





















































































































































Wharton's quivering lips tightened.
‘“Very well, sir.”

“ Now you may go.”

And Wharton went.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
MARJORIE CHIPS IN.
By BUNTER stopped 1n the lane
and blinked through his big
spectacles at a graceful form coming
up the lane. Morning lessons were
over on Tuesday, and Billy Bunter
was waddling disconsolately down to
the village. Bunter was in his usual
state of impecuniosity, and he was
earning for tarts. His recent conduct
]‘iad made it impossible to raise a loan
in No. 1 Study, and Mrs. Mimble, at
the school shop, was very decided on
the subject of * tick,” with so doubt-
ful a customer as Bunter. Bunter
had rolled forth on a forlorn hope, to
attempt to soften the hard heart of
Uncle Clegg at the tuckshop 1in
I'riardale, without much hope of
success. But his fat face brightened,
and his little round eyes glistened
behind his spectacles, at the sight of
Marjorie Hazeldene coming up the
lane. He stopped in the road, and
raised his hat to Marjorie with a
manner that was intended to be grace-
ful and courtly.

Marjorie gave him a curt nod and
walked on. She did not like Bunter,
and she had no time to waste on him.
She was going to Greyiriars to see
Hazel, and she had to be back at
Clif House 1n time for afternoon
lessons. The girl was 1n a very
anxious frame of mind.

It was a trouble to her that Harry
Wharton should have been drawn
into the meshes of Mr. Rawlings’ net
on account of her brother, and she
was anxious to know whether the
matter had come to an end. Little
did she dream how it was turning out.
It had been understood that Wharton
was to cycle over to Cliff House, and

tell her all about 1t when it was over,
but he had not come. And the girl
had an uneasy foreboding that matters
had not gone well.

‘“ Hold on a minute | "’ said Bunter,
puffing along beside Marjorie. 1
say, Miss Marjorie §

The girl did not pause.

““I've got some news for you!l”
puffed Bunter.

Marjorie stopped.

** News for me ? "’ she asked.

Bunter nodded.

" Yes; quite exciting, you know.
Come along to the village—it ain'’t
far off—and I'll tell you 2ll about 1t
at Uncle Clegg’s. I'm going there.”

' I have no time,” said Marjorie.

‘" Better come and have a ginger-
Eog,” urged Bunter, whose active

rain had already formed a scheme
for consuming ‘‘ tuck,” and leaving
Miss Hazeldene to pay for it. ‘ Uncle
Clegg has jolly good tarts, too.”

‘I am going to Greyfriars,” said
Marjorie. ** If you have anything to
tell me, tell me now.”

‘“ Better come to Uncle Clegg’s, and
I'll tell you all about it. It’s quite
exciting, you know. We don’t have
a fellow sacked at Greyfriars every

dair.”
farjorie’s heart stood still.

‘“ My brother -

‘ Oh, it ain’t Hazel | "’ said Bunter.
‘““ Hazel’s all right. [t’s Wharton.”

" Wharton | 7’ exclaimed Marjorie,
In astonishment.

‘““Yes : he’s bowled out at last,”
chuckled Bunter. “ I can’t say I'm
sorry for him. He was always mean
about money. When I was in his
study I never used to have enough
to eat.”

“ 'What has happened 7 ” _

‘““ He's found = out,” explained
Bunter, trotting along beside Mar-
jorie. The girl was walking towards
Greyfriars again, at a pace the little
fat junior found it diﬂ'il:z:ult to equal.
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““ Pitch him Into the ditch | "’ said Harry Wharton.
Mr. Rawlings.

“I'lt have thelawonyou | Il i

-

‘“ Don’t you dare pitch me into no ditch ! ”’ shrieked

Splash | The bookmakKer sailed into the muddy water

and disappeared.

"“ It’s come out about his havin
bookie 1n his study the other dgay,
you know, and it turns out that he
owed him money for betting and
things, and the man came up to see
the Head as Wharton wouldn't pay
him. The whole school’s buzzing
with 1t. Your brother looks pretty
sick about 1t, too. Don't know why.
I know he doesn’t like Wharton. In
fact, I happen to know that they
had a row the other day, and Wharton
was gomng to punch his head when
Bob Cherry stopped him. 1 say,

(

a Miss Marjorie, there’s no hu

| o
I’'m rather out of breath, you know.”’

““Do you mean that %V’harton 1S
supposed to have owed money to
Mr. Rawlings, and that he is to be
expelled for it ? "’ said Marjorie, her
tace very white.

“ That’s 1t."”
‘ ; What does my brother say about
lt )1}

' He hasn’t said anything that I
know of.”

““ But Wharton has

e denied it,
ely T
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“Yes. He wants to make out
that he was acting for another chap
but he can’'t give the chap’s namei
All bunkum, you know. As if a
fellow would get into a fix like
that for another fellow! I know I
wouldn’t.”

“ No, I'm sure you wouldn'’t,” said
Marjorie, with a quiet scorn that was
quite lost upon William George
Bunter.

““ No fear. I'm not quite such a
mug as that,” said Bunter, with a
satisfied grin. “ Of course, I don'’t
believe 1it. I suppose Wharton
thought that yarn would go down.
But 1f 1t was true, why can’t he give
the chap’s name? He’s going to be
sacked to-morrow. His uncle’s com-
ing down for him. Of course, if he
could get out of it, he would. Stands
to reason, doesn’t it ? "’ |

Marjorie did not reply. She was
walking so quickly now that Billy
Bunter fell hopelessly behind, though

his fat legs were going like clock-
work.

Marjorie entered the school

t
and hurried o ool

across to the School
House. Bob Cherry met her in the

doorway. Bob’s usually jolly face
was long and glum.

‘“* What 1s this about Wharton ? ”’

Marjorie  exclaimed  breathlessly.
i I’v:'-:-; just met Bunter, and he says

‘“ The chattering beast | ”’ growled
Bob.

1 want to know about it,” said
Marjorie. ““ Is 1t possible that Whar-
ton has been supposed to have done
what my brother has done ?

- “Tell mel” Marjorie exclaimed
1m‘1‘:ier10usly. '-

We agreed not to say anything
to you about it,”’ said Bob reluctantly.
‘“ I—I say, shall I walk back to Chff
House with you 7 ”’

“I’'m not going back to Chff
House yet. 1 must see to this, Is

Wharton to be sent away from
Greyfriars ?

‘“Ye-e-es.”

“ Because he won’'t tell about my
brother ?

‘ T—I suppose it amounts to that.”

““ But Hazel | "’ exclaimed Marjorie,
her face flooded with colour now.
‘““ Has Hazel allowed it ? Hasn't he

owned up ’ '
‘““ Don’'t be hard on Hazel,” said

Bob, feeling called upon to say
something. ‘ He hasn’t the nerve,
you know. He can’t face it.”

““ Then he is letting Wharton suffer
for him, without saying a word ? "

‘“ Well, you see——""

““ Tell me—tell me! Yesorno?”

‘““ Well, yes, I suppose.”

‘““ But you others; you know all
about it ! ”’ exclaimed Marjorie. ‘' Have
you said nothing and allowed this
injustice to be done ? ” _ ‘

‘““ We couldn’t prove it,”’ said Bob.

“ Do you mean that Hazel would
deny the truth ? "’

Bob was silent.

Marjorie clenched her little hands.

‘“We promised Wharton to S\%Y
nothing about it,”” said Bob. ‘ We
wanted to, but he made us promise.
He thinks he’s bound to see 1t
through. You know 1it’s no good
arguing with him. I'm blessed if |
know what ought to be done!”

“ T know what ought to be done ! ™
exclaimed Marjorie, her eyes flashing.
And she ran into the house.

Bob darted after her. e

‘“ Marjorie | ”’ he exclaimed in dis-

may. ‘‘ Marjorie, where are Yyou
going °
But Marjorie was already at the

door of the Head’s study and knock-
ing on it. Bob drew a deep breath
and turned away. He knew the girl’s
intention now, and he was glad of it.
““ Come in !’ said the deep voice
of the Head.
Marjorie entered the study.
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Head, in great distress. ‘‘ Pray—
pray do not cry | I—I will see what
can be done. You are quite sure of
what you say 7 "

“Yes, yes| Harry was trying to
save Hazel, because he i1s kind and

Dr. Locke looked up, expecting to see
one of the masters, and he was

astonished at the sight of the girl,
with her face flushed and her eyes

full of excitement.

‘““ Miss Hazeldene ! ’ said the Head.
““ Pray come in. What 1s the matter ?

“ Dr. Locke "—Marjorie was al-
most panting—'* 1s it true that Harry
Wharton is to be expelled from
Greyfriars ? " ;

The Head looked distressed.

““ Yes, my dear child, I am sorry
to say that it is. Surely you have
not come to speak to me about

that ? " _
“Yes, yes! He 1s 1nnocent!”

Marjorie exclaimed. |
Dr. Locke smiled patiently. He
1stress on find-

understood the girl’s
ing that her boy chum was to be sent

away in disgrace from the school,
and he supposed that she had come
to make some appeal to him. He
could not, of course, be influenced
by that, but he was sorry.

‘““ My dear girl " -

“T tell you I know who 1t 1s, sir |
] knew all along. It was because
we are friends that Wharton did this "’
Marijorie exclaimed, almost sobbing.

The Head looked at her keenly.

‘““ ] cannot quite understand you,"”’
he said. ‘* But if you can tell me
anything about the matter, I shall
be glad tohearit, of course. Wharton'’s
explanation is that he was acting on
behalf of another boy, but it 1s 1impos-
sible to admit such an explanation.”

‘““ But it is true, sir.”

‘““ How do you know ? " _
“ 1 know who the other bovy is.

He's—he is my brother!” sobbed
Marjorie.

Dr. Locke started.
“« Your brother—Hazeldene of the

Remove 7 "’

 Yes.”

It was out now. _ _
““ My dear, dear child I " said the

generous. It i1s shameful that Hazel
should have let him suffer in his
place,” said Marjorie, almost in-
audibly. * But—but now I have told
you, you will punish my brother——"’

“Do not distress yourself, Miss
Hazeldene. I must take into con-
sideration the fact that you have told
me. I cannot allow you to be the
cause of your brother’s expulsion from
the school,” said the Head kindly.
““ I will consult with his Form-master,
and see what can be done. It was
very noble of you to come to me as
you have done, Miss Hazeldene. But
I must be sure of the facts. I will
send for your brother.”

““And—and you will not expel
him, sir ? "’

The Head paused for a full minute,

and then answered :

(( NO ! J)
He rang the bell, and sent Trotter

for Hazeldene. In a few minutes the
junior entered the study, looking
white and scared. He started at the
sight of his sister, her cheeks wet
with tears.

‘“ Hazeldene !’ said the Head
sternly. “ I have just made a very
painful discovery. Is it possible, sir,
that you have been sheltering your-
self behind the mistaken chivalry of
your Form-fellow 7 "

Hazel almost staggered.

“I,sir! No—I Marjorie, what
have you been saymg ? "’

‘“ Listen to me, Hazeldene. Tell
me the whole truth, and I will not
expel you from the school. At any
cost, this matter must be cleared up |
Tell me the whole truth at once, and
I will consider what lesser punishment

will meet the case.”
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Under the stern eye of the Head,
Hazel had not much chance of pre-
varicating. His conscience had made
his life a misery to him since Wharton'’s
sentence had been pronounced. It
was almost with relief that he now
blurted out a halting confession.

The Head listened in stern silence.

‘“ Then it was you that Rawlings
came to see here 7 "

“Yes, sir.”

“ You had been betting with him 7"’

“ Ye-es, sir,”’ faltered Hazeldene.
‘“ T—I somehow got into it—he talked
me over, and—and—I know 1t was
wrong, sir, but I didn’t realise—I—
I'll never do anything of the kind
again, sir. [—I sha'n’'t forget what
['ve been through i1n the past few

days.”’
‘Yes, I think that i1s probable
enough,’’ said the Head. *“ You have

had a lesson, I should imagine. You
have acted foolishly and wickedly—
but your connection with Rawlings
was nothing in comparison with your
baseness 1n allowing Wharton to
suffer for your fault. Do you under-
stand what terrible injustice would
have been done if your sister had not
been more honourable than yourself?”’

‘““ —I—I couldn’t own up !’ mut-
tered Hazeldene, getting the words
out with difficulty. ““ I couldn’t face
my father o

“So you left it to Wharton to
bear the burden of your rascality | ”’
said the Head sternly. ‘ You will
be punished severely, Hazeldene. I
shall not expel you, for your sister’s
sake—considering the manner 1n
which I have learned the truth. 1
feel that I cannot take that step.
You will be flogged, and I trust that

this lesson will keep you in honour-
able paths in the future. And if you
have even a Ilittle common sense,
Hazeldene, you will take example
by your sister, and strive to become
a better boy.”

And the Head made a gesture of
dismissal.

In the passage outside, Hazel looked
at Marjorie 1n an uncertain sort of
way. He did not know whether to
feel angry with her, or to feel relieved
at having the matter over and done
with—his feelings were mixed.

*“*So you gave me away, Marjorie ? "
he muttered.

"I saved Wharton,’’ said Marjorie.
' Oh, Hazel, it was base of you not
to own up, when he was to be ex-
Eelled for your fault. I could not

ave believed it of you.”

“ Well, it’s over now,” said Hazel

sullenly. ‘““ You can go and tell
Wharton that it’s all right.”
And Marjorie did. She found

Harry Wharton in the Close, moodily
Facing under the leafless elms. His
ace was dark and clouded—but 1t
brightened as Marjorie breathlessly
told what she had to tell.

““You should not have done 1it,
Harry,’”’ said the girl, almost sobbing.
** It was kind and generous—but you
should not have done it ! It was too
much 1 "

But Wharton shook his head.

‘““1T think Hazel will keep straight
after this,” he said. ‘‘ Don’t be too
hard on the poor chap, Marjorie—he
has been feeling this. We’'re going to
look after him. And if he plays the
%iddy goat again, we’ll rag him bald-

eaded—that’s the best way.”

And Marjorie laughed.
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