“A FORTUNE AT STAKE!”

This Week’s Special Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

TO THE RESCUE OF HIS CHUM!

f A vivid incident taken from Whiis week's grinping school storvy of the Cliwmes of Greyfrines.)
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THE PIPE OF PEACE!

Cats and dogs are usually sworn enemies,
but, as in everything else, there are exceptions,
Here's one. %erha s the pipe has something
tn_do with it—perﬁaps not! This amusing
animal snaps]ml was taken in a Leytonstone
garden,
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STRAIGHTENING THE
LEANING TOWER'!

Practically everybody has heard of the Leaning
Towér of Piex, in Tealy: But, sad to relate; in a few
years hence there will be no Leaning Tower. For
work has now commenced eon the straightening of
this famous building, which, having fallen away
to an angle of 10 degrees owing to a subsidence o!
the earth, has been adjvdged dangerous. The
straightening ' process, which can only be done
gradually, will take many years to complete.

DG
A MINIATURE GRAND PRIX!

There was held recently an automobile race at
the Stad Buffalo, ncar Paris, in which children in
mintature racers were the competitors. The sight
of these grimly determined youngsters * hurtling ™
round the track caused endless amusement and
cxcitement among the spectators, Our photograph
shows Georges Carpentier, the famous ex-boxing
champion, hring the starting gun.
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THE FINAL TEST! If any further evidence is needed that Da Costa, once Harry Wharton’s bitterest enemy, {s woro
his friend, that cvidence is supplicd when Da Costa visks his life for the sake of hix new-found chum

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Being Kind tc Bunter !

“ ULLY Boy!”
Harry
round.
“Snooker Pool!l” .

Wharton gazed fixedly at Billy
Bunfer.

“Gay Coli!"

“My only hat!” murmured the cap-
tain of the Remove. . :

Billy Bunter was sprawling in the
window-seat on the Remove landing.
He was too deeply immersed in his
thoughts to notice, or heed, the captain
of the Remove. In his fat hand he held
a little paper-covered book, upon which
he was bestowing a deep attention that
he never bestowed on school books. As
he scanned that little book, William
George Bunter was muttering to him-
solf, with a thoughtful, anxious wrinkle
in his fat brow.

Bunter looked as a fellow might have
jooked who was deen in a mathematical
problem. But evidently Bunter was not
deep in maths. What was the matter
with him was rather a mystery; unless
the Owl of the Remove wes going out of
his mind. All the Remove would have
agreed that he had not far to go.

Wharton glanced

“Bully DBoy!" repeated Bunter
lhought{u]ly.

“What's that game?’ inguired off
Wharton.

Bunter started, and looked up quickly.
He blinked at the captain of the Re-
move through his big spectacles, and
hastily concealed the little volume under
his jacket.

“QOh, really, Wharton—--"

“What are you mumbling about

e

“Nothing! I—I was just %oing over
my Virgﬁ," said DBunter

“Quelchy was rather down on mio in
class this morning, so I'm—I'm haviug a
dig at Latin, you know."”

Harry Wharton laughed. Most fel-
lows in the Greyfriars Remove were no
better acquainted with P. Vergilius Maro
than they could possibly help. But any
fellow in the Form would have said that
such characters as Bully Boy, Snooker
Pool, and Gay Colt did not figure in
the JEneid.

As a matter of fact, as the captain of
the Remove realised after a moment’s
thought, those ~peculiar names could
only belong to racehorses, from which
circumstance he was able to guess the
nature of the little book that Billy
Bunter had so hastily concealed from
sight.

“What have you got there, Dunter?”
asked Harry,

“Nothing.,”

“ Fathead [

“Oh, really, Wharton! Mind your
own busiucss, you know !” said Bunter
warmly. “No bizney of yours if a
fellow likes to have a little fAutter. Not
that I'm having o flutter, of course.
I'm doing Latin.”

“Let's sce the book, and I'll help you
wich the Latin."

Bunter did not accept that generous

ar,
“The—the fact is, I—T don’t want any
help, you know,” he explained. T can
play your head off at Latin, same as I
could at ericket, if I was given a chance
in the matches. I say, isn't that Bob
Clerry ealling you, old chap?”
Wharton sat down in the window-seat
beside Williain George Dunter. His

vastily.s

The concluding story in
this wonderful series
featuring Da Costa, the
boy from the East, and
Harry Wharton & Co,,
the Chums of Greyfriars.

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

face was rather serious now. Of late,
Williamn George Bunter had astonished
the Greyfriars Remove by developing
al.\ortmg [:roclivities. Everybody agreed
that William George's room was im-
mensely preferable to his company ; buf,
on the other hand, nobody wanted to sce
him sacked. So the captain of the
Remove took a kindly interest in the
matter. He jerked the little book out
from under Bunter's jacket, and there
was & yell of wrathful protest from the
Owl of the Remove.

“Beast! Gimme my book!"

Wharton held up the little book out of
Bunter's reach, and looked at it. It
bore the attractive title of “Sure Snips:
The Sporting Tipster's Weekly Racing
Guide.” It was open at the page that
dealt with racing at Wapshot, & few
miles from Greyfriars; and that,
ovidently, was the subject that had so
deeply interested the fat and fatuous
Owl of the Remove,

“You footling chump!” said Harry.
“YWhat would Quelchy say if he saw this
precious rubbish 1"

“Blow Quelchy !”

Bunter made a grab at the book, and
missed. He turned a glare on the cap-
tain of the Remove that almost cracked
his spectacles.

“You cheokfr beast! Gimmme my
book !” he howled.

“Where did you get it?’ demanded
Wharton. As the price of the book was
sixpenee, ho did not think it likely that
Bunter had purchased it. Bunter's six-
pences generally found their way to the
tuckshop.

“TFind out!” snorted Bunter.

“That's why I'm asking you, old faf
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man. If somebody gave you this book,
I'm going to punch his head,” explained
Wharton.

“PBeast! I picked it up,” confossed
Bunter. “That fellow Ponsonby of
Higheliffe dropped it. At least, he
chucked it away, It's a jolly good book,
f course, you wouldn’t understand,
You ain't sporting. I dare say you've

never backed a geo in your life!” said

Bunter, with erushing contempt.

“Never!" grinned Wharton.

“Well, if you want a sure snip for
next Wednesday at Wapshot, put your
shirt ou Bully Boy !” said Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”’

Thero was a serious side of Billy
Bunter's latest development as a reckless
sporting man. Two or three times of
late he had had rather narrow escapes of
bagging a flogging, but luck had be-
friended him—fool's luck, according to
Bob Cherry, But there was no doubt
that Bunter, as a reckless sportsman,
had his comie side, too. The suggestion
of putting his shirt on Bully Boy for
Wednesday's race made Wharton roar,

“Blessed if 1 seo anything to eackle
at!” growled Bunter. “I can tell you,
Bully Boy is a jolly good thing! 8o is
Snooker Pool, and Gay Calt is good for
a place. My idea is to back Bully Boy
both ways—"

“Win _and place,
plained Bunter.

“You kuow all about it,” chuckled
Wharton.

Bunter smirked.

“Yes, rather! I'm rather a dab at

tting winners !"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Wharton. "I
can sce you rolling off with the book-
maker's cash. Bookmakers live on their
losses, don’t they 7

“Oh, don’t be an ass, you know !” said
Bunter, “Twook here, if my postal-order
comes in time, and if I can find a man
to put my money on Bully Boy, and if
he gets home, I shall make a jolly good
thing ont of it [”

“Rather a lot of ifs!” remarked
Wharton. * And can't you do it with-
ont this encyclopedia of useless knaow-
ledge 7V

“Well, no. You seo that book gives
the weights, and the names of the
jockeys, and the records of the gee-gees,
and so on, I fency Bully Bay, but I've
got to go into it carefully before T back
him. Suppose Snooker Pool pulled it
off, after all, you see? Or Gay Colt?
Or .Mutton Chop? I'm going into the
thinﬁcaref\ll]y.”

“Then this book is really indispens-
able, before you can back your fancy?”

W g »

“That settles it!” said Wharton, as
he slipped the “Bporting Tipster's Rac-
ing Guide” into his pocket, and rose from
the window-scat. “That’s an easy way
of stopping you from playing the giddy
ox, and asking for the sack. Good-bye!”

“Gimme my book!” shrieked Bunter,
in consternation.

The vision of boundless wealth that
had danced before Bunter’s eyes—if he
backed the right horse—vanished, as he
saw that mine of priceless information
disappear into Wharton's pocket.
Bunter had not yet made up his fat
mind as to the various claims of Bully
Boy, Snooker Pool, Gay Colt, Mutton
Chop, and the other geegecs. It was, as
he had said, a matter that required care.
Spotting winners was not exactly an casy
task. -Whole tribes of bookmakers lived
in luxurious Flent at the expense of
people who be ieveg that the{ knew how
to spot winners. Bunter had great con-
fidence in himself, but he knew that
winners required some spotting !
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you know,” ex-

He rolicd off the window-seat, and
rushed after the captain of the Remove.
Without that precious guide to the form
of the various ‘' gees,” Bunter did not
feel at all sure of spotting a winner,
Even with its wid, it was really doubt-
ful whether Bunter would have spotted
one.

“Gimme my book, you beast!” yelled
Bunter.

“ Ask again at the end of the term,
old fat man! In the holidays your pater
can lick you for playing the goat: but-in
term time you're liable to get bunked,”
cxplained Wharton.

" Gimme that book, you beast!”

“ Good-bye,”

The captain of the Remove walked
away to No. 1 Study.

William George Bunter was not s fight-
ing man. But there are times when even
the worm will turn, A lioness robbed of
her cubs was something like the Owl
of the Remove deprived of his infallible
guide to spotting winners. He rushed
after Wharton and collared him, and the
captain of the Remove, taken by sur-
prise, came to the floor with a crash,

“Ow " gasped Wharton, *“ Oh, my hat!
Why, you fat frog—ow!”

“Gimme that book! I—I—T'll jolly
well lick you if you don’t!” gasped
Bunter.

The next moment Wharton was on his
feet, and it was Williamm George Bunter
who was on the floor.

Tap, tap, tap!

It sounded like a carpenter at work;
but it was only William George Bunter’s
bullet head tapping the floor of the Re-
move passige.

" Yow-ow-ow!"” roared Bunter.

“There, vou fat assl” gasped
Wharton.

“Yarooooogh |

The eaptuin of the Remove went inlo
No. 1 Study—still with the priceless
guida to winners in his possession. DBut
William George Bunter did not follow
him further. He sat in the Remove pass-
age and rubbed his head. For the pre-
sent, Billy Bunter had something else
to think about: and he rubbed his head
and spluttered, snd forgot all about
spotting winners.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ponsonby’s Pal!

RDER!" said Bob Cherry im-
pressively.
“What—17
1 never see Pon's head,”
oxplained Bob, “without wanting to
punch it. T know you fellows feel the

same.. And the more Pon’s head is
punched, the better—as a rule! But
on the present occasion, my beloved

‘earers, aa we're going over to High-
cliffe to tea, and Pon disgraces Higheliffe
by belonging to it, let him rip.”

Six juniors of the Greyfriars Remove
were sauntering along a path across
Courtfield common, the short cut to
Higlicliffe School on the other side. They
were following a path that wound among
hawthorns and willows: and Bob
Cherry’s remark was called forth by the
sight of an elegant junior, who appeared
in view among the thickets. Tt was
Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at
Higheliffe; and he was occupied in a
way that might bave been expected of
him—blowing little elonds of smioke from
the cigarctte he was smoking. As his
face was partly turned from the Grey-
friars fellows, he did not observe their
approach, as their footsteps made no
sound on the thick grass.

The Famous Five were walking over to
Highcliffe for tea, and taking Arthur

da Costa, the Burasian junior, with them.
They were going to tea with Frank Court-
enay aud the Caterpillar, their friends
at Higheliffe; and on such an occasion
it was, as Bob remarked, judicious to
avoid trouble with their Highcliffe
enemy, Ponsonby. So there was a general
nod of assent as DBob expounded his
views—unusually pacific for Robert
Cherry, for undoubtedly Bob felt & pow-
orful desire to punch Pon’s head when-
ever he beheld the same.

“Let him rip!” said Nugent.
don’t want a row with Pon.”

“The ripfulness is the proper caper,”
assented Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh.
“Let us give him a friendly and absurd
sm}ilc,} and greet him good-afternoon-
fully.”

“Smoky bounder!” grunted Johnny

ull,

“Who is he?” asked Da Costa, glanc-
ing at the elegant figure lounging among
the trees. Pon appeared to be in cons
versation with some other person, who
was a8 yet hidden from sight by the
hawthorns, )

“Higheliffe cad,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “We have lots of rows with him
and his friends—but we den’t want a
row to-day. Not that Pon would be
likely to hunt trouble now—he likes to
have the odds on his side in a scrap.”

‘“ Best behaviour!” said Bob Cherry.
“Higheliffe rags are barred to-day—
positively for one occasion only.”

The Greyfriars juniors walked on the
path leading them towards Ponsonby,
and past the opening in the thickets
where he stood, They could hear his
voica as they came mearer; but could
not yet see to whom he was speaking.
But as they drew quite near, Ponsonby
heard them, and glanced round. He
frowned at the sight of the ghums of
Greyfriars, and immediately turned his
back on them again. With the odds
against him, Pon certainly was not hunt-
ing for trouble; but it was his way to
meake himself as unpleasant as he could.
The way he turned his back was con-
temptuous, and distinctly irritating; and
Bob Cherry paused for a moment, the
expression on his face indicating that
he had forgotten his pacific intentions.

“Come on,” said Harry.

“ After all, why not punch his head?”
said Bob.

“(Oh, bother his head,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. '‘Bother him from
head to foot! Come on; we'ra due at
Higheliffe.”

Bab grunted, and the juniors walked
on. They were passing within six paces
of the dandy of Highcliffe; among the
trees at the side of the path, and as
they came abreast of him, their eyes fell
upon the individual to whom he was
speaking. Harry Wharton came to a sud-
den halt then, and his comrades followed
his example. All of them knew the dark-
faced, narrow-eyed man who stood lean-
ing against & tree with a cigar in his
month,

“Captain Marker!” exclaimed Harry.

“&till hanging about here!” said
Johnny Bull, “ What he wants is another
ragging.”

The man with the cigar gave a sudden
start, as his eyes fell on the Greyfriars
juniors.

His narrow cyes glinted at them.

It was little more than a week since
the chums of the Remove had given Cap-
tain Marker the ragging of his life; and
their impression had been that the man
from India would clear out of the neigh-
bourhood of Greyfriars, Evidently that
had been & mistaken impressjon.

“Ho has not gone, then!” said Da
Costa. “I knew that he would not go!
I told you that he would not go.”

“You did!” said Harry, “But I

o WU
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Billy Bunter rushed after Wharton and cull;ared him, and the captain of the Remove,

taken by surprise, went to the floor

‘Oh, my hat!

thought the blackguard was gone! I've
a jolly good mind—" Ho pauscd.

“Rag the cad again,” said Iiol.

“The ragfulness had better be terri-
fic,” remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh. “Let us make an cstcemed and
absurd example of him."

Ponsonby looked round, with an inse-
lent smile on his face.

“¥You men want anythin'?” he asked.
“If not, will you be good enough to
clear?  You're not wanted here, you
know."”

Wharton made a step towards him,
Captain Marker gritted his teeth, and
gripped a heavy Malacea cane he ear-
ricd under his arm. He seemed to be
anticipating trouble, But Wharton did
not speak to him; he addressed DPon-
sonby. He did not like Pon; in fact,
ho disliked him considerably ; but he folt
bound to let even the blackgnard of
Highelifle know what kind of man he
Lad become acquainted with.

“Just a word, Ponzonby,” said Harry,
guistly. “That man yon reem to have
picked up with is Captain Marker—"

“I kuow that,”

“A rotter, a rank outsider, and a
{horough scoundrel,” said Wharton, in
the same quict tone.

Ponsonby starced at him,

“You checky rotter—!" he began.
“What the thump are you butiin' into
my bizney for®”

" I'in not going to butt in,” said Harry.
“T'm warning you that you've made the
acquaintance of a thorough raseal, very
nearly a eriminal,  It's only fair to tell
you so, as I suppose yvou don’t know the
kind of rotter he is.”

Why, you fat frog—ow 1"
Bunter. ** I—I—T’ll jolly well lick you if you don’ I *

with & crash. *““Ow!* he gasped.
* Gimme my book ] ’* gasped
(See Chapter 1.}

“My Iriend Marker is an army cap-
tain, home from Indin on leave,” said
the ligheliffe  junior, staring at
Wharton.

“Your friend dMarker has come from
India, to carry out as dirty a trick ns
any pickpocket cver thought of,”
answered Harry, “But I've said enough
to you—if you've got any sense, you'll
keep elear of him. but you can suit your-
self, of course. I warn you to keep oul
of whal's going to happen now—we're
going to rag him.”

Captain Marker's eyes glinted, and Lo
gripped the Malacea havder. He had
expected trouble as soon as he saw the
chis of the Remove: and Lis expecta-
tious were to be vealised,

“What the thump do you meant"
shiouted Ponsonby angrily.

“I mean that that rotter is hanging
about Ureyiriars to play dirty tricks,
and we're going lo stop him ! answered
Harry.

“You'll clear off and mind vour own
business!”

“This is our business, dear man!”
grinned Bob Cherry. “Wo've made it
a rule that that rotter is to be ragged
till he's fed up with this part of the
country.  If lLie doesn't like it, ho can
tomplain  to our headmaster, We're
quite ready for that,”

Ponsonby stared ot the Grexfriars
juniors, and looked at Captain Marker,
obyviously puzeled as well as angored, It
was in the billiards-roow ot the Three
I'ishers that Pon had made the valuable
acquaintance of the eaptain, and he lud
found Eriec Marker a man quite to his
taste, But il was plain that he knew

nothing of the caplain’s councetion with
Harry Wharton of Greyiriars,

Taking no further notice of the dandy
of Highclilfe, Harry Wharton & Co. gave
their attention to Marker. He lifted his
stick as the juniors eircled round him,
with determived looks,

“Btand back, you young scoundrels,”
said Marker between his teeth. “1 warn
you that you will get hurt——"

“Collar him!"”

“Get out of this, you cads!” shouted
Ionsonby furiously.

The juniors did net heed Tonsonby.
They closed in on Captain Marker and,
with a savage face, he struck furiously
with the heavy Malacca. The blow was
aimed at Bob Cherry. who was foremnst
in the rush, but Bob dodged it and
closed in, tackling the man from India
at close guarters. The next moment live
more pairs of hands were laid on
Marker, and he went to the ground with
a crash.

e struggled fiereely in the grasp of
the Greyfriars juniors.

“Help me!™ he panted.

Ponsouby stared at the scene in
amazemont and anger for a momcut or
two, and then he rushed in to help
the captain. Dob Cherry gave a roar as
Le veceived Pon’s fist on his ear.

“Ow [

Hoe released the captain and turned on
Tansonby.

“You will have it, then!® he ex-
claimed, “ You fellows, yvou handle {liat
rotter, and leave Pon to me!"

“What-ho!"

And Ponsonby, fighting furiously, was
diiven back under Bob's hefty altack,
while the rest of the Co. proceeded lo
deal faithfully with the man from India.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Thrashed !
= APTAIN MARKER  struggled
ficreely. DBut the odds were top

beavy for Lim, and le was
pinned, struggling, in the thick
Arthur da Costa caught up thae

BTASs,
Nalacea cane he had droppred.
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“Stand clear!” lLe panted,

Y Go it!” chuckled Wharton.

Johnny Bull and Nugent held the
captain's wrists, Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh his fect, and he waos
extended face down in the grass. He
wriggled and stroggled wildly, but the
grip on his limbs was like iron, and
there was no escape for him, Da Costa,
with a glitter in his black eyes, Lifted
the thick cane, Captain Marker was
very favourably placed for a flogging,
and a flogging was what he was going
to get. Ponsonby, giving more and
meore ground before Bob Cherry s_u.llm;k,
was already ut a distance, his nose
streaming crimson, his breath coming
in panting gaspe.  Probably, by that
time, Pon repented that he had come
io the aid of his friend the captain.

There was a terrific yell from the
captain as the thick Malacea cane cane
down. .

“You young scoundrels!” ]m’rcnrud.
“Release me! By gad—1—I1—"

Whaek !

“Yooop!”

Whack ! .

The caplain struggled frauilca.llg. 1l
was a powerfully-built man, but he was
not in good condition, and he had no

chance of geiting loose. As he struggled
and yelled, the Malacca canc came down
again and again, Arthur da Costa
putting all his beef into it. The
Furasian's feelings towards the man from
India were more bitter than the Famous
Five. It was Captain Marker who had
sent him to Greyiriars, tempting lim by
the promise of a dazeling reward to enler
into the plot for the ruin of Harry
Wharton. It was Captain Marker to
whom he owed it that he had almost
sunk into crime. What he had done,
what he had attempted to do, filled the
Eurasian with loathing for himself when
lie thought of it, so great a change had
come over him since he had been at
{sreyfriars. And it was the captain who
kad striven to jecr away his repentance:
to force him by threats to keep o the
path of iniguity. .

Tlhe captain’s presence in the neigh-
bourhood of Greyfriars School showed
that the plot to rob Harry Wharton of
a forfune was still in his mind. Da Costa
had failed him, and he haed taken the
watter in hand himself. What he could
do—what he imagined he could do—the
juniors could not guess; but that he was
plotting evil they knew only too well.

Da Costa lashed with the cane, and
lashed and lashed again. Four juniors
held the siruggling man under casti-
gation.

It was a drastic method of dealing
with the schiemer, but, as Wharton had
said, it was open to him to complain
to the headmaster of Greyfriars if he
liked. Wharton was quite prepared to
explain the matter to Dr. Locke, if the
captain chose to take that step—not that
the man from India was likely to do so.

“That will do,” said Harry at last,
and Da Costa, breathless, tossed the
Malacca away over the tree-tops.

The juniors released Marker.

He squirmed over, and sat up in the
grass, Lis face white and drawn with
rage, his cyes glittering like a snake's,
his breath coming in epasmodic gasps.

“ You—you—~you——" he panted.

Wharton fixed his eyes upon him.

“That's another lesson for you, you
cur?? he said contemptuously, “"Take
the maiter further if you like, If you
don't get away from Greyfriars, you'll
get the same every time you're spotted
about here!”

The captain’s answer was a furious
oath,
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“What

do you think you can do,
hanging  about here!™ went on the
captain  of the Remove, scornfully.
“You get the money under My,

Cortalvin’s will if 1 am disgraced and
expetled from the school. 1 get it if I
keep a cloan record, What do you think
you cunt do?  Your ganme is known—y
unele, Colonel Wharlon, is consulting
his solivitors abont it—even if you vould
do auything, you couldn't keep it dark
now that you'd had a hand in it
Before I kunew your game you had a
chance. Now Da Costa's turned you
down, you have no chance at all. But
yvou're keeping on—your hanging about
here shows that you're keeping on. Well,
every time we comp across you, you'll
get a lesson like this—you'll get fed up
in the long run, I fancy.” )
“Hear, hear!” grinned Johuny Bull
“Phe fedupfulness will probably be
terriic in  the estecined long yun,”
remarked Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.
Captain Marker gritted his teeth,
YT make you suffer for this!” he
said in o choking voice.
“Better give im @
suggested Johnny Bull.
Harry Wharton laughed.
“'That will do! Let's get on.”
And the juniors lelt the spot—leaving
the man from India gasping on the

fow  more!”

riss.

“TIallo, hallo, hallo!”

Bob Cherry rejoined his chums. He
was a little out of breath, and he was
rubbing lis knuckles, but looked very
cheerful.

“Where's Pon 7" asked Harry.

“Taking a rest under the tiecs
yonder,” grinned Bob, “He says he
doesn’t want any more, and I suppose
he knows best,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's got a jolly tough boko,” said
Bob. “I've barked my knuckles on it.
Still, I duresay his nose feels worse than
my knuekles!”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked along
the path, and in & few minutes passed
the spot where Ponsonby was taking
a rest, as Bob deseribed it. The dandy
of Higheliffe lay in the grass, completely
winded, and clasping his nose with one
hand and a discoloured eye with the
othor, He gave the chums of the
Renove a savage glare as thoy passed
him, but said nothmg—evidenily he did
not want any more trouble.

The chums of the Remove arrived at
Highcliffe and were greeted cheerily by
Courtenay and the Caterpillar.  They
were at tea in Study No. 4 with the
Highelilfe chums when Smithson of the
Fourth looked into the study with a
grinning face.

“¥You men seen Pon?” asked Smith-
som.

Courtenay looked round.

“No; anything happoned 77

“Collision with o motor-car, T think,”
grinned Smithson. “Pon’s nose looks as
if he had been butting into a lorry.”

And 8mithson chuckled and went on
his way. 'The chums of the Remove
looked a little conscions; they had not
mentioned the happening on Courtfield
Common. The Caterpillar's glance
dwelt on them and rested for a moment
on Bob's right hand, which Bob hastily
dropped into a pocket.

“Poor old Pon!” sighed the Cater-
pillar. “I wonder what he butted his
nose against.”

“1—I wonder |” murmured Bob.

Harry Wharton hastily changed the
conversation, When the Greylriars
fellows were leaving, a damaged face
and a discoloured eye glared at them
from a study window—the window of

Pan's study. Ponsonby spent the re-
mainder of that afterncon bathing his
eve and his uose, and nwsing thoughts
of vengeance,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Taking Care of Bunter !

HAT—"

“Oh!"” pasped Billy Bun-

ter.

He spun vound in alarm.

Harry Wharton & Co. had returned
from IHigheliffe. They come up to the
Remove passage in a cheery crowd; and
Wharton threw open the door of Study
No. 1. Then he sighted Bunter.

" Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“I—I say, you fellows—"

“What are you doing here, you fatl
bounder 1. demanded Frank Nugent
indignantly,

“ N-n-nothing ! gasped Bunter,

As the Owl of the Remoave had been
standing at Wharton's desk, and had
turned suddenly from it, leaving a
drawer open, it was fairly clear that he
had been investigating.

“You fat worm!” said the captain of
the Remove, “What have you been
rooting into my desk for?”

“Bump him |” suggested Johnny Bull.

“QOh, really, Bull—”

“The bumpfulness is the proper
caper,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Collar the csteemed and preposterous
fathead !

Bunter dodged round the table.

"1 spy, you fellows, no larks, you
know! I'm jolly well going to look for
my book if {[ like. Tve a jolly good
mind to complain to Quelchy about
Whuarton pinching my book.”

“"What " eju.ctﬁatccl Harry.

“My book !” snorted Bunter. “You've
got it here somewhcre. I want it.
You've no right to pinch it.”

“You fat idigt—"

*Oh, really, Wharton—"

“What is the fat chump burbling
about?* asked Bob Cherry, in wonder,
“Aro you off your rocker, Bunter 7"

“Wharton knows!” said the Owl of
the Remove, with an accusing blink at
Wharton. ‘“He knows he pinched my
book.  I'd ask Quelchy to make him
hand it over, only I'm too kind-hearted
to get him inte a row for pinching it.”

“Potty, I suppose,” said Johnny Dull.

Wharton burst into a faugh.

“It's a giddy racing guide,” he ex-
plained. “ Bunter's studying the form
of. gecgees to back them at Wapshot. 1
should like to sea Quelchy's faee if
Bunter told him about it.”

“Well, of course, ’'m not geing to
tell him,” said Bunter. *“I wouldn't
give a fellow awny, even for pinching.
Stitl, T want the book. I was looking
for it Hand it over!”

“ Fathead 1”

“What right have you got to butt
in?” roared Bunter wrathfully. “You
cheeky chump, you've got no right to
interfere.”

“None at all!” conceded the captain
of the Remove. “It’s not a right, but
g duty ! I leave it to you fellows. Isn't
it the duty of the sensible to lend a
hand to the silly—"

“Ha, ha! VYes!”

“Of the sane fo look after the in-
sane?”

“ Hear, hear!”

“You—you—you cheeky idiot
Bunter. ;

“So that's settled, fatty,” said the
captain of the Remove. “I've taken
away that rubbish to keep you from
making a fool of yourself—Nature did

'3

1

gasped
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enough in that line without you addin

to it. You see, this ia my self-denin
week., It would be simply ripping for
you to be bunked—think how nice Grey-

friars would be without you.”

“¥You beast!”

*“And yet I'm going to save you from
it if T can. If that isn't self-denial, T
should like to know what is.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“The self-denyfulness is terrifie,”
agpreed Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“The esteemed and ridiculons Bunter
should express terrific thankfulness.”

* You silly ass!” howled Bunter.

“8o Bunter’s still a rorty dog, is he?"
grinmed Dob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He will get kicked out of the school
at this rate,” said Harry Wharton, "It
would be no loss so far as Greyfriars is
concerned——"

" Beast "

“But think of his people’s feelings
when he came home for good! IHow
iwould they bear it? We're bound to
fthink of them, if Bunter doesn't.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8o as a tip what it's like to be kicked
out of Greyfriars, I propose to kick
Bunter out of this study,” said Harry.
“It's no pgood talking to him—and
besides, actions speak louder than
words,”

“Ctood egg!”

" Ready, Bunter{”

*You—you—you beast!” gazped Bun-
ter, “I—I—I—— Here, leggo! Hands
oft ! T'll jolly well lick you! Yarocogh!"”

William George Bunter was collared
and jerked to the doorway. He wriggled
there in the grasp of the juniors.

“Leggo!” he roared. “I'm going!
I—I want to go! I—I don't want that
hook! I—I make you a present of it!
Leggo 1

“Hold him!" said Bob Cherry. “I'll
tuke the penalty kick! Keep him still
while I land it.”

“Yarooogh !"

Bob Cherry backed across to the
farther side of the study, to take a little
run before delivering the kick. Buntar,
held by the enemy, wriggled in the door-
way in deep apprchension.

“I—1 say, you fellows——"

“Keep still, Buuter!” remonstrated
Johnny Bull. “If you wriggle about
like that, one of us may get the kick by
mistake.”

“I say, you fellows, leggo!” wailed
Bunter. “Yaroogh! Help! Yooop! 1

'

say, Peter | Rescue—rescue ! Yarooogh !

Peter Todd, coming up the Remove
passage from the stairs, paused to look
into the study.

“What’s this game " he inquired.

“Yaroogh! Help!”

“Btand - clear, Toddy!” called out
DBob, “I'm going to land Bunter right
scross the passage with one kick. Ready,
Bunter "

“Yarooogh !

Peter Todd chuckled. He could see—
though William George Bunter could
not—that a jest was in progresa; and
that Bob Cherry had no intention of
landing the terrific kick that the Owl
of the Remove was anticipating.

“Go it!” he said cheerily. “T'Il pick
up the pieces!”

“Yarooogh! Help! Beast! Whoop!"

“Here goes!” raid Bob.

He took a little run, and hia
trampling  footsteps behind Bunter
made tho fat junior quake with terror.
Bunter wriggled frantically in anticipa-
tion of the terrific kick which, had Bob
delivered it, certainly would have
damaged Bunter consic?ern.bly. But at
the same moment, the grinning juniors

let go; and Bunter plunged out of tho
doorway into the passage unkicked.
“Ow!" he gasped.
“Come back, Bunter!” roared Bob

Cherry, “What do you mean? You
haven't had your kick!”

“Beast 1"

Bunter did not come back., ¥He fled

along the Remove passage and bolled
into Study No. 7 like a far rabbit into
a burrow. A roar of laughter followed
himm, Peter Todd went chuckling into
his study. and found Bunter gasping
there in the armchair.

“Keep the beasts off, Peter I gasped
Bunter.

“Fatheacd! They were only pulling
vour silly leg!1” answered Peter.

“Oh! Ain't they coming?”

“No, ass!"”

“They jolly well know better!” said
Bunter. “I'd jolly well lick them if
they did| I've a good mind to go back
and lick them now. Of course, 1 knew
it was only a lark. I say, Peter, Whar-
ton'.s pinched something belonging o
me."”

“What?" roared Peter.

“Don’t yell at a fellow,” said Bunter
peevishly.  “Wharton's pinched my
racing guide—Sure Snips, you know.
He makes out that he's bagged it on my
account—like his thumping cheek—no
bizney of his. T say, Deter. you go and
get it away from him, and I'll give you
8 ripping good tip for the race on
Wednesday at Wapshot ! Houest Injun!
I'll gel a man to put the money on for
vou! See?”

Poter Todd gazed at his fat study-
mate. Then he glanced round the study
and picked up a ericket-stump from a
corner.

“That's right,” said Bunter eagerly,
“Take a stump to him, Peter, old chap,
Give him & jolly good licking! Here,

say—yvaroooh—wharror you at?"
roared Bunter. “I said lick Wharton,
not lick me, you silly ass! Yooop!
Yaroooogh! Oh crumbs!”

And William George Bunter departed
from Study No. 7 as hastily as he had
entered it, getting a lick from the stump
as he went. I’eter Todd grinned as he
tossed the stump into a corner again,
and Billy's wild yell floated back from
the Rewnove passage. The path of a
“rorty dog " in the Greyfriars Remove
was a thorny one,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Like a Thief in the Night !

APTAIN MARKER  dropped

C lightly from the old wall inte

the Cloisters, stood quite still,

and listened. It was an hour

after midnight, and all Greyfriars lay

still and silent. The last light had been

extinguished ; the last door had closed.

A wind from the sea wailed softly

among the old stone pillars of the
ancient Cloisters,

The man who had dropped from the
wall stood for long minutes, listening,
watching. It was KEriec Marker who had
cntered the precincts of Greyfriars like
a thief in the night; but anyone who
had seen him would hardly have recog-
nised him. A thick moustache and
beard half-hid his face, and a loose cap
was pulled down deep over his brows.
For long minutes the disguised schemer
stood listening, with beating heart; but
at last he stirred and moved silently and
cautiously along the Cleisters. From
shadow to shadow the dim figuro glided,
till he stood close under the ivied wall
of the House. And there he paused
again, a long pause, staring up at the
many windows.

All was still and silent. In the great
Inuiit]ing all were sleeping. DBut Eric
Marker's heart was beating sharply.
There was risk in what he was going to
do—terrible risk. If he was discovered
within the school at that hour of the

(Continued on next page.)
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night, having entercd it like a thicf, he
would scarcely be judged as anything
but a thief, and would certainly be
handed over to the police. But the time
yad come for him to take risks, if he
was not ta abandon his dastardly scheme
entirely, Hce had counted on the
Eurasian to carry out his plans—and Da
Costa, had turned him down. Only
desperate measures were left to the man
from India.

Under the will of the old Calcutta
merchant, Harry Wharton was to in-
herit a great legacy—on the condition
that he kept a clean record. That was
the condition of the legacy—a condition
that the captain of the Greyfriars Re-
move was likely to fulfil easily enough—
with fair play. But if he failed, that
great legacy went to Eric Marker—and
it was foul play that he had to expect
from the dissipated spendthrift who was
up to his ears in debt. If Wharton was
expelled from Greyiriars, Captain
Marker, in spite of reckless waste and
extravagance, would be a rich man
again. And matters were coming to a
climax now. The captain’s scheme was
known—Da Costa had told all he knew;
Colonel Wharton knew of the whole
dastardly plot; and though legal proof
might be difficult to come by, the cap-
tain’s position was growing perilous.

What measures Wharton's uncle, the
colonel, might be taking, he did not
know; but he feared. To give up his
scheme meant bankruptey to the spend-
thrift ; and while a chance remained he
would not give it up. But he was driven
now to taking desperate chances.

He scanned the many windows, and
his eyes fixed at last on the window of
Study No. 1l in the Remove. Captain
Marker had visited Greyfriars only
once, and on that occasion he had been
nowhere near the Remove passage. But
his acquaintance with Ponsonby of High-
cliffe had stood him in good stead. Pon
had friends at Greyfriars—Angel of the
Fourth, and Skinner of the Remove.
Many times Pon had visited the school
and dropped into 8kinner's study in tho
Remove passage. ¥rom Ponsonby, the
captain had learned all that he needed
to know; and in the clear starlight of
the summer night, he counted the win-
dows, and picked out that of Wharton's
study.

He tried his weight on the thick ivy
that clung to the wall, and found that
it bore him easily. I® was not a diffi-
cult climb to ah active and determined
man—and Marker was both. Slowly,
steadily, he worked his way up, finding
hand-hold and foothold in the thick
tendrils of the ivy that had clung and
thickened on the wall for centuries. But
he was breathing hard when he reached
the wide stone sill of the window of
Study No. 1, and he was glad to erouch
there and rest.

But he stirred again very soon,

The study window was fastened with
a simple catch, and it was quickly forced
back, and Marker raised the sash.

A few moments more, and he was
standing inside the study.

Starlight glimmered in at the window
giving him plenty of light for what he
wanied to do.

He glanced quickly about the room,

The old sak desk in the corner, care-
fully described to him by Ponsonby, met
his eye at ohece.

Ha stepped towards it softly.

He ran his hands over it, and felt the
locks of the half-dozen drawers, One
of them came open at once—it was a
drawer that contained notepaper and

Tae Maener Lierary.—No. 1,067,

such things, and was evidently in fve-

quent use. ‘The other drawers were
locked.
Once more the midnight intruder

pauscd to listen, But there was no sound
in the sleeping school,

From his pocket the disguised vaszcal
drew a bunch of keys. Oune aflter
another lie tried them on the locks of
the desk.

A drawer eame open under his hand
at last. The captain examined the con-
tents—old letters and papers, the sort of
lumber that was likely fo accumulate
during the term. Obviously that drawaer
was not often used ; and it exaclly snited
Marker's purpose. He drew from an
inside pocket a tiny object that glittered
and sparkled in the starlight; and the
next moment it was thrust out of sight
under the old papers in the drawer, and
the drawer was closed and relocked.

Captain Marker drew a deep breath.

He had accomplished the mysterious
object for which he had enterrd the
school so surreptitiously while all slept.
It only remained to go—undiscovered.

Quietly he drew himself out eof the
window, and closed the sash after him.
The fastening he could not close from
the outside; but that was a trifle, If
anyone chanced to notice in the morn-
ing that the sash was unfastened, it
could only be supposed that it had been
left so overnight. Having closed the
sash down firmly, he swung himself on
the thick ivy and descended to the
ground.

Like a shadow he flitted awsv, and
1-}_m dusk of the summer night swallowed
iim.

Five minutes later Captain Marker
was outside the precinets of the school
and walking swiftly towards Courtfield
Comimon,

In the shadow of the bushes by the
path over the common, the captain re-
moved the false beard and moustache
and thrust them into his pocket, Then
he walked across the dark expanse as
far ms the Wapshot Road, where, in a
shadowy corner, a little car was wait-
ing, A few minutes more, and the car
was humming away towards Redclyffe,
the captain at the wheel, a gleam of
triumph in his narrow cyes. After many
failures, he had succeeded at last; it
was the lasi throw of the dice, and he
did not ses how it could fail. Ho had
a confederate now who was not likely 1o
repent and turn him down as Arthur da
Costa had done. At long last the suceess
of his dastardly scheming seemied to be
within the schemer’s grasp.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Causes A Surprise !
HAT rot!”

That was Gadsby’s opinion,

" Utter rot 1" said Monson.

Ponsanby

shrugged  his
shoulders.

"1'm goin’ " he said.

“But——" said Gadsby and Monson
together.

“It's up to me,” explained Punsonby.
He passed his hand over the eye that
still showed a dark shade, “It was all
a tnisunderstandin’ the other day. I've
thought it over, and my belief is that
Wharlon meant to be doin® me a8 good
turn, I eut up rusty—misunderstandin’
him. TIt's been rather on my mind
since.”

Gadsby and Monson stared at lhim.

They simply could mnol understand.
That Ponsonby's feelings towards Harry
Wharton, of the Greyfriars Remove,
were bitter and vengefnl, they knew
only too well. That he would stop at

litile, or nothing, to repay Harry
Wharton & Co. for what he had e
ceived al their hands, there was no

doubt whatever. So his present attitude
was hard to understand.
|1

“It's  simple enough! cxclaimed
Ponsonby impatiently. “The fellow
found me talkin® to a man he [ancied
was a bad hat, and hLe gave me a tip
on the subject. I cut up rusty withous
reason, and there was a row. I don't
like the fcllow, as you know; but that's
no reason for not givin® him his due.
I'm goin' to speak to him, and tell him
I'm sorry I didn't take his tip a bit
more reasonably,  Any decent fellow
would.”

é‘I dare say, but—" GQadshy broke
off.

As he was Pon's pal, he did not ex.
press his opinion that what was to be
expected from a decent fellow, was noi
to be expected from Ponsonby.

“\Well, come along with me!"” saii
Pon., “A walk over to Greyfriars won's
hurt us.”

“0Oh, all right!”

The three juniors of Higheliffe
walked out of the gates. Cecil Pon-
sonby sauntered elong the road with
the air of a fellow who was quite at
ease with himself; but Gadsby and
Monson looked at one another several
times in doubt and uneasiness,

“ Look here, Pon !” exclaimed Gadsbhy,
at last. “What are you really poin’
over fo Greyfriars fori”

“I've told youw.”

“I mean the real reason.”

*1 suppose it's somethin’ up against
those cads,” said Monson. “1f it is,
we're with you all the way. But you
might let a fellow know. Look here,
I'm not doin’ any scrappin’ at Grey-
friara! We don't want to walk into the

LTS

place, and ask for & raggin’.

“I tell you I'm goin’' to see Wharton
and speek civilly to him. I feel that I
didn’t treat him well when he meant
to be good-natured. And I'm goin' to
tell him so.”

“Qh, if you stick to that—"

“It’s a fact, dear boy.”

“Br-r-r-rer-ror 1Y grunted Monson.

Evidently Pon's pals took the liborty
of doubting his word on that subjecr.
But if Pon was not telling the truih, i
was rather difficult to guess why he was
going over to Greyfriars at all. Cer.
tainly Pon was not the fellow to seek
the enemy in the enemy's camp with
hostile intentions. HHe could not be
going over for a serap. Cadsby and
Monson felt that there was something
“an*; but they had to admit that it
was too deep for them. They were
quite willing to back up their leader
in any move against the chums of Grey-
friars, and were not at all particular
as to the means. But Gadsby and
Monson had their limits. And had
they known what .svas passing in Pon's
mind at the present moment, ihey
would have, turned back instantly 1o
Highcliffie.  Ponsonby knew just how
much to confide to his comrades.

The Highcliffians arrived at the gates
of Greyfriars, Gadsby and Monson still
wondering and uneasy, Pon airy and
cheeary.

The school gates were open, and
several Greyfriars fellows were passing
in and ont, Home of them looked rather
curionsly at the Higheliffians as they
stopped in the gateway—especially ai
Pon's shady eye.

Ponsonby called to a Remove fellow.

“Hallo, Ogilvy 1"

“Hallo!"” returned Ogilvy briefly.

Ogilvy of the Remove had no liking
for the nuts of Highcliffe, and he was
passing on, when Pon spoke again.
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“Hold on a minute! I've called to
sep Wharton |7

“Well, you can cut in, if you like,
I suppose,” answered Ogilvy. 'No
thavge for admission.”

“Not like the other
asked Gadsby blandly.

Ogilvy looked at him.

“Bhut up, Gaddy!” exclaimed Pon
hastily., ™ We haven't come here to rag.
Look here, Ogilvy, I want to speak to
Wharton. But I don't want to go in.
There's been a lot of ragging, and I
don’l want it to begin again here. If
you'd give Whartou the tip, he'd come
down to the gates.”

Ogilvy paused, He did not want to
carry messages for Ponsonby, but the
Higheliffe fellow's manner was so civil
lha_l.”thc Removite felt bound to answer
civilly.

“The fact is, we had a bit of a serap
tho other day,” said Ponsenby, in his
most engaging mapner.  “1 misunder-
stood somethin’ that Wharton said te
me, and out up rusty. We're not
friends; but I'm willin' to own up when
['m in the wrong, and I owe Wharton
an apology, and I'm here to make it.”

"Oh!" ejaculated Ogilvy.

“I'd be no end obliged if you'd give
himn the tip that I'm waitin' here to
speak to hin.*

“Oh, all right!”

And Robert Donald Ogilvy went in at
the gates. Gadsby and Monson looked
expressively at their leader.

“1f you're thinkin' of gertin' Wharton
fiore and pilin' on him, Pon, forget it,”
said Gadsby., “ We're not takin’ a hand
in i, T can tell you.”

“No jolly fear!” said Monson
emphatically. “ Why, we'd have a mob
of the beasta on our necks in a jiffy!”

“1 keep on tellin’ you that I haven't
come over here for trouble,” said Pon-
sonby., “I'm goin’ ‘to be civil, and, if
Wharton's civil, too, there won’t be any
vow. If there's trouble, you fellows
kecep clear of it, and leave me to handle
him on my owu.”

“We jolly well will!” said Gadsby.

“You bet " said Monson.

The three Highcliffians waited outside
{he gatcs. So far as Gadsby and Mon-
son could see, there was no reason what-
ever why Ponsonby should not have
cntered the school; but no doubt Pon
had his rcasons. Apparently, Ogilvy
was some time delivering his message,
for it was ten minutes or mora beforo
Harry Wharton came down to tho gates,

Wharton came at last, with a very
surprised expression on his face.

Ogilvy had delivered the message,
and it had astonished the captain of
the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. were at ericket

ractice on Little Side. And Harry
1ed not been particularly willing to
Ieave the ground. He was putting his
men through their paces, with a view
io the approaching meatch with BSt.
Jim's. However, as Ponsonby had senk
liim so pacific & message, the captain
of the Remove decided to see him.

Pon, who .was leaning elegantly
apainst one of the ancient stone pillars
of the gateway, detached himsell from
it as Harry Wharton appeared.

“Hallo!” said Wharton, with a nod.
“Ogilvy sa.is you wanted to speak to
me, Ponsonby. What is it?”

“I owe you an u})clog}', and I've
called to make it,” said Ponsonby
gracefully. “Hope I'm not interruptin’
anythin' important 1

“Well, the fellows are at games
practice,” said Harry., “But it's all
right. If you mean what you say, I'm
rlad to hear it.”

He regarded Ponsonby with a puzzled

zoo—what 7"
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Ponsonby was really
serious in what he said, urndoubtedly
Wharton was glad to hear it. But he
knew Pon too well to trust him lightly.

“The fact is, I was in the wrong the
other day on Courtfield Common,” said
Ponsonby, with an air of great frank-
nesa. “Thinkin’ over it afterwards, I
thought Lhat you meant to be good-
natured in givin’ me that tip, Yon
weren't just raggin' as I thought at
tho time."”

“That's quite trne,” said Harry.

“Well, I'm sorry there was a mis-
understandin’, that's all,” said Pon. “I
dare say the matter's of no great con-
seqquence, but I wanted to get it off my
mind. I got the worst of the trouble,
s0 you hadn't really much to grumbie
at. Still, I was in the wrong, and I
wanted to say s0.” |

“It's ull right,” seid Wharton, in
great astonishment. “That man you
were speaking to is & thoroughly bad
hat, Ponsonby, and we had a good
reason for handling him as we did.
You muy be sure of that, from his let-
ting the matter drop afterwards—he
dare not come here and speak to Dr.
Locke about it. I'm sorry there was
any trouble with you,”

Ponsonby nodded cheerily.

“I've no doubt you're right, Whar-
ton,” he answered. I never saw the
man before or since, and never knew
anythin' about him—I den't expect ever
to meet him again. Ie's nothin’ to
me, of course—merely a chance ac-
quaintance I happened to pick up, Did
You say you were at games practiee?”

“Yes,"” said Harry.

“Your return match with Higheliffe

cxpression.  If

A3

Harry Wharton & Co.
were about to leave
Higheliffe when a dam-
aged face and a dis
coloured eye glared at
them from a study win-
dow—the window of Pon-
sonby’s study. ** How’s
the eye, old bean? ™
called out Bob Cherry
cheerily. Ponsonby did
not answer, but the gleam
in his eyes showed that
he was nursing thoughts

of vengeance.

{See Chapter 3.)

due,” remarked Pon-

gebtin®' near
sonby. “You'll find Highcliffe
great form when you come over,
are your men shaping?”

“Oh, prelty good!”’ said Harry, more
and more astonished by Pon’s genial
cordinlity, and wondering whether he
had, after all, done that superb youth
an injustice, in his opinion of him.
“We'll give Highcliffe a good game, I
hope.”

“Any harm in a fellow lookin' on
and seein’' how they shape?”

“Not at all; come right along, if you
like.”

Wharton spoke cordially enough; he
had no objection vhatever to Ponsonby
watching the Remove at games
practice; indeed, if Pon was taking
any interest in cricket at all, it was a
sign of gmco that Wharton was glad
to see. Certainly, ericket was n botter
thing for Pon than backing horses and
playing billiards, out of bounds, and
smoking, and slacking, and “rotting ”
generally,

“Come along, you men,” said Pon to
his two almost dazed comrades; and
the three Highclifians went in with the
captain of the Remove, and walked
down to Little Side with him.

in
How

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Inexplicable !

ALLOD, hallo, halla!”
“What the dickens—"
“It's Ponsonby 1"
“Well, my hat!”
The crowd of Remove fellows on
Little Side stared at Wharton as he
THE MaaxeT LIBRARY.—No. 1,007,
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came along with Ponsonby & Co..
Pon sometimes dropped in at Grey-
friars to see Skinner, or Angel of the
Fourth; but to see him on friendly
terms with the captain of the Remove
was a novelty and a surprise.

Wharton himself was puzzled. Know-
ing Pon as he did, he could not hLelp
thinking there might be some trickery
under Pon's bland geniality; but for
the life of him he could not spat it.
How Pon could have any secret pur-
pose to serve by paying this visit was
inexplicable — so  incxplicable  that
Wharton felt rather ashamed of the sus-
picion. But if it was genuine, ho was
glad of it. His friendship with Frank
Courtenay of Higheliffe made him only
too willing to cease the incessant
trouble with Ponsonby & Ce. if he
could—that feud with a section of the
Highelitffe Fourth often made matters
very awkward with his friends there.
He was never likely to be friends with
Ponsonby; but there was no reason
why they should be enemies, if Pon
caild enly forget his bitter malice and
rancour—as ho seemed to be doing
LHOoW.

Anyhow, there scemed no harm in
being civil when Pon was civil, even if
it was only a temporary lapse on Pon’s
part into decency.

.Bob Cherry stared at Pon blankly.
Ponsonby's face still showed very plain
signs of Dob’s hefty knuckles, But
the dandy of Highcliffe seemed to have
forgotten all offences, and he nodded
to Bob as cordially as if they had been
old friends. And Bob could only gasp.

" Where's that wonderful man you've
got, that I've heard such a lot about,
Wharton 7 asked Ponsonby. “I'd like
to see him if he's here. Terrific bowler,
I've heard.”

“¥Yes, he's here,” said Harry.
“Terrific bowler and batsman, too!
Send down a few to Smithy, Da Costa.”

“Yess,” said the Eurasian,

Da Costa’s dark eyes dwelt on Pon-
sonby for a moment or two in scrutiny.
Arthur da Costa had changed greatly
since he had come to Greyfriars; still
more greatly since he had become a
friend of Hoarry Wharton, Dut if he
had lost his wily unscrupulousness, he
had not lost his subtle keenness. The
glance he gave Pon was keen and
penetrating, and it made the dandy of
Higheliffe uneasy for a moment.

Vernon-Smith stood up to the bowl
ing from the Eurasian, and Ponsonby
watched him with apparent interest.
The Eurasian, a horn cricketer, was
well worth watching with bat or ball;
he was the best man in Wharton's
cleven, and he was in great form now.
Gadsby and Monson, feeling extremely
uncomfortable in. the surroundings,
stood with shoepish grins on their
faces, wondering what Pon's game was,
and wishing they had not come with
him. They were anxious to get away;
but Ponsonby seemed quite at his case.

The practice went on, Ponsonby
watching with interest, and Gadshy
and Monson shifting from one leg to
another in growing discomfort. Harry
Wharton remained with the visitors,
and, in spite of his ‘distrust of Pon-
sonby, he found himself answering
Pon's genial remarks quite cheerily.
Pon seemed to be trying to make up
for past shortcomings hy an cxcess of
engaging cordiality; and Wharton
was really less puzzled than Gadsby
and Monson, who could not coneeal
their surprise and uneasiness. They
had a feeling that all this would end
in a row, somehow, and they did not
want a row in the enemy's camp.
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“Well, I suppose I must be goin',
said Ponsonby at last regretiully, “
shall tell Courtenay that he \-ri!]y have
to pull up his soeks if he thinks he's
goin' to beat your crowd, Wharton.
Will you walk a little way with us?
Some of the fellows mayn't know that
this is just a friendly call—and wo
don’'t want any trouble here”

Wharton smiled,

“Right-he! I'll
ground, if you like.”

Ho walked away with the Higheliff-
ians,  Ponsonby glanced at Gadsby
and Monson, whose hangdog air only
too plainly preoclainied their uncasiness,

“You men cut on ahecad,” he said.
“I've got somcthing to say to
Wharton.”

*“Oh, all right!”

Gadsby and Monson wero not sorry
to cut on ahead; a friendly attitude in
the prescence of a fellow they thoroughly
disliked was repugnant to them. They
were not quite so unserupulous as their
pal Pon.,

“What is it?” asked Harry in sur-
prise, as Ponsonby came to a halt.
They were still in sight of the
cricketers, but out of hcaring now.

A mocking gleam came into Pon-
sonby’s eyes.

“Only this,” he drawled. "I've given
you a look-in to-day to see whether
you weare roally the sort of fellow a
man could be friendly with. I Lnd
you're not.”

Wharton stared at him blankly.

The sudden change in Ponsonby's
manner took him quite by surprise,

“I find you're just the same old ount-
sider and sneakin’ sort of cad I've
always thought you!” said Ponsonby.

“What?

“A low ead, and onc of a set of low
cads,” went on Ponsonby. ' Every
man at Greyfriars is a rank outsider,
and you're the rankest of the lot!”

“Did you come here to say that?”
asked Harry, his eyes glinting. Dut
he was miore puzzled than angry; the
whole line of conduct of Ceeil Ponsonby
that afterncon was o puzzle to him.

“¥os; among other things,” assented
Ponsonby. “I won't tell you all I
think of you—it would take too long.”

“You won't!” said Harvy. “You'll
get out before you got another eye to
match the one you've got, if youre
wise. I can’t understand why you came
hore at all; but I might have known it
was a trick of some kind, knowing the
kind’ of cur you are! Get going!™

Wharton turned away with that.

Smack !

He started, and almost yelled, as
Ponsonby's open hand struck him
across the cheek.

Gadsby and Monson, locking baek,
almost staggercd in surprise.  Pon had
come for trouble, after all, as it
appeared; and he had woke up trouble
with one of the best fighting-men in the
Remove. Gadsb‘ﬁ and Monson stared

¥

see you off the

ut the scene daze

Wharton spun round on the dandy
of Highcliffe. He had been willing to
get rid of the fellow without a row;
but that sudden and unexpected blow
quite altered his intentions. In a
second he was springing at Ponsonby,
his eyes blazing and his liands up.

In a moment they were fighting.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roareg Bab
Cherry, staring at them {rom the
cricket pitch. “They’re going it!”

There was a rush to the spot.

Ponsonby reeled right and left under
Wharton's fierce blows. Dut he closed
in and clinched with the captain of the
Remove, struggling furiously, For a
minyte’ they struggled, and then Pen-

sonby was threwn away, and fell
crumpling on the ground.

He lay there gasping.

Harry Wharton's eyes blazed down
at him.

Do you want any more, you rotter?
Get up and take it if you do.”

Ponsonby panted.

“Oh! Ow! Neol!
cad! Ow!i”

“ Get out, then.”

Harry Wharton turned his back con-
temptuously on the sprawling High-
clifian, and walked back towards the
cricket pitch with a flushed face; mect-
ing a dozen of the cricketers on the

Let me alone, you

way, The brief fight was over before
they could arrive on the scene of
action.

“What on earth was the row about?”
asked Nugent.

“Blessed if I know! The fellow sud-
denly turned on me,” answered Harry.
“I can't make it oyt at all—why le
came, and why he put on friendly airs,
and why he kicked up a row. 1 suppose
lie had a reason, but I can't catch on
to it. Hang him, anyhow—let’s get
back to the cricket.”

Ponsonby picked himself up and
limped away, and rejoined Gadsby and
Monson. They stared at him in
silence, and the three hurriedly cleared
off Greyfriars ground. On the way
back to Higheliffe, as Ponsonby did
not speak, Gadsby broke out at last.

“What does it mean, Pon? What
did you go there for?”

% d you.” 3

"?Then why did you row with Whar-
ton P

"I didn't! He rowed with me.”

“Did he?* said Monson suspiciously
“1 never heard what was said, of
course, but I thought—"

“Never mind what you thought; he
picked a row with me,” said Ponsonby ;
“he called me names, and I smacked
his face, and then he went for me. You
saw it all. Oh, my nose! What does
it look like, Gaddy

“Bquashed strawberry !” said Gaddy.

“QOh, don't be & fool! Lend me your
pocket glass!”

(adsby produced his pocket mirror,
and Ponsonby slid it open, and locked
at the reflection of his face in the glass.
Then he uttered a sudden exclamation.

“Where's my tie-pint”

“Is it gone?” )

“My diamond pin is gone!” said
Ponsonby, feeling over his tie.

“You weren't W(’_'al.'illf it, old bean,”
:\niﬁ'l Monson. “I should have noticed
it.’

“T was wearin’ it!” said Ponsonhy
positively. “I remember s%ecin.]]y
stiekin® it into my tie before I came
Ol]t-"

“Well, it's gone, then! VYou must
have dropped it tusslin’ with that Grey-
friars cad.”

"I didw’t drop it,” said Ponsonhy

coolly. “It fastens safe enough; but I
fancy I know now why Wharton
collared me. He’s got it.”

“What " roared
together.

‘"He's got it!” .

“You—you—you fool!” exclaimed
{Gadsby aghast. “Ts that your game!
It won't hold water for a second. ¥You

adsby and Monson

know Wharton hasn't ﬁot it! You
Lingw jolly well he'd be hanged, drawn,
and quartered before he'd take it

What's the good of putting vp such
Auff? Do you think for a minute that
vou'll get away with it?”

* Chuck it, for goodness’ sake !” nrged
Mouson, “¥ou're wild now, Pon, but
you'll think better of it when you're
coal, An saccusation like that iz a
jolly serious thing. You know there's
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will simply make you look a fool—an'
worse.”

Ponsonby laughed wnpleasantly.

“T'm abgolutely cortain of it" he
answered.

“1 tell you it's impossible.”

“And I'tell you I'm certain; and as
soon as we geét in, I'm goin’ to Mr.
Mobbs about it,” said Ponsonby deliber-
ately, “I'm not havin' a pin that cost
ten guineas pinched without gettin' it
back somehow.”

“I tell you it's vot!"”

“We shiall see.”

“T tell you you'll loock a fool, nnd.
worse. Every fellow will know at once
that you're tryin' to plant a rotten
accusation on Wharton because he licked
you. For goodness' sake, chuck it.”

“Buppose it's found on him?”

“Jt won't be! answered Gadsby.
“You didn't have a chance to stick it
into his pocket,” he added sardonically.

“Well, I'm going to Mr. Mobbs
about it.”

“ More fool you, then.'

The three arrived at Higheliffe, and
went into the House. They passed
Courtenay and the Caterpillar as they
went in; and the latter glanced curi-
ously at Pon's face.

“Diggin' up more trouble, old bean?”
he asked amiably.

Ponsonby paused, and looked at them,
with a bitter expression, .

“T've been over to Greyfriars' he

said.

“Why can’t you keep clear of Grey-
friars?” grunted the captain of ile
Fourth. * What's the good of all this
ragging and rowing?”

“1 went over to apologise to Whar-
ton for havin’ cut up rusty the other
day on the commeon.”

“0Oh!" exclaimed Courtenay, in sur-
prise.

“He picked a row with me, and set on
me,” went on Ponsonby.

411 believe that if Wharton tells me
s0,” answered Courtenay disdainfully.

«And T've found out what he did it
for,” said Ponsonby. “He grappled
with me, and pinched my diamond pin,
I missed it a few minutes after T got
away from him.”

Courtenay stared at him blankly.

“You lying tond!” he said, at last.
“How dare you say such a thing?

Why, you worm——"

“Pon, old man!” murmured the
Caterpillar.  “There’s a limit, Pon!
There really is a limit, old bean!

You're always forgettin’' that there is o
limit, Pon—it's your own weakness."

“You don't believe me?” asked Pon,

*RBelieve a rotten, rascally lie!” ex-
claimed Courtenay scornfully. “No—
and if you dare to repeat it, I'll drive
the words back again down your lying
throat!”

“Will you?” said Ponsonby, between
his teeth. “Then you ean come along
an’ do it in the presence of our Form-
master—I'm goin® to report it to Mobby,
and you can hear me if you like.”

Ponsonby walked to Mr. DMobbs'
study, tapped at the door, and entered.
Courtenay and his' chums stared after
bim blankly.

“I1o can’t be serious!” cxclaimed the
Caterpillar, for once startled out of his
usnal nonchalant calm.

Courtenay, with a grim face, followed
Ponsonby.  He arrived in Mr. Mobbs'
study in time to hear Ponsonby report-
ing his loss, and making his formal
accusation against Harry Wharton, to
the master of the Higheliffe Fourth.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Discovery !

" ISHY, old man!"
F Fisher T. Fish, the Trans-
atlantic member of the Grey-

friars Reomove, waved Billy
Bunter away impatiently.

Fishy was alone in his study, No, 14,
in the Remove. His study-mates,
Johnny Bull and Squiff, were at games
practice - with most of tho Remove.
Games, or games practico, did not
appeal to Fisher Tarleton Kish. Only
on compulsory days did he honour Little
Side with his lean and lank presence.

Fisher T. Fish was occupied in a way
that did appeal to him, It was
an occupation in which he found much
pleasure. Fishy was calculating exactly
how much money he had made that
term by selling things to fellows in the
Remove—things he had bought cheap
from other fellows in times of scareity.
There was perpetual joy to Fisher
Tarleton Fish in ealeulations of this
sort.

Naturally, he did mnot want to be
interrupted by Billy Bunter. Therv
was nothing to be made out of Bunter.

Indeed, Bunter owed him a shilling.
How Bunter hiad ever succeeded in ex-
tracting the loan of a shilling from the
junior from “Noo Yark” was a
mystery, Orphens, with his lute, drew
iron tears down Pluto’'s checks; but
with the aid of & wholo ovchestra he
could never have extracted a loan from
Fisher T. Fizh.  Bunter had done it
somehow ; and the loss of that shilling
hauvuted TFisher T. TINish, and almost
gpoiled his sleep at nights, So William
George Bunter was not at all “persona
grata’ in Fishy's study.

“ Absquatulate, you fat elam,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “I'm busy.”

“*1I say, Fishy—"

“Unless you've come to settle that hob
vou owe me,” added Fishy, ope
springs eternal in the human breast;
and Iisher T. Fish still nourished a
delusive hope that that shilling might
yet come home again.

“The fact is, that's exactly it," said
Bunter, blinking at him through his big
spectacies.

Fisher 1. Fish extended hLis hand,

“Shell out ! he said lnconieally,

“I haven't got it at the nioment

“You fat  mugwump!”  roavd
Fisher T. Fish. *Absquatulate, I keep
on telling you."

“1 want you to lend me—"

‘‘Beat it, you galoot!”

“To lend me——"

Fisher L. Fish looked round for a
missile,

“Your bunch of keys!” said DBunter
hastily.

“Oh!" said Tishy. The merchant of
the Remove was always ready to <o
business, even with u fellow who owned
him a shilling which had to Le warked
off az a bad debt. “If you want u key,
it's threepence. If you waut to hLorrow:
the hull bunch, it's the same.  Bhell
out!”

Fisher T. Fish was the Lappy pos-
sossor of a buneh of innumerable koys,
obtained cheaply at second-hand shops
Fellows often fost keys to desks sl
lockers, and Fisher was always rowdy to
supply tho deficiency—for o sieall
consideration.

“I happen to be stony—
Bunter.
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“Get out!” .

U Peeanse I've Jeft my money in my
desk——"

“Tans of it, I supposc ! said Fisher T.
Fish sarcastically. :

“And I've lost the key,” ecxplained
Bunter. ‘“‘Lend me yowr bunch, and I
can get the desk open, old chap.”

Fisher I'. Fish cyuci him. - Billy Bun-
ter was a borrower of dreaded skill, and
he was seldom or never known to scttle
a debt. But even Bumter could not be
suspected of having nefarious designs
on an old bunch of rusty, worthless keys.
Wiil. such a commiodity even William
George Bunter could be trusted, oven by

so suspicious and cute a galoot as
Fisher 'L, Fish, i
“] guess I'll lend you the bunch,

gaid Fisher T. Fish. “Bring them back
when you've opened your desk.”

“Right-ho 1" .

Fisher T. Fish sorted the jingling
bunch of many and various keys out of
a drawer and handed it to Bunter. The
chance of recovering that long-lost
“hob ” was worth it, though it gave
Fishy a pain to lend even a bunc of
old keys for nothing.

The Owl of the Remove rolled away,
and Fishy resumed his abstrusc
calculations.

Billy Bunter grinned as ho rolled
down the Remove passage. Fisher T.
Fish prided himself upon being the
smartest, cutest, and spryest galoot
over; so William George Bunter fe]t
quite bucked at having pulled Fishy's
Transatlantic leg so easily. .

Bunter did not head for his own
study; he headed for Btudy No, 1, and
rolled into that famous apartment and
closed the door after him.

He gave a fat chuckle as he stopped
before Wharton's desk.

It was not to open his own desk in
senrch of non-cxistent cash that Bunter
had wanted that bunch of keys; it was
to open Wharton's desk in search of
that valuable work, “Sure Snips,” with-
out which Bunter felt that it was pro-
bable that he wouald not be successful in
spotting winners.

The coast was quite clear.  Harry
Wharton & Co. were abt games practice,
and had certainly forgotton the existence
of William George Bunter.

Among the innumecrable keys on
Fishy's bunch Bunter was certain there
would be one that fitted Wharton's desk.
After which, all was plain sailing. With
“Sure Spips” once more in his posses-
sion, the ‘'rorty dog ' of the Remove
was going to spot winners—and a ficld
of illimitable wealth lay open before
him.

With a grinning fat face, Bunter
opened drawer after drawer of the dosk
when he had found a key to fit, which
he ecasily did. Drawer after drawer
was searched thoroughly; but that in-
follible guide to spotting winners—
which a generous gentleman sold for
sixpence, instead of spotting the winners
himself—was not to be found.

“Peast ™ grunted Bunter, when he
had examined i{wo or threa drawers
without result,

It was possible, of course, that that
beast Wharton had put the valuable
pamphlet somewhere else.  8till, he
could mot be carrving it about with
him, and the desk was the lkeliest
place.  The Owl of the Remove pro-
eeeded with his search, unlocking
drawer after drawer, and searching it
from top to bottom.

Under a stack of old papers in a
bottom drawer his fat fingers came in
contact with & small, hard object. Hae
drew it out and blinked at it, and his
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little vound eyes grow wide with amaze-
ment behind his hig spectaelos. The
ohject in his hand glittered and sparkled
in the sunlight from the window, fash-
ing as he moved it. It was a dimmond
tiepin, and, little as Bunter knew about
precious stones, he could see that the
diamond was a valuable one for its size.
He staved at it, almost dumbfounded,

Fellows did not sport diamand pins at
Groyfriars. The Bounder had one—he
had many things of that sort. But cer-
tainly Harry Wharton had never been
seen with a diamond pin.  Such a find
in Harry Wharton's ddsk was simply as-
tounding, For several minutes Bunter
blinked at it, amazed. If it belonged
to Wharton, he had never worn it at
Greyfriars, at least. Back into Bunter's
mind eame a forgotien inecident; lie re-
membered how he had hidden a watch
in Wharton's desk which he had taken
for a fatuous practical joke. Had sonme-
bady played a simglar  trick  with
Smithy's dinmend pin?

But he shook his head. This was not
Smithy’s pin; the diamond was smaller
and of a purcr water.

Bunter thought of Da Costa. The
Eurasian had come to Greyfriars wear-
ing a ruby ring, and with several other
articles of jewellery—which he had soon
learned to discard and keep out of sight.
Perbaps this diamond belonged to him,
But if it was Da Costa’s, it would not
have been in Harry Wharton's desk.

Bunter, as he blinked at it, remem-
bered that he had seen a diamond pin
like that before. He lhad scen it gleam-
ing in the handsome tie of Cecil Pon-
sonby of Higheliffe SBchool. But this,
of course, could not be Pon's pin;
Ponsonby’s diamaond could not be locked
up in a Remove desk. Bunter did not
think of that for a moment.

“\Well, my hat?" said Bunter at last,

Really it was no business of Bunter’s.
For that reason, no doubt, he was all
the mora interested.

“It's Wharton's all right!" he decided
at last. “T've never scen it before, but
it's his all right; bit too dressy to wear
at, .u}uhoul, that's why he keeps it locked
up’

Slowly a fat grin overspread Bunter's
foce.

He could not find his priceless guide
to illimitable wealth; Wharton had ap-
parently put it somewhere else, But ie
had, as it were, a hostage in his hands
now. Wharton refused to give up
“Sure Snips "—butting into Bunter's
personal business in the most unwarrant-
able nianner, keeping the fat Owl out of
trouble, whether he liked it or not.
Well, now Bunter had somwething in
cxchange—and he would change back
when Wharton would !

He chuckled at that idea. What was
sauce for the goose was sauvee for the
pander, The diamond tiepin  dis-
appeared into Bunter's pocket, and he
loeked uwp the last drawer of the desk
and raolled out of the study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Swap!

6l 2AY, you fellows
E The Remove fellows on Litile
Side did not heed Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove blinked
round inquiringly, A group of juniors
stood there staring at something that
was going on at a little distance,
Cricket had stopped for the time.

“1 gay, you fellows, where's Whar-
ton?” demanded Bunter,
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“Punching  Ponsonby!”  answered
Vernon-Smith, with a grin.
o E}l?l!

Bunter twned his big spectacles on
the scene across thie fiekd.  Ile beheld
Ponsonby of  Higheliffe  sprawling,
Gudshy and Monson waiting  a little
farther on, and Harry Wharton coming
hack towards the cricket pitch, with a
little erowd of the Removites,

Bunter had arrived just in time to
soe the fnal, as it were, He grinned
a5 he saw Ponsonby pick himself up and
limp away and disappear with Gadshy
and Monson,

Wharton's face was flushed and his
brow knitted as he eame back to the
ericket piteh.

The whole episode puzzled him. He
vould not understand why Ponsonhy
sliould have came to Greyfriars with fair
words and a smiling face, only to show
the cloven hoof again all of a sudden,
and he was annoyed with himself for
having wasted so much as a ecivil word
on tIim cad[ lof l-liglllcliﬂ;lc.

*1 say, Harry, old chap—"

i Oh, scat!” said Wharton,

‘I say, 1 want—""

“Roli away, fathead!”

* Look here——"' roared Bunter,

“ Hook it!”

_And, Leedlers of Billy Bunter, the
juniors returned to games practice., The
Owl of the Remove stood watching them,
in a staic of deep annoyance.

All this time, while he was watching
games practice, he might have been
studying the form of Bully Doy, Gay
Colt, and Snooker Pool, and making up
fis fat mind which of those geegees to
bacl at Wapshot!

Really, it was hard lines on a rorty
dog ! .

However, there it was. Cricket was
the order of the day, and Bunter had to
wait, It was not till games practice was
over, and the Famous Five were walking
back to the House, that Bunter suec-
ceeded in making his dulcet voice heard,
He rolled after them, and ran them
down in the Remove passage at last.

“T1 say, you fellows——"

_‘““Hallo, hallo, hallo!" roared Bob
Cherry. “How dia Bunler know that
we had a cake for tea?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—""

The Famous Five and Da Coesto went
into Study No. 1 for a rather late tea,
Bunter rolled in after them.

“1 zay, you fellows——"

“Don't wsay anything,” esuggested
Nugent. “If you've come to tea, help
fo get it ready.”

T guy—*
“The speechfolness is  silver, my
nsteemed DBunter, but the golden silence
ts the cracked pitcher that goes longest
to the well,” remarked Hurree Singh.

*“I haven't come to tea—"

“ What 7

“@Grent Scott !

“&till, T'll stay, as you're so pressing,”
said Bunter.

“1 thought you would!” grinned
Nugent. “If you're staying to tea, go
and fill the kettle;”

“Business first,” said Bunter, “I've
got to speak tc Wharton! Wharton's
pinched my ‘Sure Bnips ' —*

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Whar-
ton, “Dry up! Chuck it! If yon say
‘Sure Snips’ again. I’]l bang your silly
licad on the door!"

“QOh, really, Wharton—"

“Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Shan’t!” retorted DBunter. “I've
asked Wharton to give me back that
book. He refuses! All right! T'm
going to keep his diamond pin until he
does !”

The juniors in Study No. 1, all busy
lending & hand towards getting tea,
suddenly stopped that occupation to
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“ Every man at Greyfriars is a rank out- :

sider,”” said Ponsonby, ** and you’re the
rankest of the lot.” Wharion’s eyes

gleamed. ** Unless you want another eye -

to match the one you've got, you'll
clear,”” he said. ** Getgoing ! "’ Smack!
Wharton started back the next moment,
and almost yelled, as Ponsonby’s open
hand struck him across the cheek.

(See Chapter 7.)

stare at Bunter, Ile had succceded in
‘astonishing the Co,

“You're going to keep—what
lated Wharton %lankly.

“Your dinmond pin. I've been look-
ing for my racing guide,” explained
Bunter., “I borrowed Fishy's keys, and
went_through your desk while you were
at cricket.”

“You cheeky toad!" exclaimed Whar-
ton wrathfully,

“Woll, what do you expect, when you
pinch a fellow’s things and lock them up
gsomewhere 1 demanded Bunter warmly.
“Think I'm going to let you prevent me
from making pounds and pounds "

Thaf question had the effect of disarm-
ing the wrath of the captain of the
Remove. He burst into a laugh,

“I'm preventing you from asking for
the sack, you fat chump !” he answered.
“If you go through my desk again I'll
scalp you!”

“Wall, I ain’t going through it again.
ns the book isn’t there,” said Bunter,
“But I'in going to keep your diamond
pin till you hand it over, see? I'll swap
with you.”

“Hwap!" repeated Wharton.

“That's it 1" Bunter grinned. “I'll
swap your diamond pin for my ‘Bure
Ynips,’ see?”

LE

ejacu-

“Is he potty?” asked Wharton, in
wonder.
“0Oh, really, Wharton! I mean it!

['m keeping your diamond pin so long
ag you keep my race book! I'm ready
to swap when you are.”

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“If you've got my diamoend pin, you
can keep it,” he answered. *As I have

never owned a diamond pin in my life,
it's a safe offer.”

Bunter blinked at the captain of the
Remove.

“ Mean that ?"* he demanded,

“Certainly |” said Harry Wharton,
Iquglun&. “I tell you haven't a
diamond pin, and never had onc.”

“Then whose was the one I found in
your desk?”

“You never found one there, fathead!
You're dreaming !

“I've got it in my pocket now
roared Bunter, .

“You've got a diamdnd pin in your
pocket that vou found in my desk?"” ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove,
stupchied.

g Yes‘!l

“You're dreaming ! Let's see it !”

“You said I could keep it,” said
Bunter cautiously,

“If it's mine, you can keep it, cer-
tainly.
in my life, T tell you. If you've found
one in my desk it doesn't belong to
me "

“0Oh crumbs ! ejaculated Bunter. “I
say, if it doesn't belong to you, you must
have pinched it !”

“What !” roared Wharton,

“Same as you did my 'Suwre Snips’
——  Yarooooh! Keep off 1" yelled
Dunter, dodging round the table.
“What aro you getting waxy for, you
beast? I haven't said anything to
offend you, have I?”

“Ha, ha, bha!” shricked the juniors.
Apparently William George Bunter saw
nothing offensive in an accusation of
“pinching.”

“You fat idiot!” exclaimed Wharton.

1

But I never had a dismond pin

“Tyurn out that diamond pin af once, if
you've got one. I suppose you're pulls
ing my leg, you born chump. ow,
then, show it up before I bang your silly
napper on the door!”

“Gimme back my raco book first,"
said Billy Bunter. *'I'm going to stick
to your diamond pin untif you hand it
over, sea?"”

Realising words were wasfed on tho
fat Removite, the captain of the Remove
advanced upon Bunter.

it !

“Yarooogh !”

“Bhow up, you fat chump!”

“Ow! I'm just going to! Kecp off,
vou beast ! Here it is!” gasped Dunter.

There was a flash and a sparkle in the
study, as Billy Bunter jerked out the
diamond pin and held it up. Harry
Wharton stared at it, dwmnbfounded.
fIis comrades blinked at it with alinost
unbelieving eyes. That it was a valu-
able diamond, and that it did not be-
long to Harry Wharton, all of theon
knew. And Bunter had found it locked
up in Wharton's desk.

“You say you got that from my desk,

1

Bunter ?

“Yes; it was under the rubbish in the
bottom drawer—same place whero L put
that watch once.”

“Was the drawer locked?"”

“Yes. I got it open with Fishy's
keys,”

Wharton's face was a little pale now,
pend hard set. He turned to look at Da
Costa and his chums féllowed his loolk.
Every eye in the study was fixed on the
Eurasian;

(C'onténucd on page 16.)
TrE MacgyeEr L1BRARY. —No. 1,007,
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{Continued from page 13.)

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Hand of the Enemy !

RTHUR DA COSTA starcd from
face to face, his own growing
white.

The juniors had trusted him;
ey had believed in his repentance;
they had given the fullest belief to it
They had not doubted that, whatcver
the Turasian had been, he was now play-
ing the game.

ut suspicion was reawakened now, in
spite of themselves. How had that
diamond—which did not belong to
Tiarry Wharton, and therefore nrust be-
long to somobody else—come into Whar-
ion's desk—in o locked drawer?

The Kurasian gave a cry—it was like
a cry of pain. .

“Wharton! You cannot think—you
cannot suspect——"

Ilis voice trailed off, and he looked
round him wildly.

“You cannot believe—"

Wharton looked at him hard,

“What am I to think?” he said, in a
law voice. “I'vo trusted you, I've be-
lieved you. But that diamond was
locked up in my desk, just as the things
were that Quelchy found, ‘and that you
owned up to. ¥You had a key then——"
He broke off. “ Goodness knows, I don't
want to doubt you, De Costa. But that
diamond belongs to somcbody, and it
has been stolen—it 'as been stolen and
hidden in my desk—in a locked drawer !
What's a fellow to make of that?”

It looks clear enough!” muttered
Nugent. ‘ But—"

“The clearfulness appears to be tor
vific!” said Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh.
“Put let us not be hasty, my estoemed
chumy. Make haste slowfully is an
e-teemed proverb.”

Arthur da Costa leaned one hand on
the study table. He scemed almost
piddy, and his breath came in panting
gasps.

It was the inevitable result of former
treachery that he should ba suspected
now. ‘That the diamond had been
deliberately placed where Bunter had
found it by chance, was obvious. It
had been placed there by an cnemy of
Harry Wharton—one more treacherous
move in tho dastardly plot against the
captain of the Remove. Who could and
would have done the miserable deed, but
tiie Burasian?

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors in
astonishment, The matter was develop-
ing in a way far from expected by the
(hwl of the Remove,

#I—T-—I say, you fellows, doesn't that
pin really belong to Wharton ?" he stut-
teved.

“No, you ass

“Then that fellow put it there,” said
Bunter. “ You remember I warned you
sbout Da Costa—""

“Jt is false!” almost shrieked the
Furasian. “Wharton, I tell you—I
swear I know nothing of it! I turned

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,067,
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& But-—"

thiat villain Marker down,  You your-
selves saw e strike him,™

“I—I Lknow.” muttered Wharton,
“That couldn’t Lhave been trickery. You
thrn.shcd, him  under my own  cyes.

“I know nothing of it. T eannot un-
derstand  it. swear that 1 know
nothing of this!" said the Eurasian
huskily. “Cannot you believe me "

“Ihen what does it mean?”

“] know nothing. I cannot under-
stand it. But I am innocent of any
knowledge of it.”

There was a long pause in the study.
The Eurasian’s statement was incredible,
for who else could have concouled a
stolen diamond in Wharton's desk—ovi-
dently to be found there, and the finding
to be followed by an accusation of theft.
Yot the haggard earnestness in the olive
face impressed the juniors deeply.

Wharton spoke at last.

“1 belicve you, Da Costa,” he said
slowly—"T l)cf‘;cvc you, and TI'll trust
you. I believe you.”

“I will prove, somehow, that it was
not my doing,”" panted Da Costa. “It
is a fresh move of Captain Marker's;
you all know that, Captain Marker has
planned this. I warned you that you
were not done with him. Perhaps you
have a right to doubt me, but I swear
I am telling the truth,”

“T don't—I won't doubt you," said
Harry firmly. “I hope you fellows all
say the same,”

“The samefulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly; and
the other fellows nodded.

“We'vé got to go into this,” said
Harry.
«y
Bunter,
“Well 7" said Wharton impatiently.
“What about tea?”

“What?”

“'en,"” said Bunter.
vou know. Leave it till
what "

“You fat chump!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Shut up vour silly mouth, before T
bang your silly head on the wall!”

“Oh, weally, Cherry——"

“Shnt up!™ bawled Bob; and Bunter
shut up.

He did not see any reason for not
postponing tho matter till after tea, but
it scemed that the other fellows did, and
Bunter had to give them their heads.

“Tirst'of all, we want to ind out to
whom that diamond pin belongs,” said
Johnny Bull. *Hand it over.”

The diamond pin passed from hand to
hand, Arthur da Costa's eyes gleamed
as ho examined it.

T have scen that before,” he said.

“Then you know——"

“It belongs to that fellow we saw with
Captain Marker on Courtiield Common
a fow days ago—thoe fellow who came
here to-day and kicked up a row.”

“Pansonby !’ exclaimed all the juniors
together.

“Yass., He was wearing this pin _the
day we saw him with Captain Marker.
I noticed it then, nnd I know it again,”
snid Da Costa positively.

“T remembor secing Pon sport a dia-
mond tie-pin more than onece,” remarked
Daly Cherry.

“The esteemed Da Costa has hit the
right nail on its ridienlous head,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,  “I remem-
ber that pin perfectfully, now that I

say, you fellows—" began

“T'm hungry,
after tea—

examine if, my excellent chums. Tt
belongs to the absurd Ponsonby.”
“You are sure, Inky? Da Costa’s

‘seen it only onece.”

“But I am sure,” said Da Costa.
“The surefulness is terrific,” said the
nabob, “I can identify that esteemed

tie-pin swearfully.” .
*] say, you fellows, I thought it

looked like You's tie-pin,”  gasped
Banter. I noticed thut when 1 found
i

Wharton's face was grim.

“Pon's diamond pin?' he said, “So
that's why that villain Marker has made
fricnds with Pon. That's why he's hang-
ing abont the neighbourhood. He's
been spying and getting information,
and he's got on to it that Ponsonby’s on
bad terms with us, and he's got hold of
Ponsonby, and he's found him rascal
cnough to help him.”

“Looks like it," said Nugent. “In
fact, it can't be anything eclse, as Pon’s
pin was found in your desk. It's plain
enongh that you're going to be accused
of stealing it; it couldn’t be there for
anything olse.”

“But Low did it get there®” asked
Johnny Bull. *Pon came here to-day,
but he never came near the House, He
hasn't been at Greyfriars for weeks, and
Da Costa says he was wearing thi= pin
only a few days ago. Pon never had
any chance of planting the thing here.”

The juniors looked at enc another in
silence. They had discovered that it was
Ponsouby’s diamond—they had no doubt
that the blackguard of Higheliffo was in
confederation with Captain Marker. Yet
the matter still remained unexplained.
It was obviously impessible for Fon-
sonby, or any other Higheliffe man, to
have pluced the diamond where it had
been found by Bunter. Arthur da
Costa breathed hard.,  He knew what
the obvious cxplanation was, and he had
a hunted look.

“The rogue must have some con-
federate in this school,” said Johony
Bull at last.

“You must suspect that it was I,”
muttered Da Costa wretchedly., “But
it was not. I swear that it was not.”

“Of course it was!” snorted Bunter.

“8hut up, Dunter!”

“I've told you that I belicve you, Da
Costa,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
“The thing was put there by SDmE]JOIj:‘[
else, and we've got to find out that
somebody. I ean't believe any Grey-
friars man would do such a thing. Pon
has some fricnds here—Skinner and Angel
and Kenney—and one or two others; but
they wouldn’t do a thing like this: it's
impossible, There's no fellow at Grey-
friars such a villain as Pon—no other
fellow at Higheliffe, either—no fellow
outside prison, I believe, No Greyfriars
ehap put this thing in my desk, and no
Higheliffe man, either. Who did it?"”

“(oodness knows,” said Bob.

“If that fat idiot hadn't been rum-
maging my desk, the pin would have
stayed where it was hidden,” said
Harry. “I never use that drawer,
There's only lumber in it. It was there
to be found—after I've been accused of
stealing it, and a search demanded by
Ponsonby. That's clear. That means
that an accusation is coming, and may
come at any moment.” The captain of
the Remove gave a sudden start. “That’s
why Ponsonby came over here this after-
noon. ‘That's why he forced a scrap
with me. It was to make out that I'd
had an opportunity of pinching the tie-
pin. Of course, I could have done_it
while I was grappling with him, if I'd
wanted to, and if he had it on. 'That
was the game.”

“ And the pin was hidden here all tho
time,” said Bob, in a hushed voice.
“What an awlul rascal!”

“We know Ponsonby,” said Wharton
bitterly. “We know he worked up a
scheme to get that chap Courtenay
sacked, when he first came to Higheliffe,
and very nearly got away with it. He's
capable of anything, Just the fellow
that villain Marker wanted to get hold
of.” His lips set. “I'm pgoing fo
Quelchy now. You'll come with me,
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Bunter! 1 hawd over ahis pin o over to Greyfriars after hearing Pon- Mobbs tarily. *Phiv boy, Pan-onby,
Guelchy, and tell im the whole story. sonby’s  statement thar he bad been Lias been vabbed—robbed, -ir, of an
That's the way to put paid to Ponsonby robbed there, It was a matter that could  nreicle of value”

i advance. When we get the accusa- not he settlod 100 soon.  The wreteliod Mre. Queleli’s  eyes narvvowed  and
tion from Highelifie, Quelchy will know  1luef had te be exposed, and the plunder glinted.

liow to handle it, knowing the whole recovered, before he had had o chance But he did not look astanizhed er

story befors it comes.™
“Good cgg!" said Bob.
*Comn with me, Bunter.”
“1 say, wyou fecllows,

Quelehy—"
“ Fathead !

don't  tell
We've got to tell him.”

T mean, don't tell him what 1 was
looking in  the desk for,” gasped
Bunter, “T—I—I don't want GQuelchy
to know abouat—about Sure Snips.” .

“Quelchy  would like to ‘knqw,'
griuned Bob Cherry. *He dovsn’t know,
o far, that he's got 2 rorly dog in his
PForm.”

*Qh, really, Cherry—""

“Come on, fathead,” said Wharton,
“There's no need to {ell Quelchy why
you wera rooting through the desk, It's
jolly lucky you were doing it, as it
turns out,  There's no time to waste—
vome on.”

And Harry Wharton, taking the Owl
of the Remove with bim, went down
at once to Alr. Queleh’s study; where
the master of the Remove listened to
a story that made him open his cyes
wide with astonishment and herror.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Accusation!

OBBY!” remarked Vernon-

Stith,
“Little  Mobby ™  said
Ogilvy. 1 wonder what he

wants, "

The Bounder grinned.

“He's got Pon with him! Dear old
on has been complainin’ about havin’
his head punched here this afternocon.”

“Pon came lere and started that,”
said Redwing.

“Well, he hasn't come to render
thanks, anyway,” said Smithy. And the
juniors laughed.

A good many fellows looked rather
curionsly at Mr, Mobbs, the master of
the Fourth Form at Higheliffe, as he
walked up to the House, with Cecil Pon-
sonby walking at his side, BIr. Mobbs
was not an impressive gentleman—he
was small, and he was thin, and he had
mean features and sharp little eyes that
reminded one of a rat; but he had a
rather important air as if he strove la
make up by manner what he lacked in
physique.

The handsome and elegant Ponsonby
wias almost as tall as his Form-master,
and beside the dandy of Higheliffe, Mr,
Mobby looked nicaner than ever. Per-
ltaps his nature had something to do
with it; Mr. Mobbs was a toad-cater
of the hirst water. His excessive kind-
ness to Ponsonby and other well-connce-
ted and wealthy fellows, was only equal-
led by his acerbity to Smithson and his
friends, who were not wealthy or well-
conneeted,

Many a time had Mr. Mobbs whisked
into  Greyfriars with a complaint to
mitke; his view apparently heing that
Ponsonby eould do no wrong; and that
any fellow who punched Pon’s nose was
committing a sort of sacrilege—even if
Ton_had punched first. Being punched
by Pon was an honour for a common
mortal, appeared to ba Mr. Mobbs’
opinion. If there was trouble, ss there
often was, Pon was in the night; Mr,
Mobbs took that for granted to begin
with,

At the present moment, Mr. Aobbs
was bristling with indignation and dis-
gust. 1le had lost no time in getting

of dispozing of it, or concealing it where
it could not bLe Tound.

Mr. Mobbs frowned at the gronp of
Gireyfriars juniors as e passed them.
Pouronby glunced at them with his usnal
insolent air, secure in the knowledge that
he could not be kicked in the presence
of his Form-master.

They contered the House.

From his study window, Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove, bebeld the
visitors. and his lips sct in a tight line
at the sight of them. When AMr. Mobbs
entered, he  found Trotter, the page,
waiting for hin,

" This way. sir | said Trotter.
“I have called to sce the
master,” said Mr, Hobbs, stiffly,
“Mr. Quelch said show you to lis

study, sir.”

Mr. Mobbs blinked at Trotter.
"“I_ fail to understand,” he
{Thia call was not cxpected
Queleh.”

“That’s what he said, sir,” onswered
Trotter, “This way, sir.”

In a very puzzled framo of mind, My,
Mobbs followed Trotter into Masters
passage. It was impossible that Mr.
Queleh had been expecting the call, as
llc had only decided to come aver to
Greyfriars  alter hearing Ponsonby’s
story at Higheliffe, and had sent no
word. However, he followed Trotter,
and was shown into Mr, Quaelch's study
with Ponsonby, and TIrotter drew the
door shut and departed.

Mr. Queich rose to his feet.

The grimness of his face was rather
striking to the view. But he gave the
Higheliffe master a formal bow, taking
no notice of Ponsonby.

"“"Be seated, sir,” said Mr. ueleh,
grimly, and he waved his hand to o
chair. “I have been expecting this call.”

“I will not sit down, thank you,”
rasped Mr. Mobbs, “and I utterly fail
to understand, sir, how you can have
been expecting this call,” 1 may add
thu.t” it iy the headmaster I desire to
see.

“Your visit concerns & member of my
Farm, T beliove?”

“That is correct; though reallv—.”
Mr, Mobbs was surprised uf]d suaf;ic‘ioun,
and Ponsonby, with all his alert coolness,
had a vague fecling of uncasiness, 1t
really was inexplicable how Mr. Quelch
knew all this,

*Dr. Locke leaves all matters per-
tainimg to my form in my hands,” said
Mr. Queleh, I will therefore heay whar,
vou have to say. Il you consider it
worth while to

Head-

runtoed.
v 3r.

shovked as might have been eapecied.
Really, it seemed as if Mre. Queleh had
Loy st ivipuding the aceusition as well
as the visit,  Which was iuexplicable,
il it was the ease.

“Of what has this boy leen robbed,
sir ¥ he mquired.

“ A diamomd tie-pin—an  article of
great value,” said Mr. Mobbs,

“You aceuse a Greylriars boy "

"1 accuse a boy named Wharton,”

“Not of your ewn knowledge, I pres
sume?” impired the Remoye master,
with an inflection of sarcasim in his voice.

* Naturally, not,” suid Mpr. Mobbs.
“ Ponsonby reported his Joss to me, with
ull partienlars; and I have taken the

matter 1 hand immediately,”

"Your accusation, then, depends
wholly upon I'ensonby’s report {o you,
Mr. Mobbs?”

“Quite! I trust Ponsonby’s word absae
lutely.”

“You will scarcely expect me lo do
s0, when he charges a Greylviars boy
with an act of unserupulous wicked-
ness,” said Mr. Quelch dryly.

*It is a matter for proof!” said Mr,
Mobbs, “and the preof will be forth-
coming.”

I am waiting to hear it,” said Mr,
Queleh.

“TIonsonby, as he informs me, came
over here this afternoon to see Wharton.
Two fricnds camne with him——"

“One moment,” said Mr. (,%uolch. “ 1%
lina  frequently been brought 1o my
notice that this boy, Ponsonby, is on
unfriendly terws with Wharton, I desire
ta know why he came to visit a boy
with whom he is on unfriendly terms.”

“That is easily explained, and rpe-
dounds to the credit of Ponsonby, Mo
was engaged in some dispute with Whar-
ton a few days ago, and on reflection
he considered that he had acted hastily,
and that he owed the boy an apology.
He came here specially to tender that
apology, sir.”

" Very much to his eredit; if correect,”
suid Mr. Queleh, “and may I ask what
transpired, or what Ponsonby told yon
Franspired 37

“Wharton treated him in a friendly
munner while in the presence of other
boys. Buat when Ponsonby was leaving,
and out of hearing of the others, Whay-
ton insulted him and attacked litm, aml
there was a renflle. T have no donbt,”
uwdded  Mr. Mobhs, hitterly, *“that
Wharton would represent the reverse as
having Dbeen tha case,”

“1 have ne doubt of it, sir,” said Me.
Luelely, mmmoved, “and T simuhl Liave

{Continued an next page.)

trouble the llcad in
the 1atter after-
wards, you are at
full liberty to Jdo so.
In the meantime,
pray allow me to
hear what complaing
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116 hesitation whatever in taking Whar-
ton's word on shat point,”

“And 1, sir, take Ponsonby's word
without .question,” said DMr. Mobbs,
raising his voice a little. .

“We will agree to differ on that point,
which after all is immaterial,” said the
Remove master, calinly, “Let us come
to the alleged theft.”

“While seufling with Wharton, Pon-
sonby felt his necktie tugged, but at the
time, and in the excitement of the
moment, did not specially heed it. It
was after he had left the precinets of
Greyfrinrs, and had started to return
to Highelife with his friends, that he
missed his tie-pin, Then he recalled the
incident; and very properly reported it
to me at once.”

Mr. Quelah looked hard and lone at
Ponsonby. There was something like
wonder in his look; and it was not the
look that Ponsonby expected. It in-
creased the vague uneasiness that
troubled him.

“In a word,” suid the Remove master,
“Ponsonby accuses Wharton of having
forced a scufe upon him, for the pur-
pose of stealing his diamond pin.”

“Precisely, That the pin was stolen
does not admit of doubt. Ponsonby had
it in hia tie when he came here, and
missed it as soon as he left.”

“With your permission, Mr. Mobbs, I
will ask Ponsonby a few gquestions. You
will acknowledge that this is a matter
that cannot be sifted too thoroughly.
Either a Greyfriars boy is a thief, or a
Higheliffo boy has made a false, malici-
ous, and infamous accusation from
motives of enmity.”

Mr. Mobbs started a little.

“Do you suggesl—"" he exclaimed.

“1 suggest nothing, so far; T desire
only to ascertpin tho precise facts,” said
Mr. Queleh blandly.

Grunt from Mr, Mobbs,

“You may ask Ponsonby anything you
please. Ponsonby is perfectly prepared
to answer all guestions, whether asked
by you or by the headmaster—or by an
inspector of police,” added Mr. Mobbs
significantly.

“1 think it very probable that this
will prove to be a matter for the
police,” assented Mr. Quelch. “Pon-
sonby, you state explicitly that the tie-
pin was taken from you during your
scuffle with Wharton, on or near the
junior ericket-ground here?"

“Yos, sir,” said Ponsonby, starting a
little, however. He wondered how Mr.
Quelch knew that the scuffle had taken
place on Little Side. Mr. Quelch seemed
to know all sorts of uncxpected things
that afternoon,

“You distinctly state that Wharton
abatracted it?"

“Yes|"” said Ponsonby firmly.

“You were aware at the moment of
his action?"” asked Mr. Quelch. *“Yet
you did not denounce him and claim
your property on the spot.”

“Ponsonby was not aware—" began
Mr. Mobbs.

“Please let Ponsonby speak for him-
eelf, sir,” said the Remove master.

“Very well!” snorted Mr. Mobbs.
“We are wasting time—but, very well.
Answer Mr, Quelch, my dear Pon-
sonhy."

“I -wag not aware, at the moment,
that Whavton had jerked the pin oul of
my tie," said Ponsonby calmly. "I was
rather excited at the time, sc‘uﬂ'iillg with
him. I felt him pulling or groping at
my tie, but that's nothing in a scuffle.
missed the Pin after I'd started for
Higheliffe, Then L thought of coming
vack for it; but, having thought the
matter over, I decided that it was my
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duty to place it in my Form master’s
hands, I thought it was too serious a
matter to be settled by schoolboys among
themselves."

“Very proper!” commented Mr,
Mobbs, “Very right and proper, in-
deed ! Pon had hiz own Form master's

approval, at least, whatever Mr. Quelch
thought of him.

“You did not think that the pin might
have fallen by accident during the
scuffle t'"" asked Mr, Queleh.

“I knew that it was safely pinned,”
answerad Ponsonby. I knew that it
could not have fallen out by accident.”

“You have no doubt that it was de-
liberately taken by the Greyfriars boy
with whom you were engaged in a
scuffie?"

“ None whatever, sir!t”

“In a word, you accuse Wharlon of
theft 7"

“1 de!”

“¥You have come here with your Form
master to make this accusation, and to
claim the return of your property 7"

“ You, sir "

“Very good " said Mr. Quelch. “If
Wharton, of my Form, has committed
a theft, the stolen property will un-
doubtedly be returned, and the boy will
be expelled ignominiously from Grey-
friars."” Ponsonby's eyes glittered for a

second. “Ilut in a matter such as this,
we cannot be too careful, Mr, Mobbs.
May I ask what steps you proposc
taking ?"

“The boy should be called in, sir, and
confronted with Ponsonby,” said Mr.
Mobbs. “If he has the audacity—as I
do not doubt—to deny his guilt, Le must
be searched.”

“ And then,” said Mr. Quelch, * admit-
ting that 1he stolen property is not
found on him, what then?”

“His belongings, sir, should then be
searched—his study, any receptacle such
as a desk, a box, a locker,” said Mr.
Mobbs. *Really, sir, these questions
appear to me frivolous. Bearch must be
made, and in my presence. I am bound
to say, sir, that I refuse to allow the
slightest opportunity for the stolen
article to be smuggled out of sight.”

“Indeed, sirt"”

“Indeed !” snapped Mr. Mobbs,
“This is not a matter for cercmony,
sic. I say plainly that unless the search
of Wharton and his belongings is con-
ducted in my presence, I shall place the
matter in the fl'a.ncls of Inspector Grimes
at Courtfield, with a formal accusation
of theft against Wharton.”

“Quite so,” said Mr. Quelch, still un-
moved. ‘““And if the stolen article be
discovered in Wharton's study,
f'rinstance, you will take that as abso-
lute proof that he purloined it?"”

Mr. Mobbs stared.

“Naturally I"" he snapped.

“Naturally,” assented Mr. Queleh. “I
fear that such evidence might have con-
vinced even me, knowing Wharton's
honourable and upright character as I
do. It is obviously impossible for Pon-
sonby himself to have smuggled the
article into a hiding-place in Wharton's
study, with a view to making this accu-
sation.”

“What !
able—"

“On the olher hand, Mr. Mobbs, Pon-
sonby is quite capable of that action,
and I fear of many other acts of wicked-
ness,” said Mr. Queleh sternly. “Pon-
sonby, sir, has deceived you, and has
come here with a falsehood on his lips,
to blacken the character of an honour-
able lad—and the proof of that, sir, is
in my hands.”

“Nonsense!" blustered Mr. Mobbs;
but Ponsonby did not speak. He stood

Ponsonby is quite incap-

pale as death, his eyes hunted in their
expression. Only too well he knew that
Mr. Queleh was not the man to speak
idle words; what he said he meant.
And Ponsonby, realising that in some
strange way the plot was known, stood
in stricken terror, speechless.

“Nonsense, I repeat!” snapped Mr.
Mobbs. * Utter nonsense!"

“We shall see,” said the Remove
master quietly. “I¢ is stated that n
diamond pin belonging to Ponsonby has
been stolen, This diamond pin, 1 have
no doubt, can be easily identified.”

“Cortainly it can; I am well
acquainted with the article myself, and
many boys at Higheliffe can identify it
if necessary—as well as Ponsonby’s rela-
tive, who gave it him. Wharton will
escape by no.such casy subterfuge as
that—""

“Enough, sir! You say that you per-
sonally can identify the diamond pin?"”

“1 can, sir, at a glance,”

Mr. Queleh removed his blotting-pad,
and there was a flash and o sparkle
whoere it had lain.

“1a that it, sir?"" he asked.

Ponsonby stirred slightly, shivering.
The diamond tiepin, which Captain
Marker had concealed in a locked
drawer of Wharton's desk in Study
No. 1—as lhe had told Ponsonby, ot
least—lay in full view on Mr. Quelch’s
table, gleaming and sparkling in the
sunset.

Mr. Mohbs bent forward,

“That is the article, sir.” lLe said
triumphantly. “That is it—a dozen
persons can identify it if necessary! I
cannot understand, sir, why you have
wasted so much time, when the stolen

article has already come into your
hands. You found this in Wharton's
possession—""

“T did not, sir!"” said Mr. Quelch, in
a_grinding voice, ‘This dinmond pin,
sir, waa found by another junior, in
Wharton's desk in his study half an hour
before Ponsonby came to Greyfriars this
afternoon [’

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Clean Breast of It !

HERE was a dead silence in Mr.

E Queleh’s study.

Ponsonby, almost sick, put his

hand on the back of & chair for

support. His legs secmed to be erump-
ling under him

Mr. Mobbs stood dumbfounded.

He was taken utterly by surprise, and
thrown off his balance. Hostile and
offensive ns he was, Mr, Mobbs knew, ot
course, that Mr. Queleh was stating the
exact facts; that no consideration what-
ever would have induced the Greyfiriara
master to defend or conceal a thief.
Hitherto, Mr, Mobbs had not had the
slightest doubt of the truth of Pon-
sonby's statements. That sudden and
unexpeeted proof that Ponsonby's state-
ments were a tissue of falschoods, fairly
staggered him. He stood like a man in
a trance, and then suddenly sat down in
the nmearest chair, gasping.

“This accusation,” went on Mr.
Quelch’s grinding voice, “is false and
malicious from beginning to end. In
some unknown way, Ponsonby contrived
to have this diamond pin concealed in
a drawer of Wharton's desk in his study
—concealed there in a way that made 1t
utterly unlikely that Wharton would dis-
cover it. Had it never been found until
a search was instituted, many would
have taken it for proof that Wharton
had committed a miserable theft—I fear
—I greatly fear—that such evidence
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would have made me doubt him. For
even now I cannot imagine lhow thle
diamond was placed there—though Pon-
sonby will explain that point before he
leaves this study, or else he mll leave it
in the custody of a constable,”

Mr. Mobbs gasped for breath.

“I=I—I [fail to—to—to understand
this, sir!” he stuttered at last. *“There
is some—some mistake. You ray that
this diamond pin ,was found in “Whar-
ton's desk—hby whom, sir??

“ By boy uamed Bunter. He
bl\OWGd it to Wharton, whe, knowing
that it was not his, immediately
brought it to me.”

Myr. Mobbs gulped.

*Wharton brought it fo you, sir®”

“He did [

“Goodness gracious!” gasped A,
Mobbs.

“I have ecarefully questioned the
bhoys,” went on the Remove mastor.

“The diamond pin was found in thn
desk half an hour before Ponsonby
camo to Groyfriars this
Bunter had it in his pocket at the very
time tliat Wharton was scuffling with
Ponsonby—Dunter believing, at thut
time, that it was Wharton's. At the
time, sir, that Ponsonby cstates that
Wharton snatched this diamond pin
from him in a seuffle, this diamond pin
was in the' pocket of a bay standing at
a distance watching the scuffle.”

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Mobbs.

“That 1= why, sir, I expected your
visit this afterncon,” said Alr. Qm-]vh
grimly. ““Wharton handed the diamoud
pin into my keeping, and made a
statement that it had been placed in a
Lidden nook of his desk Ly some nn-
known perzon. DBunter staled ihe time
when he found it, and that it was in
liis pocket at the time Wharton was
seuffling  with  Pousonby, Wharton
warned me that he fully expecred a

afterncon. .

knew.

charge to be made agaivst Lim by
Pouzonby, and left the matter in my
hands. He acquainted mnie, too, with

certain other details—sueh as the name
of the man with whom Ponsonby
appears to have acted in collusion—a
man, sir, who stands to benefit Ly the
tisgrace of Wharton, owing to certain
conditions under a cortain will”

Mr. Mobbs staggerced to his feet,

He gave Ponsonby one look—a bitter,
scathing look, which indicated his feel-
ings at being landed in a situation like
this,  Neverthelrss, Mr. Mobbs stil!
laped to carry off the matter with a
Ligh hand. Ponsonby could be’ given
i severe losson later; Lot at Greyiviars
Alr, Mobbs did not want to yield an
inch if he could help it.

“I—I cannot accept this, sir,” Lo
said, T cannot accept this story. A
concoction  between  the  twe  hoy
Wharton and Buonter, no doubt. 1'as
sibly Wharton, frightened at what he
had doue, gave up thae diamond to yaou,
sir, with this tale, in collusion with
Bunter. At all nvents, as the property
13 recovered, the matter need be pushed
no further. Windly lLand me that pin,

sir, and I will take niy leave,  Cone,
Ponsonby 1”

Mr. Quelch picked up the diamond
pin from hLis table, dropped it into a

drawer, and suapped the drawer shut,

“That pin, giv, romaing heve until a
coustahle arrives to rake afticial charge
of it!” he answered ieily.

“What? What?”

“¥ou, s=ir, are ot liherty to dopart
as soon as you pleaze; hut the samne
dons nnd nmsl\' to Ponzonby. I shall
:IL'hLm Ponsonby here nntil 2 constable
arrives from Clourtficld Pui!(‘n Htation
te take hLim into custody.”

Mr. Mobbs sank down into the chair
again, his legs feiling {0 support line.
His f{ave was chalky white, The

. There was a flash and a sparkle in the study, as Billy Bunter
e | jerked out the diamond pin and held it up. Harry Wharton

; y! stared at it dumbfounded. That if was a valuable diamond,
{ and that it did not belong to their skipper, Wharton’s chums
: Yet Bunter had found it locked up in Wharton’s desk !

{(See Chapter 9.)
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the indelible
that was impending, almo-t
A Highcliffie Loy

{houglt of the scundal,

disgrace,
overwhelmed him.
tahen into custody by the polier,
charged  with  erime—for this was
crime!l The name of Highelitfie Bchaoi
bandied from mouth to moutli—in &l
the newspapers—endless  shame  aned
scandul ! Mr. Mobbs gusped helplessly.
His briel defianee had crumbled aways
he  fairly erumpled up  before  the
“teady, steely eyes of the Remove
master of Greyfriars,

Y Sir!"” he g'l‘*pt‘d. TRl

"\’uu a\('r, said Mr. Quelel, n on
voice  of dron, *“‘that Wharton and
Bunter have coneocled a tale togother
you deeline to withdraw \IHI‘ RIR AT,
tion of theft. Very well, v I, in
iy turn, accise 1‘0u<0nb3 uP hinvingy
weretly and  treacherously couveved
tismond pin into o desk be lmwlug in
a Ureyfriars boy, and of i|L\|ng fu!
lowed up that iniquitots action by an
avcusation of theft amainst the boy iu

question.  On this charge L shall ve.
auvst o police-oflicer to take him intn
cistody,™

“Tor merey's sale, sir!™ puntecl
Ponsonhy. "1—T—- For 1here) 4

W

spke, siv, dou't—don't—ob, don’t!

The cool insolence of the rascal of
Higheliffe had deserted him now.  Ha
wag while as a sheet, and  (rembling

with fear. . '
Expulsion from Higheliffe wasx n
matter of course, if Mr, Queleh took

iis threatened action. What the legal
penalties might be Popsonby did ne
know; but the bare thought of being
taken into police custody  chilled him
with terror to thie very mmarrow eof lis
banes,
Mr Quelch's steely eyes fixed on Lim
varhlessly,
“T have no pity ior you.
THE MAGNET LaBaany. Nuo.
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You have acted with a wickedness
slmost incredible in a boy of your age.
You are an unscrupulous scoundrel!
More, you are a dangerous character!
‘I'he most complete and public exposure
of your rasca}&ty i all that remains.
Yor the sake of tho boy against whom
vou huve plotted, I cannot atford to be
lonient.  This matter must be placed in
the hands of the police.”

Lonsonby groaned aloud.

“for pity's sake, si—" he moancd
in utter misery and fear.

Mr, Mobbs found his voice.

“Mr, Quelech! Consider, siv! I1—I
withdraw tho accusation against Whar-
ton—1 admit that it was all a mis-
take—" .

“ A mistake on your part, sir; on
’onsonby's part, a _deliberate attempt
to injure an honourable lad!” -

“I—I admit it, sir! Ponsonby will
be punished—severely punished! Dut
think of the disgrace, sir—his father is
# member of the nobility, sir—bhis

uncle bears an honoured title—"

“That is quite immaterial, sir. It
was for Ponsonby to think of that be-
for¢ he cntered into league with a
dastardly character to blacken Whar-
ton's name.” .

“I—I—I never, héard of—of this, sir!
You say that Ponsonby was influenced
Iy some person—no doubt that is true,
sir. Consider, sir, if the unhappy boy
hes ncted under somo wicked influ-
ence!” panted Mr, Mobbs, “I place
myself at your merey, siv!  Think of
the good name of Higheliffe—of this
miiserable  boy's rolatives, sir—of the
frarful scandal of a police case—"
Alr. Mobbs slmost babbled. . .

Ponsonby had sunk into a chair, his
fuce buried in his hands. He was
down and out mow, beaten at every
point, overwhelmed with shame and
fear. This was tho end of the scheme
¢oncerted  with  Erie  Marker—the
scheme in which, as Pon had supposed,
Marker had taken all the risks—the
scheme that was infallible—that was
itupossible to fail! A mere mischanee
—the accidental finding of tho con-
coaled diamond before the pretended
theft had taken place—that was alll
The bestlaid schemes of mice and
men gang oft agley; and the merest
chance had upsct this scheme from be-
ginning to end.

Yot if Ponsonby and his coulederate
liad only considered it, the success that
sectned so certain had been  all  the
while cxtremely uncertain; for false-
hood, though never so cunning, can
never be made to look quite like truth;
amd  every falschood carrivs in it
somewhere and somehow, its own refu-
tation. Every wretched dabbler in
crimme has discovered, sooner or later,
that it is impossible to guard all
points; that honesty is not only the
hest policy, but the only possible policy
if there is to be success.

Ponsonby was making that discovery
now. He had made it before, more
than once, and the lesson had becn lost
on him.

The wretched schemer had  utlerly
broken down. A dry sob shook him
from head to foot as he sat with his
face in his hands.

There was a pause,

“ can make no promise, Mr.
Mobbs,” said the Remove master at
lust, “The boy Wharten must be pro-
tected from further dastardly scheming
of this sort.”

“ Ponsonby will never—never——"

“I must have assurances of that
waid Mr. Quelch icily, “I rcpeat that
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1 can make no promises. Dut I will
say this: I will do my best to kcep this
matter to our knowledge only, and
leave Ponsonby's punishment to his own
headmasier, if the wretched boy will,
here and now, make a tull aud frank
confession, writo it down in my
prescuce, and sign it, witn you, sir, and
myself as witnesses, ‘This is the very
least that I must require for the pro-
tection of the boy against whom he has
plotted so wickedly.”
Ponsonby raised a haggard face.

“T'll do it, sir—I'll do anything—
anything——"
“Then speak,” said Mr. Quelch.

“In the first place, confess how the
diamond pin was placed in Wharton's
desk unknown to him.”

“That villain—Captain  Marker!”
groancd Ponsouby. It was hiy doing
from beginning to end! I-I never
meant——"

“Keep to the truth, you miserable
boy 1™

“Who is Captain Marker ?” stuttered
Mr. Mobbs. *I never heard of him.”

“The man, sir, who stands to benehit
under a will, if Wharton shiould be dis-
graced, and thercfore proved unworthy
of & certain legacy, lett him on con-
ditions. Proceed, Ponsonby!”

“ Marker fixed it all up, sir,” groaned
Ponsonby. “I never knew his reason,
oxcept that he had some trouble with
Wharton, and I hated him. I—I met
him by chance. I—1 don’t know much
about him. He got into Greyfriars last
night, and planted that diamend pin in
Wharton's desk T

“How did he know how te find his
way about this building 7"

“I—I told hitn—I've been here a lot
of times, and I-—I told him how to get
aboul,” muttered Ponsenby. “I sew
him to-day and—and he told me it was
all fixed—he had a lot of keys and ho'd
uulocked a drawer in Wharton's desk
and hidden the diamond under & lot of
things where it wouldn't be found by
chanco——"

“Good heavens!" breathed Mr, Mobbs.
I'he master of the Higheliffe Fourth was
genuinely shocked and dismayed.

“And then you came here this after-
noon to foree a scufle on Wharton, to
givo colour to the story that he hLad
abstracted the diamond pin,” said
Mr. Quelch sternly.

“Tt—it was Marker's suggestion, sir,
It had to be lixed up somechow thut
Wharton had an opportunity of laking
it. I—I'm sorry—-"

“ Your sorrow, I think, is entirely for
vourself,” said Mr, Quelch with biting
scorn, ‘*No doubt this charge may Lo
brought home to Captain Markor--he
will be required to aecount for where he
was last night—and doubtless his finger-
prints may be traced on Wharton's desk
by an expert. Where is the man to be

found ?" ) .
“ At the Red Lion in Redelyffe, siv.”
“Very good! Ponsonby, you wi

make out a full confession of this matter,
with a detailed account of your dealings
with Captain Marker. Sit at this table—-
here is pen and paper.”

Ponsonby wrote, under the Remnve
master’s eye. He wrote feverishly, only
hoping that the confession might save
him. After he had finished, Mr. Quelch
read the paper through, slowly and
carefully and then requested Mr. Mobbs
to read it and sign it as a witness.
Mr, Mobbs having done so, the Remove
master signed it in turn as a second
witness, Then he folded the paper and
locked it in his desk.

“For the present, the matter ends
here,” he said. He took the diamond
pin from the table-drawer. * You may

take this now, Ponsonby, and go! Thu
owtcome depends largely upon Colonel
Wharton's actions and views and upoh
Captain Marker's attitude:; but if 1 can
bietp it, it shall not be made puldic.
That is all 1 can say. Go! Mr, Mobbs,
I wish you good-afternoon!”

And the Fourth Form master of High-
clitte departed with a crushed and
bewildered look that drew mauny glances
upon him as he went: and Ponsonby
went with him—not now the cool.
insolent dandy who had stared super-
ciliously around him as he came—he
went like o beaten cur, sneaking along
wretchedly by the side of his downcast
Form-master. Harry Wharton & Co. in
the guadrangle, watched them go, and
they could almost have found it in their
hearts to pity the wretched Ponsonby,
as he sueaked miserably away.

“That’s that!” said Bob Cherry.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Captain Marker’s Last Blow !

RIHUR DA COSTA stopped
A suddenly.

The Eurasian ~junior wpa

sauntering  along  the path

across Courtlield common, the same path

that Harry Wharton & Co. had been

following & couple of wecks before, when

they had eome upou Ponsonby and
Cuaptain Marker.

Several days hLad passed since that
scene in Mr. Quelch's study at Grey-
frinrs, when the hapless Mr. Mobbs had
departed in so crushed a state with the
defeated schemer. What had happened
to Ponsonby after his return to Higl-
clitfe, the chums of the Remove did not
know. That Mr. Mobbs would visit
severe punishment upon him for having
placed him in such u false position, was
fairly certain: but it was likely thut
Mr. Mobbs would keep the matter 2s
dark as he could, in order to prevent
Ponsonby from being expelled from
Highclitfe. 8o far, nothing had been
made publie, though Mr. Quelch and
Dr. Locke had both been in consultation
with Colonel Wharton on the subject.

It was Wednesday now, and that after-
noon the Remove were playing the
Upper Fourth., For a cricket match with
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper
Fourth, the Remove did not need all
their best men and Harry Wharton had
left the captainey in the hands of Vernon-
Smith, and walked over to Higheliffe to
see Courfenay. He was aware that
Frank Courtenay knew something of the
affair of the diamond pin. Neither was
Pa Costa in the Remove ecleven—so
mighty a man was not needed against
the Upper Fourth. So after watching
the Form match for a time, Da Costa
had strolled away, and walked across the
common to meet Wharton as he camo
back from Higheliffe.

It was & somewhat lonely path across
the wide common, winding among treos
and hawthorn bushes. Da Costa
sauntered along in a leisurely way,
having plenty of time on bis hands. It
was the sight of a figure ahead of him
on the shady path that eaused him to
stop suddenly, a gleam coming into his
oyes.

At the end of the shady path, beyond
which lay the open common stretching
to the Highcliffe road. a man stood back
under the trees, his back to Da Cosla,
watching the open expanse,

Da Costa did not need to see his faco
to know who it was. It was Captain
Marker.

The Furasian stood quite still for a
moment and then stepped off tho path
into the trees.



possibly he had secen Wharton on his
way to Ilighelilfe. Watching the man
ihrough tho thickets, Da Costa ecould
see, beyond a doubt, that Marker was
in ambush, e kept himself carvefully
Lidden from the open common, the
direction of Higheliffe, as ho watched
from the hawthorns. e could only be
seen by anyone coming from the other
direction—the dirvection from which
Da Costa had come.

The Eurasian’s heart beat faster.

Beforo long, Wharton would bae
coming along that path. He was sure,
or almost sure, that the captain knew
it, and was waiting for him.

What did he intend?

The defeated schiemer, whose lask
dosperalo blow had failed, was at the
rnd of his tether now, whether he kncw
it or not. Nothing was left to him hul
o abandon his rascally scheme agninst
his rival for a fortune; and that mieant
ruin to the spendthrift, who was involveil
in endless debts and difficulties. What
did he intend—as he half-crouched there
in the hawthorns al the end of the shady
path, watching the common? What
fierce and desperate thoughts might be
working in the mind of the man from
India?

The Eurasian breathed hard.

He could only wait and watch ; ready
to inlervene, and help. if danger
threatened the captain of the Remove.
And cvory instinet warned him {hat
Wharten was in danger now,

Thero was a sound of running [oot-
steps on the grassy path, Da Costa
hacked decper into cover as the captain
came running. Marker stopped, not six
vards from the hidden junior, and
hacked behind a tree close to the path.

Da Costa could hear his deep, hard
breathing as he stood there—watching.

The lnrasian could puess what that

about to enter the path through the
trees—and he had chosen to wait for the
(Greyfriars junior in the very heart of
the thicket; a proof that he did not
desire any eyes but his own to see what
was about to happen.

As he stood behind the tree Marker
glanced up and down the path, and
peered into the thickets round Lim,
sharply, suspiciously.

Da Costa kopt elose in cover. The
expression on Marker’s face startled
him—so savage and malignant and in-
tense was it. It was the face of a
desperate and ruthless man that Da
Costa glimpsed through the (hickets.

A few minutes later there was the
sound of footsteps on the path again,
and Harry Wharton came in sight.

He came swinging along carelessly,
with a checry face, evidently uncon-
scious of danger on the path.

With a sugdcn spring Marker eame
ouf into the path as the captain of Lhe
Remove was about to pass him.

Wharton stopped.

“Youl” he cjaculated.

Captain Marker stood in the path
before him, his eyes fixed on the Groy-
friars junior.

The malignancy of his expression
made Wharton back away o few pucos.
He clenched his hands, watching the
captain warily.

“8o I've got you!l”
“1've got you mow, boy. Your friends
are not with you now, It will he a
ragging this time, Harry Wharton [

“Keep your distance, you rotior!”
answered Wharton coolly, “Are yon
hanging about here to meet Ponsonhy ?
You won't sce him again,”

“You are still at Greyfriars?”

Wharton laughed contemptuously.

“Yes; and Ponsonby is lucky 1o be
still at Highcliffe. Hasn't he sent you

said Marker.
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At ull events, there he was—and Wharton coming across the common, see him.”

*“Then you know "

“Ponsenby has writlen aud signed a
conlession,” said Harry, his lip curling.
“The game is up. If that's what you
wanted to find out from Ponsonby, you
can hear it from me. You are going
to be ealled to account for having
broken into Greyfriars at night, and
hiding the diamond pin in my study.
You've overstopped the law at last,
you rotier, and given yourself away!
Auything more you want to know?”

*No," said Captain Marker, in a low
voice. " That is enough, If ihat young,
rascal has hetrayed me, I know (e
pume is up. And from what you say
it is elear cnough. 1 came here to waio
for him, alter sending him a message,
But I suppose he will not come.”

“You ennt bet on that,” said ITarry.
“THe's ton busy taking ecare of himsell.
amdl  wondering  whether he will be
sacked from Iligheliffe to bother about
you.”

Y Neo doubt.”

“Now let me pass,” said Harry,

The eaptain laughed a low, pleasaul
laugh.

“'he game is up,” he said. “T Lave
been beaten all along the line. Now
that 1 knew what has happened, T do
nol want to see Ponsonby. But BT
very glud to see you, ITarry Wharton,
i this lonely place, with no eyes {o
witness.  You are at my wercy here.”

“Nol quile,” said Wharton coolly.
thongh his heart was beating fast. “If
you lay a finger on me, Capinin
Marker, you'll find that I know hnw
to use my hands. I'm not afraid of
you.”

The captain laughed again—a very
ugly lavgh.

“Under the will of that old fool in
Caleutta you inherit a fortune, if you
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kecp & clean record at school--if you
do not get expelled as I was in my
time. ¥You know that that is why I
have worked agninst you. I have
failed, and that game is up. But you
will not profit much by beating me.
There are other ways, Harry Wharton.
Old Mr. Cortolvin's fortune would come
to me if you fell into disgrace at
school.  But it may come to me 1n
other ways. It would come to me if
vou did not live to inherit it.”

Wharton started.

*“Have no fear of that,” snecred the
captain, “I am not fool enough to put
my neck into a rope, cven to revenge
myself upon wou, But there are still
u{fler ways. What will happen if you
are not to be found when the time
comes for the fortune to be handed
over? If you havo been missing all
those years, and are not to be found!?
1he fortune will then be mine.”

“I'm not likely to be missing, I sup-
pose?” said arry, staring at the
malignant face blankly.

Again came that ugly laugh.

"“]g think sp, boy—1 think it
likely. My car is waiting on the road
a short distance from here. After dark
you will be placed in that car, uncon-
svious, and driven away.”

Wharton's hands clenched harder,

I have laid my plans, boy,” said
the captain, quietiv and menacingly.
“You have driven me to more desper-
ate measures than I anticipated; but
1 do not lose & fortune becnuse of that.
At midnight you will be on board a
vessel—your destination you will dis-
cover later—and you will vanish from
all human knowledge. Do you under-
stand 7"

“I think you must be mad!” said
Harry. “If you are thinking of kid-
napping me, you won't get away with
it casily.”

“YWhat is to save you?!?” jeered the
captain. “There is no help for you
here.  And one blow from this will
place you helpless at my mercy.” From
under his coat the captain drew & short,
londed stick, “What now?”

Wharton’s heart throbbed. He was
face to face with an utterly desperate
man—a man who, at the end of his
resources, had now thrown caution to
the winds, and prepared to take
desperate chances. The Greyfriars
junior sprang back, and the captain
followed him up with gleaming, malig-
nant oyes. There was a nudgan rust-
ling in the thicket, and & hidden figure
lcaped out behind the captain as his
arm was uplifted to strike. Da Costa,
with the spring of a tiger, was on the
ruffian, dragging him back.

A yell of rage burst from the captain
at that utterly unexpected attack.

He whirled round on the Eurasian.

“Da Costa!” panted Wharton, in joy
and relief, “Dﬁ, good man!" And he
vushed at the captain to help his friend.

Crash !

The loaded stick in the ruffian’s hand
struck down Da Costa.

With a gasping ery, the Eurasian fell
in the grass,

Wharton, his eyes blazing, was on
the ruffian at the same moment. Ilis
clenched fist struck the captain behind
the ear as he was turning back from
the fallen Rurasian.

Captain Marker reeled over and fell

very

in the path, dizzy from that hefty
blow. The loaded stick dropped from
liis hand.

“Da Costa!" panted Wharton,

The Eurasian stirred feebly, but no
word came from him. Wharton
snatched up the fallen stick. There
was blood on the half-caste’s olive face.
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It was plain that he was badly hurk
Captain Marker was staggering to his
feet as Wharton turned on him, fierce
wrath in his face, and the loaded stick
gripped in his band, The Greyfriars
junior struck with all his strength, and
thie blow stretched Captain Marker in
the grass, stunned and senseless.

“Da Costa!”

Wharton threw the stick into the
thickets, and dropped on his knees
Leside the Eurasian.

“0Old chap,” he
“you're hurt1”

But the Eurasian did not speak, and
his dark eves were closed. A streak of
crimgon ran from under his thick hair.
Wharton, knecling by his side, gazed
at the white, sct face in horror. Arthuv
da Costa, once his enemy, had saved
Lim, And a terrible fear was in
Wharton's heart that the Eurasian had
saved him at the cost of his life.

panted luskily,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER,
Dark Days !
“ E SAY. you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter!”
“I say, you know Wharton's
come in!"

“0Oh, Wharton come back from High-
cliffe ! said Bob Cherry. “Then we'll
goet into teal”

The Form match on Little Side was
over. Temple, Dabney & Co. had met
their usual rapid fate at the hands of
the Remove cricketers. Bob Cherry
and his friends were strolling towards
the House when Billy Bunter met them,
his fat face full of excitement.

“1 say, you fellows,” he gasped,
“ Wharton—"
“What about him, ass?”’ asked

Jnhnny Bull.

“Looks as if he's seen a ghost,” said
Dunter, I asked him what waz up,
and he didn’t answer, but went into
Quelchy's study. T say, you fellows,
something's happened—something aw-
ful 1" said Bunter impressively.

“Rot " grunted Bob.

But the chums of the Remove hast-
enod their steps to the House,

They found a %‘rnup of Remove fel
lows at the end of Masters passago.

All of them looked excited. Bunter's
news was evidently well-founded for
once; something had happened.

“Been Wharton, you men?'’ asked
Bob.

“He's just gone into Quelchy’s study.”
answered Skinner. “What on earth has
happened? He was as white as a sheet.”

“1 say, you fellows, I told you so!
Looked as if he had seen a ghost,”
squeaked Billy Bunter,

“ Something’s jolly well happencd,”
said DBolsover major. “The chap
looked fairly knocked out.”

“What the dickens could have haE-
pened—he's only been over to Highclifie
to see Courtenay,” said Nugent.
“Might have had a row with Pon over
there, perhaps.”

“ Something more serious than that.
from his locks,” said Hazeldene,

The chums of the Remove had come
off the cricket ground in a cheery mood,
init they were. grave enough now. They
waited anxiously for the captain of the
Remove to come out of lvlljr. Queleh’s
study, Somethin had happened,
apparently, which ie had to report to
his Form-niaster, and the juniors won-
dered uncasily what it was,

“Da Costa was going to meet him on
the way back,” said Bob, “Did Da
(osta come in with him, you fellows?"

“Haven't seen him!”

*1 say, you fellows, Da Costa wasn't
with him, said Bunter, “He came it

alone, and when I asked him what was
up, he never even answered Perhaps
Da Costa's been run over by a motor-
car!”

“ Fathead "

“Or gored by a mad bull ! suggested
Bunter eheerfully.

“You (at idiot, shut up!”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

The door of Mr Quelch’s study
opened, and ell eyes were fixed on
Harry Wharton as he came out.

Bob Cherry caught his breath, at the
xi?'l_lt of his chum’s face. Wharton was
white as chalk, and almost haggard.
Fis usual elastic steps was unsteagy as
he came down the passage.

Bob  Cherry caught  him by the
shoulder.
“Harry! What's happened?”

“The happenfulness must have been
terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh, gazing in wonder at Wharton's
stricken face,

“Da Costa!” said Harry, in & Iow
voice. ““He's hure!”

“But what—"

“That villain, Marker, attacked me
on Courtfield common—on that lonely
path, where we ragged him,” said
Wharton, “Da Costa scems to have
come fo meet me on my way back fram
Higheliffe—anyhow he was there, and he
chipped: in, and he got what Marker
meant for me.”

“ But—but what—" gasped Bob.

“Marker had a loaded stick, and he
struck Da Costa down with it,” said
Harry, “He was stunned. I got him
as far as the Courtfield Road on my
back and stopped a passing motor-car.
and the man gave me a lift into Court-
field with him—to the hospital.”

“The hospital! Then—he's bad?”

“Yes," said Harry.

“ Not—not——" Boeb Cherry's voice
faltered. There was a hush.

Wharton sheok his head.

“They say not—though I was afraid
of that, at fiest, But be's going to be
laid up a long time—he’s hard hit.
He got it to save me—that villain meant
it for me—Da Costa’s in a rotten state
now—bandaged wup and only half-
conscious——"

“Poor old chap!”

“But—you say Marker went for you
and him,” said Johnny Bull.  “How
E]fi‘l you get away with Da Costa,
i __‘

“1 got hold of the stick, Iuckily.
owing to Da Costa chipping in, an
gave Marker a lick on the head with
it.” said Harry. “He was stunned. I
loft him where he fell down—I wasn't
bothering about the brute, you may be
sure. I told them at the hospital, and
thoy telephoned to the police station—
1 daresay the police have taken Marker
by this time. He will get a long sen-
tence for this—that's one comfort !”

“The terrific raseal!” said Hurrece
Jamset Ram Singh,

“It's rotten!” muttered Wharton
miserably. ‘I heard them saying some-
thing about concussion—goodness knows
how it will turn out. And he got it
helping me.”

Arthur da Costa was missing from
calling-over that evening. Mr. Quelch’s
face, when he took the roll, was very
grave.

The next day the Eurasian's place was
vacant in the Remove Form-room,

A shadow had fallen upon the cheery
spirits of the chums of the Remove.

Of late they had chummed with the
Eurasian, and almost forgotten what he
had once been, why he had come to
Groyfrinrs in the first place. He had
changed, and they had grown to like
him and respect him; and now he had
given a terrible proof, if proof was
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Mr. Quelch pieked up the diamond pin, dropped it into a drawer, and snapped the drawer shut.
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** That pin, Mr. Mobhs,

remains here until a constable arrives to take official charge of it. You are at liberty to depart as soon as you please, but

I shall detain Ponsonby until a constable arrives to take him into custody.””

needed, that he deserved their friend-
ship and respect. Now he lay in pain
in a hospital ward, struck down in
defence of the fellow whom he had
been sent to Greyfriars to ruin. It was
the fullest atoncment he could bLave
made.  Anxiously, the chums of the
Remove waited for news of hin,

The news, when it came, was good.

Da Costa was booked for a long ill-
ness, that wes certain; but no perme-
nent injury had been done, That, at
least, it was good to know.

Meanwhile, there was no mnews of
Captain Marker.

The police had searched for him on
Courtfield Common, but evidently the
rasca] had recovered his senses before
their arrival, for he was gone. The
inn where he had stayed at Redclyffe
was promptly visited; but the officers
could only learn that Captain Marker
had returned there in his car, hastily
packed his ba.g, and departed in the car
again at a furious speed. After that he
scemed to have vanished.

He was a hunted man now; with a
term of penal servitude waiting for him
when he was captured.

But he was not captured, It was
discovercd at last that he had left the
country; but it was certain that he
would not dare to return to India; his
career there was ended. Captain
Marker was a fugitive now, a wan-
derer on the face of the earth—a ruined
and desperate man slinking from
justice; and that, perhaps, was a
sufficient punishment for his erimes,
Harry Wharton gave him little thought;
his thoughts were all for the boy who
lay on a bed of pain in & hospital
ward.

But the time came at last when Whar-
ton was allowed to visit the hospital to
see the fellow who had saved him at
such a cost to himself.  Arthur da
Costa, propped on pillows, still band-
aged and pale, greeted him with a
smile,

“I'm mending, old fellow,” he said.

“Thank goodness for that,” said
Havry, with a shake in Lis voice, Okl
chap, can you guess what I've been Tecl-
ing like. I—I wished somectimes that
you hadn't chipped in, and that I'd got
it instead.”

The Eurasian smiled,

“I am glad!” he said. “I owed it
to you—after all that I had done——"

“Don’t speak,of thal.”

“No—but [ think of it,"” said Da
Costa.  “DBut you believe in me now,
you believe and trust me!”

“Yes, yes! And once we gel you
back to Greyfriars—"

The Eurasian shook his head.

“I shall not return to .Greyfriars,”

he said. “I am sorry—but—I go to my
own country. Your uncle, Colongl
Wharton, has been here to sec me,

several times. He would be willing to
see me through at Greyfriars, but——"

“You must let him,” said Harry.
“We won't let you leave.”

Again Da Costa smiled, shook
his head.

“The docters think I shall recover
better in my own country,” he said,
“and I feel that it is so. But I shall
not go back friendless and poor, as I
was before—[ shall not again be the
poor and envious wretch that Captain
Marker took from the school at
Lucknao. Colonel Wharton has made
nie an offer—which I have accepted
because—because I think I shall he able
to repay him some day for his kind-
ness, and I know you would not like
me to refuse it. I am to be placed at
school in Bombay; and when I am
older I shall study the law—owing to
Colonel Wharton's kindness, my future
is assured, But—at Greyfriars or in
India—I hope you will always be my
friend.”

“ Always!"” said Harry.

“You will forget why I camo to
Greyfriars, and—and what I bave done
—and only remember that while I was
with you, I learned to play the game!”
said the Eurasian softly.

and

{See Chapter 12.)

“T shall only remember that you're
one of the best fellows breathing,” said
Harry Wharton.

The tine came at last when Avthwr
da Costa was able to leave the hospital;
and for o few days he returned to Grey-
friars,

On the day he left, at last, {'olone)
Wharton came down to Groyfriars, and
Da Uosta left with him in his  can
Almost all the Remove turned up to
give him a send-off; and the Famows
Five bade him farewell with clouded
Jaces—Hurrce  Jamset  Ram  Singh
assuring him that the regretfulness and
sorvowfulness were terrific.

*We shall mizs him,” said Harry, as
he and his chums walkad back to the
House.

“The missfulness will be terrifie,”
said Hurree Jamset Rem Singh, *“But
the esteemod and absuvd Da Costa will
escape the ridiculous rigonr of the
execrable English winter, which will
perhaps compensate him a little for the
loss of our prepesterons society.”

“Fathead !’ said Bob.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“0Oh, dry up, Bunter.”

“And the St. Jim's match,” :aid Dob
Cherry suddenly, “That comes off
next week, you know! We had old Da
Costa, as a rod in pickle for St. Jim's!
He won'’t play now.”

“I say, you fellows, that's ail right,”
said Billy Bunter, “Youn won't miss Da
Costa in the Bt. Jim's mateh. You can
play me instead, and it will he as vight
as rain,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five.

Billy Bunier's generous offer
supplicd the necessary comic relief,

THE END.

(Who says another topping warn of
Greyfriars, featuring the fat and jfuluous
Bunter? Well, look oul for ncxt weelk's
great story, éntitled: “BILLY RUX-
TER'S BOOKMAKER! and prepare
yoursclves for a greal {reatl)
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—he simply revels in o serap when the odds are against him !

THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND!

No, not the ©* lugger,”’ but the Seagull, wwhose skipper is about the world’s worst
And this skip's gol it in for young Jack Drake, the latest addition to his crew.

Byt Jack's not worrying

A thrilling new story of modern piracy on the high seas, featuring Ferrers Locke, the famous
Baker Street ’tec, and Jack Drake, his boy assistant.

Ount of the Darkness !

P HEN the first grey light of
the coming dawn was streak-
ing the eastern sky, the Sea-
gull stood out to sea. Once
clear of the harbour she swung on to
a south-south-westerly course, and held
to it steadily throughout the day.

Schuller and his negro mate appeared
on the bridge towards eight bells in the
afternoon  watch. They conversed
earnestly together us they paced the
bridge, and more than once Schuller
paused to sweep the horizon with his
glasses.

Terrers Locke and Drake had been
nssigned to the starboard watch. The
Seagull carried about one himdred men,
including engine-room staff and stokers.
They were a rough crowd for the most
part, and the Baker Street detective
cdiscovered in casual conversation that,
with the exception of the officers, the
bo'sun, carpenter, and chief engineer,
not & soul aboard had ever shipped
with Schuller before.

The grub was putrid, consisting of
rank salt pork amf weevil-infested bis-
clit. The men grumbled at dinner-
time, and half of them refused to ent
the filthy stuff. But, beyond that, the
day passed uneventfully enough. If
Schuller noticed Ferrers Loeke or Jack
Drake, he shewed no signs of it. After-
noon deepened into evening and the
shades of night began to creep in across
the sea. DBut still Schuller Lingered on
the bridge and, at three bells in the
first dog watch, he rang the engine-
room telegraph for dead slow.

He sent a seaman below and the man
returned with a heavy worsted jacket
which Schuller donned. Turning the
collar up about his neck, Schuller
plunged his hands in his pockets and
stood against the bridge rail staring
out across the darkening sea.

Terrers Locke and Jack Drake,
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lounging by the fo'c’sle head, watched
him curiously as he stood silhouetted
by the light which streamed from the
open tvheelhouse door.

It was close on midnight, and the Sea-
gull was forging slowly through a
choppy and vestless sea when, far away
on the starboard bow, the darkness was
split by a rocket which flared up redly
into the sky and dropped seawards in
n shower of sparks,

Instantly Schuller leapt into aetion.
He rang the engine telegraph for full
speed ahead and roared out an order
to tho man at the wheel, Immediately
the Seagull’s bows swung towards the
point where the rocket had flared.

INTRODUCTION,

Shipa have been disappearing with alarming
frequeney in the Sowth Pacifie, and Joshua
Pennyfold, a frusted representative at Lloyd's,
ix instrucled fo acquaint Ferrers Locke, the
celebrated Baker Streel defective, with the fucts.
Before he can carry oul iz misgion, however, he
s brutally murdered, Answering ih every wiy
to the description of Blaek Michuel, a pirale
who fus been terrorising the wesfern Seabonrd
of Sowth America, Ferrers Locke is convinced thit
@ wmun known as Professor Chalmers is the
pguiity party. Thot his sugpicions are well
Jounded is proved Inter when Clalmers' shadower
is discovered wmurdered in the docks with o
serawled note in his pockel thremlening Ferrers
Locke with o similay fate, Realisivg the ehanees
are that Chulmers s escaped on the hiph scas
Ferrers Locke, accompanied by his boy asgistont,
Jaek Drake, sails for Duenos Ayres. Shortly
after reacking their destination an ailempt is
mude on Ferrers locke's life by an agent of
'Friseo Sem, proprietor of Binck Michoel's old
Lecunt, who, to save fig own neek, tells the Boker
Street detective alf he knows.  After cleverd,
disguising themselves Ferrers Locke and Juck
Driake manage to serape an acquaintence with
*Frisvo Sum, through whom they suceeed in
gettiong aboard the Seagull, an fron-hulled freighter
bound for Lost Island, Here they meet Schuller,
a gunman, who quickly recognises Drike s the
one who hod pulled @ qun on kim0 gumbling
sttloon, Schuller threatens lo fake Nis revenge
s soon 08 the two hive seen the ™ boss.”

“ I'my yather anzions to see fhis fellow whom
Sehuller referred to as the boss,” saws Ferrers
Locke, when up on deck that night,

(Now read on,)

Trom a rack in the wheelhouse
Schuller snatelied a heavy Verey pistol,

and the next instant its green mag-
nesium cartridge flared up into the
night, to drop hissing,r into the sea. Ior

fiftcen minutes the Seagull held on her
new course then, divectly ahead, there
leapt into being the vivid beam of a
powerful searchlight. Ir wheeled on the
waste of waters then came to rest on
the Seagull, lighting up her every bolt
and spar.

“Seagull ahoy !" came n hail. “Htop
vour engines!”

“Aye! Aye!” roaved Schuller, and
he rang the cngine voom telegraph
sharply.

Slowly the wvestel lost way and lay
heaving on the waters. TFerrers Lotke
and Drake, together with the starboard
watch, were leaning against the rail
peering towards that blinding beam.

Then, as their eyes became focused,
they made out n long, black glistening
Lody, half submerged in the water, like
that of some gigantic whale.

“ A submarine ! murmured Drake,
and the deteetive nodded.

“Seagull alioy I came the hail again.
“We're coming aboard youl”

Schuller shouted an order, and a rope
ladder was thrown over the side. The
searchlight beam shut off abruptly,
and from outl of the darkness came the
rumble of oars in rowlocks. A small
boat drew in alongside the vessel. Some-
one elutehed at the rope-ladder and
commenced to come up hand over fist.

Ferrers Locke slouched casnally for-
ward as Schuller ran down the bridge
Jadder and croseed the deck {o meet the
newcomer,

A man, mufled in a heavy overcoat,
came over the side, followed by two sea-
men, His head was enveloped in a cap
with drawn ear-faps.  As he turncd
towards Schuller his face was illumined
by the sickly light of a binracle larmp,

It was Chalmers!
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Chalmers’ Anger !

HHALMERS crossed the deck to
q the saloon hatchway and dis-
appeared below with Schuller.
The two seamen who had accom-

panied him aboard went off to drink
rum in the bo'sun’s cabin.

Ten minutes had elapsed when the
negro mate came on deck and bellowed
for Ferrers Lockg and Jack Drake,
They accompanied him to Schuller’s
cabin where Chalmers was seated at
the “table, his heavy coat unbuttoned
and his cap on the table by his elbow,

“Stand here, under the lamp!” said
Chalmers harshly, and Ferrers Locke
and Jack Drake obediently moved for-
ward to the table and steod bencath
the swinging oil lamp.

With head thrust forward, Chalmers
peered at them, but there was nothing
of recognition in his eyes. He studied
them appraisingly for a few moments,
then turned to Schuller.

“They look fit enough ho  said.
“I've never known Sam send me a bad
‘un yet!™

The negro shuffled forward, his thick
lips parted in a leering grin.

“By jiminy, dese two fellahs has got
nerve, sah!™ he said, squinling at
Hchuller from out of the corner of
his eyes. "Yessah, I'll tell de world
tey have !

Chalmers glanced at him sharply.

“What do you mean?” he demanded.

The mnegro rubbed his fat hands,
grinning maliciously at the now scowl-
ing Schuller.

“De young one, he got de drop on
Clap’n Suhuﬁcr way back in 'Trisco
Sam’s s'loon! VYessah! By jiminy, I
t'ink dat funny !

“Keep your mouth shut, you hlack
liog ! snarled Schuller.

Chalmers leant back in his chair, an
amused smile on his face.

“What exactly happened?” he asked
quietly. “Tell me, please, Schuller!”

“Aw, reckon T pulled 2 gun on a
guy what figgered I was cheatin’ at
cards!” replied Bchuller sulkily. “Wal,
I warn't lookin’ elsewheres for trouble
and that there weevil,” he indicated
Jack Drake with a jerk of his head,
“vanked out a gun an’ got th’ drop on
me like what ti"l nigger ses!”

Whilst Schuller had been talking the
smile had vamished from Chalmers’
lips. And now he launched himself to
his feet, crashing his fist on to the
table.

“How many times have 1 told yon,
vou idiot,” he shouted, “that I will
not have you stirring up trouble when
you are ashore? Can't you realise, you
enrsed fool, how thin the ice is upon
which we are treading?™

“ Aw, reckon it was on'y a li'l harm-
less game of cards, an’ a feller figgered

was cheatin’—" began Schuller
deprecatingly.

“And the chances are a thousand lo
one that you were cheating!” cut in
Chalmers. “You had no right to draw
your gun! You're a fool, and it's
criminal folly like yours which will ruin
all our plans [*

Schuller eyed him sullenly.

“Meanin’ " he jerked out,

“Meaning that if you were to get
teken up by the police, who's going to
take charge of the Seagull? You are
the only man aboard who knows the
latitude and longitude of Lost Island!
You never thought of that, did you,
vou blamed idiot? But I'll wager that
you have thought of saving your own
skin, and pocketing the police reward
by giving me away!”

Schuller leapt to his feet.

e

“Yuh reckons I'd
he snarled.

Both men were in towering passions,
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake looked
on quictly, both knowing that any in-
stant might bring sudden tragedy.

“Yes, I do!” replied Chalmers
bitingly. ‘' You've asked me and I
say, yes! I trust no man—not one!”

For a long moment he and Schuller
stood glaring at ecach other. Ferrers
Locke noted that Chalmers’ hand had
straved to the pocket of his coat, and
ha knew that in the pocket a weapon
lay ready for instant wse,

“¥You can sit down!” Chalmers spoke
with  icy calmness, now completely
master of himnself. * After this, you and

will prebably understand cach other
a little better. But understand this,
Schuller, I'm beginning to doubt your
cfficiency. ‘1o pull a gun ashore was
the act of a faeol, but to have allowed
this youth”—and his eyes flickered to-
wards Jack—*''to have turned the tables
on you was the act of a half-witted son
of a sca-dog!"

With flaming eyes Schuller stood for
a moment irvesolute, then slumped back
into his chair,

Chalmers turned to Ferrers Locke and
his boy assistant.

“T have had you bronght here,” he
said quielly, " because 'Frisco Sam has
marked you ns Class A men, which
means that, in his opinion, you are men
wlo can he relied upon to serve me well
—exceptionally well ! At Lost Island
the nature ofy your duties will become
apparcnt to you. Some day you will
return to the mainland as wealthy men
—if you return at all. The work which
yon will be called upon to undertake
will be work of extreme danger on the
high scas. More than that I cannot
tell yon now. DBut serve me well, and
you will not regret it! You may go!"”

give yuh oway?”

G
o)

Ferrers Locke and Jack Druke quitted
the cabin. Outside in the passagrway
the Baker Street detective tonk Jack
Drake by the arm,

“I'here's going to be trouble with
Schuller as soon as Chalmers leaves this
=hip!” he said, in a low vaice, ' There
was murder in his eyes as he sat watch-
mg{ you whilst Chalmers was talking to
us ™

“1 suppose he blames me for the row
ha had with Chalmers !” said Jack.

“Undoubtedly! It is all added to
the score which he has against you!
But I'm going to the fo'c’sle. I 1hink
I've got o plan to put Schuller out of
action once and for all]”

Mutiny !

HILST Chalmers was closeted
below with Schuller and the
negro  mnate, Ferrers Locke
was in the fo’e'sle talking

carnestly with the men. Ile emergod

as Chalmers came on deck escorted by

a sullen and tight-lipped Schuller.

The two secamen were waiting by {le
rail, and they followed Chalmers down
into the boat. It pushdéd off from the
Scagull and shot away into the darkness
towards the black bulk of the submarine.

Schulier stood locking over thie rail
for a few moments, then mounted to the

bridge, 'The engine telegraph rang
sharply, and the Seagull’s engines
rumbled into life,

Slowly the ship commenced lo forge
through the water. Her bows swung
away from the submarine which soon
merged, and was lost in the darkness,

It was then that Schuller descended
the bridge-ladder, and with purposeful
siride, crossed the deck to where Jack
Drake was lounging with one or two
of tha watch,

“Now, yuh dog,” he snarled, gripping

“ Now, yuh dog !’ snarled Schuller. * I’m gonna smash yuh !** His fist

shot out and caught Jack Drake flush on the mouth, sen

g the youngster

reeling back against the ship’s rail. (See page 26.)
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the boy by the arm, "I'm genna simnsh
yuh!”

He released his grip,
outwards. It took Ferrers Locke's boy
assistant fush on the mouth, and the
youngster reeled back against the ship's
rail  With lips drawn back from his
teeth, Schuller leapt in.

% Raice ore hand, yuh dog!" le
snarled, “an’ I'll shoot yuh down fer
mut'ny !’

His fist caught Jack Drake a stun-
ning blow on the temple, and the boy
crashed to the deck,

and his fist shot

«(it up. yuh blubber!” shouted
gchuller. “By hokey, I'm onna—""
At that moment a han grasped

Schuller voughly by the arm and swung
Liim round. He found himseli face to
face with Ferrers Locke.
“Take yuh han's off'n
Schuller. “or, by hokey,
meat in—"
“Aw, forgit it!”

me!” snarled
yul'll be dead

growled the detec-

five,  “Us wants a word wi' you
Sehuller !”

A stream of foul invective was
Schuller’s veply to that; but Terrers

Tocke did not relax his grip on tue
man's ari.

“When xul’re through!”
detective coldly, “us's got sumthin
say, what yowll be mighty tickle
liear 1"

Tor the first time, Schuller seemed Lo
Locome aware that the majority of the
seamen were clustered behind the detec-
tive. A look of something akin to fear
loapt for a moment into lhis eyes and
was gone,

“Wal, what'n cripes yuh wantin' to
say ¥ he snarled.

“Just this,” wreplied Ferrers _Locico
coolly, “Th' grub on this ship ain't fit
for hogs, let alone sailor-men.  Us
don't want no high-falutin’ vittels, but
us does want grub what's fit for o
feller's stomach! Us opines, therefore,
that unless the food casks what 1s meant
for the officers ain't broached right here

there's gonna be trouble!
ht, men, ain’t’ it?”

A growl of assent came from the men
standing behind the deatective.

«Meanin' to say,” sncered Schuller,
#that you scum is aimin' fo eat the
vittels wwhat are meant for th' g'loon?"

# Just that,” assented the detective.
“Us ain't had a meal sinco us comed
aboard this here oraft, and us has
reached the limit!”

“By hokey, yuh havel” shouted
Bechuller.

With a quick movement he wrenched
his arm free, and his hand leapt ‘to his

ket, Ferrers Locke sprang ‘m-wnrcl,
is fist whipped out, and, taking the
skipper of the Seagull full under the
jaw, he sent him sprawling in a heap
against the rail.

There came & roar from the bridge,
followed by the sharp bark of an auto-
matic. A man screamed, then swayed,
and fell to the deck in a erumpled beaj»
Firing as he came, the negro mate
rusheg down the hri&go ladder.

“(let Schuller!” shouted Ferrers
Locke, and sprang towards the giant
negro.

Bang!

The automatic barked viciously, and
the bullet from it seared the detectives
scalp. The next instant the Baker
Strect detective had seized the man’s

un wrist, and, hooking his leg round
the negro’s, fell heavily on top o him.

They threshed about the deck, but
the negro's strength was colossal. e
dropped the gun and felt upwards with

said the
to
to

his hands, in an atlempt to elutel at the
aker Street detective's throat,

Half a dozen seamen rushed to the
detective's aid. Somewhere behind him
Schuller was scroaming and cursing.

“We've gotten him!" gasped a man.
* Here, ¢lap the ironz on the dog !

The negro struggled desperately, but
the issue was never in doubt: The irons
wore clapped on his aukles, and hand-
cuffs clicked shut on his wrists.

Terrers Locke, bruised and dis-
hovelled, staggered to his feet,  ¥our
men_were holding the frantic Behuller.

“This iz mut'ny, yuh dog!" he
shouted,  “By hokey, yul'll swing for
this!"’ )

“Yes, ut'ny, Schuller!™ drawled

Forrers Locke.  “But I don't reckon
I'm gonna Lang for it!"”

Lost Island !
HEN Scluller snd the negro

were safely locked in their
cabins, Terrers Loecke
mounted to  the bridge.

Below him on the deck stood the whole
ship's company, talking excitedly.

“Now, men,” said the detective, anid
every face turned towards him, neither
you mor me knows just what mission
this here ship is bound on. But I sce'd
that feller what come aboard off'n the
submarine to-night, and, as I told you,
he spoke me fair and square. Another
thing 1 told you, he ain't got much
use for Schuller!”

He paused a moment, then went on:

s has taken this ship, and for the
fust time since us sailed us is gonna
get & decent ‘meal,  When we shipped
we was promised good money; and I,
for one, ain't turning my back on it
1 say, fot's pick our officers, and take
this here ship to her home port-—Lost
Island! Schuller will navigale her,
with & gun in his back. T don’t reckon
the feller off'n the submarine is gonna
kick much, for us has mero stood out
for our rights, and we ain't hurt his
ship none.

“If he is gonna kick at wus just
because we don't aim to fill our
stomach wi' muck, then I reckon there's
enuff of us riiht here to talk him back
mighty straight. We'll work this here
ship to Lost Island all faiv, square, and
shipshape, and I'm aimin' to say we
won’t find no trouble. Us ain't slaves,
and us has started as us means to con-
tinue. Give us a fair deal, an us'll work
fair. ‘That’s what we'll say when we
get to Long Island!”

‘A thunderous cheer greeted this
speech. The mutiny had been so simple.
The bo'sun and one or two others, whose
sympathies might have been with
Schuller, had at once thrown in their
lot with the men. They were a tough
crowd, those men who had shipped
aboard the Seagull, and, although they
knew little as to her mission, they knew
enough to realise that she was under the
jurisdiction of no Board of Trade;
otherwise they might have hesitated
hefore indulging in mutiny.

They were drunk with suecess. The
ship was_theirs. They didn't want to
turn back and go home. Explanations
might be difficult. No, they wanted to
do as their leader said, push on to Lost
Island, and risk what the future might
hold in store for them there.

8o they picked their officers. Ferrers
Locke was unanimously elected skipper;
s massive Swede was chosen as his first
officer, and Jack Drake—the kid who
haed held & gun at Schuller's head
ashore—was picked ns second officer.

“Well, mates,” said Feevers Locki,
when the matter had boen settled, “ 11
have them s'loon stores made over In
foc's'le right now, and Schuller and his
nigger can cat the stores they shipped
for us. I'm gomna see Schnller now '™

He Fuvc an order to the steward, then
wenl below to Schuller's calin.

“1 ain’t wasting no timo nor words
on you!” he said blunily to the ex-
skipper. “I want that to be understood
elear. Yul've gonnn navigate this beve
ship to Lost Island, or you gocs over:
board! Which is it to be?”

“T'll ngvigate th’ ship, of course!”
snarled Schuller. By hokey, T will!”

The detective nodded.

“yoah! I reckon wyon figgers tlakb
I'm gonna swing when I gets there.
Wal, us'll see!”

He removed the irons from Schullex’s
ankles,

“Nob trusting yon overmuch,” e
said, “I'm aimin’ to keep them hand-
cuffs on. Come on deck. You'll spend
cight hours on and four off fill  us
veaches Lost Tsland!”

Schuller obeyed without any demur.
Then for five days the Seagull pounded
steadily  sonth-westwards.  The  crew
worked well, what little work there
was to be done. Half of them, or more,
were merely passengers. Schuller gave
no trouble, and the negro was only
licard when his meals were taken to
him. Then his far-from-melodious voice
could be heard promising vile things to
the mutineers when they reached Lost
Island.

It was towards evening of the filth
day when the Seagull was ploughing
her way through a cold, grey sea that
Schuller, on the bridge, turned ta
Ferrers Locke.

“See yonder!” he said, and jerked hiis
head towards the distant horizon, half
swathed in the mists of the closing day.

Ferrers Locke peered in the direction
indicated, and, as his eyes became
focused, he made out what seemed fo
be a huge rock rising vast and massive
from the sea.

“t is Lost Island!” said Sechuller.
“Petter give the order to lie to till
dawn.”

Red Pete !

HROUGHOUT the long hours of
the night the Seagull lay rock-
ing and pitching on a turbulest
sea. Towards dewn Jack Drake
joined Terrers Locke on the bridge, and
in the grey light of early morning the

ship stood in towards Lost Island.

Grim, forbidding, and very desolate it
looked as it reared itself, stark and
clear-cut, against the morning sky.
There were no signs of life about it
not even a solitary, wheeling sea-bird.
1t seemed roughly circular, and about
two miles in diameter. Around the
base, stretching far out to sea, was
angry, white-capped, broken water,
pierced here and there by sharp fangs
of jutting rock.

“Best let me take th' wheel!” growled
Schuller, who had been brought from
his cabin to the bridge. “There ain't
three men alive what ¢'u'd pilot a ship
through them outcroppin’ rocks!”

His handeuffs were unlocked and re-
moved from his wrists, and, & grim
smile on his thin lips, he stood at the
wheel.

Then, for an Lour, the Seagnll nosed
her way through the dangerous reefe.
Sometimes her iron plates were brushed
by spurs of rock which might well havo

(Continued on page 28.)
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A SHORT CUT!

This slender suspension bridge across the Colorade River in the Grand
Canyon, National FEark. Arizona, is the only one for hundrcds‘of miles, and
by using it passage is obtained to the North Rim which otherwise could only
be reached by covering 600 miles, Would you believe it 2

DED

BUDDING AGRICULTURISTS!

Many excellent appointments are obtained throughout the country by pupils
trained at the Micﬁand Agricultural end Dairy Cg”gge, Sutton Bon_mgmp.
Loughborough. Apart fram the usual courses of training pupils are trained in
the repairing and adjustment of farming equipment, Photo below shows an
instiuctor giving pupils a lesson in dismantling and erecting a binder,

“SOME” DIVING
SUIT !

Another effort to salve the
treasure of the Lusitania is to he
made by Mr. H. L. owdoin, of
Whiteside, Long Island, U.S.A.,
who is bringing some remarkahle
imventions in the form of deep-sea

wing cquipment, including metal
diving suits weighing no less than
1,400 pounds. These suits—photo-
graph above shows ane of them—
are made on the fish-scale principle
of steel and aluminium and are
controlled by a series of levers,
ut they arc so delicate that the
uge steel gauntlets will he capable
of picking up halfpennies |
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vipped them from theiv bolts and tivets.
Pt Sehinler  stomd  staring  steaight
ahead, the spokes of the wheel revolving
benenth  hiy  fingers  with  niechanical
precivion, and always in front of the
Hengull's  bows  stretched o narrow,
torthous channel of unbroken water,
At last sho wns shrough. Ahead of
her, u cuble lemgth or more away,
towored the ¢liffs of Lost lsland, The
spokes of  the wheel flew round in
Scholler's hands, and, as ithe ship's
hows swuug in response, there eame
into view n narvow clynnol—a cleft be-
tween the towering olilfs  which rose
almost perpendicndar from the water,
Slowly the Secagull passad through,
and ghided into ths still waters of o

perfect,  uatural harbotr,  almost
entivels shut off from the sea by the
enciveling cliffs. It wus about three-
guarters of o mile in dinmeter. On the

landwird side stood o vow of galvan.
isotl ivon lints, behind a broad, natnral
jetty of flut rock.  Agninst this jetty
was moored o long, black sulmnaring,

The engine telegraph of the Seagull
vang sharply, and, as she slowly lost
way, lwer cable vumbled out, and she
lay tiding at anchior. A hont shol off
from the jetty, propelled by the lusty
strokes of four carsmen. In the storn
sheots st o ol bearded man, clad in n
black peaked,  mantical  eap,  veefer
jacket, and blue kerge trousers fueked
mto kllvl.‘-i:i_l.{h sep-Hoots,

Sehnller left the wheel and snunter
to where Feprors Lioele and Jagk-Drake
werg slonding,  The vest of the men on
board were living the rails, staring
cnriously  at the submoarvine wul  thie
uppronching hoat.

.‘ﬁ'thll“t'rl.i|l||li|-uI|11 the lalter with n

jerk of Lis head.

SRed Pete!® he stid  lasonieally,
“Secand  in cotmmand  on ths hvar
islanil,” A duvil for diseipling os,yu're

gonfie blumed well find opt ! Yuh'll
hang for this Tvar mut'ny i

There was lidle of angor in his tone,
Justy n certuin mabicions satisfaction,
'l'Iu- boat Lrought up alongside the
shiip with smart seawanship, s the
i i the stedh sheets van pimbly, vp
dhe vope loddery which had Leen thrown
ovor the side.

Schpller, Fevrers Lools,
and  the Bwedish first

Jucl Deake,
ooy

slocd not the eggapelled boy's carrie

* THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

awaiting Lis coming. The men on deck
watehed  with ill-concealed  interest.
Running “up  the bridgeladder, Red
Peto confronted Schuller, One eursory
glance he threw towards the defective
und his companions, then Lurked:

“What are these men doing on your
bridge, Schuller?”

Schudler grinned,

“Pain't my  bridge,”  he replicd
slowly, “There's bin a mutiny, and I
nin't no longer skipper! These dogs
liere soizedd th' ship and elapped me
and th' piggers in ivons! And him "-
he indicated Ferrers Locke—"was th'
vingleader!  Yul've gotin hang that
man, Pete!”

(Phat wonld soon be the [fale of
Ferrcrs Locke if Schuller had iz woy,
but  Sehuller, wt the moment, is it
wanentity, There are heaps of thrilla in
store for you, buws, next week, Order
carly.)
AN NSNS

WINNING THROUGH !

(Continnwed from page 15.)
sion on lis dile, Dr, Birchemall kwitted
tlie room.

His efforts proved of little avail,however,

Wl did you get it ¥ psked My
Nallidge, when the Head returned later,

Lir. Bischemnll shook his head.

“ o el have been unsuxXessinl,’" he
admitted, " Nevertheless, T canmot bonr
tho ides .of .y continewing to have o
Ll cover me, Had I aatissipated any-
thing ke this, T assure you' I wonldn't
Livves horrowod  liaMsneerown  from you'
wuniley any cireumstonees | "

“A dan't suppose you would ! griomed
Me, Nollidge,  * Well, siv, I toke it,
then, that yon want the 1O U boack very,
Lnally % ™

*1f wyou please, sie ! ™ said the onel,
with fecling,  “Can't 1 rendet you smnn
weryive insted of paying bael the debin
caal t "

AL, now vouilre talking !
Nollidge, " Porliips wo  ean eoino
terms, You : reckolleet that  soon
Mr,  Lickbum  leéfy  for  Londop,
egespelled o Loy nomed. Jodle Jolly ¥

The Head looked npnplusscd.

“Dunmo liow tho diclitns you got to
hearof it so soon ! ' Lo remarkod,  * How-
ever, it's quite troo thut I did sack the
boy you mention,  Servea him jolly well
right | He was o checley young bounder 1°

SNever mind about thet,” snid Mr.
Nollidge,  ** We nre diseussing yvour [O U
kter.  1'H

Mr.

{o
wlier
you

sl
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TWOPENCE

tell you what my terms are. I'll return
your 10U qu{ forogo the cash, on
condition that you esncel Jack Jolly's
eggspulsion, and allow him to return to
St. Sam's without o stain op his name,"

' Geato pip ! mepnered Ly, Birchem-
all, in astonishment.

Y Paws hefore you answer ! warned
My, Nollinge., “'Fhe aolternative s o
terrible one—reggsposure to the Guyverners
followed by disgrace, degradation, and if
you're lucky, the dole ! Now, what do you
gay 1"

Tho Hend stroked his beard thought-
fully for s minnit or so, then nodded.

“Vory well, T axxept,” he snid.  *1
will reinstate Jolly in return for my
10 U, though why the thump you should
intorfere 3

“ Let's got it down in writing,"" intrupted
Mr. Nc-lli#gp, “Iat it in the form of s
letter to the cggspelled junior, nsking him

to return | " ]
Dr, Bircliernall Iiad no othor alternatiff
but to agree. Five minnita later, he

handed the completed document to Mr.
Nollidge, who handed him in cggsclinngo
the precious 10U,

TImmagine Dr. Birchemall's diseumfituro
the next moment when Mr, Nollidge torse
off his disguise, rovealing the chicery dile
of Jack Jolly.

“OMomemy hat ! st tered Dr. Bircliem-
dll, lis eyes slmost gogeling out of lis
head. " {"on—--)'rm —wo it was you all
the time, Jally ¥ Geate pi p! +/

Y Jevver get left, sie " grinned Jock.
“Now I'll go baek to my old studdy and
resoom my pluice as kaptin of the Fourth !
Won't the fellows yell when L tell them how
1 got back t Hu, ha, It

“ Momemy giddy nunt ! mermered the
Head limiply,  * Well this heats the band,
and no error ! Then the Labour Exchango
gouldn't hove sent nlong o new muster,
wfter pll ! "

“ Looks like it, dozzent it ¢ ™ ohaeklod
Jaek Jully, 1 should wring them wp,
if [wero you and make sure of one this
time, Ta-ta, siv 1"

Grinning all over Lis dile, dack Jolly
fowitted the studdy, and resovmed  his
pluice in the Lower skool of St, Bam's.

1t only romaing to add that in dew
eorse, Mr. Lickhom returned to take up
his doptios as muster of the Fourth, amd
thirt sellybfated Form soon sobtled down
to-dts aermal cgpsistonee again !

THI ENDL

(Whaterer you do, chiwma, don't miss
pewleechts amusing yorn of Jack Jolly
b o entitled: OX THE DOWN-
WARD PATH!? It awill keep you in
fits wf lunaliter!)
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futid your monay. Factory-solled
y ccosnories  at -popalar prices.

A for [lustrated Catalogue,

monial Budget and special ofitr of 13 Days Froa Trial

"CYCLE COMPANY- (INC,)
ead Dept. B 611, BIRMINGHAM,

150 YOUNG
Pussnges.

Teutis

Work guaranteed.
&, Upper Thumes Street, London, E.C.47 12,
Liverpoolt 203, Hope Strect, Glasgow; 44, Royal Avenue, Belfast,

AUSTRALIA

160  BOYS WANTED
Gt October, Salvition Army anspices, Enter for proliminary furm
 tdining during August.
WOMEN WANTED for domestie

fo #all on White Star 8.8, *Vedie”

Outfits provided, Assisted passuges. Also
service.  Free
Braneh Mannecer,
Pembroke  Place,

Write or call:

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

SPARE TIME AGENTS WANTED

Fry's, Rowntree's, Cadbury's, etc. Excellent
Particulars Free.

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, LEEDS

No Outlay.

Commission.

slowly on cmil, und

un&targu

MAGIC !!!

_l‘_;f;-fnrmur takes n box of miatehes, places it

~on g fint open Liand; bex ia seen to rise
then the drawer ‘gradually opens, exposing

matehies, PRETTY, MYSTIFYING EFUECT. With full instructions
mratus, POST FREF, 1/«
KINGS, SON & €O, MILL STRUET, BEDFORD.

300 STAMPS FOR 6*

Wales, Gold Const, ete.—W. A, WHITE, Engine Lane, LYL, Stourbridgo.

(Abroad 1/+), Incloding Alrpost, Dar.
bados, O1d India, Nigoria, Now Soulh

£2,000

Catalogue
photo, 8d. — HACKETT'S, JULY

worthi Cheap Thoto Material and Films, Samples
Free, 12 by 10  Enlargement, any
ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

The Picture Paper with the MOST News

SUNDAY GRAPHIC

NN DN RN

All applications lor Adyertisement Spage In this
publication should be addressed to the Adver-
tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon St,, London, E,C.4.
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" Hero lia comes

The warning wordd 1an

round the Fourth Form at Bt
Sam's like lightning, |
My, Lickham, the master of the Fourth, |
was on leave (rom the skool, and the |
Fourth were awaiting with grate intercst, |
the arrival of lnsdeputy. Had they khown
that My. Nollidge, the newecomer, was none
other than their eggspelled koaptin, Jack
Jolly, in disguise, they would have bee
even more intevested. Butb they didn’t,

My, Nollidge mssled into the Formn-
yoom. JIn Jus wake, Dr. Birchemauall,
headmaster of St. Sam's, came slinking
with majestick trad.

“Boys!" cried the Head, his eyes
littering, as he remembered hLow the
ourth had pulled Lis skollerly leg on lis

previous visit. ‘' This is Mr, Nollidge, the
new master, who will take you in Mr.
Licklhiom's absence,”

“* All gerene, gir ! * corussed the Fourth.

“I have alreedy informed Mr. Nollidge
that you are a danjerous and violent set
of young scoundrils,” continewod D,
Birchemall, vennomusly, "“and 1 have
sadvised him to subject you to a mersiless
digsiplin."”

Y Oh, erikey ! meormered the Fourth,
in dizmay,

“ I have given Mr. Nollidge cart blarneh
Lo use the cane, and the birch, or any otlier
instrument of torcher he considers appro-
priate, on the slitest provvocation-—or
even without provvaecation at all,” went
on the Head relentlessly,

* Ob dear ! ™

“And now, Me. Nollidge, perhaps you

Jaelk Jolly may nol cexoactly shine ag an
angler with rod and line, bul os &
wangley he wants a heap of beating.
Itead ow he catehes Dy, Bivehemall
on a bit o string this wcelc, boys.

11 ho earries on like this, though, 1"
backing Lim up for one !

* Hear, hear | 7

* Long moay ho rain 17"

There was no doubt that from vhe poim
of view of the Fourth, Mr, Nollidpe had

would like to get on with the pguddy
washing,"” said Dr. Birchemall, turning
1o the new master with an ingratiating
smile. "1 will remnin o few minnits
m order to assist you, if noeessary.”

“ Very well, siry" assented Mr, Nollidge,
with a bough., ' Terhaps you will be

god enuff to help mo put up this black-
gard, then.”

“ With plezzure '™ said the Hewdl,

Dr. Birchiemnall felt very kindly disposedd
iowards the new maoster, for he had just
suxxeeded in extracting a loan of half-a-
crown from him. Little did lie drean
that in doing so he had helped Jacle Jolly
m hia E.:.T.._ plan to win back his plaies
v tha Fourtls,

The Fourth watched, with curling lips,
23 the Head of St. Bam’s assisted the new
master with the blackboard., They could
guess the reason for hLis unusual display
of good natehoer !

Their eggapressions, however, umderwend
a sudden change, soon after. Whether
by axxident or design they couldn’t tell,
but just as Dr. Birchemall was struggling
to lift the blackboard inlo position, the
new master put & foot out, EL“. tripped him
up, sending Lim crashing to the floor,
with the blackboard on top of him.

Crash !

" Yaroosoooosoonooocooooh !

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

The juniors could wnot rvelvain Jrom
larfing,

“Woooooop ! Grooooocoooh !"' howled
the Head, struggling to extricate himself
from the wooden fromework, ' Gimmoe o
band, someone, for goodness' soke |77

* Allow me, sir ! ' said the new master,
“I'll socn get you out of this! ™

Jack Jolly seized Dr., Birchomall by

made a good =tart.

From the Head s point of view, howsver,
Mr, Nollidge's sensaslhunal beginning in
class was not ot all grateyiying, He
clarcd at his new assisgant with a plere
thut the Jaibled Basl Isk might hasve
cnviel,

*You—you—what the thump do yan
think you're playing ot P he roaved,

* Playing ot 1" repeeted Mpo Naolludge,
m protended sorprize, "1 wasnt playing
at abl, =ip! I was mearly giving you a
helping ham!, 85 you reitwested !

“Tm jolly suee I didn't rekwest yoo
to pull mwe up by way beawl 7 hooted the
Huimd, " Amdl anyway, wasn't it yon who
teippand 1ae up, i3 the first plaes ¥ °°

“Oh, sir, how ean you say such o tlang
cricdd the new master, in pained axxents,
I appeal to the elass—did T trip up Dr,
Birchemuall just now, boys ¥ 7

“*No fear, sir!"” welled the Fourth,
crinning all over their diles,

* If that's what you think,; you must he
suffving from a Luey Nations,'' zaid My,
Nolliddge, 1 should advise youn to see a
doctor at onee, sir, Not that 1 wonld
suggest for @ moment, that you dre in a
danjerons comdition, of cowrse, but therve's
just the chance that you ave o bit touched,
a0 to speak!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You eheeky rotter!”™ roarved Dr
Birchemall, " How dare you  sugpest
that 1T am off my nui, ? Why, I haven’'t
been in a mental home for sevveral years,
now | "

" In that case, I withdraw the suggestion
entively, sie,"” sadd My, Nollidge, rediily,
I only =hows, though, that one cana
alwiys go by sappeoarances, cal one § 7

Before Dr, Birehemall could think out

Lk

his flowing beard, and gave a terrific
wrench that jerked the Head right off the
floor.

" Yaroooooooooooooh ! ! shricked Dr,
Birchemall,

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

The Fourth simply yelled at the feendizh
eggspression on the Head's dile,

“Grate pip! This new master’s #
corker ! V' pasped Frank Foarless, tears of
mirth streemine down his face,

; sewtable veply to that, Mr. Naollidge
y was busying himself putting the blackboard
to rights,

“Now, boys,” lLe said, when lLe faced
the Form aguin. "1 propose that we
kick off without further delay. To hegin
with, we'll have Listory. Who wos King
Canute 2 *°

“ Please, sir,”! replied Tubly Barrell
nervouely, " lie was the king who never
smiled again, The erool waves sank Lis
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bargue—

“Tan't le just 2" eggselaitoed Morvy, |

i °1

oW sy !
intruptod .
Biveliemall rudely,
“The boy is ob-
viously makling v
up, Mr, Nollidge.
It is scandalovs to
think that any boy n the Feureh o
Form should be ignorant of the {acf
that King Canute was the cove that
let the cakeés burn., I m:m_mﬁmi, yaou
flop this ignorant young welp !

* Very well, sir,’? said Mr. Nollidpe,
somewhat 1o the serprize of the Fourth.
“ 1 will sertamly do so."”

Tuhby let out e mizzerable yeip.

' Loolt here, sir e

“Pay no heed to his pleas for
mersy ! osaid the Head, savvidgely,
“ Come out, Barrell, and bend over ! *

Tubly Barrell rolled reluctantly to the
front of the class and bent over, bitterly
hewailing hia fate,

The Fourth watched, with baited breil),
na Mr., Nollidge axxepted the heavy birch
which thie Head handed him., They wera
a little disconcerted to find that the
new master, whom they had begun to
like, should be willing to use the crool
instrument of torclier g0 goon,

But Mr, Nollidge, alias Juck Jolly, had
na intention whatsoever of flogging the
Faliziaff of the Fourth. His aim was in a

{totnlly  diffierent
thiveslion, 3 =&
wntter of faet,

“Boele it into
himm, Mr. Nol-
lidge ! ™ gaid the
Hoad, rbbing
liis bony hands with malishus glee,
el taking up a position near the
new master. ' ¥ou can give him
the Lrst Lndred and aefter that,
I'fl have & torn ! ™

“(h, pgrate pip
Tubby Barrell, faintly,

My, Nollidge took a tiglt pgrip on
tha birchrod and braced himself up
for m tremendous effort.

Then, with a movement like
lLightning, he lifted the instrument
of torcher over hia howd and caught
1o grinning Head a terrific swipe acroes
the back.

Swish !

“Waoooooooeoonoop 1" eereomed Dr.
Birchemall, as he fell with a thud on to
the herd, unsympathetick floor,

“Ha, hs, ha 1"

Then the strange new master did a thing
that sent the Form into onc long yell of

larfter.

Tarnmg  round ow  the rekumbent
Heger of the Head, lie pretended to mistake

'Y mearmercd

himmn  for Tubby
Barvell, sd began
to lay it on, well
nd trooly.

Bang ! Crash !
Hang ! Wallop !
Boom ! Thwack !

A reguler reign
of blows dessended
v Idr.  Bircho-
mall'ss annatomy,
causimg thoe 1lead Lo “_.5: oul with anpwish.

“Woop! Yoop! Ow-wow! Lemuino
gerrup, you ass ! Grooonool ! Yarooooh !

“*Ha, ha, ha!" yelll the XYourth,
whilo Tubby Barrvell, only too glad of the
ehanee to get away, rolled bock to his
jlaice.

At last, My. Nollidge censed to helabour
the Head, amd allowed Lim to stagger to
hia feat,

“Well, I'm jigeered ! L remarked,
m tones of astonishment. 1 thought
you wers Tubby Barell | And all the tune
you're the Head ! What a funny thing ! "

** Ha, La, ha t "

Judging by the yell that went up, the
Fourth evvidently thought it a funny
thing, too !

* You—you stul tered tha Head,
“Ow! I'm bruised all over! I'm hurt ! _
Groogoooh 'V

“ Awlully sorry, siy [ sa1d Mr, Nollidgo.
“ Fright{ully silly mistake for ino to make,
wasn't it

“* Ha, i, lia 1"

“@Groooooh ! 1 con'i iatk now ! T
e you alter I 7 groaned Dy, Dirclicmall
“"Como to my studdy inunediately after
lessons, and I'll show you whether you
ean touch the sacred person of the Head
of St. Bam’s with impunity 1"

“ Riglit-ho, gir 1" replied Mr. Nollidge,
with the utmost noukallance., ** Cheerio !
And mind tho step gs you go out ! "

* IHu, ha, ha 1"

Feeling more dead than alive, D
Birchemall stoggered out of the Form-
room. He had liad guite enull of Mr,
Nollidge for one afternoon,

1L

FTELR lessong that day, Jacl
Jolly, alias Mr. Nollidge, trotted
round to the Head's staddy,

Dr. Birchiemall's eves gleamed
ps ha faced the new mastier,

“1've been thinking about your repre-
liensible behaviour towards me in tle
Form-room this  ofternoon,”  Le said,
‘“* First of all, you biffed me on the napper.
After that, you nearly tugged my giddy

11

13

Az fmpedence Lo apply tho biveh to
ey unnatomy in front of e entirs clase,
Never boforo in oy skollastick carcer
fiova I bhery p..mnu—.cmm_.m to =uch an
indligpnity |

* But, sir——-"

“Silenee ! T cannot believe that theso
cepstraordinayy  insidents  woers of  An
wx xidental wilecher,  Nollidge.  You
detiberately asspulted mo !V

“Oh, s=ir!” mermered Mr. Nollidge,
i reproachin axxenta,

" Having como {o that concloosion, T
have deciled (o parade the rest of tho
nusters i the gym with notted handicer-
chicfs, and male you run the gauntlet
fifty times ! said Dy, Birchiemall, a ¢roul
grin heginping to spread over his dile,
" By tlio time Chas: Tyzer, Justiss & Co.
liave finighed with you, I fancy you'll e
cured for all time of the habit of playmg
practical jokes on headmasters,”

Strangely enufl, the temporary masler
did not seem o bit disconcertsd at the
Head's vishus sentence. He nodded and
grinved guite chieerily, in fnct,

“You mnay larf ! " said Dr. Birehemall,
with m soowl, " But I adsure you, my
friend, you'll rvepent later, 1 will wring
for Binding, the pege, to order Masters
Assembily 1

De. Birchemall strotehed out his hand
to wring the bell, but before hwo could
reach it, 0 grip of iron duscended on lus
wrist, and he found that Mr, Nollidge hed
stepped in.

“ Half o minnit, deay old bean,'' eaid
My, Nollidge pently.

“ Leggo my wrist !"" roaved the Head,
strigehing to veleaso himsclf,

Y Not just yet 17 peplied Jack Juolly.
“ Later on, perhaps ! Before yon wring

beard off. And, Hoally, ¥ou had the

thint. Bell, 1 want fo have o miee, guict
talke with you, Dy, Bivehiemall, on o sulijecr
which will probalily intercst you consider-,
ably,”

“What do you wean 7" pasped the
Head of St. Sam's, brealing mta an
iy swet ab those sinnister words,

“1 am referving Lo 1he loan of Lall.a-
eronwn which you obteined from me when
1 first areived at St Sam's, coavlier i tha
day." |

Y Qrate pip ! Borely you don't cpespect
mo Lo repay you so soon as tlus ¥

“Not at oll! Jnowing something of
yvour reputation, I shall be serprized if you
intend o pay it back at all! But 1
just remind you that 1 hold your 10 L
for the sum 1 Lave mentioned, amd 1f you
urc poing to tuen mosty, I shall feel inclined
Lo roturn tho compliment,”

" You mean M gabd the Hend Linrscly,

“T mean thet 1 shall send the 1€ U
(o the Board of Guvverndrs, Al yon
lknow what that mesns—the saele !

Dr. Birchemall twrned  gerstly  wihite,

“You'd never dare——"" he began,

Mr. Nolliwdge intropted him with a
maclking larf.

YTy ane, then 1Y Lo challenged.

“Oh, grate pip!" mermercsd  Dr
Birchemall.

He distn't attempl to wring the bell
nosocond time. ALl thouglhits of making
Mr. Nollidgo run the gauntlet lad gons,
in the face of this uneggspected trouble,

‘“ So that's vour gume, iz it ! " he sand,
looking puil and haggard, ell ot onee.
“You think you've got me under yobr
thumb  because you held my 104,
1'll soon alter that state of affmrs!”

“ Yory well, then,” soid My, Nullidge.
* Py me baek my hulf-crown | "

Jack Jolly knew full well that the Head
wouhl find thet an impossible task, :

“I'm afraid I can't repay you jJush
now,"” said the Head mornfully. * Never-
theless, the thought of remaining vnder
your thumb is intollerable ! Yait hera
for mo, and I will endevver 10 riise the
winad ! :
With a more hopeful eggspression

{Continued on page 235
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