield 1017” inquired a sweet
voice,

Mr. Quelch paused a moment before
he vreplied. In their pursuit of
efficiency, the authorities had changed
his number once or twice. But Mr.
Queleh had a good memory; and re-
membering that his latest number was
101, he replied:

[ YBE[”

“ Hold on, please.”

“What 1"

“Trunk call.”

rth !J‘

In exactly half an hour from the
moment when he had sat down with
Sophocles, Mr. Quelch was due in the
Head's study. He reflected bitterly that
at such a time it was not likely to be a
local call that could be disposed of
immediately; it was bound to be a trunk

call, Suppressing his feelings once
more, Mr, Quelch waited,

“You're through!” he heard a voice
58,

Then a man’s voice was audible over
the wires: & hard, rasping voice that
Mr. Quelch had heard before some-
where.

“Ar. Quelch?*

“Speaking !” snarled Mr. Quelch.

“Very good! No doubt you remem-
ber me, Mr, Gedge—"

“I do not.”

“Captain Marker's legal representa-
tive in London, sir! I came to Cirey-
friars a few weeks ago to bring a lad
named ,Dn. Costa—a boy in your Form,
sir—" .

Ar. Quelch recalled that rasping voice
now.

“T remember!” he snapped. “I re-
call your name now, Mr. Gedge! May
I inquire why you have rung me up?”

“Tgo request permission to speak fo
Arthur da Costa.”

“Tndeed !” snapped Mr. Quelch.

“T should not trouble you, sir, but tho
matter is important,” said Caplain
Marker's legal representative in London,
“T desire very particularly to speak to
Arthur da Costa.”

“\ost irregular,” said Mr. Quelch.
“Yon are no douht aware, sir, that boys
in the Lower Fourth Form at school are
not permitted to roceive telephone
calls.”

“Quite, sir! But the eircumstances
are exceptional,” said the rasping voice.
“I may mention that Captain Marker
ImsLl now, returned to England on leave,
and——

“I am unacguainted with Captain
Marker, Mr. Gedge.”

“Ha is the gentleman who sent Arthur
da Costa to school in England, M.
Quelch, from Lucknow.”

“Ohl Yes, I remember! How-
ever—"

“It is very important for me to
speak to Da Costa, With your kind
permission, I should like him fo take
the call.”

If Form masters of mature years and
exemplary manneras could be supposad
to snort, the sound that Mr. Quelch
uitered just then would certainly have
been taken by any hearer for a smort,
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“On!

lie answered.

well I
“Thizs iz most irregular—very unu=ual—
I may say unprecedented—however, I
will zend for the boy.”

“Thank you, Mr. Quelch.”

Very

Br. Queleh did not wait for Mu.
Giedge's thanks. He lnid down the
roceiver and approached the bell, with
the intention of ringing for Trotter and
sending Trotter in quest of Da Costa
of the Remove.,  But Trotier was not
always so swift as he should have been
in answering a bell, as Mr. Quelch knew
from experience. Instead of ringing.
therefore, Mr. Quelch opened his study
door znd looked out inte the corvidor,
Loping to see some individnal whom he
could send for the Turasian junior. Any
fag would have answered the purpose;
and when fags wore not wanted, Grey-
friars seemed peopled with them. When
they were wanted, of course, they were
never to be scen. That was in the
nilore ef things.

Tlie only person in sight was George
Viundell, of the Fifth Form, the cap-
tain of that Form, and a member of
the Eleven, and a  fremendous
“Blood.” pgreater than some of the
Sixth, Blundell was speaking from a
window to some fellew in the quad.
ard had his back to Mr. Quelch, Send-
ing a Fifth Form man with a message
wis impossible; but he eould be
requested to fake a message.  Timo
was precious, if My, Quelch was to
enjoy  the  delights — if any — of
Sophocles before he had to repair io
the Headmaster’s study.  Mr. Queleh.
teerefove, addressed Blundell's back.

“ Blandell 1”

The captain of the
round.

“Yes, sir,” lLe said, with the proper
» p 2

TFilth glaneed

degree of respect due to a Torm
master, after making ample allowance

for his own importance as a Fifth
Form man and a Blood.
“1 should like you to oblige e,

Dlundell.” :
“Cortainly, sir,” gaid the Fifth Form
raan,

“Will you kindly step to the
Reinove passage 4
“Eht”

“Ta No, 1 Study. You will find the
juniors at preparation, and request Da
('osta, of my Form, to come here imi-
inediately.”

Blundell looked at Mr. Quelch.

He could not help wondering where
a Form master found tho neek to ask
a Tifth Form man and o Blood io
carry a message to a fag in the Lower
Tourth. But his manners were equal
to the occasion. Later on DBlundell
confided to other men in the games
study his opinion that Quelch was get-
ting cheeky. But just at present le
said, with stately politeness:

“Clertainly, sir”

“Thank you, Dlundell.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Blundell, with
the same Jove-like dignity,

MMr. Quelen retreated into his study.
Dlundell glanced down at the man in
the quad to whom he had been speak-
ing when interrupted.

“T'll come out in o few minutes. 1've
got an important job on now.”

1l what's that?"” asked Dotter of
the Iifth.

“Taking a message {o the Remove.”
said Blundell, with a sarcasm which

would doubtless have withered My,
Queleh had that gentleman been still
within hearing.

“Oh, great gad!” said Potter.
Blundell of the TFifth walked away.

—

el
“ Who bagged a pair of spectacles

/7 In the Redclyfle match last week ? ™*
said Wharton, tartly. Blundell
did not reply, but made a sudden
grab at the junlor capiain’s ear.
“ You cheeky little rascal ! ** he
cried.  ** Yarooooh !*'  roared

Wharton, (Sze Chapter 3.)

He did not hurey himseli, With slow
and ealm dignity he made his way to
the Remove passoge and the door of
Study No. L

o i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Blundell Asks For Ii!

REPARATION, according to
Mr. Quelch, was going on in
the Remove studics. Un-
doubtedly, it should have

been going on there. But things were

not always as they should have been.

In Stndy No. 1 Harry Wharton and

Trank Nugent and Arthur da Costa

had not even sorted out their books.

They were talking-cricket, They were

discussing  that challenge to  the

Fifth TForm, and thn derisive reply

received from the TFifth,  That chal-

lenge scemed to the Remove fellows a

right and proper thing, considering

what a remarkable junior team they,
were.

The reply of the Tifth seemed to
them sheer eheek amd swank, and the
reforence to marbles rankled deeply,

The Fifth could not, of course, have
supposggl  for a  moment that  the
Remove were challenging them to a
game ol marbles.  That was sheer
humbug and swaik—no doubt tho sort
of thing that was considercd funny in
the Fifth Form games study,  All the
IPamous Five agreed that the Fifth had
to be taken down a peg, somehow or
anyhow; and Avthur da Costa was in
full agrecment, .

Any fellow looking into Study No. 1
just then would never linve dreamed
that Arthur da Costa had been Harry
Wharton’s enemy—and a ruthless and

Tar MacyeEr Lisrary.—No, 1,065,
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unserupulous and dangerous enemy.
There was no sign of if now. Da
(losta's handsome olive face was bright
and cheery, and he scemed on the best
of terms with his study-mates. Since
the day of the Rookwood match, when
the boy from the East had finally made
up his mind to break with the plot-
ters who had sent him to. Greyfriars,
he had been a changed fellow. Cap-
tain Marker, in picking out the
Furasian to carry out his peculiar pur-
pose at Greyfriars, had certainly not
foreseen the possible influenco of Grey-
friars on his emissary.

Instead of the schemer leading
Harry Wharton into wrungdc‘:ing, or
fastening uwpon lim  accusations of
wrongdoing of which he was guiltless,
the frank and wholesome atmosphere
of Study No. 1 in the Remove had
worked @ total change in the schemer
himself.

That his repentauco was sincere, the
chums of the Remove believed; even
Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh, who
trusted the wily Eurasian least, was
convinced of it

Even when Da Costa had been at his
worst, Whaston bad admired him as a
cricketer, and forgotten his many
offences, when the Eurasian was play-
ing the game on the ecricket feld.
Now that he lad thrown over his
tortuous treachery, Wharton was more
than willing to make allowances for
the boy of mixed blood, who had been
brought up in surroundings very dif-
ferent from those which he knew at
present,  If any fellow, in spite of such
a handicap, wanted to play the game,
Harry Wharton was the fellow to help
him. It was .agreed among the
Famous Five that Da Costa’s offences
should be forgotten, unless he showed
the cloven foot again. And of that
there was no sign.

The fellow who had come to Grey-
friars as o plotting enemy of the Re-
move captain, was now on friendly
terms with him. In cricket they had
a common interest and 8 common
bond; and in that direction, at least,
Arthur da Costa had always been a
sportsman. He was trying his hardest,
at least, to be & sportsman in other
matters. And he -was succecding—
which was & very unexpected outcome
to Captain Marker's plot. Arthur da
Costa. looked nothing but a cheery,
happy echoolboy now, as he sat on the
corner of the table in Study No. 1,
talking ericket with the two chums.

“We'll jolly well make them play a
match ! the captain of the Remove
was saying. “We'll make 'em somo-
how.”

“Bomehow,” agreed Nugent.

“We can beat them,” said Harry

confidently, “'They've pot some jolly
good men in the Iifth Form eleven, of
coursc—men who play for Wingate in
the First. But some of them are
rather so-so. Price ien’t much good,
and Hilton i3 rather a flashy, fluffy
sort of player. (Greene’s a bit of a
dud, and Potter isn't up to mwuch. If
they’d play Coker, we'd' nndertake to
win hands down.”
“Ha, ha! They won't take
risk,”
“We'll heat whatever team they put
into the field. We'll make the Fifth
sing small!” said Wharton deter-
minedly. “You can take Tifth Form
wickets, Da Costa.”

the

“VYess.” The Eurasian smiled. *I
think so!”
“8o can Inky,” said Harry. “We've

got two bowlers who will make 'em sit
Tae Magyer Liprsry.—No. 1,065,

up and take notice. You can stand up
to Fifth Form bowling, Da Costal
Look how you stood up to jolly good
bowling at Rookwood.”

i chsl“’

“Only we've got to make
play I* grinned Nugent.

The door of Study Ne. 1 opened, and
Blundell of the Fifth gave a caroless
glance into the study. The three
juniors looked at him.

“Don't they tap at doors in vour
slum at home, Blundell?” inquired
Frank Nugent politely.

Blundell ignored that remark.

“Da Costa is wanted,” he said.
he here?”

Arthur da Costa was only six fect
from Blundell; so it was really rather
superfluous to ask if he was there. But

ihem

i ]'q

the captain of the ¥ilth loftily
affected not to know these fags by
sight, Lower Fourth fags were like

anto the fies that buzzed against the
window-panes in summer; noisy little
beasts that one disregarded.

"Yess, I am  here,” said  ihe
Eurasian.
“¥oure wanted in your Form
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master’s study,” said Blundell; and he
turned te the door again.
“Oh? exclaimed Wharton. “Yon
haven't come here to tell us that you're
fixing up that match, Blundell?”
Blundell gazed at him.
*\What match ?” he asked.
“We've challenged you to a cricket

match——"

“Oh! Wasn't it marbles?”’ asked
Blundell. “We sent a reply, yom
know. I really thought marbles was
your game,”

“Are you playing us?” demanded

the captain of the Remove warmly.

“When we take to marbles—yes!
Or hopscotch!” added Blundell thought.
fully. *“*Not before then.”

“You don't mind the school knowing
that you're afraid of getting licked at
cricket 7

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blundell.

“Look here, Blundell, don’t be a
swanking ass! We'll give you a good
amao [

“ At marbles?”

“No!” yelled Wharton, “Cricket!”

“Dear little man!” said Blundell.
“Do you really think you play cricket
in the Remove?”

“ You jolly well know we do i”
Wharton.

“You call your weird performance on
Little Side cricket?” asked Blundell,

roared

I never knew

We live and

“DBless your little Licart!
what you called it!
learn.”

“Well, you've got something to learn,”
said Wlharlon tartly. “Who bagged a
pair of spectacles in the Redelyfle
mateh last week 77

Blundell ccased to langh. As a matter
of fact, Blundell was a great man at
games, and he had had eruel luck in
that match. But he had heard a lot in
the Fifth about that pair of spectacles.
And still more from the Sixth. He did
not want to hear anything about it from
the Remove. He was reduced to gravity
at once.

“Look here, you cheeky little beast!”
said Blundell.

“We've got a man here who will give
vou another pair to match, if you have
the nerve to meet us on Little Side,”
said Wharton. “What's your ohjec-
tion? You like going around collecting
duck’s eggs, necording to what I hear.
Why not collect some on Little Side?
I don’t see why they should have all the
fun of watching you do it at Redelyffe.”

Blundell did not reply to that in
words.  Blundell was a good-tempered
fellow, but there were limits. At this
point in the discussion the ecaptain of
the Fifth felt that actions were needed
rather than words. He made a sudden
grab at Wharton's ear.

*“Qh!” roared Wharton.

“There, you cheeky little rascal }”

“Yarcogh! Collar him!”

It had not crossed Blundell's mind for
a moment that so great a man as he
might be ragged by fags. Coker of the
Fifth was sometimes ragged by junjors;
ke Coker was Coker, and Blundell was
Blundell. To the great surprise of the
captain of the Fifth, he was jumped
upon just as if he had been a mere
Coker,

Harry Wharton grasped him, Frank
Nugent grasped him, and Arthur do
Costa grasped him. With astonishment
and a heavy bump, Blundell landed on
the flgor of Neo. 1 Btudy.

" Whooop 1”

The next moment No. 1 Study re-
gembled pandemonium.

A powerful Fifth Form man was
struggling wildly with three Removites;
but, powerful as he was, Blundell was
not more than a match for the three.
He rolled over in desperate combat, and
the study table went crashing, and
the study chairs crashed, and there were
other crashes. Three breathless juniors
rolled over with Blundell, and they
rolled him out into the Remove passage.

By that time the uproar had brought
a dozen Removites out of their studies.

“ Fifth Form cads!” yelled Bquiff.

And there was o rush.

How Blundell of the Fifth got down
the Remove staircase to the next land-
ing he hardly knew. But he got thero
in o breathless, gasping, and dismantled
state. He sat on that landing, and
blinked back at the mob of Removites,
and spluttered wildly.

“Come back and have some more!”
bawled Bob Cherry.

“T say, you fellows, I've got an ink-
pot! Give & fellow room to chuck it at
Blundell 17

“1la, ha, ha !*

Blundell, apparently, did not want
the inkpot. He disappeared down the
lower stairs; not, of course, fleeing from
the fags, but retiring rather rapidly
from & disorderly scene that was un-
worthy of the dignity of a Fifth Form
man and a Blood. A yell of defiance
and derision followed him from the
Roemove landing,

“That's that!” chuckled Peter Todd,

“But what was the row about ! asked
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Dob Cherry. ©Coker of the Fijwy some: did not want you to telephouc, 1 want that, He miade me promises {lab
times comes up here and asks for you lo keep vour distance, and leave dazzled me.  Evon then I hesifated.
trouble; but it's rather new for me alone, Mr. Gedge.” Now do  mnot  hesitate. I wi
Blundell. What did he want!” “ Are you out of your senses, Arthur? have nothing to do with him.” Da
“0Oh,” ejaculated Da Costa, I forgot ! “No. But, no doubt, it must seem Closta’s voice was low and bitter. *Tell

He came to tell me that Mr. Quelch
wanted me in his study. 1 lLad bobter
O i)

g o
“My hat! Vou'd better!” Erinned
Bob. “'Quelchy doesn’t like to be lkept
waiting.”
_“The betterfulness will be terrific,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
And Arthur da Costa hurried down
the stairs to the Nemove master's
study,

ey e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Gedgze Will Not Take No for
an Answer !

< OPHOCLES was taking
forced rest.

Mr. Queleh was not so resfful
45 Lhat eminent Greek of ancient
1I¢ was prowling round his

an en-

tiines,
study.

Twice again he had been rung. Mr.
Godge, at the other end of the wire, was
naturally impatient, Probably Lo did
uot like sitting waiting at the telephone,
3till more probably he did not like pay-
ing for an extra three minutes, and

another extra three minubes, and still .

another oxtra three mimites,  Trunk
calls came expensive when a legal
gentleman had to sit waiting till some
Remove fellows had finished regging a
Fifrh Form man at Greyfriavs,

Sitting down with SBophocles was sim-
ply impossible in the cireumstances,
Mr, Quelch, growing more and inore
irritated, was about to start for the Re-
move passage himself, when Arthur da
(osta, fortunately, came hurrying
breathlessly to his study.

The Remove master gave him n look
that was very nearly a gluare.

“You sent for me, sirl”
Furasian.

“1 did !"” snapped Mr. Quelel. “You
Lave kept me waiting! You have
wasted my time! ¥You buve kept Cap-
tnin Marker’s legal representative wait-
ing! You will take a hundred lines!”

" Yess, sir] DBut—"

“That is enough! Mr. Gedge desives
io speak to you on the teleplione. It
is most irregular! Itis most unusual !
Mr. Quelch looked as if hic would have
liked to give Mrv. Gedge a  hundreed
lines, too, “But you may (ake the call,
Da Costa! e brief!”

“"Yess, sipl”

I'a Costa went to the teleplione.

Mr. Quelch -looked at  Sophocles.
looked at his wateh, and whisked out of

said the

the study. He was very eross indeed,
It really was ioo bad that a harcd-
worked Forin wmaster counld not he

allowed to enjoy half an hour's mild
and pleasant relaxation in the company
of an ancient Greck, whose mysterious
obscurities it was so delightinl to eluei-
dute. Mr. Quelch liked Bophocles jusl
as some fags liked jig-saw puzeles.
though, of course, he would never have
(reamed of placing that eminent poet
on the same footing as a jig-saw puzzle.

*Mr. Gedge, are you there?™ asked
the Eurasian guietly.

“0Oh, you are there!" rasped M.
Gedge, "X have been waiting—waiting
o very long time, Arthur!”

“That is & matter of no moment to
me, Mr. Gedge.”

“What? Whati"

“You are not deaf, I supposc ™ asked
the Burasian. *“I say that il 15 a malter
of no moment to me.”

“You impertinent young rascal !”

“I did not ask you lo telephore, [

to you that any honourable and decent
fellow must be out of his scnses,” said
Da Costa.

“You know why you were sent to
Greyfriars,” hissed Mr, CGedge. “I
have recoived your insolent lefter. I
Liave written twice to vou without get-
ting an answer, ‘What do you niean by
this #"

“I mean exactly what I said in my
letter. I am done with you! I am
dotie with Captain Marker! You may
go and ecat coke, Mr, Gedge !

“ What—what I

“ Coke !

“ You—you
ledge.

“Will you have avothier three
minutes " a gentle, feminine voice in-
yuired somewhere,

i What?  Yes—yes!” snarled Mr.
Gedge.  “Arthur, are you there—
Arthur?  You are causing me un-
necessary expense!  You are a young
rascal ! A !

“¥You are an old rascal, Mr. Gedge!”

A splutter was audible on the wires.

“Have you finished?” asked Da
Costa.

“No; eertainly not! Why did you
not answer my. lettors 7 )

“Beeause I am fed-up with you.”

“How dare you! I shall come to see
vou, Arvthur. I shall come down to
Kent to-morrow.”

“You may save your trouble. I shall
not come out of the school to meet you,”
answored Da Closia.

“In that case, I shall come to the
school,”

"1 shall refuse to see you if you do,
and tell my Form master the reason.”

There was a gasp.

“You dare not!’

“You will see whether I dare not!”
answered Da Costa. “I am done with
vou, Mr. Gedge, and done witll vour
cmployer. You sent me here to net like
a scoundrel. I have learned here not to
be a seoundrel, That is all.”

“Take care—take care, you young
fool! You should know that other curs
may hear what is said on the tele-
phene.”

“1 care nothing!"”

“Aythur, I must see you! T shall
come down to-morrow, and wait at tho
usual place on ‘the towpath, You hear
me "

“1 hear you.”

“ Captain Marker is now in England.
Tle has heen greatly disturbed by your
letter. He foresaw nothing of this.”

“No doubt.”
“The term approachies its end, Da

You do not

you—" spluttered "Mu,

him so! I have learned here to play
the game. I have made a friend of the
boy you sent me here to injure.

Nothing would induce me to harm him
now.”

“Takoe carc—tuke care

“It is for you to take care, Mr
Gedge!  You may ring off when you
please.”

“1 shall see you to-morrow, Arthur
You will meet me at three o'clock in he

(L]

usuul H‘l.‘”'“‘-" Even if you are resolved
upon this folly, you owe me an cxplana-
tion. You must at least sce me and

explain yourself.”

“If I meet you to-morrow,
you will regret it.”

“Nonsense! I oy take it that you
will sec me at throe o'elock in the usual
place?”

“ Yoss—if you are determined to see
me; but T warn you that you had-beller
not.

“Nonsensoe. That is settled, then.”

And the legal gentleman in Chancery

Lano rang off.
* Da Costa put up the receiver and left
the study. There was a dark and
harassed expression on his olive face as
he went back to the Remove passage.
He had -broken with the schemors who
had sent him to Greyiriars to carry ont
a dastardly plot; but it was evident that
they did not intend to let hiim go easily.
Possibly the FEurasian ' doubled the
strength of his resolve, if he listened
again to the arguments and promises of
the “legal johnny.” It was no light
sacrifice he was making in giving up
all that had been promised him as tho
roward of treachery.

Wharton and Nugent were at prep
when he came back to the study.

“A row with Quelchy?” asked
Nugent, noting the Eurasian's dark
looks as ho eame in,

Da Costa shook his head.

“ Anything up?” asked Wharton.

“Yess, It was a telephone call from
Mr. Gedge.”

"(0}1!”

“T am to meet him to-morrow.”

Wharton and Nugent looked at the
olive-skinned junior in silence.  His
dark eyes met theirs.

“Wharton, you know why I was sent
Liere,” he said in o low voice. “You
beliove that T play the game, as you
call it, now?”

“Yos," said Harry slowly.

“They want to drive me back iule
what I have forsaken,” mmuttered the
Furasian. “I am to hear threats and
promises.  Will you stand by me in thia,

(Continued on next puge.)

My, Gedgo,

Closta.

desive  to  leave
Greyfriars, and give
up all your
prospects ?”

“No. But I have
no choice.”

“¥on will think
over this, Arthur.
You will come back
to a senso of your
duty to your bene-
factor.”

“Oh, cut it out!”
snapped Da Costa.
“Captain  Marker
found me at that
wretched school ak
Lucknow, a despised
outeast, an envious
pariah, He picked
me out because of

()
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and help me to keep to what I have
resolved to do?”

“Yes, rather!” said Harry. “You
bet!”

“Then when I meet Mr. Godgo te-
morrow afternoon, will you and your
friends be there?”

“To see Gedge " -

“Yess, and to make him =sorry that
he came—to make him understand that
he must not come again, and must lot
me slone.”

Wharton's eyes glinted. The mere
thought of the boy from the East being
driven back into the mire of treachery
and deceit from which he had dragge:d
himself roused his deepest anger. Littlo
as he understood the strange, tortuous
nature of the half-caste, Wharton rea-
lised very clearly that Arthur da Costa
must havé had o hard struggle with
himself to do as he was doing now. He
had been capable of actions that
Wharton_ regarded with loathing; but
he was fighting hard now to play the
game, and arry Wharton was the
fellow to help him.

“Rely on us,'" said Harry. "‘We'll
back you up all along the line, Da
Costa. You can depend on that.,” .

“Yes, rather!” snid Nugent emphati-
cally.

There was
store for Mr.
afternoon.

likely, to be a surprise in
Gedge the following

-y —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Party !

R. CEDGE stopped on the tow-
M path by the shining Sark and
stared along the bank of the

vippling stream. Mr, Gedge's

hard face was extremely irritable in
expression. It always was irritable
when he had to leave his dusky den in
the city and make a troublesome
journey among green meadows and rip-

pling streams and sunny downs. Now
it was more irritable than ever,
Mr, Gedge was in a worried and

anxious mood. His coming m_l':crvigw
with the boy from the East worried him
deeply. In the course of a long life of
chicanery, Mr. Gedge had not formed a
high opinion of human nature. That
any man in the wide world really was
frank and honourable and above-board
Mr. Gedge rather doubted. Qualitics
like that Mr. Gedgoe aseribed rather to
weakness of mind than to goodness of
heart. That anyone shounld turn from
evil to good surprised him very much
indeed, and, in fact, confounded him,
It threw all his judgments and theories
and beliefs out of gear.

That the wily Kurasian might have
led Wharton of the Remove into evil
scemed probable enough to Mr. Gedge.
That Wharton’s influenco might lead

Arthur da Costa from ecvil to good
secmod to Mr. Gedge highly impro-
bahle—indeed, to verge upon _the

impossible.  In the face of such a
phenomenon all his expericnee failed
him. - He simply did not know what to
make of it: and he could only explain
it to himself on the ground that it was
some trick—that the Eurasian was try-
ing to put up his price, or something of
the sort.

Mr. Gedge was therefore in a very
irritable and angry and suspicious
temper. A greedy, envious fellow, fo
whom dissimlﬂatinn was second nature,
liad been given a prospect of advance-
ment in life, dazzling to a fellow in his
position. It was impossible that he had
changed so much—that he was willing to
throw up all this for the sake of
seruples, X6 was  wildly  impossible,
unless Mr. Gedge's opinion of human

Tae MaGNET LiBraRY.—Nno. 1,065

nature was a mistaken onc. Tt could
not be that; it could only mean that the
young rascal, knowing so much of the
plot, was going to demand a richer
reward. 1f that was not the explana-
tion, My, Gedge was guite at o loss.

He saw the Eurasian coming olong
the towpath, and his eyes glinted at
hin. He stepped into the wood, to meet
Da Costu out of sight of passers-by, as
was his enstom, In a few minutes the
Eurasian joined him under the trecs.

“You have come,” said Mr. Gedge.

“Yesa, But we cannot speak here.
Follow me.”

“ Bute——" mutlered Mr. Gedge irvit-
ably.

He did uot like taking divections from
ihis boy.

Unhceding him, Da Costa moved
away among the trees. The legal gen-
tloman followed hinmi, breathing hard.
Da Costn stopped in a deep glade,
sereened on :r.lll sides by trees and under-
growtha.

“Thiz is the place,” ho said, incing
Mr. Gedge.

“Y am glad to see yon sa cautious,
Arthur,” said Mr. Gedge, pushing back
his silk hat, and wipiug Dis perspiring
forchead.

“You were deterniined to secc me,”
zaid Da Costa. I warned you not to
come. What have you to say "

“Let us be frank,” said My, Gedge.
“You have surprised me very much,
Arthur, I cannot believe that you are
serious., What is your chject?”

“1 have told you, Mr. Gedge.”

“You do not seriously intend to break
with Captain Marker, and give up the
reward of your services to him?”

“Yess.”

“T repeat, let us bo frank” said Mr,
Gedge, in his most rasping tones. *‘You
think that you are in a position to make
terms, Arthur. A great deal depends
on you: and you have been reflecting
on this, and you imagine that you can
dictate terms. Is that it?”

i1 N’D H

1 am a rcasonable man, and Captain
Marker iz a reasonable man,” said M.
Gedge. “If you are not satiefied, no
doubt an arrangement can be made,
You have failed, so far, to effect the
&urposs for which you were sent to

reyfriars School. All your aitempts
have been failures, You have not
proved - of so much use as Captain
Marker expected, when he selected you
for this business. I have told you we
expect rTesults: and that you will be
taken away from Greyfriars if you con-
tinue unsuccessful. Is that why yon

1

have taken up this attitude?
‘f'l\? a

“You will be given every chance,”
said Mr. Gedge. “No doubt Caplain
Marker will agree to pay your feos for
another term.  Will that sabisfy you

‘f'\:o M

*“Then what do you want? Il it isa
question of a sum of money in hand, it
may possibly be arranged.”

Da Costa’s lip curled.

“Yon do not understand, Mr. Gedge,”
he said.

“Certainly I do mnot.” rasped DMr.
(edge. ‘‘Explain yourself.”

"Ig was sent to Greyfriavs,” said the
half-caste, in a low, clear voice, “io
work against the boy Wharton—to
seeure hiy disgrace by any means, fair
or fonl: to lead him into wrongdoing
if I could, to fasten wupon him false
charges if I could not. That is
correctt”’

“Quite: but we need not go into that,”
said Mr. Gedge. “That has been gone
into often enough.”

“Captain Marker’s motive T do not
know, except that there iz a large sum

of money somechow at stake,” said 1la
Costa. " You have not trusted me mecre
than you could help, Mr. Gedge.”

“That does not concern you, Arthui!
I repeat, tell me what you want, and 1
Eiiil consider whether you can be saiix-

e ‘.u

“Y will tell youl I want to be clear
of you and Captain Marker! I want
to be left alone! I want to be deceut
like my friends at Greyfriars. I know
that I must leave the school at the cud
of the term—even if Captain Markey
would pay my fees there, 1 would accept
nothing further from his hands, or from
your hands, Mr. Gedge. I am sick of
deceit. I am sick of treachery. Wheu
I look Dack to what I have done art
Greyfriars, I loathe myself, It will cost
me all my prospeets, if I play the game
now. But I will play it, to the end, even
if it costs my life. Is that clear enough?”

Mr, Gedge stared at him blankly.

There was no doubting the earnestiess
of the boy from the East.

“You are out of your senses, Arthur,"”
zaid Mr. Gedge at last,

“T have come to them,” said Da Costa,

“Yon will change your mind—you
will forget this folly,” rasped the
lawyer. ““I heard all this from you
once before, and you changed again.”

The Eurasian smiled bitterly.

“That is true! But I have guarded
%fainst myself, as well as against yon,
Mr., Gedge, I have placed it out of
my power to change, if I should be week
under temptation, All that I know of
Ca_l.ﬁ)tain Marker's plot I have told
Wharton, to place him on his guard.
That is not all. Hitherto, you have kept
this matter a secret—you have taken
care that no witness should ever bhe
able to say that Mr. Gedge, solicitor.
is engaged in & dastardly plot. But now
there are witnesses.”

Mr. Gedge started violently.

““What? What?”  he  breathesd.
“Witnesses.”
“Bhow yourselves, you fellows!”

called out Da Costa.

There was a rustling in the under-
growths,

From different points in the thick
greenery  enclosing  the little shady
glade, five Greyfriars juniors stepped
inio view.

Mr, Gedge stared at them, astonished,
startled, almost terrified.

It was quite a party!

—_—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Gedge Has Enough !
ALLO, hallo, hallo!" groeted

Bob Cherry.
“Niee afternoon in ihesa
woods, Mr., Gedge!” said
Johnny Bull.
“The mnicefulness is terrifie, my

esteemed and preposterous Gedge.”
The gentleman from Chancery Lane

«tared at them. His hard, thin faee was

almost purple with rage, his little beady

eyves glittered like pin-points, His glanco
turned from face to face, and finally
rested upon  Arthur da Costa’s. Tho

Eurasian watched him coolly.

“ 1 warned you not to come here, Mr.
Gadge,” le said.  “T told you it would
be better not to come. You would ner
leave me alone. Now you will take the

consequences, Mr, Gedge.”
“You young roscal!” hissed My,
Gedge.

Da Costa laughed.

“You call me & raseal beeause I have
given up raseality! But think as xyeu
please—I an done with you! You
are going to have a lesson, Mr. Gedge,
which will prevent you from [orcing



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 9
TWOPENGE.

dastardly plot. But now there are witnesses.
and Harry Wharton & Co, stepped into view,

vourself upon me again. You will learn
to leave me alone.”
“Yes, rather,” said Bob.

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

Wharton fixed his eyes upon the
lawyer's enraged face. :
“You scoundrel!” he said, “If T'd

had any doubts before, I know now
what your rotten game is. What have
I done to you, you villain, to make you
want to blacken me and ruin me for
life

Mr. Gedge panted.

“It—it is all & mistake—an error!” he
stammered. “That boy, Da Costa. i
an absolutely untruthful and unfaithful
vonng rascal! Whatever he may have
told you is false.”

“Only it’s proved by what you've just
Leen saying to him,” said Harry con-
temptuously, “Da Costa made us come
to hear with our own ears and get
absolute proof of the game you set hun
to play. You couldn’t understand that
he'd thought better of it, and chucked
it up, you cur. You wanted to kecp him
ta it against his will! You oughtto he
in prison.”

“What about yanking hiin aloug to
the police-station; and making a charge
against him?” asked Johnny Bull.

Mr. Gedge turned almost green.

That his plotting rascality was now
known to these schoolboys, he knew; but
Mr., Gedge was too cautious a legal

entleman to allow any legal proof to

e 1n existence.

Not a single letter that he had written
Da Costa contained a single phrase that
could harm him: he had taken care of
that. Except once or twice, by chance,
it could not be proved that he had even
met Da Costa since the Eurasian had

Show yourselves, youn fellows "’

been at Greyfriars. Even now, taken by
surprise as he was, the Remove fellows
could not Liave said that hiz own actual
words had incriminated him. Even
when there seemed little occasion for
caution, Mr. Gedge wus cautious Ly
nature and habit. He did not fear a
chargo at the police-station: that was
absurd in his eyes. But he did fear bein

handled by a crowd of reckless school-
boys: and he could see by the looks of
the Famous Five that he wa: not going
to escape from Friardale Wood un-
seathed.

On other occasions, and dealing with
grown-ups, Mr, Gedge wonld not have
objected .to assanlt and hattery. He
would have made the assaulter pay very
handsomely for his amusement. Indeed,
on one oceasion an exasperated person
had horsewhipped Mr, Gedge—and it
had turned out one of Mr. Gedge’s mosi
profitable transactions, in the way of
damages.

But tho present occasion was dil-
ferent, Although he knew that the
schoolboys could prove nothing against
him that was actionable, as ie would
have called it in his own language of
deceit, he certainly did not want such
affairs talked of in public; Captain
Marker's plot was not one that could
thrive on publicity. And an action for
damages against a set of schoolboys was
hardly practicable. Mr. Gedge did not
think such an aetion would lie, as he
would have put it. ¥e was preparcd to
lie, himsell, to any extent: but that
was not the point. r. Gedge was only
anxious, now, to get clear of the scene.
But the juniors had drawn round him
in a circle,

“If you dare lo assault me——"" began

&

“You have taken care, Mr. Gedge,” said Da Costa, *“ that no witness should ever be able to say that you are engaged in a

There was a rusiling in the undergrowths,
(See Chapter 5.)

Mr. Cedge. “If you darc to lay a
finger on me, you young ruffians—""

“Chuck it)1” said Bob Cherry.
“We're going to lay more than a finger
on_you, you reptile.”

“You worm!"” said Johnny Ball,

“You terrific and preposterous
scoundrel V" said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The ragfulness is the caper
now,”

“I don't know whether you could bLe
charged with anything,” said Harry
Wharton. “I don't know whether the
police ave able to deal with your sort
of roguery, Mr. Gedge. You're worsc
than & burglar or a thicf, but I've no
doubt you've kept yourself safe cnough.
1 don't believe the law can touch you—
but I know we ean touch you, and we're
going to. You're going to get fed-up
with hanging about érey[riurs, DMy
Uedge, You're going to get sick of this
part of the country.”

Mr. (ledge made a movement,

“ Let me pass, you impertinent young
raseal 17

He strode past Wharton. The ecap-
tnin of the Remove gave him a shove,
and hoe staggered back,

“Stay \ﬁ\'i?lcl'ﬁ you are!” said Harry.

The lawyer panted.

“I shall go to your school—I shall
lay a complaint before your headmaster
and—"

“ (et on with it when we've done with

vou. We shall tell Dr. Locke why we
handled you,” said Harry. “You're
going to have a lesson, you fox. Were

vou ever bumped when you were ab
echool ¥V
“Eh—what 1"
Tae Macyer Lisrany.—No. 1,065,
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“1f not, it will be & new experience
for you. Collar him!"

“Stand back!” yelled Mr. Gedge.

“ Bow-wow |

The wretehed man struck out fiercely
as the juniors collared him. But in a
moment he was whirled over.

Bump !

Tn the grasp of six juniorsy Mr. Gedge
was bumped leavily in the grass. He
gasped and splattered wildly,

Bump !

“Qooaooogh 1’

Bump!

“Yooogh! Help! Owl?

“Ha, hn, ha!”

“Now bring him along to the river,”
suid Harry. “He is going to have a
ducking next,”

*“Hear, hear!"”

“Help!"” shrieked Mr. Gedge. From
the bottom of lis heart Mr. Cedge
wished that lio had never been the legal
or illegal representative of Captain
Marker. But he was for it now..

Jn # breathless bundle, Mr. Gedge
went hustling through the thickets to-
wards the river bank. Thorns and
Lirambles scratched him as he went—his
«ilk hat volled away and was trampled
on and left behind; his eollar hung by
a stud; his Llack coat split up the back.
iz clastie-sided shoes squeaked wildly.
With a rush the juniors came out on the
towpath, and Mr. Gedge, yelling with
torror, was whirled to the margin of
the stream.

“Right in?" asked Bob Cherry.

“Nunno! He's rather an ancient
rolter for that; we don’t want to give
hin pneunionia ! Just his napper, ick
out a muddy spot1”

“Ha, ha, hal™

A spot that was thick with soft mud
was soon found. There was a wild
gurgle from Mr, Gedge as his head was
plunged into if.

He drew it out again, an uncanny
sight., His sharp nose and little beady
eves and hard mouth were iliick with
olinging mud. He gasped and gurgled
and spluttered and stultered.

“CGrooogh! QOoocoh! Oooococh!”

*“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Now hook it,” said Harry Wharton
coolly. “If we find you anywhere near
Greyfriars again, Mr. Gedge, you'll get
e same and a little more. You can
te]] your precious Captain Marker that
e will have to deal with my uncle,
Colosel Wharton, Now hook it! If
vou're not out of sight in one minute,
vou'll po into the mud again.”

Me, Gedge spluttered frantically. Ho
tid not answer: his mouth was full of
mud, He swung away and started
down {he towpalh towards the village.
Iatless, luudt{y; dishievelled, his Cﬂlf;ﬂl'
hanging loose, Mr. Gedge prescuted a
romarkable sight as he fled. But he
was not thinking of that. Generally,
Mr, Gedge was a man very partieular
about appearances. Dut he could not
afford to think of appearances now. All
lie wanted was to get out of tho reach
of Harry Wharton & Co.

Mr, Gedge was not an athlete. DBut
he put on a very creditable specd now,
and in less than the minute allowed, he
vanished from sight.

“That's that " said Bob Cherry.

Da Costa drew a deep breath,

“1t is done,” he said. “You fellows
believe me now—you trust me now ?”

* Yes, rather, old bean.”

“The trustfulness is terrifie.”

“Even you?” asked Da Costa, with
a curious look s the nabob of Bhani-
pur.

“Byen I, my esteemed and ridiculous
Da Costa,” said Hurrce Jamset Rum
Bingh.

Aund Harry Wharton & Co. walked
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back to Creyfriars, hoping that they
had done for good with Mr. Gedge.

As a matter of faet, there was little
doubt on that subject. Mr, Gedge, like
a mole, worked in the dark; and now
that the affair was getting iighf. upen
it, it was very douitful whether the
Chaneery Lane gentleman would con-
tinue to hiave a hand in it et all. Those
who knew of his rascality could not
prove at law what they knew; but
publieify in such an extremoly delicate
malter was of no use to Mr, Gedge.

As a matter of fact, the lesson he Jiad
received on the bank of the Bark was
enough for the lawyer. Keen as he was
upeon legal proceedings and damages, he
did not contemplate taking action
against the parents of the schoolboys
wlio had ragged him. He did not think
of anything hut the harn such a story
might do him professionally if it was
talked abread. The matier was no
longer a reeref. Mr. Gedge was foo
cantious to have anything further to do
witli it. In his dusky den in Chancery
Lane, Mr. Gedge returned to his happy
occupation of spinning meshes for the

unwary feet of his fellow-men; and
Captain  Marker had lost his legal
represeniative.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Blundell !
2 TORGE BLUNDELL, of the

Greyfriars Fifth, frowned.

It was enough to make any
fellow  frown: that iz, any
fellow who was a TFifth Form man, a
Blood, and a fellow of tremendous
importance.

Blundell had sirvolled into the games
study—the room which was sacred to
the Fifth Form, from which juniovs
were scornfully exelnded, and to which
Sixth Form men only came on invita-
tion,

There happened to be nobody in 1o
pamey sindy just then. But evidently
someone had been there lalely. For a
large paper was tacked to the wail
facing the door; and on it was daubed
in large leftors with a brush dipped in
red ink:

CWHO'S  AFRAID  OF  GETTING
LICKED AT CRICKET?”

Now, if there was one thing in {he
miverse that Dlundell of the Fifth was
not afraid of, it was gefting licked al
ericket, Blundell had the uimost eonfi-
dence in Lis own powers as a crickeier.
nud in the abilities of the Fifth Foin
teant.  In TForm matches with the Sixth,
Wingate and the Bixth Form men

generally pulled it off; but this was

due, nol lo snperior ericket on the pari
of the Bixrh, but to a series of remark-
able accidents and flukes. Any other
team at Groyfrinrs, of course, Blundell
would lave walked over. Sometimes,
by way of practice. the Fifth played a
Shell feam, and, of course, walked all
over MHobkon & Co., who were never
Favotured by fortune with aceidents and
flukes like the Sixth. Blundell had a
persuasion that his Form teamn was. as
rood, or jolly nearly as good, as the
First Eleven of Greyfriars itself.

Qo' ihat checky inguiry tacked wp in
the gamoes study naturally made George
Blundell frown.

He had uo doubt from swhom it pro-
coeded. This was some impudence from
the Rewove,

The Remove had had  the n-
paralleled nerve to challenge the Tifth
to a cricket mateh. The TFifth had
Lilariously declined; and supposed the
malier {o be ended. It did not appear,
Lhowever, {o be ended yet.

“Cheeky Litt)e swoeps ! said Blundell,
Trowning,

Potter and GCreenc came into
gawes study and found Blundell
ing at that paper on the wall.

“Hallo, what’'s that?” exclainicl
Potter,

“Cheek from the Remove, I suppose,”
growled Blundell, and he jorked il
paper from the wall and erumpled it

“Those fags want a licking,”
marked Greene, :

Blmdell nodded.

“Yes. I've been rather down on
Coker, the way he rags those Remove
lags—hut l'ea.lly I'm beginning to think
he's rvight. 'The Remove really want
a thumping good licking all round.”

“ Hop u]%ug to the prefects’ room,
Blundell,” said Potter. "I came ta
tell you that Wingate says therc's sonie-
body asking for you on the 'phone.”

Blundell granted.

“ All right.”

Blundell left the games study and
proceeded to the prefects’ room, In
that augnst apartment was installed a
teleplione; - the only one to which the
Greyfriars fellows had access, and which
was officially reserved for the use of
Sivth-Foim prefects, Coker of the Fifth
had loudly declared that there ought to
have been a telophone in the ganes
study, and this was one of the few
points on  which the Fifth agreed
with Coker. Sometimes, greatly con-
deseending, the prefocts allowed a Fifth-
Farm man to use the telephone; but
it was a favour, and was understood
to be a favour, That only Sixth-Iorm
prefeets should be trusted with tele-
phonic facilities, seemed absurd to all
tha TFifth., Still, there it was, and
Binndell had to go to the prefects’ room,
nnl(Ii be eivil, if %)e wanted to take the
wdll.

Several prefects were in the reom
when the captain of the Fifth came in,
Wingate called to him cheerily:

* Somehbody on the 'phone wants you,
Diundell! T asked Potter to tell you.”
* Right-lo—thanks,” said Blundell.

“at it short, Dlundell,” remarked
Laosler of the Sixth,

Loder of the Bixth always liked to
make himself unpleasant. Blundeli
aflectod nol to hear. After such a
remark, Jdignity required that he should
-tilk out of the prefects’ room and dis-
dain te use the telephone there at all,
(Ju the other hand, he wanted o know
who was calling him, and what wa-
wanted, 8o he turned a deaf ecar to
tierald Loder, and took wp the receiver,

“Talla 1*
~ “Hallo,” came a voice over the wires,
“is that Blundell?”

“¥Yes; who's speaking "

* Blundell of the Fifth?"

“Yesq, yes”

“(Captain of the Fifth Torm cricket
team?”

“Yes; what's wanted?”

“Yon are; old bean, to play crickel !
Sormy up your courage to the sticking
point, as jolly old Shakespeare says,
aml make the plunge. You may pull
it off; though, of course, you haven't
much chance against the Remove. But
he a sport, old bean, and take a licking
il it's coming to you."”

Blundell stood rooted to the floor of
the prefects’ room, glaring at the tele.
phone as if that instrument had done
him some personal injury.

This ecall, evidently, was from some
Remove junior—ringing him up on one
of the other school telephones. Prob-
ably Mr. Queleh was absent from Lis
study.

“Uot
voice,

the

-

{hat?” ~went on the cheery
“Pluck up your courage, old
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top! A game's never lost till it's won! shutting off Mr. Quelel’s acid voice, {ie study. the Jatest example of Remove
Play up like a little man.” which was a velicf.  He almost tottered cheek, fhoy naturally expected heavty

“You cheeky fag!” hissed Blundell.

He jammed the receiver back on the
hooks, with a jam that made the in-
strument rock, Some of the Sixth
Form men looked round.

Blundell, with a red face, strode cut
of the prefects' room. Really, it wus
uot worth being under an obligation to
the prefects, to take a call like that.
Blundell was a good-tempered fellow
as a rule, but he was enraged now.

As he tramped away from the pre-
fects' room, he cousidered the matter. A
Remove fellow would be fairly certain
to wse Mr. Qucleh's teleplione: he
would know when the Remove master
was out of his study. The checky fay
who had rung lLim up was theré—sit-
ting at Mr. Quelch’s telephone, of
course, and grinning over it, fecling
safe in cheeking the Fifth at the en
of & wire. ﬁmdclls eyes gleamed.
The young rascal was not so safe as
e supposed, No doubt he would expeet
Blundell to guess where he was, and
would cut off as soon as he had ‘phoned.

Blundell dashed in the direction of
Mr. Quelch’s study, with the grim inten-
tion of cutting ofi the young rascal's
escape, and making an example of him,

He reached Mr. Queleh’s study, hurled
open the door, and strode in.

“Now, you cheeky sweep——"

“What "

Blundell stopped dead.

Mr, Henry Samuel Quelch, the master
of the Remove, rose from his table in
majestic dignity and wrath, staring at
liim.

“ Blundell 1

“0h!" gasped Blundell

“What—what do you mean?" thun-
dered Mr. Queleh, "“Is this proper
conduct for a Fifth Form boy? What

do you mean, Blundell?”

The wretched Blundoll gaped at him.

There was no junior in the study.
There was nobody in the study but the
Torm master to whom it belonged.
Oby lously—now—xt was not the Renove
master's telephone that that checky
Removite had used to ring up the
captain of the Fifth. It was soine other
telephone.

Blundell realised that he had been
¢somewhat hasty in jumping to con-
clusions. Mr. Queleh’s e¢ves almost
Lored inte him.

“Blundell—explain yourself—"

“I—I—I thought——" stammered
Blundell.

“What? What do you mean?”

«J—I thought—e fag—a cheeky fag—
I mean—you sece—I—I—-" Blundell
was rather incoherent. "

“Are you in your right scnses,
Blundell? You rush into my stud\-—-
\oulgabble mr.mmnglcss words——"

“1 shall take you to your Form
master,” said Mr. Quelch. “1 zhall
place this matter in the hands of My,
Prout.”

Blundell gasped.

“Oh, sir! I—I—T've been rung up
—I—T1 thought some fag was uszing
vour telephone, sir, and—and I
came——"

“Oh! I understand! Is that san
excuse for rushing into a Forin master's
study, Blundell? I am surprised at
you! I am amazed! I am shocked aul
such thoughtless conduct on the part
of s senior boy at Greyfriars! You
appear to me, Blundell, to be litile
better than a fool I

Under this fusillade, the captain of
the Fifth backed, gasping. out of the
study., He shut the door after him,

away to the games study. And he was
not feeling disposed to play cricket
with the Ttemove. He was fecling dis-
posed srather to use Herod's drastic
methods in dealing with that Form,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Opinion !

i HE cheek of it !” said Poticr.
E “Neck ! agreed Greene.
Coker of the Fifth looked at
his study-matoes,

“I don't see it,” le remarked.

Wilicrcupon Potter and UGreene staved.

If there was one thing upon which
they might have expected cordial agree-
ment from Horace Coker, it was upon
t]m subject. ‘The clc‘felc‘n:'e due from

junior Form to a senior Form, and
rht: reckless impudence of the Lower
Fourth in refusing that deference, was
yuite a favourite topic with Coker of
ibe Fifth,

Coler had a short way with fags;
Coker belicved in a short way with fags.
The more fags were licked, in Coker's
opinion, the better it was for the fags
and for eyerybody else. Coker had
lield this opinion firmly, ever since he
had been a fag himself. It was true
that in his fag days, Horace Liad been
neither an obedient nor a respectful
fag, It was true that, in the Fifth,
Coker was wholly blind to the defer-
ence due to the Sixth., But logic did
not appeal to Coker. Among his many
gifts, that of sweet reasonablencss had
not been included.

The oncerebellious fag, the once-
checky junior, the Fifth-Former wlo
jeered at the prefects, was very keen
on keeping cheeky fags in their places
—and often larded himself in liveliness
by his efforts in that direction. So
when Potter and Greene discussed, in

coneurrence from Horace Lokor.

They did not get it.

Had Coker been captain of the Tifth,
no doubt Lhe would Lave bristled with
indignation and contempt, at the bare
idea of being challenged to a ericket
mateh by those impudent niicrobes, the
Lower Iourth. 13ut Coker was uot
captain of the Fifth., He was not in
the Fifth Form eleven, His ericket,
ay Coker knew if nobody clse did, was
wenderful, It was 1oo wonderful for
Blundell. Coker had no mepre chance
of playing for hiv Forn than of play-
ing for his couniy, Coker was in &
state of permancuf opposition.

This made a great difference,

Moreover, Coker had a sirain of
obstinacy in him, He was prouc to take
thie opposite view, anyhow,

If Potter and Greene wanled to go up
the river on o half-lioliday, for instance,
they would not suggest the same to
Coker. They knew Coker and his weird
mental processes; so on such an occa-
sion Potter would remark. “Not much
good thmkm of going up the river this
afternoon.” %Vhercupuu Loker could be
depended upon to reply, “I don’t sce

it! I think it's a jolly good idea to go
up the river, if you ask me.” And they
would go.

In the present case, had the Fifth
Form accepted the Remove challenge,
and had Potter and Greene approved
thereof, Coker would proba.blp have
overwhelmed the idea with scorn and
sardonic contempt.

But the challenge had lLeen refused,
and Potter and Greene disapproved of
the challenge. That was enough for
Coker. Without stopping to think—
which, after all, would not have heen of
much use, thmkmg not being in Coker’s
line—the great Horace took the opposite
side.

(Continued on next page.)
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“I don’l see i1,” lie repeated aggres-
sively., “Checky fags, if you like—I've
licked them: olten enough for their
vheok, But ericket’s ericket,  They
think they can play the Fifth. Ridicen-
lous, if you like, if tho Fifth played
their best men. Do they? fith a
captain like Bluundell, and fellows like
you chaps in the team, I don't see why
the Remove shouldn't jolly awell have a
chanco of pulling it off.”

“Oh 1" said Potter.

“Um!” said Groene.

“It’s not sporting to refuse,” said
Coker. “The fags are making out that
the Fifth are afraid of getting licked.
That lets us down. "The way to stop
their cheek is to play them and beat
them. They can’t make oub that they
can lick the Fifth at cricket, if the Fifth
beat them by an innings. That's the
way to stop their impudence !”

“(h, rot!” said Potter. * Fifth Form
men playing those cheeky little beasts!
All Greyfriars would laugh at us.”

“Not so much as they'll laugh if the
match is funked,” said Coker,

. “It’s not that, you ass, and you know
jt1 It's a guestion of the prestige of
the Form.”

“Y don't know it,” answered Coker.
“T know that the way to shut up those
fags is to beat them at cricket. I shall
tell Blundell so. They've been sticking
up cheeky notices in the games study.
Other fags are taking it up. Fifth
Form prestige won't benefit by [unking
a match with a junior Form.”

“We're not funking it!"
Greene,

“You are!” said Uoker.

“Wea can't let thoso fags brag that
they've played 1the TFifth!” Tiooted
Iotter.

“You'ra letting them brag that they
could beat the Fiftly, if the Ififth dared
to meet them! That's worse!”

“0Oh, rats!”

Coker gave a snort and strode from
the study. Potter and Greene locked
at one another in exasperation.  They
had not expected this from Coker—
though really they might have expected
it, knowing their Coker as they did.
Coker was rather like that famous Irish
political gentleman whe had no fixed
views except that he was “agin the
Government.,” Coker could always be
relied upon to be “agin” anything that
was approved by other fellows.

Coker of the IMifth marched into the
games study, where he found Blundell
and some of his friends in o rather
wrathy frame of mind, Blundell was
showing the other fcllows a paper he
had found pinned on his study door.
It was apparcutly a composition Dby
some bright Removite, in the form of
an .epitaph:

“IN MEMORY OF THE
C FIFTH TORM CRICKET ELEVEXN
WHO PERISIIED QF FRIGHT
ON RECEIVING A CHALLEXNCGE
FROM THE REMOVE.”

velled

and snorted,
such cheek 77

Coleer looked at it

“Jevver hear of
Tomlinson.

“Wo shall have (o raid their passago
and lick "em all youud,” rewmarked Fite-
gerald.

Snort again, from Ceker.

“You can expect a Jot of that, if you
keep on funking a watch with junier
kids!” he declared.

“What?” roared Blundell.

1

said

“You silly  as2!” howled Dland.
“Wheo's funking 7"
“You are |” retorted Coker, * The lat

of you! Play the Remove and Leat
Tueg Mioxer LiBRany.—No, 1,065,

thew—if you can! Looks as if you think
you can’t.™

“Yon cheeky duminy !” reaved Blun-
dell. *T'wo If1fth Form men could Lot
any junior eleven. One, in fact !”

“It's our prostige, you chuup,” said
[Tilton.

“The fags kuow they'll be licked—Init
ilhcy want to swank among the other
inky little imipa that they've played the
FFifth,” said Price,

“Wea can't do
Suth major.

“Gammon!” said Coker. “You can
keep up this rot! I shan’'t! I feel
bound to speak out. I ehall certainly
lot fellows know wmy opinion. You cun
shut up the Remove by playing them at
ericket! Ewven if you're licked——"

Y Licked 1" bellowed Blundell. “The
Filth licked by & mob of fags!”

“You erass chumnp !” hooted Bland.

“Kyen if you're licked,” persisted
Colcer, “you can go down fighting. Dur
funking a game isn't ericket. 'LThai’s
my opinion, for what it's worth.”

The Fifth Form men did not scem to
think that that opinion was worth mueh,
They glared at Coker almost wolfishly.
They expected Coker to be a wrong-
headed ass, of course; he was built that
way. DBut there was & limit. In the
pause that ensucd, a sound of voices
from the quad came fAoating in at the
open window of the games study. The
voices belonged to a crowd of Reniovites
gathered under the window. They were
chanting in chorus, a cowposition by
some Remove poet—a composition oh
the lines of whit a modern poet would
call “vers libre * or free verse:

“TPoor old Fifih!

They can't play cricket!

I'hey ean’t bowl!

They can’t take runs!

They can’t take anything bul duck’s-

it, of course,” sail

eggs !
They funk matches
Pecause they can't play !
Poor old Fifth!
Poor little dears!”

Blundell glared from the window., A
dozen Remove men had gathered there
to serenade the Fifth in the games
study. Witi. a slam, Blundell shut down
the window, and there was a roar of
laughter from the juniors outside,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker.

Coker was tae only fellow in the gaines
study who laughad. The other fellows
there saw nothing funny in the episode.
They glared at Horace Coker mwore
wolfishly than hefore.

 Ha, ha, ha |” chortled Coker. “That’s
what you deserve, you fellows—and
vou'll get more of it if you funk fags!
Serve you jolly well right!”

Had the c¢heeky Removites DLeen
within reach, undoubtedly the Tifth
TForm men would have glanghicved them
on the spot.  They were out of reach.
Tortunately, Coker was within reach, =o
the angry Fifth-Iovmers had a safely-
valve for their bursting wrath. Rags in
the games study were very unconunon—
such proceedings being miles, if not
leagues, below the dignity of a senior
Form. But the exasperated Fifih Form
wen  forgot their dignity now, and
behaved just like fags. They collaved
Horace Coker, and hanged his head cu
the table, and bumped him op the floor.
Cokor was still roarng, but not now
with laughter.

What was left of Coker was lmled
forth from the games study, in a breaih.
less heap. The Fifth Form men felt a
little bette:.

They had dealt with Coker. Duf if
waa still rather a problem hiow (hey waera
to deal with the Remove.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rather Mysterious !

ARRY  WHARTON
puzzlad,
Ho was reading a leter thas
had bLeen handed out in morn-
ing Lrveak, and the contents secntud 1o
perplex him a little. ]
“Anything up?” asked Bob Cherry,
ay the captain of the Remove finished
tho peru=al at last,
“Not exactly.

lopked

My uncle’s coming
down on Wodnesday afterncon—io-
worrow,” said Harry. “I've beenr cx-
pecting a visit from him for some tinie.
But-——-" The eaptain of the IRemoxe
paused. “Listen to this. It souuds
rather mysterious.”

And Wharton read o passage [from
the letter,

“T havo some news for you, nry Frow,
which will probably surprisc you' cou-
<iderably. I hope you have been on
your best behaviour, and carniug &
good report. Upon your good condieg
at school depends more than yon e
over sipposed, But I will go into this
when I see you”

“ A bil mysterious,” remarked Frunk
Nugent. " Of course, we're wll {ear-
fully keen on best behaviowr aud gond
conduct—"

“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Chevry.

“Thai's where we live, in fact,” seid
Johnuy' Bull.  “We are the firm 1o
supply theso goods. But we've always
been disiinguished in that line; amd
tho ecoloncl speaks as if it's suddenly
bewome important.”

Harry Whavton laughed,

“Well, it scems so; and if it's mere
Smportant now than it was before, I've
been rather lucky to keep out of the
little traps that have been luid for wic.
Not that I want to think aboui thar
now,” he added vather hastily, *‘That'=
all over, and I am ecenvinced that Di
Costa is ay straight as a die now, whae
ever Le was when he came.”

“T'm osure of it said Dob, 8GN
you've boen lucky, as you say. Yeu
had one or two narrow squeczes, and
but for Inky, malters might have beon
a good bit more serious.”

My estcemed chums—-"

v Listen to the words of the giddy
aracle 1 clhiuckled Bob. 1 dare say
Inky can make o guess at what tha
inlly old colonel is driving at.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh smiled,

“The guessfuluess is  terrifie,”  La
assented.

Give it a name,” said Havry, “T'm
blessed if I can imapine whal ny

unele is alluding te.”

“Mama here,” said Nugent.

“The samefulness in my own absurd
case 13 not great. You are awgro than
there his been a deep and preposterous
sehenie to blacken the character of our
exeorable el Wharton, and to drive
him from this ridiculous school in dis-
grace. We do not know the reason;
but there miust have been a reason fov
the ludiereus rascality of Captain
Marker, Now, at tho time when Ci
tain Muarker desires the jprepostern s

Wlharton 1o be found guilty of hal
conduct, Colonel Wharton tells i
that it is very Doportant to he of

eminently good conduct. Two and twa
addfully united make four, my
retgomed chwms. We shall learn from
the estecmed colonel what Captain
Marker's game is."

“OnY exeluimed Wharton.

“There is zomething at stake,” said
thie wabeb. " Something depends on
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the esteemed Wharton being of gand
report.  Something to his advantage—
and to the advantage somchow of Cap-
tain Marker if he is of bad report.
When we know why the colonel has
said this, we shall be able to guess why
the ridiculous willain Alavker desires
the cxact reversefulness.”

Bob clapped the dusky naliob on the
shoulder.

“Good old Inky! Didn't I say he
was & jolly old oracle? Depend on it.
la's ou tha wicket. We're going id
lcarn the history of the giddy mysterv.
Da Costa doesn’t knew; but it looks
as if the colonel does—though he
i!ocsn’t know what bas been going on
sere.”

Harry Wharton nedded.

“Looks like it,” he agreed. “1T'm
jolly anxious to hear what my uncle
has to tell me. I ean’t imagine any

connection between me and Captain
Aarker—a man I'd never heard of
before Da Costa came here. But, of

course, there must be some connection

—the rotter isn't doing all  this
srheming for nothing.”

“The kuowfulness will soon Le
terrilie.”

“I've been waiting for my uncle to
come, to tell him whal’s been going
on,” said Harry, after a panse. “I'm
Lbound to tell him—especially about
that banknote affair, But ”—he paused

again—"1 don't know what he will
think about Da Costa. The fellow's
square enough—he's proved that by

breaking with that foxy raseal Gedge.
But oodness  knowa what  view
Colonel Wharton will take—and he's o
governor of the school, too.”
Bob Cherry whistled.
“I seem to sce o
shead,” he remarked,

little  trouble

:;,,;5? AFRAID

of GETTING
LICKED

He may

“Yeay #'s rather a worry,
not believe that Da Costs has lurned

up  trumps, after all—and he may
think that he ought to be kicked out
of the school. On the other hand,
there’s practically no proof against Da
('osta for what he did, except what he
bas fold wus himself—which couldu’t
fairly be vsed against him, even if we
vanted to use it

“Which we don't!” said Johnny
Bull.
“HExactly.”

“Youll have to put it to your unecle
tuctfully, and make him see somehow
that Da Costa is all right now,” said
Nugent,

“I'll do my best, anyhow.”

Wharton left his chums, and went to
look for the Eurasian. That Colonel
Wharton must be appraised of what
bad been happening at Greviviars that
term was certain; but ‘Wharton was
very unwilling that Da Costa shonld
find himsell in trouble in conzequence.
But what yiew the old military gentle-
man would take was doubtful.

Da Costa greeted the captain of the
Remove wilh a cheery smile when lie
found lLim. But his handsome, olive
face became very grave when Wharton
mentioned his uncle's letter,

“The colouel is coming here, then!"
asked Da Costa slowly.

“0On Wodnesday.”

“You will tell him—*

“I'm bouud to, of course,”

The Eurasian nodded.

“1 know, I shall see him alto, and
T shall tell him all T know of Captain
Marker's plot—without any reserve,”

Wharton looked troubled.

“If you tell him, Da Costa:. [ can't
answer for it what view he will take.
He iz a governor of the school,”

il

The games siudy was empty when Blundell
entered ii, but it was obvious that soma
one had been there lately by the cheeky
inquiry tacked to the wall facing the
door. The Fifth-Former’s face crim-
soned as he read it. *‘ Cheeky litile
sweeps ! ** he said. (See Chapier 7.)

“I wnderstand. But I shall risk
that—wlhen 1 made up my mind to play
the gamo I krew what 1 was visking.”
said Da Costa quictly,  # After all,
if lhe should insist upon my leaving
Grepfrinrs at once, after my confes-
sion, it will matter little—I must leavo
at tho end of the term. in any case.
I should have liked to play in the rest
of thie matehes, thougl,” he added,
with a sigh,

“I'll make him sec things as I do,
somehow,” said Harvy.

Da Costa smiled.

“You really trust me now, then*”

“Of course. We're friends now.”

“It was you who made me fit to bo
your friend,” said ilic Eurasian, in a
low voice, ‘I shall never forget what
I have learned at Greyfriars. Only a
few weeks ago——"

“ Forget about thut,” zail Iarry.

#1 shall try.”

“And I ghall make it right with my
uncle, somehow, You're going to play
for us all this term, and win matches
for the Remove—beginning with the
Fifch ! said Wharton, with a smile.

—_—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Fifth on the Warpath !

“ HEY  asked for it!" said
Ig Blundell, in the games study,

on Wednesday afternoon.
“Thoy did!” ugreed Bland.

“Begged and prayed for it entirely,”
said Iitzgerald.

+ And now they're golug to get it!”
said Potter.

Blundell looked round over the little
crowd in the games study. There were
a dozen Fifth Form men present.
Some of them had fives bats in their
hands, and two or three had ericket
stumps. They looked a rather warlike

array, and looked in a determined
mood.

“0Of course this isn't a rag,"” smid
Blundell,

“Of course not,” said Hilton of the
Tifth, quite shocked at the bare idea
of Fifth Form mon engoged in a ‘rag.

#Nothing of the kind,” said Greene,

((‘ontinued on page 16.)
1'ur MagreET LBrary,.—No, 1,065,
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“But we can’t 1ot those Remove [ags
cheek us as much as they like.”

“That's it,” assented  DBlundeil.
“They've got to be Lrought to their
senses, We're getting fairly persecuted
by those checky lirtle beasts, I dou’v
say it’s a dignified procecding to raid
a junior passage, and op up fags. It
isn’t.  But what's to be done if we
don’t ?”

“Us!” said Fitzgerald.

But the other fellows did wol suile.
It was a scrious oceasion; no oceasion
for Iitzgerald’s humour.

“I've spoken to the
Blundell.  “They take it more or less
as o jest. You know the Sixth.”

“As n matter of fact, some of ’cm
aren't gorry to sce us being made to
look asses by the fags,” said Hilton.

“I'm afraid that's so. Wingate
actually said that he saw no reason
why we shouldn't play the Lower
Fourth at cricket if they’re keen on it
I asked him how he would like to play
a fag team himself, and he looked
quite huffy. Sixth Form swank, you
know.,”

“Too much swank about the Sixih,”
agreed several voices.

“We've got to deal with the matter
ourselves,” said Blundell. “We aren’t
going to play fags at oricket, and we
aren’t going to have a mob of fags chip-
ping us, and sticking up cheeky papers
in our studies, and einging cheeky rot
under the games study window. Thrash-
ing them all round is the way. They've
asked for it.”

“Hear, hear !”

“No shouting or yelling, or anything
of that sort,” said the captain of the
Fifth, rather anxiously. “The thing
isn't too dignilied, but, let’s keep it as
dignified es we can. Just a guiet visit
to the Remove passage, and a licking
all round for the kids we find there.”

“That's 161"

“There won't be a lot of them in the
studies on a half-holiday,” remiarked
Potter.

. “Quite so! But that's all the better,
in a way., There's rather a big mob of
them taken altogether, and I'm afraid
they'd have the cheek to resist. That
might turn the whole thing into an un-
dignified seuffle. We don’t want that.”

“No fear!”

“I happen to know that the ring-
leaders in this cheeky rot will be 1n
Wharton’s study,” said Blundell. “I've
been keeping an eye on the little brutes,
a3 & matter of fact. T find that they're
having one of their ghastly fag gorges
—what they ecall a spread—in No. 1
Study. We shall find Wharton and his
rang there. They're the ringleaders,
and, if we make an example of them,
it will be a warning to all the Remove.”

“Good egg 1

The Fifth Form men were in hearty
assent.  All of them realised that it
would be wiser to visit the Hemove
passage when all the Remove were not
at home. The Lower Fourth were &
numerous Form, and a dignified pun-
ishment of checky fags might very
TueE Macyer LiBrary.—No. 1.065.

prefects,” said

probably lLave turned into & very un-
dignilied senflle—oeven into the rowdy
c¢jcvtment of the IFifth Form men on
ol |ofty neeks. That was not at all
wlitit wasd ¢lesived by the Tifth.

#0 long as the ringleaders of the Re-
move  were  Uirashed  for their im-
puiduvnee. and reduced to a proper state
of sorrow aud repentance, Blundell &
Lo, would be satisficd.

With the Famous Five thoroughly and
efficiently thrashed, and a few studies
wrocked, the Lemove would be fanght
a lesson—a very valuable lesson—about

the respect due o tiwir elders and
betters.

“AWell, come an ! said Blundell,

Andl  the war-party of ihe Iifth

muarched out of the gpames study, and
fook the wur-path to the IReonove
[ssame,

Blundell was feeling rather pleased
with his strategy. Ile had taken the
trouble 1o ascertain how matters stood
i the Remove that afternoom, There
was a feast toward in No. 1 Study—he
had ascertained that. Generally, loftily
regardless of the existence of the Rer
move, Blundell had felt that it was un-
dignified to interest himself in their
proceedings at all. On the other hand,
it was very” undignified to be chipped
and chivvied by Remove fags, So it
was really a choice between two evils.

Anyhow, his strategy was good. He
was going to cateh the ringleaders of
that cheeky Form in their quarters,
when # large number—probably the
majority—of the Remove would be else-
where. ‘Ten minutes or so in the Re-
move passage would be enough. In
less than ten minutes the Famous Five
could be made to feel that life at Grey-
friars was not worth living for fags
who chieeked the Fifth.

Blundell leading, the Fifth Form in-
vaders marched across the Remove
passage. Near the door of No. 1 Study
was & fat youth, who gave the invaders
one startled blink through his big
spectacles, and fled, yelling.

I say, you fellows, look out! The
Fifth!" squeaked Billy Bunter, in wild
alarm, as he negotiated the passage as
if it had been the cinder-path.

Blundell knitted his brows. Three or
four study doors along the passage
opened, and Remove men looked out.
Some of the Lower Fourth, at least,
were at home,

“Buck up ! breathed Blundell. “We
don't want a scrap with a mob in the
passage! Come on!”

Blundell & Co. rushed on to the door
of No. 1 Study.

The captain of the Fifth turned the
door handle, and hurled open the door.

A second more and Blundell would
have rushed headlong into the study,
with his followers at his heels,

Inztead of which he halted dead in
the doorway, so suddenly that Potter,
who was just behind him bumped into
him, and staggered back on Greene.

= 0Oh,” gasped Potter, “you ass!”

“Ow 1" stuttered Greene.  “ Gerroff
my foot! Oh!”

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Fitzgerald.

“Get on with it!" roared BSmith

major, from the rear.

Blundell did not get on with ik

His eyes were fixed, almost in horror,
upon a tall. bronze-complexioned gentle-
man of military bearing, who had risen
from the table in No. 1 Btudy, with a
teacup in his hand, and a surprised look
on his face.

“Good gad!” ejaculated the bronzed
gentleman, staring at Blundell of the
Irifth.

Blundell gasped.

Tor the second time Blundell had

leaped before he looked, so to speak,
Of course, he had not had the faintest
idea that Colonel Wharton was in the
study., His stratepy was a little imper-
foct, after all. He had ascertained that
the Famous Five were having a spread
in their study. He had not ascertained
that they were entertaining a distin-
guished visitor—no less a person than
a member of the Governing Doard of
Greyfriars School,

“Oh 1" stuttered Blundell.

“Great gad! ‘What—"

Blundell stammered.

“G-g-g-good afternoou,
day, sir!”

And the captain of the Fifili backed
out, bumping into the fellows behind
him, treading recklessly on {oes. B
drew the door shut, and gasped.

“0h, my hat!"

“What {? exclaimed Fitzgerald.

“Let's eutl”

“But what—"

“ Hook it!™ snarled Blundell. “Get
out! Bunk! Tlere’s a dashed old
school governor in the study ! Beat it}

“Oh, crumbs !

And the Fifth
promptly,

Nive

sir !

Form men  beal is

THE ELEVENTH CHA_PTEB.
Amazing News !

a OLONEL WITARTON stared at
the door of No. 1 Study, after
it had closed on the discomfited
Fifth-Formoers,

He was astonished.

He stood with his teacup in his hand,
staring.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned.

They were quite aware that they had
had a narrow escape. That raid from
the Fifth would have been hard to deal
with had it come off according to plan.

Fortunately, it had not come off
according to plan, and a miss was as
good as a mile, And Blundell’s face,
a5 he backed out of the study, was
worth a guinea a box, so to speak. So
the Famous Five smiled cheerily.

“(Good gad!"” repeated the colonel.
“YWhat is all this, Harry? Who were
those fellows?”

“Some of the Fifth, I think, uncle.”

“Friends of yours?™

£ Um rl)

#“I—F think they were coming in to
talk about a ecricket match, sir,” said
Bob Cherry.  “Seeing you here, sir,
they—they've put it off till later.”

“0Oh!” said the colonel,

He sat down again, still looking puz-
zled. Blundell, when he appeared at
the study door had not looked like a
fellow who had come to talk cricket.
He had had & stump gripped in his
hand, too. A cricket-stump was hardly
essentinl  lo  an  ordinary cricked
discussion.

« Another cup of lea, sir 7" murmured
Frank Nugent.

“Eh? Yes"”

“May I helpfully pass you an
esteemed slice of cake, absurd sahib?”
asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The cake is terrifically good.”

Colonel Wharton smiled.

“And these meringues are topping,
sir,” said Johnny Bull.

“The topfulness is terrific,”

“Forty years ago I should have said
yes, or, Ferhaps, what-ho!” said the
colone!, laughing, “Forty years on
mukes a difference, however; and now I
think I will take a small sandwich.”

CGood things galore had been piled on
the study table in honour of the dis-
tinguished guest. Dut the distinguished
guest had little use for jam-tarts, cream-
pufts, meringucs, preserved ginger, and
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the  other ilioes Gt owodld  lave velived from the stody, and lefe Colanel Claptain Mavker 1 exeiitod
Whirton with his nephew. Wiirton,

delighted Bl in e okl devs when Le
had Leen Jim Wharten of the Remove,
The old mwilitary  genilenian contented
himself with o candwich; bac dhere were
live fellows chere with heslihy, yvouthtul
appetites, o the good things were nol
wasted,  Theve would have beon o sisth
fellow, with a ctill healthier appetite, but
for the sudden arrival of the Iifth Forin
raiders. But Billy Bonter had fled, and
ho had not yet ventured back in the
Remove passage.

“Arag, T suppose "
presently.

“Wall, something Iike
wmitted Iavry Wharion.

“What Luve you  been Joing—hay ?
Those fellovs were seniors—ihe  Fitth
Form—hay "

“Yes. A liitle mattor abonr a erickoet
muteh.”

Harry Wharton vxplaiued, aud the
colonel langhed heartily ever the chal-
lenge of the Fifil, il the remarkable
methods the Rewavires were adopting
to induce Blundell & Co. 10 aceept it,

“If that match comes off, I shall have
to vome down again aid seo 11,70 said

wxhod the eolonel

that,”  ad-

Colonel Wharton, " You snust Jet me
know the dite, Hizrv.” .
“That «citles i weid  Harry

Wharton, = We'll ke “oin plav. if we
Lave to carry thew dewn tovne ground.”

*But you young lellow« dan't inagine
you can beat o senior touon wt evicket,
surely 17

" ¥es, rathew ¥

“The vatherfuluess i territie !

“You see, unele, we're all pretty good
at the game,” the captuin of {ihe
Remove explained, “and we've got a
new fellow Jhnve who is a giddy miracle.
Chap named Da Costa, whomm I've men-
tioned in oy letters—plays ericket like
Ranji, that you've told me about, only
more so."

“By gad!

Il like to see that boy,”
said the eoloncl, His brow clouded a
little, “ You mentioned that he was
sent here Ly Captain Mavker, Harry, 1
want {o see him and ask Lim some gues-
tions. Iowever, never mind now, You
say he's u very good ericketer?”

“Tha best junior cricketer at Crey-
‘viars,” said Harvy. “He's o better
man at the wickes than I am, and a

setter man with the bail than even
! 1"

]"I‘(“f\ a . .
‘The  betterfuliess  is  ferrifie”

assented the nabol. = The ridienlous
Da Costa 15 a prepo<trrons miracle!”
“Ti silng, and rather

hat's vather inicee

unexpected, in the eiveuwmstanees,” said
the eoloncl.  “"Howuewer, huever mind
now,"

The Co. weie aware that Wharton's

unele had something to say to him, and
a5 soon 43 tea was over they gracefully

l;ll'
|I|I
iy,

The colonel  seated  hinse!f o
study armelair aod lightod o cigar,
revarded his nephow vory thoughtfi

“Did oy letrer surprise you, Ha
L aeked.

AWl w little,™ said the captain of

the Rewrove, “I'moawiully keen to
new whae you wmeant, unele.”
“I've lately had tho news from

Judia,” said Colonel Wharton, “ When
1 received this news, I conld not help
thinking that it was odd, at least, that
there shiould be an Eurasian boy heio,
sent by Capiain Marker, 1t was iy
bilention to see the boy. I awm not a
suspivious man, but it scemed to me ub
lewst an odd coineidence.  However, you
tell me the boy is a fine fellow.”

*A e erickeler,  anvhow,”
Harry.

“You like him¥"

“I rather like him now; I didu't at
fist. Welve  beecome  friends,”  said
Hirey, “I've something lo tell yon
aboul that, uncle, But you're going to
give me your news fiest.?

“¥Yes. You have been behaving your-
self this terin—hay "

I think so—as much as usual,” said
Havry, with a smile,

hope I ‘shall get a good ternn's
report From your lorm master,™

1 Lope so, unele.”

* Nob only this tern, but all the time
you are wf Greyfriars,™ suid the eolonel.
“Mueh  depends on i, Hurry. Yau
low tliae I am faivly well off in this
world’s geods, and that most of whal 1
have will full to you some day. It
will not mwake you a rich man, Tt
if you keep a good record at your schdbol,
HTIL:I, you will be rvich some day—very
rich.

“Uhat sounds jolly interesting,” said
Harry. ITe realised that he was about
to learn the explanation of the mystory
that had so deeply puzzled him. ™ Dut
of ecourso I don't understand in the
lenst, =o far,”

“1f you keep a good record at Grey-
friars, Harry, and leave your school
finally with eredit and honowr, vou will
become entitled to Lhe sum of fifty
thouszand pounds!”

0L t?

“If you should be guilty of bad con-
duct, to the extent of being expelled
from the school, you lose every farthing
of that great legacy.”

“(h!Y repoated Whartom

“ Now you know how you stand,” said
the calonel. “Keep it in miwd.  Yon
are a straight Jacd, Harry, and when all
that maney comes inlo your haunds yon
will muke a good and honow able vse of
it., But if you fail, it will go to o bad
wan—=a thoroughly bad hat—"

sitid

Lo ander-ood now,

Colonel Wharton stared at hi,

CExacty s but ow the devee did yon
miess Thaes”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

i ADTAIN MARKER!™ repeaied
C Wharton,

Te was clear now.

It was for the sake of 2
hie sieng ef waney that the man in fay-
off Toilia hiad plotted against him,

1 knew i, said Thorey. At leasi,
I was »oee of {11! Tt tell e about it,
uncle. T don’t understand yet.*

SN put it in o few words,” said {he
colonel. Captain Marker is related 1o
a vich merchant of Calewita—a man of
great wealth, named Cortolvin—a  (is-
tant conneetion of my own. It happens
that when I was in India I saved M.
Clorialvin from being robbed and munr.
doved by thugs.  That was o long tine
ago, of course—Dbefore the War, Whi
I did was simply in the way of my
military duty. I was a young officer at
that time, employed in stamping out
thuggizm in one of the provinces of
Lengal. I shoukl have forgotten the
mutter, bot eld Mr. Cortelvin made a
groat acconnt of it. That little affair,
aod the facs that wo wore distantly
velated, made us great friends. He
kiew your father, also, and respeected
him highly. = You, of course, he lad
never seen, though I showed him a
photogiaph of you when you were &
little kid.”

The ecolonel ejected a stream of cigar-
simoke, and the captain of the Renove
coughed a little,

“Hrie Mavker was AMr. Cortolvin's
nephew,” went on the colonel. © The
Ol(f gentloman was wrapped up in hine-—
extromely attached to him. Marker was
always a bad hat, and it nearly broke
the old man’s heart when he was
expelled from school for disgraeeful eon-
duct,”

“OLYT said Harry.

“That, of course, made a great diffor-
cnee fo the young man's prospects. In
barred him off from the brilliant caveey
his uncle had plammed for him. He
hecame an officer in a black regiment.
I knew him in India, and a doocid un-
plogsant fellow be 150 A gambling,
spendtheilt follow, always in the elutehes
of native moneylenders, and in danger
more 1han onee of being cashiered, The
vory last man in the world to do u
philanthropie action—or to afford to hn

(Conbinied an next poge.)
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able to do one, either. He had a large
atlowance from his uncle, bat lLe was
always in difficulties. A thoroughly
bad hat!”

Wharton listened without interrupt-
ing. That Captain Marker was a
thoroughly ““bad hat’™ he knew even
better than his uncle did. Da Costa’s
mission at Greyfriars was proof enough
of that.

“Mpr. Cortolvin reeently died at a
great age,” wont on  the colonel.
“There was a clause in his will regard-
ing you, Harry. His interest in you was
based on his regard for your father and
myself ; but you are also a distant rela
tion of his through your grandmother.
You have probably never heard of him,
but it is the fact—beside his nephew
Captain Marker, he had no blood rela-
tives at all but owrselves, distant as we
are.”

“I see.”

“ Apart from other legacies, chiefly to
charities, he has left the summ of a
hundred thousand pounds,’ said the
colonel.  “Half of this goes to Eric
Marker, and every shilling of it, I sus-
pect, will be grabbed by moneylenders
and other sharks who have been lend-
ing the young rascal money for years on
his expectations. I shall be surprised if
he has much left, even out of so great
& sum.’

“He must have made the money fly,"

said Harry.
. “Money goes fast in India if a man
is a spendthrift and the native money-
lenders get hold of him,” said the
colonel. “The fellow is simply piled
with debt, Now, the other half of that
great sum, Harry, will come to you—
but on conditions.™

“I think I see light,”
Wharton.

“The condition is that you do not
come a mucker as the old gentleman's
own nephew did,” said Colonel Whar-
ton, “If you turn out no better than
Captain' Marker, obviously thers is no
reason why you should benefit under the
will, instead of that rascal. That was
how Mr. Cortolvin looked at it. 'The
test is that you finish your school carcer
in  honour, Any little faults or
oscapades, of course, matter nothing;
the test i1s whether you should be ex-
pelled from your school, as Eric Marker
was expelled from his school. That is
to settle tho matter.”

13 Oh I)‘

“If you should be expelled from
Greyfriars, Harry, the eclause in Mr.
Cortolvin’s will lapses, and the ffty
thousands pounds will go to his nephew,
Eric Marker. It is an unusual clause
in & will, but I think it is a just one.
Only a decent and honourable man has
a real right to be in possession of a
large fortune.”

“ Quite " agreed Wharton.

“That is why I said what I did in
my letter,” went on Colonel Wharton.
“I know you, my boy; I know you are
as straight as a die. But I also know
that there was one perioed in your school
carecr when you were reckless, when
you got into serious trouble, and dis-
aster might very well have onsued,”

Wharton coloured.

“I remind you of this for your own
sake, my boy,” said the colonel kindly,
“It will not be a light matter to lose a
fortune, But you have ouly to keep
true to your own charactor, and all will
be well.”

There was a pause.

“Now, Harry,” said the colonel at
length, *when this news reached me I
could not help thinking of what you had
told me in your letters—of a half-caste
boy sent to Greyfriars by Captain
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remarked

Marker, If Ervie Marker has taken up
kind-hearted philanthropy, he has
changed very much for the better since
I knew him, If that is the case, I am,
of course, glad: But frankly, I do not
think so for ono moment. I think it
is a very strange coiucidence that he
should have sent this half-caste boy here
at this special time, It is quite probable
that Lie had early kuowledge of what
was in his uncle’s will—that he knew of
this clause before the Caleutta lawyer
communicated it to me, He may have
known of it quite a long time ago—in
timie to lay plans.

“Harry, I cannot help thinking that
Da Costa's business at this school may
not be entirely above-board, and I must
go into the matter carcfully. A huge
sum of moncy is' at stake; and, unless
Eric Marker has chauged strangely, he
is the man to stop at very little for the
sake of a hugo sum of money. ¥You
must now tell me. Harry, all you know
of this boy Da Costa—before I see him
and question him myself.”

Wharton was silent.

The eolonel’s wordy showed that some
glimmering  suspicion of  Captain
Marker's schenie had come into his
mind—as it could scarcely have failed
to do in the circunstances.

The colonel eyed him keenly.

“Y can sce that you have something
to tell me, Harry,” he said very quictly.
“You must be frank.”

“I have something
uncle.”

“Go ahcad.”

In succinct sentences Wharton told all
he knew of the Eurasian and his busi-
ness at Greyfriars. He told the whole
story of the treacherous scheming and
tortuous plotting concisely; but he spoke
more at length when he told of the
change ihat had been wrought in the
boy from: the East—of his repentance
and his endeavour to make up for what
Le had done.

Colonel Wharton
silence.

He did not interrupt the junior until
he had heard the whole story to the end.
Then he sat thinking for some time.
The expression on his bronzed face,
however, told plainly enough that he
did not share his nephew’s belief in the

Eurasian’s sincerity.

“The chap's as straight as a die now,
uncle,” said Harry earnestly. “He
proved that by his treatment of the man
Gedge.”

“That may have been a trick to de-
lude you.”

“I am sure not!” exclaimed Harry.
Yet, remembering all he knew of the
Eurasian’s treachery, the suggestion dis-
mayed him,

“T am glad to see your faith in human
nature, my boy,” raid Colonel Wharton.
“Rut this is a matter in which chances
cannot be taken. Such a boy is quite
unfit to remain at this school.”

“Ho leaves at the end of the torm,”
said Harry. *TUnele, I've told you all
this in confidence, in a way; very much
of it T only know {rom Da Costa him-
self. What he has confessed cannot be
used against him.”

“That is true.”

The colonel tugged at his moustache,

“If the young rascal is sincere in his
repentance, if he has genuinely broken
with the rogues who sent him here, T
would eertainly not be hard on him,” he
said. “But I must be sure, Harry. I
am not surprised at the first part of your
story; but very much surprised indeed
at the second part. However, I will see
the boyx, and I do not think he will he
iablc to deccive me. Send him to me
wre.”

to tell you,

listened in grim

Wharton lefr the study,

Five miuutes lauter Arthur da Costa
eutered ; and ITairy Wharton, in the
Remove puassage. waited anxiously for
the interview to end.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Brought up to the Scratch !
OLONEL WHARTOX left Grey-
é friars that cvening,
Harry Wharton had told lLis
chums the news of the legacy
left by the Caleutta merchant, and the
Co. congratulated him warmly.

That that legasy was a sure thing all
the Co. agreed; for Hurry Wharton was
never likely to be guilty of anythiug to
earn the “sack " from Greyfriars.

But that he had had a narrow escape
of losing both his legacy and his good
name they also agreed.

Captain Marker had luid his plans
cunningly, and there was no doubt that
he had had a good chance of success.

That sheor, scheming rascality would
ever win the day against straightlor-
ward honesty was not likely.  Still,
Wharton had been in danger, aud might
have been in danger yet bub for the
repentance of the plotter's cmissary at
Greyfriars,

That danger seemed to have passed,
however, now that Captain Marker's
plot was, tot enly known, but its motive
was also known; and the rascally
schemer could be guarded against and
dealt with.

Some day Wharton would be in pos-
session of that great bequest, in spite
of Captain Marker and all his machina-
tions. That could be taken as a cer-
tainty now, in the opinion of the Co.
And so far as that matter went all was
satisfactory.

So far as Arthur da Costa was con-
cerned, matters were not quite so safis-
factory. The colonel had gone
unconvinced.

He had to adwmit that the Eurasian
had given proofs of good faith. But it
was hard for him to believe that a
leopard could change its spots, or an
Ethiopian his skin. He distrusted the
Eurasian; though he confessed that Da
Costa, by open and complete confession,
had placed it out of his own power fo
do further harm. Not ouly this, but ho
had furnished definite evidence that
Eric Marker was plotting for the legaey,
as the colonel had vaguely suspected.
Nevertheless, the coloncl doubted. Tt
was not easy to helicve that so treacher-
ous » character had changed so much;
and he loft Greyfriars with this doubt
in his mind.

“T'm sorry,” Wharton said to the
Eurasian in the study that evening.
“Put, anyhow, my uncle has said
nothing to the Head. If he doubts, he
is giving you the benefit of the doubt.”

Da Costa smiled faintly,

“That is something, perliaps,” he said.
“And I know that I do not deserve
more. At any rate, I shall soon be gone
from Greyfriars; and then your uncle
will not fcar that I shall do more harm,
So long as you trust me, I do not care.”

“I trust you,” snid Harry.

“Pyen the colonel muost admit that it
has been o benefit to you that I came
bere,” said Da Costa s?owly. “But for
that, you would have known nothing of
the plot; you would not have been on
your guard against Captain Marker.”

“That's truc !’ assented Wharton,

“ And, bolicye me. he is not done yet.
1 have failed him; but he is not the
man to admit defeat in such a matter,
He is now home from India, and he will
try other ways; he will take the maitter
into his own hands.”
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“ Now, you young rotters——"*

Colonel Wharton,

“1 don't see what he can do.”

“Neithor can I, but he will not he
idle. I have done with him, and I feel
sure that the lawyer Gedge will not take
the risk of sharing further in his plat.
But he will not give in while he has a
vhanece of 'iutcccdmg, ' said the Eur asian,
with conviction, “and with «ll that is
row known te you and your fricnds,
there is no sorl of proof against Marker :
hie would deny the wholo thing if ﬂl}d"l]
with it. He is safe—and he will keep on'!
Of that I am certain!™

“Well, let him rip!”® said Ilarry.
<miling, “I'm not afraid of the rotter,
at any rate!”

And the subject was dropped with that,
That any danger might come from the
schemer whose designs were now clearly
known, Wharton did not think likely
and, in point of [:let he gave Captain
Marker and his miserable s¢ heming very
little thought. Matters of maoro im-
mediate interest occupied his mind, as
well as the minds of most Removo fellows
in these days. Something like a state of
warfare existed between the Remove and
the Fifth, and alarums and excursions
were many and exciting.

Blundell of the Fifth had not had
much luck, so far. Blundell was not
much of a strategist. That raid on the
Remove, whiclh was to have made a
striking example of the Famons Five,
had been a ghastly frost, owing to tho
unexpected presence of Colonel Wharton
in the study., And the Fifth-Form men
did not have another chance. A eouple
of days later, Blundell and his merry
men repeated the invasion—determinerd
this time that a licking all round should
teach the Reniove mannecrs. But they
found the Remove on their guard and
there was a terrifie shindy in the Remave
passage, in which numbers told against
weight. There were many casualties on
hoth sides, and tho uproar was ]us:!.,
described by Hurree Jumset Ram & Singi
as terrifie.

That, of course, was not what the grest

Blizndeil, benit on giving Wharten & Co, a leking, flung open the door of Study No, 1,
he came to a sudden halt, for a bronze-complexioned gentleman rose from the table, 2 surprised look on his face,
“ G-g-good afternccn, sir | ** stammered Blundell,

men of the Fifth had intended at all. A
dignified punishment of cheeky fags had
degencrated, as Dlundell feared, into an
undignified seufile, Worst of all, several
prefects eame ou the scene, and {he
Remeve master in person-—and the Fifth
Form men went shoepishly home under
a fusillade of seathing remarks from
Mr. Queleli’s acid tongue, After whieh,
Blundell was callad into his own Forim.
master’s study and Mr. Prout read him
a loang lecture on the =1|hjr‘t‘t of ragging
and hovse-play as if he had been a [cllo.\

like Coker, as Blundell said aftecwards
in the games study;, with breathless
andmnauon

The Filrlh did net invade the Remove
passage any mare. Thoey agrveed thal it
was not good enough,

Meamwirile, the Remoyites were assid
nous gt cricket praetice, in preparation
for the maleh that ther were detcrmine:d
should eoma off, And they were also
assiduous in persecuting the 1%iflth iulo
al?i‘(‘]ll‘.i]l,{: the challenge. Dy that time,
all Grevfvicrs knew abont thc matter,
uﬂd I[’ WwWias qunlllng‘ j(_ll(,‘ II]. many
studies, rven being commented upon in
Mastors Comsmon-roon,

Blundell, to his inlense exasperation,
found that an impression was spreading
—real or affected - that the [ifth
actually were afraid of getting licked
if they met the Remove at ericket. Many
men in the Bisth Form affecled to take
this view <alemnly and seriously—donht-
less for li.o Lllrnry purpcse of getling
Blundell's “rag ™ out.

The Remave fonnd that they had an
unexpectad ally in Coker of the Fifth.
tuker londly proclaimed his opinion on
the enbjrot—for what it was worth. It
waz irue thiat Coker had come by (hat
opinton, iu the hest place, from sheer,
unurefleciing obstinaey, but he was far
froan realizing that himself. Aonyhow, il

was his epinion—a poor thing, but his
own. =0 fospeak. He proclaimed iv right
wud left, cousicerebly weakening the

Then
It was

(See Chapter 10.)

dignified attitnde the Fifth had taken up
on the matier.

Coker finally confided te all Greyfriars
that, 1f Blundell refnsed 1o vindicate tha
superiovity of the Fifth by beating ine
Remove at ericket, he, llorace Jame
{‘oker, would set about raising o team
fer that purpese himself.

'That intention of Coker's was greetod
with gencral hilarity.

Everybody but Cloker was awaro that »
team with Coker in 1t would hardly hayve
a sporiing chance against the Becomd
Form,

But Coker was in ecarnest. Clolier
pracecded to take measures. DPotter and
Giveene, his ehumas and study-mates, wern
& \pr'cml to back him up ag a maiter of
coirse, They lemporised with Coker: a
direct refusal meant trouble in the stady,
not to mention a shortage of supplics.
U'oker \\nnt in for reerniting. Hao
navirally rowed” with any fellow wii
I at the idea and in these days
v had several hefty seraps on his
s, Dot rbough il was possible to
paneh Coker's head, it was impossibiv
io punch any sense into it. Coker wens

o his way regardless, fully deeming
Nie ': the ensiodian of the honour and
vl 7 the Fifth Form,

babhly, it was as mueh due 1o Coker
of tho Fifth. as to anybody or anything

clee. thur Biandelt fivally made up his
i .' a[ &) w_b-*q'r way to put a slop 0
the whale ridiculons thing was lo play

it Remaove,
I propounded that decision in e
games study one evening.

“We'd bettor play those kids,® sail
Blundell, locking over the pathering of
rreat men. “I'm {ed up with  their
cheek!  1's no good cuffing them—ww
el ized up in geuflles, The thing'«
goue hevond a joke.  After all, we play

the Shell, sometimes,  These chegky litile
swoeps will nave to shnt up and chnek
vorting i we wipe them off the ericker

lield. That crass idiot Coker is right in
Tue Mauxer Lisrany.—No. 1,063,
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that, at least. Tel's do it and gel it
aver!”

“ It won't give us mueh froubile, any
how ! remavked Iilton.

“I's absurd, bul, after all, it’= (L
casiest way,” agreed Detier. ™ Migit
play Ceker! That would zhow Low lirtde
we think of their ericket!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blundell shook his head,

“No jolly fear! We're nof iaking any
risks!” he said,

“Risks?” said Priee. “Risksz in a
mateh with tho Lower Fourthy Dveam-
ing, old bean?"

But Blundell, if he was no siralegist,
and did not know how to carry on war.
fare with a cheeky junior Form, kuew a
lot about ericket, He was nof going to
take chances in that game.

“ Between ourselves,” he suid. “iho
Remove are thumping hot-stuft at gancs
—nothing like senior form, of conrse.
but first-class for juniors. They beat
the Shell—and the Bhell have somoetimes
givon us somothing to do. They've got
i wonderful kid in that ginger-colourad
chap from Cochin-China or somewhere--
I've watched him. We should never be
able to hold our hoads up again if they
pulled it off. We're going to malke jolly
certain that they haven't an carlhly:”

“They haven't an carlhly, anvhow,”
grunted Hilton.

“I'm going to make sure they haven't
—wa ecan't even efford to win by a
narrow margin—we've got to make it so
overwhelming that the echecks litila
sweops will look fools for having enat-
lenged us. Wo've got to beat them by
an innings and a bagful of runs, sce?”

“That's s0,” agreed the T'ifth,

“8eond the little rotters a nofe, Price,
and fix up a date,” said Blundell.

And it was so!

There was loud cheeving in tlie Remove
passage when that noto was received.
‘I'he Hemove quarters rang with jubi-
lation.

“Hurrah !”

“We've made the Viftl toe Lle ling!™

* Bravo I

“We've jolly well brought them up
to the serateh!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Now we've only got to beat them!"

“Only!” grinned Skinner. “Thai’s
all! Not much!”

“You fellows will do it on yvouyr heads,
of course,” remarked Snoop sarcastically.
“We'll do it, somchow !’ said Bob.
“There's one thing you
thought of,” remarked Skinner.

“What's that "’

“What thumping chumps you'll look
for challenging the Fifth, when the Fifih
walk over you!” said Skinner pleasantly.

Skinner’s head was promptly banged
on tho wall of the Remove passage.
Nevertheless, his remark gave the
Remove cricketers food for thonght.

“We've got to pull our socks up for
this match,” Harry Wharton told . his
comrades. “Wa simply can't afford to
let it be anything like a walk-over. 1
they beat us, they beat ns-— but it's got
to be a fizcht to a finish. TF it turned
ont a walk-over, we should look ihe
luigcﬁt asses thal ever wero! We've
asked for this, and wo've goi to play
ihe game of our lives!”

And every man who was going to play
crieket for the Remove upon that listoie
day, agreed that L was going o play
the game of Lis Lifg:!

——
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Captain Marker at Greyfriars !

ECOND lesson in  the  Remove
Form-room was drawing fto o
¢lose, when Trotter, the page,
tapped on the door and put his

vlimbby face in.
1uE MagNET Larary.—No. 1.005.

haven't

My, Quelch glanced round at him
sharply.  Ale. Queleh did not like in-
tervuptions in elasses.

“Well 2% rapped out M Quelel, linrl-
tng that mounosyllable at Trotler like
a bullet from o rifle,

“Message from the "Fad,
Trotrer.

Y e brief !

Class had been intevropted, and Mr.
Queleh naturally desired the mterrupter
{o be brief. ‘I'he Remove fellows, on
the other hand, would have been quite
pleased if Lrotter had been very long-
winded., Trotter’s conversation was not
Lrilliant, but as an enlertainment it
compared favourably with sccond lesson.

“ Yessir,” said Trotter. YA gentle-
man,  sir, ‘s hia card, sir—has

<, said

ere's
called, sir—he’s in the visiter's room
now, sir, to see Master da (losta, siv,
and——"

“Yeory good.”

Trotter retived.

“Da Costa ™ said Dr. Quelch, after o
glance at the card,

“Yess, =i

“Captain Marker hag called to sce
you, and you have your headmaster’s
pornuission to see him in the visitors'
room. You may go."”

“Oh ! ejaculated Da Costa.

Ilarry Wharton glaneed at him. It
was on the Eurasian's lips to refuse to
po—a refusal that cevtainly would have
astonished Mr. Quelel very much; the
Remove master being quite ignorant of
the peeuliar terms upon which Da Costa
stood with the philanthropic gentleman
who had sent him to Greyfriays.

But Da Costa changed hizs mind very
quickly. He did not want his peeuliar
footing with his supposed benefactor
to becomo the talk of the Remove, and
# nine days' wonder in the school.

“Yess, sir," he said, after that brief
hesitation,

And he left the Form-roomn

Second lesson went on; whila Da
(losta, with a set, bard foce. and a
glint in his eyes, made his way to ihe
visitors' room,

He entered that apartment quietly,
with his soft tread. and a man who
was standing by the window turned
towards him.

Da Costa’s dark eves fixed on him—
on the hard face burned by tropic
sung, the narvow eves, sct close together,
the mouth, with loose lips—the face of
a hard-living, self-indulgent man; =a
man well dressed, and with somethin
of a military bearing, and yet with
an air of suppressed blackguardism
about him. This was the man who had
sent Arthur da Costa to Greyfriars
School.

A flash came iuto the narvow. glinting
eyes at the sight of the junmior. Dla
Costa did not need telling that Captain
Marker's feclings towards Lim were the
reverse of amicable.

“8o you have come lere!™ said the
Eurasian junior,

“Y had to sec you. Bhut the door.™

“T will leave the door open.” said
Da Costa, coolly. I have no objection
lo anyone hearing what you lave to
say to me.”

“Take care, boy!" said the captain,
Liotween his teeth. * You may ecarry
this insolence too far.,”

“Do you think I fear you?” suid Da
(‘osta, coolly. *“I do not fear you in
the least, Captain Marker, I am not
a sepoy in your regiment.”

“Shut the door.”

“1 will not.”

Captain Marker stared hard at the
junior. The change that Greyfriars
had wrought in him amazed the
sehomer. Da Costa, cool and fearless,

hiz head crecl, lis eves scornful, was
strangely  ditterent  from  the fellow
Captain Marker had picked out in the
sehool at Luckoew, in the firm belisl
that the Doy would be a willing and
capable teol in lis lauda.  Greyfriars
leael brought the best that was m Da
Uosta’s strange nature to the surface,
and with a sense ef honour came o
senge of sclivrespect; not only did he
not fear the eaptain. but he despised
him, and his look showoed ns miuch.

Marker ecrossed to the door himself
and closed it. It was a sueeender 1o
the boy wliom he had come there fo
bully and to threaten.

“Now,” he said, facing the Eunrasian,
“What does this mean, boy?”

“Has not Mr. UGedge explained to
vou?”

“Jle has”

“Then it is not necessary for me fo
explain. Yon know that I lave done
with you, and will have mo hand in
vonr rascality——"

“In what?" breathed the caplain.

“In your rascality. More, I have
told the whole story, so far as I know
it, to Wharton and his uncle, Colonel
Wharton, As they know now about old
Mr. Cortolvin's will, at Calcutta, they

know evervthing.  Your teeth are
drown, Captain Marker, and if you
keep on your raseality, you will do

so at your peril.”

The captain drew a hissing breath.

“Youn are scarcely safe here,” said the
Eurvasian.  “If Colonel Wharton were
still here, you would hardly leave
Groyfriars without a horsewhipping.”

“Take care—take care——"

“Why 7" said Da Costa coolly. “I
have nothing to fear! You would like
to beat me with that malacea cane you
carry, I know. Make one step towards
me, and I will shout for help—and you
can explain yourself after that the best
vou can, Captain Marker.”

The captain gripped the malscca
alinost convulsively.

But he did not approach Da Costa.
A seene at Greyfriars was not ot all
what he wanted, and he could see that
the FBurasian meant every word he
uttered.

Da Costa laughed softly.

“You have come here for nothing,”
he said. “You could not believe what
the rogue Gedge told you? You could
not understand that the poor, envious
hanger-on you picked up at Luckmow
could or would ever learn to be decent
—to respect himself, so that he could
look decent fellows in the face! You
cat. hardly believe it now—though I
tels you that 1 have done with you,
and despise yon from the bottom of

my heart, as & cunning, scheming
villain, Captain Marker. You had
betior go.”

“Boy! You know what you are
losing—you  will leave Greyfriars a
beggar——""

“]f know.”

“Vou sacrifice a public school career
—a University career—the career of n

barrister in your own country—for
what? What have they offered you
t> betray me?” said the captain
bitterly.

Da Costa flushed. -
“Nothing! I lose everything, and
I know it. I gain nothing, bnt—"
“PBut whatt" snarled Marker.
“Nothing but the vespect and friend-
ship of the boy you sent me here to
riin, ‘That is enough for me.” .
“You expect me to believe this
twaddle?” hissed the caplain,
Da Costa shrugged his shoulders.
“Relieve it or not as you please!
I care nothing for your opinion,
Captain Marker.”
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“Aud his," =aid Alarker, his
burniog, “this is the beggar, the out-
cast, the envious toady, whom T picked
out of a school where e was despisd -
th: half-casic whom I selected because
of the treachery that was second natfure
to lum "

“But chavged,” said DPa Cosia,
changed as you cannol believe po:si-
ble, because you are a raseal incapable
of a decent thought or feeling,  You
had better go, Captain Marker! You
will serve no purpose by staying.”
There was a buzz of veices in 1he
quadrangle,  Second lesson was at an
end, and the Remove were onl.
Captain Marker stood silent for some
wonients, his eyes on the Euraszian, and
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then returned to the window, and
locked out into the sunuy quad, His
uarrow eyes roved over the <hecry

crowd of juniors at a little disiance.

“These are your IForm fellows?" he
asked,

“Yess,”

“Aud you—a half-caste—you fancy
that you are on a foeting with these
schioolboys I said the captain, “You

dare to talk 1o me as onc of them
might talk—as if vou wero one of
them.”

“This i3 not the school at Lucknow,™
said Da Costa. * Here the follows care
nothing if T am of mixed blood. While
I was a raseal, obedient to your orders,
they loathed me—now they trust ow,
and I have many {riends in the Remove
—chief among them the boy yvou would
ruin if you could. Youn may see, if
vou wish, my name posted in the list
of Remove men who are to play in the
bhiggest cricket fixture 1lis term—and
Wharton himself has told me that he
would rather spare any other man from
the eleven. You made a mistake in
sending me lierve, Captain Marker,”

The eaptain’s eyes were still on the
jnuiors in the quail,

“Wharton is among (hem ?™ e asked.

L1 ess‘ll

“Which is he? Point him oui (o me.”?

I'he Eurasian smiled saveastivally,

“ Bo that you may know hin by sight,
and find it ensier 1o carry on your
miserablo schemuing? I will not poiut
him out.”

The captain gritted Lis tecth,

“T shall easily ascertain ”

“You will not ascertain,” said Da
Uosta. coolly. “¥ou will leave Grey-
Iviars at onece, Captain Marker, and you
will never come here agnin, You will
go direetly Lo the gates when you leave
this room.”

“ What 1"

" Otherwise,” il (e Horasian, 1
will eall aloud o all the school what yvou
are; and why yow ave here. T will expose
you in your true colours: wul T and my
Triends will kick you fromn the gates,
Captain Marker., T wain you fo go al
onee, if you would go in poace.”

The captain stared at hine. Da Cosla
went o the deor and threw it wide
open.  His eyes glinted ak the discow-
fited adventurer,

“Are you going 77 he asked, inoa loud
voice, evidently careless of any vars (hat
might hear in the corvidar,

* Boy 1»

“Go, you rascal ;™

I'he captain made o lirious sicide a6
him, Arthur da Cosla stepped out into
the corrider. Tn the distancee, the portly
ligure of My, Prout, the masior of the
Fiftl, eould be seen,  Captain Marker
conlrolled his rage at vhe =ight of ihe
I*ifth Form master.

He gave the Furasian one dead!y look
apd strode away.  llis power was gonn
over the boy who haed become ndifferent

oyes

Billy Bunter with

money to burn !

Billy Bunterthe “‘goer™
—the bold, bad blade !!
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lo promises of reward: and an accusa-
tion of his rascality before all Grey-
frinvs was most assurcdly not to the taste
of Captain Marker. But he turned back
again, snd spoke to ithe Eurasian in n
low voice.

“1 will go! I shall go now! But you,
vou rascal, will not remain long. It was
I who sent you here: and I shall inform
vour headmasicy that I was mistaken
inn my opinion of you, aud that I desire
vou to leave the school without delay.
You will remain but a day longer.”

“You will not speak one word to the
headmaster, unless. you desire me o
explain your motives to him: and I am
assured that Dr. Locke will allow me o
remain o the 'ead of the tevm, \\_'}u'u T
knows that you have turned against vie
becanse I refuse to carry oul your
instructions,” said Da  Costa  coolly.
“Put it to the test, if you like—T will
coine with you te the headmaster now.”

Captain Marker seemed on the point
uf clioking.  He turned away again, and
this time he did wobt turn back. Da
Costa, from the door, watched him stride
down 1o the gates and disappear.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Match Wiith the Fifth!

LUNDELL of the Fifth frowned
as he strode on the ericket field.

The great doy had come.

The Remove ervicketers, ab the
top of their form, and in great spirits,
were carly on the ground. The Fifth
wore not quite so carly,  Amd when
Blundell appoared, he was not looking
very amivable,  His men did nob look
very awmicable cither., Some of thewm
scomed lo be {aking the match ax
great jest: others scemed to be feeling
chiefly that the whele proceading was
a rather undignificd ene: and all were
agreed (hat Ul cheeky Lower 1ourth

were 1o bo given such a licking  that
{lhey would become the laughing-stock
of Greylriars, for having had the nerve
to chiallenge the IFifth,

A sweeping victory, which would prove
to all the schoo! thut beating the Remove
was child's play to the Filth, was ihe
only way of saving the dignity of the
semor Foru, in the cireumstances. Blon-
dell' & Co. had il all eut and dried.
They were going to bat, of course, only
onee, The very smallest margin by which
they were going to beat the Remove
would be an inmngs. A bagful of runs
inaddition would give the thing a finish.
The Rewove were to be utberly over-
wholmed, like Lilliputians in a matel)
with Brobdingnagiang, and made Lo look
supremely ridiculous. After which, there
would he nething left for the Remove
to do, but to hide their diminished heads
and sing sinall—very small,

Blundell had told his wen to go all
oty and pile 1ip a score that would turn
ihe thing into an obvious jest at the
expense of the Remove, 1le wanted 1o
make assuranee doubly sure. DBut as a
matter of fact, his men, while of course
inteding- 1o overwhelm ilie Remove
with ignominious aud erushing defeat,
were hardly disposed te exert thieomselyves
weh to thal end. Those wretched little
microbes, as 1lillon  said, could bhe
erushied without an effort: Blundell was
making a luss over nothing: and mest
of the Fifth agreed.

t'oker had offered to play for his
Forni, in ovder fo wake o sure thing of
it, a3 lie expressed it, Blundel]l had asked
him sativically whether he meant a sure
thing for the Rewove. And ITorace
Coker was not in that team.  Coker, in
consequence, had some doubls whether
the Fifth would poll it off. Tle, was the
vily fellow, oulside the Remove, who
doulded. The thing was looked on as a
[eregone eonclusion,
© Tng Maexgr 1asrary.—No. 1,065,
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But the heroes of the Remove Jooked
cacery cnough, in spite of the sword of
Damocles that was suspended over their
devoted heads.  ITarry ‘Wharion T
kept his men up to the mark. aud tliey
were all at the top of their forin—
eapecially his latest and greatest reorwit,
the Eurasian. _

Da Costa, of late, had been doing a
considerable amount of fagging ar
bowling for Sixth-Form men, by way of

ractice for this gome: and Harry
Vharton had watched him knocking
Hixth-Form wickets to pieces with greaf
delight. He had scen Wingate, cap-
tain of the school, look rather blank
when Da Costa whipped out his middle
etump. A fellow who could howl
Wingate of the Sixth had norming fo
fear from the Fiftin. Da Costa was a
prize-packet—a teniporary prize-packet
—aund while he Lad lis abode among the
Remove, there was a great and glorions
chunce of beating the Fifti—a cliance
of which the Remove were going to
avail themselves.

Quite an army of fellows gatlirred lo
seq, that historic match begin. Fellows
of all Forms, from the Sixth to the
Second, eame to look on. Mastera came
down to the field—two masters, at least:
Alr. Queleh and Mr. Prout. Harry
Wharton had duly informed his uncle of
the date of this great fixture: amld the
C'olonel, true to his word, was coming
down to sce the Remove make Cirey-
friars history, IIe had not arrived
vet: but he was coming: and the cap-
tain of the Romove hoped that lie weuld
arrive to see the Remove winning.

The match began early—though most
of the Fifth considerod (that quike
unnecessary, They did not think that
much time would be required to make
an example of the Remove. Dotter
pointed out to Blundell that as the Fifth
were going to bat only once, and as the
Remove wickets were going to fall like
leaves in Vallambrosa, 1n both the
juniors’ innings, a couple of hours at
the most would be wanted. Price thought
about an hour—S8mith major about
half an hour—time enough, in fact, for
the Remove kids to walk out to the
wickets and walk off again after being
clean bowled first ball each time.
Blundell, who had had an eve laiely on
those Remove kids, especially on Arthur
da Costa, was not at all sure that the
prograinme would work out like that,
He was sure of victory, of conrse, sure
of an overwhelming victory: Dbut hLe
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fancied that the kids would put up a
figlt.

Had the Tifth batted fivst, it was
Blundell's intention to knock up a Lun-
dred without losing any wickets, and
then let the Remove in, and let them
follow on their innings, without any
runs at all, This sort of thing would
have put the fags in their place, beyond
a doubt. Perhaps it would not have
worked out like that; but anyhow, it
fell to the Fifth to go into the ficld, the
Remove taking first innings. The
Remove opened with Arthue da Costa
and Harry Wharton,

“Give 'em beans, old man,” said
Harry, as he weut out with the
Eurasian,

“Yese!" amiled Da Costa.

Now, there was no doubt that Harry
Wharton was a good man with the
willow, and that Da Costa was a mar-
vellons man for his age. Bub seniors
were geniors, and juniors were juniors,
The Fifth Form bowling was not
rematkable for a senior team, but it
was remarkable hot stuff in comparison
with what the Lower Fourth were
accustomed to. Ilarry Wharton found
that he had all his work eut out: even
Arthur da Costa liad to devote his
energies rather to saving his sticks than
to scoring. i

Still, the rund came, though inore
slowly than the Remove had hoped. This
was rather a surprise for the Fifth, who
had anticipated o blank score for the
juniors,  Still, they smiled when
Wharton's wicket went down after he
had scored six. They smiled still more
broadly when wicket after wicket fell to
bowling that was rather too hot for
juniors, while the score went up creep-
ingly. With Arthur da Costa uot out,
the Remove tailed off with twenty-five
for the innings—which was twenty-five
less than they had hoped for, and
twenty-five more than the Fifth had
expected them to take.

“This is going fo be a bowler’s
game,” remarked Bob Cherry. “Inky
and Da Costa will be makiug them open
their eves soon.”

Blundell and Blind opened for the
Fifth, when their innings started.
Blunde!l took his work scriouzly, as he
always took games; but Bland was ob-
viously lofty and contemptuous of
Remove bow?ing-—s. frame of mind ihat
cost him dear. Bland looked astonished
when Da Costa’s ball found his off
stump, and the umpirve's ® Oub |" seemed
to him like a voice heard in a dream.
However, it was not a dream; it was
liorrid reality, and Bland, with a evim-
son face, carried out o hai thet had
been given no exersise.

1 -when Potter met with a similar
fate, amid cheers from the Lower
School, it dawned upon the Iifil that
they could not afford to take this wateh
with careless contempt, and' that- old
Blundell, after all, had been right in
tolling them to zo all out.  After that,
the Fifth Form men playved up as if
they were playing the Sixih. Not that
they dreamed of defeat; but victory, to
serve its purpose, had to he overwhelmn-
ing; and for an overwhelming vietory,
the Fifth realised that they had ro fight
and fight hard.

With Hurree Singh to alternate with
Da Costa in the howling. the Remove
looked for good things. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh was a howlsr of renown,
almost as good as the new man. Bur
the glorious uncertainty of the great
game of cricket was exemplificd once
more, Fitzgerald, of the Fifil, was
canght and bowled by Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh—but after the over, the
nabob of ﬁhauipur came up o his c-ur-
tain with a rueful, dusky fave. He leld
up a damaged hand.

“My esteemed chum, the bowlfulness
of ny excellent self is a thing of the
past,” said the nabob glumly, *“The
catchfulness was perhapsfully a mistake
—the esteemed ball was like an
execrable and disgusting bullet, and my
lug'lcroua paw is terrifically erocked.”

. “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton,
in dismay.

“The regretfulness is terrific.”

“3Well, 1t was a ripping caleh,”
Harrg. . !

“The ripfulness also was terrific, so
far as my esteemed and ridiculous paw
is concerned,” said the nabob ruefully.

" Bquiff’s & good man, anyhow.”
ISgulﬁ' was a iuod man, and Vernon-
Bmith was another; but their bowling
did not do the Fifth much damage.
Arthur da Costa was as good as ever:
but the nabob was no longer available
for bowling, though he was still useful
in the field. The Fifth were all down
for ninety—a long scere in the eyes of
the Removites—but remarkably differ-
ent from a hundred for no wickets,
which the seniors had anticipated.

* Ninety will do us, though,” Blun-
dell said to his men. ‘*Take care that
they don't get more than a dozen in
their second innings. If they tie, I tell
you I'll sack, this team, and get fresh
men from the Second Form. If we
don't beat them by an innings, we may
as well chuck up ericket. -Mind, you
men—we simply must not bat again.”

“0Oh, of course not!” said Potter.

And the Fifth were taking the gama

with extreme seriousness when the Re-
move went in for their second innings.
Rut the Remove men seemed to have
taken the measure of the Fifth Form
bowling now, and they faced it with
much more success than at first.
Wickets went down more slowly, and
runs came much faster. Blundell glared
at the score when the Remove had piled
up fifty for their second innings—more
than half of them scored by Da Closta.
The score was approaching danger-
point.
. Johnny Bull joined Da Costa, and put
in some steady stone-walling that the
Tifth Form bowlers found very baffling.
what time the Eurasian put in brilliant
cricket that evoked loud clieers from the
thickening erowd round the field, Sixty
—seventy—Blundell almost gaped at the
score. The Fifth had to bat a second
time—that was inevitable now. And a
lorrid feeling was erecping over Blun-
dell, that the TFifth not only had to bat
again, but might possibly bat in vain.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Glorious !
@DLONEL WHARTON tapped his

said

nephew on the shoulder, a:

Harry stood with his eyes fixed

on the batsmen., 'The ecaptain
of the Remove glanced round.

“How goes it, my boy?" asked the
colonel, with a smile. 9

“ 8ot fair!” said Harry, lavghing.
“The Fifth will have to bat again, any-
liow, They never expected to.”

“(Good 1" said the colonel.

“Pravo!” yvelled Bob Cherry.
Oh, well hit, sir!”

“Bravo. Da Costa!”

Dia Closta and Johnny Bull were run-
nirg again, Wharton waved his cap
and shouted.

“Uood man! Oh, good mant”

He caught his uncle’s arm.

“That's the chap, uncle—that’s Da
Costa! Look at him! Some cricketer,
what? The real goods.”

(‘olonel Wharton nodded.

He was watching the Burasian with
keen interest. The lithe figure, the
happy, glowing face, were worth watch-
ing. as well as the splendid game that
Arthur ‘da Costa was putting up. Waa

“Well
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this cricketer the treacherous fellow
whom Captain Marker had sent to
Greyfriars—the fellow whom the colonel
still doubted and distrusted?

“A good man,” zaid the colonel
“One of the best, my boy! By gad, he
can run! He looks as if he were enjoy-
ing the game, too, by gad!” The
colonel was an old ericketer himself,
and had captained the Grevfriars first
cleven in his time. His bronzed face
lighted up as he watched Arthur da
Costa.

He was worth waiching. The hest
bowlers of ‘the Fifth failed to handle
him, and in the ficld he gave not the
ghost of a chance at a catch. He was
set for the innings, anyone could see
that; and when the end eame, he was
not out for 50—the total score for the
Remove innings being 100,

“We bat again!”  said
ﬂc-cusing]y to his men.

“The little beasts are hot stuff!” ad-
mitted Hilton.

“Uncommonly hot stuff !" said Fite-

Blundell

gerald,
“We want 36 to beat the cheeky
little sweeps!” grunted Blundell.

“That's not what we were going to do.
You know that! Luckily, we can get
36 on our heads! If we're licked ”
The eaptain of the Fifth did not finish
that sentence. Such a contingency was
too awful to contemplate.

But in the Remove, at least, there
were high hopes now that the Fifth
were going to be licked. Wharton eyed
his latest recruit rather anxiounsly.

“Teeling a bit fageged?” he asked.

Da Costa smiled.

‘“Not at all!”

“Feeling like taking wickets?"

“Yess |”

At
o

“Inky won't be bowling. You'll have
to whack it out with Squiff and Smithy

and Pen. You know you're the goods,
of course,” said Harry,

“Yess,” said Do Costa, smiling.
“You shall sce me do my bost—if only
to leave you something to remember
me by when I am gone from
Greyfriars.”

Colonel Wharton looked at him.
leaving Greyfriars?” he

not pleased with me,” said Da Costa
ironically. “I leave at the end of the
term. Captain Marker bhas been very
disaﬁpoinwd in me.”

“Hum !” said the colonel thoughtfully.

“Mr. Quelch thinks me good in class,
and I have done fairly well in games,”
added the Eurasian, in the same ironical
tone that had a note of bitterness in
it “But in other respects T have failed
to come up to Captain Marker's ex-
pectations, and his benevolent interest
in me has ceased. But I am very glad
to stay long enongh to help my iriends
beat the Fifth.”

“And the beatfulness is going to be
terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“1 hope so0,"” said the colonel, with
a smile.

He watched the Eurasian when the
Remove went into the field. Da Costa
was given the ball for the [first over,
and Blundell of the Fifth took the
bowling. He took it for only one ball,
however; for it was a wily ball that
somehow—Blundell never knew how—
wound round his bat in the most unecx-
pected way, and jerked out his middle-
stump, leaving his wicket looking toaoth-
less. Blundell gazed at that wicket.

“How's that ?” roared all the Romove,

L G

Da Costa threw open wide the door
and faced Captain Marker, his eyes
gleaming, ** Go, you rascal ! ** he
said in a loud voice. ** If you don’t,
I will expose you in your true colours,
and I and my friends will kick you
from the gates of Greylriars |’
(See Chapter 14.)

even Rilly Bunter's fat squeak joining
in the roar.

“Ont 1"

“Well bowled! Oh, well bowled "

Blundell, like the weary ploughman,
homeward plodded his way. He gave
Potter & word of warning, passing him
going in.

“Look out for
liitle cough-drop !”

Totter looked out; hut he looked out
in vain, He snicked at the ball where
he could have sworn it was; but it
could not have been there, for it swiped
away his bails the next second. And
Potter went. bootless home, and was re-
placed by Fitzgerald, And when Fitz-
perald swiped the empty air and his
wicket went down, there was a shriek
from the Remove.

“The hat trick! Hurrah!”

“The hurrahfulness iz terrifie,”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Bravo!” roared the colonel, his eyes
dancing, and clapping his hands with
a scries of reports like pistol-shots
“Good man! Bravo!”

The bronzed old military gentleman
was & schoolboy again for the mome:t.
Onece more Jim Wharton of the Remove
of the days long ago.

Harry Wharton, as he heard his
unele’s deep voice join enthusiasticallv
in the roar of cheecring, smiled. He
realised that Arthur da Costa had won
hig way into the good opinion of the
colonel at last.

And Da Costa liad not finished yeb-
that wonderful over was not at the end
of its surprises—for the fourth batsman
went home with a duck’s egg to his
credit,  And the TFifth TFérm  men
looked blue aund green, This was the

(Continued on page 26,)
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BEATING UP A GUNMAN!

In the dingy saloons of Valparaiso Dackis they talk aboul Sclailler, the gunnian, with

bated breath. Buf for aii his veputation, Schuller finds himself lnanbled at the hands of 4 mere Lid - and thal Kid
is Juck Drake, Fervers Locle's assistant !

Featuring FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE, and

his Boy Assistant, JACK DRAKE.

A Shock for Jack Drake !

11 -A-AH! Sacremento!
Diablo!”

Someone was cursing in a

high-pitched voice in the

next room. But where was TFerrers

Locke? Why did he not speak? In

an agony of fear for what might have
happened Drake hurled himself at the
door. The old wood cracked ominously.
Again, with the strength of despair,
Jack hurled himself against the panels,
They splintered, and he crashed sprawl-
ingly into the corridor. Hg was on his
feet in a moment, and, gun in hand,
he dashed into the detective’s room.

Jack was conscious of heavy feet be-
hind hiin racing up the stairs. In the
room, against tho wall by the door. a
man was crouched, moaning and swear-
ing. He was & lithe, sallow-faced
fellow, with a black slouch hat pulled
well over his eyes. His right hand was
thrust under his left armpit, and bhis
left hand was gripping his left knee,

But Jack had no eyes for him. The
zas jet in the room was alight, and be-
neath it was lying the still and
huddled figure of Ferrers Locke, Dash-
ing across the roomn, Jack dropped on
his knees by the side of the detective,
and slipped his arm avound the limp
shoulders.

Tenderly he raised the prone form,
then his eyes dilated with horror.
Terrers Locke’s head lolled limply on
his shoulders, his face was decathly
white, and right in the centre of the
forchead was a little bloish mark and a
minute trickle of bleed,

In that moment all reason secined to
leave Jack. His guv'nor was dead,
Shot like a dog. Juck lowercd the
shoulders to the floor, and sprang io his
feet, his eyes blazinp.

“You cur!” he shouted. and leapt to-
wards the man cowering by the wall.

Rough hands shoved him  back,
gripped him, and held Lim tight. The
room seemed full of men in uniforin,
men in dirty civilian dress.

* Steady, youngster! Pull yourself
together "

The words acted like a douche of eold

Tue Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,065,
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water on Juck. His first frenzy

_ : : ‘asscd,
leaving him with a strange feeling of

unrenlity.

“Bot what is this?
pened

The speaker was a well-built 1man,
wearing a heavy overcoat and broad-
brimmed felt hat. -His light blue eves
wore on Jaek's face, and there was
something penetrating in their direct
azo.

What has hap-

“It's mueder!” replied Jack, his
voiee quivering,
“What do you know of it? De care-

ful how you answer! I am a police

officer 1
What need now to keep anything
‘back? Best tell the truth, as the

truth would have te be told socomer or
later.

“The murdered man iz Terrers
Locke, of Baker Strect, London,” said
Jack wearily., “T am his—"

“Terrers Locke!” cut in
quickly. “Parblen! I
know——"

He turned quickly upon the other men,

“Convey that maun to headquarters!”
B T Y v AV P W VWV ¥

INTRODUCTION.

Following the startling diseppenrance of fen
iarge vessels—lost soith all hands wnder mysterious
cirermatances in the Pacifie—Joshun Pennyfold,
a trusted representative of Lloyd's, & insiructed
fo wequaint Ferrers Locke, the celebrated Bakey
Street detective, with the foets.  Pennglold is in
the act of telephoning Ferreve Locke when he is
brutally murdered in on untenanied liouse owried
by Sir Eustace Fitzelavence. Accompanied by
Jack Drake, his boy assistant, Ferrers Locke
visits Str Kustace and makes the aequaintance of
Profescor Chalmers.  Answering in every wey to
the description of Bleck Peter, o pirate who has
been ferrorisitig the western seabonrd of South
America, Ferrers Loeka i convinced lhot
Chalmers 18 the qualty party,  That e suspieions
are well-founded i proved Mler sohen Chalmers!
shadower is dircovered dend at the docks with a
sorawled note in fiis pocket threatening Fervrers
Locke with o similar fate, Realising the eliances
are that Chedmers has escaped on the high seas
Ferrers Locke and Drake board the R.M.S.
Ramilles Bbound for Buenos Aires, Arriving
thiere they take vp separate vooms af the Bl Pree.
In the dead of night Drake hears the episling
report of tivo revolver-shots followed bu i shriek
and « dull thud coming from Ferrers Locke's
ro0Mm,

the other
did not

Fearing Chiimers has corried out s
vile threat Drake makez a bound for the door only
to find it fustened on the outsidge,

(Now read on)

He indicated the cowering fellow by
the wall, who was now in the grasp of
two uniformed police. *Have the body
taken there also. You, lad, come with
me!”

e strode from the room, Jack, half
dazed, following at his heels. A taxi
was waiting; but Jack refused to enter
it till he had seen an ambulande drive
up and the still form of Ferrers Locke
carried from the building and laid
inside.

The drive, to police headguarters was
like & nightianre. His gnv'nor dead—
Jack could not believe it. With
elenched fists and a lump in his throat,
he swore to himself in the darkness of
the cab that he would never rest till
Chaliners had paid and paid in full.
His companion was silent throughout
the journey, and Jack was gratefol for
that.

At headquarters Jack was taken to a
stark, bare waiting-room, and there he
sat, dumb and miserable, for more than
half an hour. At the end of that time
2 uniforined official appeared,

“You're wanted!” le said curtly.

Drake followed him from the room
and along endless corridors, till et
length the man halted at a door, and,
opening it, ushered the boy across the
threshold.

The room in which Jack found him-
self was furnished as an office. In
front of the fireplace, his shoulders
against the mantelpicce, lounged «
fellow in dicty blue serge irousers and
well-darned jersey, holf hidden by an
open reefer jacket. Hiz nose was high-
bridged and prominent. Over his left
oye he wore a black patch.. The dirty,
stained  teeth, which held a short-
‘stommed clay pipe, were broken and
uneven.

He greoted Jack with a leer, and,
waiting till the official had closed the
door and departed. said huskily:

“Hallo, kiddo!”

“What do voun want? What's the
idea 7 demanded Jack shortly.

“Aimin’ ter say like that yer don't
know me?”

“No, I don'r.”

The man heaved himself lo an up-
right position aud slouched across the
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floer to the hoy., He placed a tattooed
hand on Jack's shoulder, a gentle,
kindly hand.

“Don't you know me, lad?”

For a moment the boy’s warll stood
still. Know him—

“0Oh, guv'nor!” eried
guv'nor1”

Jack: " Oh,

The Game of Wits !

s65p T is essential, Jack, that Chalmers
E thinks I am dead!” said Ferrers
Locke, twenty minutes later as
he and Jack sat over a meal
served in the cosy office. “Ay only
regret is the ratten experience it has
been for you. It was impossible, how-
ever, for me to take you inio my con-
fidence |” .
" He seemed {o read the gquestion in
the boy’s eyes, for he went on-

“In this game of wits, lad, you know
how the slightest lack of attention to
detail can spell ruin. You thought I
was dead. You were, in fact, con-
vinced of it. You acted precisely as
you would had I actually been killad.
No one watching vou could have scen
anything but tragedy in vour face, and
you can depend on it that Chalmers
had his spies there. Had you known I
was not dead, but had merely caused
my own collapse, then could you have
portrayed in your face and bearing the
utter misery you felt. You might have
done so, but I dare not take the risk.
You played o great part, but you
played it unknowingly.”

“Oh, guv’nor!”

“You must forgive me, lad,” went on
the detective. It was, as Cromwell
once said, cruel necessity | I never
meant the name of Henderson, under
which we booked our boerths, to hood-
wink Chalmers. It was a necessary
precaution, however, which the man
would naturally cxpest me to adopt.
From the moment we left the Customs
office at the docl till we hailed a taxi,
we ware followed. We were followed to
the hotel, and again I did what
Chalmers  would expect me 1o do,
namely, I chose a 1'II|irc]-ratc lodging-
house where I could lia low 17 )

“You were seemingly taking precay-
tions, but really dcliﬁcmte]y playing
into Chalmers’ hands!” said Jack.

“¥Yes. I wanted him to show his
hand. I wanted to establish ihe connect-
ing link between himself and mysolf.
I have established that link by the
capture of the assassin |

“He's in elink here, and he thinks
you're dead

“Yoes, and he's talked already. He
expected to make a quick get-away, Duc
the letter I wrote before we docked was
sent to tho Chief of Police by the cap-
tain of the Ramilles! The hotel was
surrounded by plain-elothes men within
& short tithie of onr arrival. Their
orders were (o reid the place at the lirst
sign of trouble!”

*“Did they know yon weren't dead : 7

“No! None but the Chief of Police
and the police surgeon, who avrived in
the ‘ambulance, knew ihat! When you
had gone to your room it was I who
fixed your door. 1 wanted a few
precious seconds after you lieard th:
shots because I knew you would coms
running, I painted that wound on my
forehead, and it took me two hours to
do it. I had the gas turned down till it
was the fainlest of faint jets when
Chalmers’ man came creeping along the
corridor. I heard him—because I was
expeeting him. The instant he crossed
the threshold I switched on my eleciric
torch. He had a gun in his hand. He
was blinded for a second by the light,

and I got hiin in the wrist and the knee
with my automatic !”

“Then _he never fired a shot!™ ex-
clained Jack,
“Not one! But I threw my gun

towards him, then I pressed a wad of
cottonwool soaked in solorform o my
nostrils. It is stuff infinitely more
potent than chloroform, I had just
sense enough to ram it into my pocket
before I went down in a heap. The
rest you know. The surgeen brought
me round in the ambulance, but I was
carried into this building as though I
were still dead!”

“ But didu’t the fellow know he hadn’t
shot, you 7"

" ¥es, when he collected his thonghts.
He's been swearing to the police in his
cell that he didn’t do it. Ho thinks he's
been double-crossed. His idea is that
I was shot from the corrider by somie-
one, and that he was the mug who has
been framed-up to take the blame. Re-
member, he got a bullet in the wrist and
another in the knee, and, in that heetiz
second, he's not quite clear about what
happened. Anyway, he’s more than
willing to tell all he knows if he can
save his neck ™

“Well, I thiuk we've jolly well won
the-first round !” remarked Jack, with n
chuckle.

“Yes! MNow listen. ¥on never re-
cognisedd me in this disguise, and that
wad the supreme test. The man who
tried to kill me swears he was put on
the job by 'F'siseo Sam, proprietor of

A

WA
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{he Bucket of Dlood Saloen, in Val-
paraizo. ‘That's the place which was
once bield np by Black Alichael. Beyond
that. the fellow doesn't know anxthing
which amounts to much value, I intend
to get in touch with 'IFrisco Sam, hence
this disgnise. 1 am (o be taken to
Valparaise under police escort. Aly
name s Hank Peters, and T've been
apprehended on a warrant for theft mn
Valpuraiso. I shall appear before the
court there, the case will be dismissed
for want of evidence, and I shall be dis
charged. You understand. I shall then
drift inte the saloon and scrape ac-
quaintance with 'Frisco Samn! That
covers my tracks all right, As far rs
Chulimers is concerned, VFerrers Locke is
dead |

“And what abont me, gnv'nor? I'm
in on this, surely ?”

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“Yes, lad!” he replied. “DBut we

must do nothing to put Chalmers on the
scent. You “iﬁ depart sorrowfully for
home on the s.s. Antipodes, which sails
to-morrow. The polive are giving ihe
every assistance. At night you will
leave the vessel, which will slow down to
drop xou, and will return to the coast
in o fast motor-launch. During the
return trip you will be disgnised by
Carruthers, the finest disguise expert in
ithe world. He is working with the
Bucnos Ayres police at present.  You
will be landed an a lonely part of the
eoast. A ticket to Valparaiso and some
(Continued on nexl page.)

The man placed a tattooed hand on Jack Drake’s shoulder, a gentle, kindly hand.
“ Don’t you know me, lad ? ** he asked. Drake stood stock siill for a moment,

then suddenly kis eyes gleamed.

“* Oh, guv’nor !’ he cried.

* Oh, guv’nor [ **

{See this page.)
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johey will be given wow. npde—"
I'errers Locke pansed, then adided imn-
pressively: A week to-nighl | witl
meet vou in the Bucket of Blowd Saloon.
You are an old shipmate of mine-—you
understand "

He rose to bis feet and held out his
hand.

“You must rarn in now, lad!  Good
luck to you! [ shall meet you again in
Yulparaiso !

At the Bucket of Blood !

HEN t{lie s& Antipodes sailed
the following day, Jack Drake
was on board. DBut in the
carly hours of the next morn-
ing the liner slowed down, and Le
descended to the fast police launch
which had run in alongside.

During the journey back to the coust
Drake was transformed. under the
dexterous fingers of the disguise expert.
from an ordinary normal British boy to
as rough-looking a sailor az ever
stepped out of a dirty fo'c’sle in "Frisco
docks,

On the soventh mnight after leaving
Ferrers Locke in Buenos Ajyres, Drake

drifted, with hands in pockeis and
shoulders  slumped, down DPleasant
Alley. He wondered grimly, as he

slouched along, what huwmorist had
given the place that name, The street
was narrow, cheap lodging-liouses and
dives running its enfire length. It
smelt abominably, and the roadway
waa littered with rubbish ang filth.

Jack halted beneath a 'worn and
dingy sign which creaked protestingly
as it swung in the wind. By the light
of a flickering oil lamp above it, he
made out the legend, “The Bucket of
Blood !

With a guickening of his heart Drake
pushed open the swing doors and
slouched in. He found himself in a
large room with sawdust on the floor
and dotted with innumerable small
tables. Benches ran the full length of
the walls,

The room was full of men. men from
almost every country under the sun.
Ducko skippers rubbed shoulders with
niegrocs and lascars. Long, lean men of
whipcord and muscle were playing
cards with swarthyskinmed 'hreeds,
Here and there moved unwashed and
untidy Chinese boys, looking after the
wants of customers.

Jack ordered a bowl of coffee, and
when the black, greasy fluid had been
placed in front of him he gave himsell
up to an apparently casual. but none
the less close, inspection of the men
present, He had a mental picture of
Terrers Locke, as he had Inst seen him
in the guise of Hank Poters, engraved
on his mind. But ten minutes scratiny
proved to him that the deteclive was
not in the room.

At the mnext table four men were
playing cards, and, waifing till his
suv'nor should show up, Jack fell to
watching them idiy. One was a tall,
well-built, tough-looking fellow, clad in
a stained recfer jacket and blue serge
trousers tucked into unblackened knee-
boots. broken-peaked nautical cap
was thrust on the back of his head, and
between his thin lips was an unlighted
cheroot, long and black. Flis eyes were
cold and grey, his nose high-bridged
and  prominent. The sharp, pro-
tuberant chin hielped to give an impres-
sion of strength to the lean, cruel face.

Two of the other men Jack passed
over with a cursory glanee. Ordinary
seamen, they: driftwood on the sea of

life. But the fonrlh aan—lae was Hitle
wore than o bosv—held Jark's gaze foo
more tha a passing woment,  He was
a clean, fresh-fuced looking voungster
clad in the uniform of a second officer
of the Awmerviean moerchant serviee. Ie
had, maybe. no business in that saloon
ab all. Do that as iv may. be was
losing leavily.  They were playing
poker, and, as Jack walehed, the fellow
with the cheroot got the bank,  He
dealt out the cards, his face expression-
less,

Jack, watching Lim, tensed. Tle saw
the youth was pale, very pale, and he
liad, in that moment, a presentiment of

tragedy, The youth's hand was [11}11
bling near his pocket. The man with

the cheroot glanced at him sharply,
then drawled :

“Yu're sick, sonny!”

The youth kicked back Lis chair and
sprang to his feet.

“Qick?"  He langhed sbrilly.  “T
guess I am sick! Tve sat here like a

sucker, and yow've Dbled me, you
cheat ! His voiee rose to a seveam.
“DBut yowve blundered, yon fool!

You've dealt me the ace of spades, aud
1 dropped it out of the pack last deal!
It's there, thore on the floor. and
there's another on the table in front of
me! I—— A-ah!?

He broke off with a snarl of fear and
rage. Seemingly from nowhere, with
the dexterity of a conjurer, the man
with the cheroot had produced a squat,
black automatic.

“Drop that gun!" he said coldly.
“DProp i, by hokey, or yul'll never
leave this saloon alive!”

The youth stared at him through
dilated pupils. For & sccond it sccmed
as though ho was going to force the
issue.  But his merve broke. With
something like a sob, he threw his gun
on to the table, It would have taken a
braver man than he to have faced an
oven break with the seated man, who
was so supremely master of the
situation.

“Thanks!” The latter stretched out
a hand and raked in the seapon.
“yyh was wise! But yub've sed jest o
11 too much! I take th' word cheat
from no man, by hokey, I den't!”

“What—what do you mean?” de-
manded the sceond officer mervonsly:
weakly. Ho scomed fascinated by those
cold grey eye

“1 means,”
“that I'm gonna plug you, sonny!
me "

The last thing in the world Jack
wanted was to be drawn inlo a brawl,
but he wasm't going to =it still and
soe a man deliberately wounded in cold
blood. The senscless voung Amcrican
should never have been in the saloon at
all, less than ever should lie have sat
in at a poker school. ITe had brought
all his trouble on himself, but somebody
had to get him out of it.

“Qoe?” The man with the chercot
spoke softly, purringly. “I'm pressin’
mighty slow and steady on this hyar
trigger ! 1 reckons I jest didn't cotton
on to them names yuh ealled me——"

“Then cotton on to this, vou cheap
four-flusher 1 drawled Jack, and cvery
eve in the saloon was turned on liinn.
“Tf you don’t put up your gun I'll drill
you right through the head !" .

And the gun in his hand was grim
evidenee as to the words hie spolke.

8.
replied the other softly,
ik

(This iz a mighty good start for young
Jaek, hut hc's got plenty of grit. Hewd
how he gels on in neet week’s full of
thrills instalment, boys.)

TRIED AND TRUE!

(et imaied friw pune 23,
2

fag team lher Lad been going to hol
up to vidicule by an orvevwhelming and
absurd defeat—ihis was the fag tean
that they had seornfulls refused to con-
sider as real cricketers. Four wicke!s
for nil was the answer of the Remove.
That overwhelmiug victory was gona
from the gaze of Blundell & Co. like =
beautiful decam,  They were actualiy
relieved, and their hearts were lighser
when the next man saved his wicket
for the rest of the over, without thinking
of taking a run.

With Smithy bowling. though ho
bowled well, the I'ifilh began to scors.
Hilton was knocking up runs till there
came & sudden yell:

“Oh, well eaught "

And Arthue da Costa held up the
captured ball.

“Well caught 1 the colonel’'s deep
voice hoomed. “Oh, well caught, sir!
By gad, well canght [

Five down for eight—and Da Costa
took the ball again, His face wus
bright, lis eyes woere glowing, He was
living only for the game hLe played,
and playing it at the fop of his wonde:-
ful form. When the second hat trick
followed, the Remove crowd, and all
the Lower School, roared and raved anrl
threw up their caps. And Sixth Form
men joined in the cheering, Wingaie
of the Sixtli was seen shouting like n
fag, and Colorel Wharton, regardle:s
of the dignity of an old military gentle-
man, was waving his hat,

After that it was evident that the
“rot” had set in with the Fifth, and
the innings tailed off dolorously for a
total of fificen. The Remove had won
that historic malch by twenty runs!

It was a bitter pill for the Fifth to
swallow. That checky challenge hadl
been justified after all-—the Remove had
made it gond. Blundell could scarceiy
believe in the result, even when he saw
the figures, and heard the delirions
cheering and wvelling of the Remove.

Blundell made a wry grimace as he
watched Da Costa, the hero of the
match, being chaired by the excited
Removites, Buat the captain of the
Fifth was a sportsman. He came over
to Harry Wharton, and clapped him
on the shoulder.

“(Good for you!" he said. “You've
pulled it off. "I don’t think you ..uld

do it again; bur you've done 1t!
You've got a nan that'= a giddy
nmiracle, and vouw've beaten us

Congratters [ s

“Thanks!” said Wharton, with »
smile, “We had a ot of luck.”

“The Juckfulness was great,” :aid
Hurree Jamsel Ram Singh. “But the
cricket-fulness of the esteemed Da Costa
wag terrifie!”

At the great celebration in the Tlag
that followed the victory, Colonei
Wharton was a distinguislied guest,
But it was the boy from the Kast that
the Remove delighied to honour. Amd
when the colonel was leaving, he sad
quietly to lis nephew:

“Mhat lad i= the right stuff! Boma.
thing will have to he done for him,
He is not poing to lose by playing the
game. The right stuff, by gad!1”

And the colenel’s opinion was shared
by all the Remove—the boy from the
Tast was the vight stuff.

(Now fury fo poge 2L, chume, and read
all gbont wrwt weck's magnificent yarn
of Greyfrinrs.)
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SUN WORSHIPPERS !

Nunno, not the whiskery kind whom authors make offer up
sacrifices to stone idols in unknown islands in unknown seas,
but lads who attend the Stowey House (L.C.C.) Open Air
School. Lucky lads they are, too! All their schooling
is carried out 1n the open air amid rural surroundings at
Clapham Common, and each pupil wears a specially-
designed costume. When this pEntngraph was taken they
were " doing " geography—a special lesson on shipping,
illustrated by means of a huge map carved into Mother
arth, Aren't some of you jealous?

!

“ATTA BOY!”

Many of us in England, beyond knowing that baseball is
America's national game, that it is.a mixtare of * rounders"’
and Soccer and Rugger, and that frenzied spectators call out
" Atta boy | " to certain johnnies who receive thousands of
dollars for playing in one match, know very little about the
game. The recent visit of a New York team to London,
therefore, caused considerable interest. The photograph
below shows them taking the field at Stamford Bridge
before playing a London baseball team.

Aacxer Tarnany.- Nao, 1085,
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GREAT GIFTS/~BOYS

A fewof the many
wonderful B.D.V,
Gifts are illustra-
ted in these panels.
The rest you will
Find in the Gift
Book referred to
below,

=
N i b1

CAMERA CASE
Execllent wuterproof caie for
the Rajer  Camera,  With
sheulder sling and press-stud

clipr.
50 COUPONS

FOUNTAIN
PEN

Handsome, sellcfilling Juun<
tdin pen.:  LA-carpl” gold,
inidiagp "'f""i'!‘ nib, Slate
sile of nibashen crdering.

100 COUPONS

ENGINES
Seale model  express loco-
motives, L.MLS., L.N:E.R.,

S.R., vr G.W.R. Forward,
reverse and  step  levers,
Powerful apring - molor
mechanism. Gauge O (11-in.),
Engine and Tender.

375 COUPONS

TENNIS

RACQUET
Littleiohn  Teanls  Recquet.
Seasoncd English Ash,

Eyecllent quality.. A fuos
gulnca rocquel, Slate weight

“500 COUPONS

Start C.'ollecting YOUR Coupons NOW

NN

FREE/

HERE’S A FINE CHANCE FOR
YOU TO MAKE YOUR HOLIDAYS
JUST PERFECT THIS SUMMER!

There are gifts for everyone—to suit all tastes.
THE RAJAR CAMERA—for 100 coupons
only—is as fine a camera as you could wish ;
and another 25 coupons will bring you a
RAJAR ROLL FILM-—British made....
and better.!

CRICKET BATS ! Be a century maker this
sununer, using a bat personally selected and
autographed by Jack Hobbs himself.

TENNIS ! B.D.V. are offering you £2, 2. 0.
racquets for only 500 coupons, and the famous
CTOURNAMENT?” STITCHLESS
TENNIS BALLS at 120 coupons for sets of
three.

MODEL RAILWAYS ! Complete systems,
builtupof genuine Bassett-Lowke scale-model
stock ! Bing tank engines for 120 coupons !
Every other article for a complete model
railway is included in:the gift scheme.

Have yav-got a_copy of the New. Gift Book P Over 300
splendid gilts, for every member of the family—better gilts,
tou,ana bétter value, Get all'your [riends to smoke B.D. V.,
—hetter cigarettes—and give you the coupons, Write for
a copy of the Gilt Book to: Godirey Phillips Ltd.,
Gift Dept (Mag.), 112, Commercial Street, E.1,

CIGARETTES

“ _just like hand made”
10 for 6d., 20 for 11}d, Plain or Cork Tips

(Coupons also in every packet of B.D.V, Tobacco,
11d. per oz.)

COMPARE THE VALUES WITH
OTHER GIFT SCHEMES

No  other Gift
Scheme offers such
a wide choice of
Gifts, or such
splendid value for
so few coupons.

RAJAR
ROLL FILMS
No, 6, to_fit the Rajar
Camera ; No. 23 to il ang
make using 31 % 24 in. film.

25 COUPONS

BOY'S KNIFE
Real Scouls’ Knife. Fineateel
blade, and aplicer, “Just the
knife for active, oul-of-door

#Oux.
50 COUPONS

UKULELE BANJO
Fuil-size banjulele.  Highi,
Enh‘:hed wond J’ﬂrﬁf with mﬂ:.
amd.  Fine qualitg vellam
drum,  Strung  with _good
guality gut steings, Eaily
tuned,  Rich, melodjous tone.

200 COUPONS

JACHK HOBBS'
BATS
Personally * autographed by
thiefanious hafsman. Speciall
sélected willow, Handles o}
finest cane.  State size when
ardering.

500 COUPONS

Glaxi.

14-7-28
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that announcement a5 he rolled inte the

Fourth  lFomm  japers,

14 OUR HERO, JACK JOLLY, PUTS KIS FCOT IN IT THIS WEEK, AND NO MISTAKE! 15
e Yo i
chinge the wasual order, I suppase. Vil
; . oo if your lovm masier left any
s Hm..HﬁHurfE_.m. gotug away for a vomnie papers in his desk.” -
fortnite I’ Dy, Bivehemall oovned My, Lickbam s
LuhHy m...:.m_i,___ ,am e v desk, and, to the uwmazement of the
Fourth at Bt Baw’s, mado ; o Bt Moy

Form-room,. ; :

Tubby’'s eyos were gleeming  with
eggsitement, and beads of  inspiration
were standing out on his fat forrud,’
Tubby had evidently hurried to imipust
the news to his Ferm-tellows,

Jack Jolly & Co. were ruther ineredu
lous at first,

“Qur Foym master

“Going on a holliday

“Tor a fortnite ¥

“ Never ™ :

Fraukly, ilke Fourth couldn't believe
it.

“Why, Licky haan't the price of a
cupple of jam-tarts on him,” said Jack
Jolly, the kaptin of the Fourth. * Only
yesterday he borrowed tuppenes [rom
ine to pay his bus-faiv to Muggleton,”

“ And he's always mviting himsell oud
to tea in our studdics because his own

w1
VR L

money duzzent run to it,” added
Bricht. “You must be dreaming,
Tubby.”

The fat junior shook his head.

“ Weather you belicve me or not, the
fact remains,” he said. "1 happened to
paws “outside the Head's studdy just
gow, to tic ‘up my choelace, when 1
heard old Licklhiam rmﬂm_._m and praying
the Head to give him leave of absence
for a fortnite. He was in a fearful
state. Tears were strecming down lis
dile—-"

“How the thump did you know that,
Tubby #” asked Frank Fearless, with
interest.

“1 saw 'em, of course, nss!”

“While vou were tving up your shoe
lace 17

“ Yos—that is o say——'

“Ha, ha, hal” iz :

“Anyway, you cackling idiots, it's
true!” roared 'Tubby. * Lickham'’s
going away for a fortnite, I tell you,
and we're going to have a temporary
master in his place, I don’t think
Licky's going ou a holliday, Probably
he's called away on urjent bizness, or
gomethin g, i

(13 Hﬁ.ﬂ...ﬁ..mm ?

"“Baosh!"

There was an increddulous corus from
the Fourth,

“Half-a-minnit,"” said Jack Jolly, the
kaptin of the Iourth. “I begin to
realise there may be something in it
But 1f Licky's going away, it's sertainly
not on a holliday.”

“What is it, then?"

“Well I don’t guite know,” con-
fossed Jack, “Matler of fact, I'd for-
gotten all about it until just now. But
now that Tubby has brought it back to
my mind, I remember an insident last
nite that I thought yather funny at the
time."’

“Coff it up, then, old bean ™ .

“1 was passing the letterrack at the
time,” said Jack Jolly, “when I saw
old Licky blubbing over a letter.”

" Grate pip!”

“Bo there may be some conncction
between that and this ™

“Well, let's hope Licky is going
away,” said Bright. “If so, T can see
some high old tinies in this Form-room,
my infants!™

"1 eggspect the Head will take us
until the temporary master arrives,”
grinned Jack Jolly., “And, as he hasn't
the foggiest notion what goes on lere,
we can tell him that Fivst Lesson is
leap-frogg over the desks!”

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Becond Lesson, marbles or hop-
scotch,” went on Jack, quite enthu-
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THE LAST LAUGH! Jack Jolly thinks i's vave fun pulling the augast
legg of his headmaster, but Jeck has cnuse to chenge his opinion when Dy,

Bircliemall retaliates !
siastically,  "“And Third Lesson, funny
stories [

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“He'll believe us right enough,™ =aid
Jack, “ He duzzent know anyihing about
Lower Skool, and he'll think 1t's all
quite in order.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

_ “All in favour?" yelled Frank Fear
058,

A forrest of hands shot up.

" Passed non-com.!” said Jack Jolly,
with sattisfaction. “Now let's sit tile,
and see if Tubby's corvect.”

Farely buzzing with eggsitement, the
Fourth sat tile, and walted.

“Top of the mourning, Licky!

What's the matter with your dile?”
With those cheery words, Dr. Alfred

" Farewsll, sir!l" =aid Mr

Lickham,
extiending a somewhat flabby hand to the

Head of 8t. SBam'a. ** Cheerio, then,
Licky | '? grled Dr. Birchemall.

Dircliemall, headmaster of Bt. Sam's
had greeted the Fourth Form master
that morning.

There was good reason for his ques-
tion. The dilo of Mr. Lickham was no
oil-painting at the best of times, but on
this occasion it was more like & car-
rickature of a dile than a real dile.
Mr. Licklam’s mouth drooped, his eyes
poggled, and his jaw sagged. In fact,
he looked thoroughly fed-up and miz-
zerable, .

“Ah, sir,” sighed the Fourth Formn
master, “‘little wonder that my dile
bears vizzible traccs of sulferings!
Since last nite, sir, I have been in Pur-
gatory ¥ o

“In Purgatory?” ekkoed Dr. Birch-
cmall, with & frown. “Do you mean
to suy that you took the liberty of
leaving the skool premises without
obtaining a late pass from me®”

“0Oh erikey, no! You misunderstand
me, sirl"” gasped the master of the
Fourth, T mean that T have been 1n
a state of mental torcher ™

“(3rate pipl” :

“To get down to brass tacks, sir, my
voung brother Bill, whe owns a coffy-
stall in the 'hart of London, recently
purleined a quid >

“Pear me! I really wish vou would

refrain from the use of such vulgar
eggspressions, Lickham!"” sighed the
Head, “What you intend to convey, I

take it, is that your brother Bill pinched
a jimmy-o-goblin 1" :

% Juzt so, sir,” said Alr. Lickham
humbly. *“Anyway, sir, to cut a long

stovy short, s a resalt of lns garsily
deseent o cvime, he has been sent to
chokey i

“Bhoved in quod!’
Birchemall gently.

Mr. Lickhom nodded,

“Bhoved in quod, for fourteen days,
he said, in a voice that trombled with
emotion., 1 assuro you, =ir, it has been
a bitter blow to me. Bill 15 the first
member of our family to get into such
disgraee.  None of the rest has ever
boen found out. And I feel it dred-
fully, I can tell you, sir.”

“1 egespeet vou do,” said Dr. Birchi-
emall stimperthetically.” Still, checr up,
Licky! You don't think the perlice
have Jound auything inceininating
against you, do you?"

“Oh, grate pip, I hope uot!" gaspod
Mr, Lickbam. *““No; what I have comne
for really, iz Lo ask vou for o fortnite's
leave. You see, sir, it's like this hero—
while Tuil's away there's nobody te run
the coffy-stall. And wmy dear old mater
dapends on the takings from theo coffy-

corrceted Do

stall to keep a roof over lier head; 20 to}

speak,™

"Oh, T see! Youn want a {ortnite’s
leave to look alter the jolly old coffy-
stall—is that it*"

“That’s jost i, sir,” said Mr. Lick-
ham.

Tha Hread stroked his beard tlought-
fully for a mmnit or two, Then e
nodded,

“Al serene, Licky! You can bhave
the fortnmite off, subject; of coarse, to
your foregoiug your sallery [for that
period.” _

“0Oh crumbs!” mermered My, Lick-
liam, his face dropping. “To tell you
the trooth, sir, I'd heen relying on my
sallery to pay wy fair to London, (an't

Ol—
¢ But the Head was addament on that
point.

“Can't be did, old scont. Bimply 1um-
possible, in these hard times,” he sard,
“Tf yon want to get vp to Leondou. iny
advico i3 to hang on to the back of a
passing sharryvbang., Soarely yon don't
mind a little discomfort?”

“Nunno!” answered Mpr. Lickham,
vather dewbiously, “If youn wen't part
up with the dibs, sir, I suppose that's

ﬂO.? %ﬂ

the best thing 1 can do. May L leave
at onee ¥’ . .
“ By all means! Socuer, if you wish,
: siid Ur. Birchemail jemially. 1 wall
ving up the Muggleton Labour Lx-
change, and ask tlhiem to sond up a
temporary inaster as soon as possible,
and in the meautime 1 will take the
Fourth myself.” ; b d
"Good egg! Then all that remams is
: for me to bid you farewell, sir,” said
My, Lickham, extending a somewhat
flabby diand to be shaken. :

" (heerie, then, Licky!” eried Dr.
Bivchemall, shaking it.  “Mind the
stop as you go out! Toodle-oo! Or, as
the vulgar would put it, good-buy!”

And  with that, the skollerly old
jentleman  turned to  the telephone
deceiver, and asked to be put throo to
the Muggleton Labour Exchauge.

n

11,
>ITHIN ten minutes Mr. Lack-
' ham was walking down the
Muggleton laune, keepmg a
sharp eye out for a sharry-

Mbang bearing the “London” sign.
Meenwhile, Dr. Birvhemall had cow-
pleated hLis bpizness with the Labour

.._,”.uq..__m:mn.wu_nn_ﬂmﬂ_ﬁmmﬂ_:wﬁat.,n
Fourth Form-room.
Tho cggsited buzz of talk ceascd, as

the mejestick figger of the Head
entered, and dead silence rained,
broken only by the shuffling of many
feet, the horse whispers of many boys,
and the sound of Tubby DBarrell
munching toffy.

“Good-morning, boys!” eried the

Head, taking his scat at Mp, Lickham's

desk.

“Good-morning, s=ir!"” corussed the
juniors,

“Doubtless My, Lickham hus

already told you the sad news about
his brother Dill being sent to quod,”
said the Head. Following on that
unforchunit oecurrence, My, Lickham
has gone to London for a fortnite to
mannidge the fawily affairs. The
Labour Exchange are sending along a
temporary master later in the day, and,
on his arrival, he will lake charge of
the Form. In the miecantime, I propose
to conduct the lessons myself.”

“Uo ashead, sir!” yelled the Fourth
encurridgingly.
“1 need lhardly tell you that T know

very littls abont the work of the Lower
Skool,” continueed Dr. ﬂ:_n_d.ﬁﬁﬁ__ confi-
dingly., My own work is in a higher
sfere, viz, namely, and to wit, the
Qixth. Tn that Form 1 am accustomed
to lecturing on classicnl writers, such as
Moephizstophales and Zonophone, and 1f
is, therefore, a hit of a como-.down to
linve to come and instroet juniors like
vou,'

“We quite understend, sir,” shouted
the juniors,

“However, there’s nobody clse 1o do
it, so here poes! Jolly, vou are licad
boy, I heliove. What's the first lesson?"
““Leap-frogg over the desks, sir!”
answerad Jack Jolly meekly.

Dr. Birchemall started,

“ Lel-leap-frogg over the desks?” he
gasped. “Are you quite sure, Jolly?”

* Absolutely, sir!” answered Lhe

kaptin of the Fourth gravely.
“Grate pip! 1 didn’t know it figgored
currikulum  of the

on the skool 1”

‘" Gan't you glve me annuther chance,

gir 7 "' oried Jack Jolly, ringing his hands

in his grief. * It was only my innosent
fun, aicl ™

mermercd the Head, *However, yom

know best, Jolly. 1 suppose you'd
better carry on.” ;

Grinning all over their diles, the
Ifourth rose and got busy with their
Arst lesson.

(*latter, bang, clattor! . ;

Within a winnit pandymonium rained
in the Form-room,

Dr. Birchemall watched the eggstra-
ordinary lesson in astonishment.

“Well, I think we've had about enuff
of that!” Lhe mermered, after the terri-
fie din had continied for about half an
hour., “Chuck it!” he roaved.

The juniors, panting from their cgg-
sortions, ‘“‘chucked it,” aud rescomed
their scats. As o attor of fact, thoy
wure boginning lo feel in need of a
Jest,

“Well, that’s that!” said the Head.
I wuost remark that leap-frogg seems a
someowhat remarkable subject for studdy
in skool hours, but you sertainly persue
it with a vigger that is very commend-
able. Now, Jolly, what is the subjoct
of the next lessoni”

“Toemme see! I believe it's Funny
Stovies, next, sir,” answered the kaptin
of the Fourt]

“¥-funny stories?” stuttered Dr,
Birchemall, his eyes goggling. “Do
von seriously mean to tell me that Mr,
‘Lickliam devotes an hour to telling you
funiny stories?"

“Oh, yes, arl!”

“ ALy hat! Well, this takes the
Liskit, and no error!” remarked the
skollerly old gentloman, i grate ser-
prize. “However, I can't very well

something they sertainly lnul not bav-
cained for.

That **something * was notlung  le-2
than the Form time-table!

Dy. Bivchewall's skollerly dile tigrad
Livvid with rage.

“Jolly " ue thundered, "1 thought
voul told me the first lessons to-day were
Leap-frogg and Funny Stovies:"

rr

“Sesa0 1 did, sie!” stuttered Jack
Jolly. >
“1 sec!” roared the Head. “Thien,

inn that case, what the thump docs thiy
tinie-table mean®”

With fingers that trembled with rage,
Dr. Dirchemall pointed to the time-
table, where the subjects, “ History "

and “Jografy” were quite plainly
indicated.
ol A | Ol erumbs! Then I must

have been wrong!” stammered Jack.

“Wrong?* hooted the Head. *1
ghould say you were wrong, too!
Luckily, I've found out the trooth in
time! Cowme out!™ _

With faltering footsteps, Jack .Jolly
advanced to the front of the class.

“I see it all now!” stormed Dr.
Birchemall, shaking a furious st at
the kaplin of the Fourth. “Tle hole
thing was a jape! You wero pulling
my giddy leg all the time!™

F-Hlﬂ]uu

“Well, it's a good job you admit it,
anyway!” snarled the raging head-
master. “I'll wake the lot of you =it
up, though, now I've found you out.
Every boy in the Form will do me filty
thousand lines "

“0Oh!1” gasped the Form limply.

“As for you, Jack Jolly 1" yelled the
Head in a frenzy of rage. “You're
eggspellod for being the ringleader of
this outrage ™

“Eggspolled ¥ gasped Jack Jolly,

“Egegspelled!”  repected the Head
feroshusly., " Or, in other words, given
the order of the giddy boot—sacked, in
fuct!”

“But—but can't won give me
annuther chance, sir?” ecried Jack
Jolly, ringing his hands in his grief.
‘It was only inmesent fun, sir!”

“Don't argew the toss any wmore,
Jolly 1" snarled the Head, * Buzz off !V

“Very well, sir!” said the kaptin of
the Fourth, with a hopeless shrugg. “In

[0

that caze, I will go. Good-bye, chaps!

“Ta-ta, Jack!” yelled the Fourth
mornfully.

And with that momful farewell
wringing in his ears, Jack Jolly

kwitted the Formi-room, went out of tho
House, and walked away from Et.
Sam’s.

From the rise in the road leading to
Muggleton he looked back, with tear-
dimmed eyes, on the spices and towers
and turrets and battlements of the dear
old skool. Never again, thought Jack,
would his oyes dwell on that old
familiar seen.

But though Jack Jolly didn’t kirow it
then, he was destined to look on the
old skollastic establishment of St. Samn's
again in a vory short time—and in
eireumstances of a most eggstraordinary
deseription,

THE ERD.

(There wil be another rib-tickling
yarn of St. Sem’s next week, chums,
entitled: “JACK JOLLY'S RUSE!™

Don't fail to read it, whatever you dol)
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