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A VISITOR FOR HAZEL!

‘S REAT pip!  Who's that mer-
chant 2 ”
Bob Cherry uttered that

gentleman, with a loud waistcoat
and a louder watch-chain, and a
bowler hat set at a rakish angle

upon his head. His whole appear-
ance was of the horse-horsey, as

ejaculation. A
belonging to the
Remove were chat-
ting on the steps
of the School House
at Greyfriars, when
the * merchant '’ came
in sight. Harry
Wharton & Co. stared
at the stranger in
surprise.

He had come in at
the school gates, and
was advancing across
the Close towards the
School House, when

the juniors spotted him.

group of fellows

By
FRANK RICHARDS

Not many fellows would

risk expulsion from
school to prevent that
fate overtaking another.
Yet that is the sacrifice
Harry Wharton is pre-
pared to make—to save
the honour of a black
sheep of Greyfriars!

A slight

Frank Nugent put it.

He was certainly a
most remarkable
visitor for Greyfriars
School, and he was
favoured with inquir-
ing stares from all the
fellows who saw him.

‘“ Looks like a giddy
bookmaker,” said
Harry Wharton. ‘‘One
of Smithy’s friends
come to pay him a
visit, perhaps.”

‘Smithy wouldn’t be
idiot enough to have

him here, I should think,” said Bob

tendency to zigzagging in the ‘‘ mer-
chant’s” walk hinted that he had
partaken of the cup that cheers, not
wisely, but too well. He was a florid

Cherry. ‘I wonder what he wants? ”’
 Good heavens ! "’
That ejaculation came from Hazel-
dene of the Remove, who had just
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come out of the School House. The
juniors looked quickly at Hazel. All
the colour had fled from his face, and
his eyes were fixed upon the ‘‘ mer-
chant ”’ with the rakish hat, wide-
open with terror.

“Do you know him?"”
Wharton.

“ It’s Rawlings ! ”

“ And who may Rawlings happen
tobe?”

Hazeldene did not reply. He
turned quickly and ran into the House,
and the juniors heard his footsteps
die away on the stairs within.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
looks of surprise and dismay. It was
evident that Hazeldene knew that
exceedingly flashy-looking gentleman,
and equally evident that he was very
unwilling to meet him.

¢« The ass | ”” murmured Bob Cherry.
« The silly ass! He has got himself
into a fearful pickle this time ! That
man’s come here to see Hazel.”

“ Qh, the ass!” said Wharton,
between his teeth. ‘ To let the man
come here, of all things | " )

« He doesn’t seem to want him
here,”” said Nugent drily. “It'’s
pretty clear Hazel owes him money,
and he’s come for it. The duffer was
trying to borrow quids in the Remove
this morning—and that’s what he
wanted them for—to keep his friend
Mr. Rawlings away.”

Harry Wharton nodded. He knew
that Hazel had been making desperate
attempts to borrow money for the
last two days. But as Hazel was an
exceedingly bad debtor, and had no
prospect whatever of repaying the
sums he borrowed, he found it difficult
to raise loans. He had not succeeded
in raising the sum he wanted—and

this was the result | His creditor had
come to the school. X

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars,
and there was a senior football-match
going on. Most of the prefects were

asked

in the First Eleven, and so were for-
tunately off the scene. But the
football-field was in sight of the Close
and Wingate or Loder or Walker
might easily catch a glimpse of the
merchant during a pause in the play.
The Head might look out of his
window—DMr. Quelch or another of
the masters might come out of the
House at any moment. And if that
man were seen, there was only one
ossible result for Hazel—he would
e called into the Head's study for a
stern inquiry, and he would be im-
mediately expelled from the school.

‘““ It means the sack for him | ”’ said
Bob in a low voice.

‘“ Serve the silly ass right | said
Johnny Bull. ‘“ We pulled him out
of just such a hole as this not long ago,
and he promised to chuck it for good.”

““ Serve him right, right enough ! ”’

said Bob. ‘ But—'
‘“ But what?'" growled Johnny
Bull. “ I'm fed up with him. If he

can’t be decent, the sooner he gets the
order of the boot, the better.”

“ Yes ; but—but—DMarjorie ! ”’ said
Bob.

““ Oh, hang!” said Johnny Bull
uneasily.

That thought was in the minds of
all the Co.—how Marjorie would feel
if her brother were ‘ sacked "’ from
Greyfriars. For that reason they had
stood by Hazel many times when they
were disgusted with him and tired of
his folly. Wharton remembered the
anxious look he had seen on Marjorie’s
face the last time she had come over to
Greyfriars. He realised now that the
girl knew that her brother was in
trouble again, and that all that had
been done for him had been done in
vain.

“ We can’t do anything now!”
said Nugent. ‘“ Why, the Head
must see him if he happens to look
out of his window. The rotter’s just
in front of it | ”
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“ And Quelchy may come out any
minute | ”’ said Johnny Bull.

“ It’s all up now !

“Isay, you fellows ’—Billy Bunter,
the fattest junior in Greyfriars, came
puffing up the steps—"* do you see that
chap over there? I know him!
He's Rawlings the bookie! I saw
Hazel talking to him the other day
in thS lane "1 | -

““Oh, you shut up!" growle
Johnny lel. P

Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectacles.

“Oh, really, Bulll I shouldn't
wonder if he’s come to see Hazel. I
know Hazel owes him money, because
I happened to hear them talking 2

“You happened to be eavesdrop-
ping, as usual ! ”’ snapped Wharton.
‘ Shut up 1 ”

“ Shan’t | " said Bunter. ‘I think
this kind of thing is disgraceful, you
know. After all I've done for Hazel,
too ! ”

“ Lot you've ever done for anybody,
you fat porpoise. What have you
done? "

“ Well, I—I stood by him !’ said
Bunter virtuously. ‘I felt I was
bound to, you know, considering that
Marjorie is rather mashed on me,

and Ow, ow | ”

Bump |

At that point, Bob Cherry had
introduced his boot into the con-

versation, and Billy Bunter rolled
down the steps and sat on the ground
gasping.

““Ow | Cherry, you beast | "’ Bunter
blinked furiously at the group of
juniors, and as he saw Bob coming
down the steps towards him, with
face aflame, he picked himself up and
fled, without waiting to conclude his
remarks.

Meanwhile, the “merchant” had
zigzagged himself across the Close,
and ie reached the steps of the
School House as Bunter dashed off.

_ He turned a fishy eye upon the
juniors.

‘“ Afternoon | ”’ he said thickly.

“What do you want?” asked
Harry Wharton curtly.

‘“ I’'ve come to collect a little debt,”
said Mr. Rawlings affably. ‘‘ Young
gentleman of the name of Hazeldene.
Owes me five quid. Where is he ? "

“ You oughtu’t to come here,” said
Harry sharply. “ You know it will
get him into trouble.”

Mr. Rawlings nodded. He had been
drinking, but he was not intoxicated,
and the juniors guessed that he
had insPired himself with ‘“ Dutch
courage "’ for that wvisit to the
school.

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” said Mr.
Rawlings. “ Wot I know is, that I
want my money ! "’

“ What does Hazel owe you the
money for ? ”’ asked Harry.

“ A little flutter on a ’orse,” ex-
plained Mr. Rawlings.

““ You know you can’t collect gam-
ing debts ; they’re illegal,” said the
captain of the Remove ; “ you know
that as well as I do.”

“I'm goin’ to collect this one, or
there will be a row!” said Mr.
Rawlings emphatically. “ I've got
his paper 'ere—I O U five quid. And
that five quid is goin’ to be paid, on
the nail, or there will be trouble for
Mr. Swindler Hazeldene. If I don’t
see him, I’m going to see the 'Ead.”

“ You'd better clear off- 2

“1 ain’t clearing off without my
money,” said Mr. Rawlings, raising
his voice. ‘‘ Now, I ain’t come ’ere to
jore. I want five quid | Where’s
that young swindler ? ’

The juniors looked at Mr. Rawlings,
and at one another helplessly. They
shivered at the thought of what
would follow if Mr. Quelch should
hear the man’s voice and come out.
They knew that the Remove master
was 1n his study.
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And there was no getting rid of Mr.
Rawlings. He had evidently come
there with the special intention of
making a scene unless his claim was
met. What was to be done ?

It was no business of theirs, cer-
tainly. Hazel had brought it upon
himself by his folly, and he had to
face the consequences. But—there
was Marjorie—and Wharton had not
forgotten that he had promised the
anxious girl to look after her brother
as much as he could.

Wharton thought the matter over
quickly, and made up his mind.
To have any dealings with this dis-
reputable blackguard might be dan-
gerous to himself ; but for Marjorie’s
sake he was prepared to run the risk.

“ We've got to stop the brute’s
mouth,’’ he muttered quickly. “ Let’s
do our best—for Marjorie.”

And the other fellows nodded.
They were prepared to take the risk,
too. Mr. Rawlings had not been seen,
so far, by masters or prefects, and there
was a bare chance that the situation
might besaved if he could be got rid of.

“ Where'’s Master Swindler Hazel-
dene ? ”’ repeated Mr. Rawlings, rais-
ing his voice still louder. “ I want to
see 'ilm | Where’s my five quid ? "

“ Hold your tongue,” said Wharton
savagely. ‘‘ Look here, clear off, and
you shall have the money, I promise

ou.”
4 Mr. Rawlings grinned sceptically.

“ 1 come here for money, and not
for gas,” he remarked. *“ You ’and
over the five quid, and I'll get off
quick enough. But 1 ain’t going
without my money."”

“ Do you think I've got five pounds
in my pockets, you fathead ? " said
Wharton angrily. “ I give you my
promise.” o )

“ Promises is like pie-crusts,”
Mr. Rawlings sententiouslgr. “ Made
and broken, you know. 1 want my
money.”

said -

“ You shall have it to-morrow, if
you’ll clear off now,” said Wharton
desperately.

“’T'll have it inside five minutes, or
I’ll raise a row ’ere that will make
Master Hazel sorry he tried to swindle
me,” said Mr. Rawlings. “ I'm an
honest man. I pay up when I lose.
The young swindler has had money
outer me. Now he’s goin’ to pay.”

“ He can't.”

“Then he can take the conse-
uences. And who are you to inter-
ere, anyhow. I'm going to see
Hazeldene.”

And Mr. Rawlings tried to push his
way through the juniors into the
House.

Harry Wharton and Co. were
strongly tempted to seize upon him
and hurl him bodily down the steps.
But that would only have precipi-
tated the scene they dreaded. He had
to be got rid of quietly, if Hazel was
to be saved. And he would not go
without his money, and the juniors
had nothing like five pounds about
them. Five shillings would have
been nearer the mark, so far as their
financial resources were concerned.

Wharton’s brain worked quickly.
Time must be gained, and, meanwhile,
the man must be got out of sight.

“ Well, come in,” said Wharton.
“ You shall see Hazel. Come up to
my study.”

His chums stared at him aghast.

‘““ To the study | ” Nugent muttered
in dismay.

“It’s the only thing to be done,
before he’s seen, too,” said Wharton
hurriedly. ‘ Come on—this way,
Mr. Rawlings.”

Wharton prayed fervently, as he
led the bookmaker into the hall, that
nobody would be there to see him.
There were two or three Removites,
and Coker of the Fifth, and Temple
of the Fourth Form, and they all
stared curiously at Mr. Rawlings.
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‘“ Great pip ! Who's that merchant ?

in a loud suit, advanced towards the steps of the School House.

rd
W”

'“1‘
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Bob Cherry uttered that ejaculation as a florid gentleman, dressed

3

[

““Looks like a giddy bookmaker,””

said Harry Wharton,

But fortunately there was no master
and no member of the Sixth Form in
sight. And Wharton hurried the
bookmalker up the stairs at top speed,
Mr. Rawlings grunting in a dissatisfied
way as he went. In the Remove
passage Peter Todd met them, and
he stared blankly.

“ Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Todd.
““ Who's your friend, Wharton ?

But Wharton did not reply. He
hurried Mr. Rawlings into No. 1
Study, and breathed more freely
when the door had closed upon him
there.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
BUNTER CONSIDERS IT HIS DUTY
Mr: RAWLINGS sat down in Harry

Wharton'’s armchair and
stretched his out comfort-

(

legs

ably, with the evident intention of
making himself at home. He had not
taken his hat off, and Wharton could
hardly restrain himself from knocking
it off. The insolence of the rascal
was growing. The anxiety the juniors
displayed to keep him out of sight
showed him the power he had in his
hands.

““ Well, where'’s Master Hazeldene?”
demanded Mr. Rawlings, taking out a
big black cigar and snipping off the
end with his teeth. ‘ Produce 'im ! ”

“ \Wait here a bit, and I’ll fetch
him,” said Harry. . -

“T ain’t goin’ to wait long,"” said
Mr. Rawlings, lighting his cigar.

. “You run along and fetch 'im quick,
young shaver, or there’ll be trouble.”

Wharton trembled with rage, but
this was not the time to resent the

1
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rascal’s mode of address.
pered to Nugent.

‘ Stay here, Franky, and see that
he doesn’t get out of the study, while
I look for Hazel, will you? ”

Nugent nodded.

Harry Wharton left the study,
closing the door behind him. Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull had remained
in the passage. They were on guard
to see that no one entered Study
No. 1 while Mr. Rawlings was there.
To have that half-intoxicated, dis-
reputable blackguard found in the
study would have meant very serious
trouble for the chums of the Remove.

Harry Wharton hurried along the
Remove passage to Hazel’s study.
He guessed that the wretched youth
had taken refuge there. He was right.
He saw Hazel as he opened the door.
With a face like chalk Hazel sat there,
and his eyes turned with a terrified
gaze upon the door as it oPened.

“ Has that man gone ? ” he panted.

“ No; he wants to see you.”

“ I—I can’t see him! T can't let
anybody know I knmow him! I—I
should be expelled from the school | "
stuttered Hazel.

“You can’t deny that you know

1 .il

“ 71 will—I shall1”

“ 1 won't say anything about that
being a lie,” said Wharton quietly.
‘““ But you can’t deny that you know
him, when he’s got your I O U with
your signature on it.”

Hazel groaned.

“ I'm ruined !
T've I_}feen gt

‘** Have you got any money to pa
him?"” asied %Vhartgn. et

“ No, none. I—I owe the beast
five pounds. He—he said that Black-
amoor was certain to win | "’ groaned
Hazeldene. “ It was a dead cert!
And—and 1 had information, too—
from a tipster who often gives really
good things. Only—only the rotten

He whis-

Oh, what a fool

horse came in sixth, you see, and—
and I was done in.”

“ And you betted on credit, without
the money to pay if you lost?”
demanded Harry.

“ Well, you see, I was so certain of
winning,” said Hazel weakly.

Wharton's lip curled.

“ Do you know what that was? "
he asked. ‘It was swindling—
swindling, pure and simple ! Rawlings
is no worse than you are.”

“ I—I believe he knew I couldn’t
pay, but he thought I'd get it from
my friends,” said Hazel miserably.
“ He knows Marjoric has helped me
more than once. Only—only Mar-
jorie hasn’t any more money, and—
and "

“ You've had it all, you mean,”
said Harry, in disgust. ‘I must say
you're a pretty specimen. Anyway,
you've got to see Rawlings, whether
you can pay him or not. He's in my
study, and he’s waiting for you.”

Hazeldene started up.

“ I1—I can’t see him!
good? I can'’t

“ If you don't
Head.”

" He threatened that he would. He
said he would come here if I didn’t
square up, and—and I've been_ in
torment the last two days. I'm
ruined.”

“ Come along.

Hazeldene a%lowed himself to be
led from the study. His knees were
knocking together as he accompanied
Wharton down the passage. From
of old it was said that the way of
the transgressor is hard. Hazel was
finding it so. He had plunged into
the scrape with utter reckTessness,
and now that the time had come to
‘“ face the music,” the emergency
found him without nerve, and without
courage. He threw himself helplessly
upon others, and if they did not save
him he was ruined. Yet, angry and

What's the
ay him anything.”
e’s going to see the
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scornful as he was, Wharton could
not help feeling compassion for the
wretched, white-faced boy, whose
folly had led him to this terrible pass.

‘“See that nobody comes in, you
chaps,” Wharton muttered, as he
passed Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry
at the door of No. 1 Study.

“ Right-ho ! "

Harry Wharton went in with Hazel-
dene. Johnny Bull and Bob, looking
very grave, remained on the watch
outside. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
their Indian chum, joined them there.
Fellows looked at them curiously as
they passed. Most of the juniors of
the House knew who was in Wharton'’s
study, and only the Co. knew that the
man had come to see Hazeldene.
That Wharton should have such a
disreputable acquaintance amazed the
Removites, and they could not under-
stand it. Several fellows asked ques-
tions, but the questions were not
answered. The chums were not in a
mood for chatter. But when Billy
Bunter rolled upon the scene, he was
not to be denieé).

Bunter blinked at the three juniors
and put his hand on the door of No. 1
Study. Johnny Bull shoved him back
roughly.

“You can’t go in,”’ he said.

‘“ Oh, really, Bull, I'm going in,
you know. I want to see Wharton.”

“You can't.”

“ Why can’t I ? "’ demanded Bunter
warmly. “ What right have you got
to keep me out of Wharton's study—
my old pal Harry’s study?  Like
your rotten cheek, I think. I'm jolly
well going in.”

‘ If you come near that door again,
I'll boot you down the passage,”
said Johnny Bull in a concentrated
voice.

‘“ Oh, all right! I know who's in
there. Rawlings, the bookmaker. I
thought he had come to see Hazel,
but it turns out he’s come to see

(

Wharton. My hat! And Wharton
always pretended to be a giddy
model | He, he, he!”

“ Clear off | "’ shouted Bob Cherry.

‘‘ He, he, he | ”

Bob made a rush at the Owl of the
Remove, and Bunter scampered down
the passage. As Bob returned to the
study door, Bunter came cautiously
back.

“ I say, you fellows, I'm sincerel
sorry, but I can’t have this | ”” he sai(K
“I consider it a disgrace to the
school, Wharton entertaining book-
makers in his study. I’'m sorry, but
it’s my duty to speak to a prefect.”

“If you dare to sneak, you fat
cad 2

‘I don’t call it sneaking. I regard
it from a point of view of duty,”’ said
Bunter loftily. ‘ I'm sincerely sorry,
but I've got my duty to do.”

And he rolled away to the stairs.
The juniors exchanged glances of
alarm. If the Owl of the Remove
told tales to a prefect, whether from
a sense of duty or not, all the fat
would be in the fire with a vengeance.
Bob Cherry seemed to gulfp something
down, and he called after the fat
junior as Bunter reached the head of
the stairs.

‘“ Bunter, come here

Billy Bunter looked round.

“Sorry I can’t stop, Cherry,” he
said, stopping all the same. “ You
see, it’s half-time now, and I must
speak to Wingate."”

‘“ Come here, you fat beast |

“ No larks? " said Bunter sus-
piciously. ;

““ No larks | " said Bob.

Billy Bunter rolled back.

“ You're to keep your silly mouth
shut about Rawlings, Bunter,” said
Bob in a low voice. ‘‘ Do you under-
stand ? You'll be scragged if you say
a single word | "’ X

“ I'm sincerely sorry,” said Bunter
loftily. ‘“ You fellows don’t quite

l”
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understand what it is to have a keen
sense of duty. You don’t quite come
up to my standard. But I can’t allow
these things to go on without chipping
in. That’s how I feel about it.”

Bob glared.

To be preached at by a young
rascal like William George Bunter
was a new and painful experience for
Bob Cherry, and it was very hard to
bear. But just then the Owl of the
Remove held the whip-hand, and he
knew it, and he intended to make the

ecting a

most of it.
“1 suppose you're exg
asked as
“ You generally

postal-order, Bunter ? "’ Bo
calmly as he could.
are.”

Bunter’s eyes glistened behind his
big spectacles. The discussion was
reaching the point he had intended it
to reach all along.

“Yes,” he replied. “ I'm expect-
ing a remittance from one of my
titled relations.”

“ T'll lend you a couple of bob in
advance upon your postal-order, if
you like,” said Bob Cherry.

Bunter shook his head.

“ The postal-order will be for ten
shillings,” he explained. ‘ Perhaps
you’d better hand me the ten bob,
and take the postal-order when it
comes. Then I'lltell you what I’ll do.
I'll go and have a snack in the tuck-
shop, and consider whether I could
possibly hold my tongue about these
disgraceful proceedings in No. 1 Study.
1’d like to do anything I could for old
pals, even though 1 can’t help regard-
ing their conduct with contempt, you
know.”

Bob Cherry’s fists clenched con-
vulsively. The negotiations were in
great danger of ending with Bunter
sprawling on the floor. But Bob held
his temper in check.

“ 1 can’t bargain with the rotter,”
said Bob in a choking voice. ‘“ Lend
me some tin, you fellows.”

(
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“We'll stand our whack,” said
Johnny Bull, with a furious glance at
Bunter. ‘‘ Here’s three bob towards
it, anyway.”

‘““ And 'here are three honourable
bobs,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Bob Cherry found four shillings in
his pocket. ~They were his last, but
they had to be sacrificed for the good
of the cause, so to speak. DBunter’s
little, round eyes glistened behind his
spectacles as he received the coins in
his fat palm.

“ Thanks ! ” he said airily. * Of
course, I'm going to settle this out of
my postal-order—when it comes.”

*“ Clear off | ”’ said Bob.

“And I'll think over Wharton’s
conduct, and decide whether 1 can
possibly allow him to go on without
reporting him,” said Bunter. ‘ I'll
do my best. But if you fellows were
as sensitive as I am, you'd understand
how painful it is to have to struggle
against a sense of duty for the sake of
friendship.”

“ Will you clear off ?”" said Dob
Cherry in a sulphurous voice. ‘I
shan’t be able to keep my hands off
you much longer.”

And Bob looked so dangerous that
the Owl of the Remove decided to
clear off, without giving any further
expression to his sense of duty. He
rolled away, and made a direct line
for the tuckshop—where his new and
oppressive sense of duty was forgotten
for the time in the joys of ginger-beer
and jam-tarts.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
HARD TERMS !
AzELDENE had entered the study
with Harry Wharton, and the
door had closed immediately. Mr.
Rawlings had removed his hat and
made himself comfortable. He looked
at Hazel and gave him a nod.
‘“ Afternoon ! "’ he said.
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* Good-afternoon ! " faltered Hazel-
dene.

“ I've got your bit of paper here,”
said Mr. Rawlings. “ Five quid it is.
Of course, you’re going to settle up.”

“1 told you last night that I
couldn’t,” said Hazeldene, his face as
white as chalk. “ You must give me
time, Mr. Rawlings.”

“I've given you all the time I'm
goin’ to give vou,” said Mr. Rawlings.

“I’ll think over Wharton’s conduct,”” said Bunter, *
““Wil! you clear off 7 ”* said Bob Cherry.
you much longer | ”*

reporting him.”

“ Now, I'll tell you wot I'll do, and
it's a good offer. I'll give you until
I've finished smoking this ’ere cigar
to find the money. Then, if I ain’t
paid, I’'m goin’ to the 'Ead.”

Hazeldene leaned one hand on the
table to support himself.

“ That wouldn’t do you any-good,”
he said. ‘' The Heag wouldn’t pay
you.”

“I'm going to ask him for your
father’s address.”
‘“ My father |
gambling debt.”

“1 reckon he would make you
pretty sorry you ‘adn’t paid it,
though, and so would the 'Ead,”
said Mr. Rawlings, with a chuckle.
T should think 1t was worth more'n
five quid to you not to be kicked out
of your school - But I dessay you

He wouldn’t pay a

4

and decide whether | can allow him to go on without
“| shan’t be able to keep my hands off

know best. ’Ave your way. Don'’t
mind me. 1 give you till I've finished
this ’ere cigar.”

“ How can I pay you when I haven’t
any money ? ”' said Hazeldene helpless-
ly. “ Do be reasonable, Mr. Rawlings.”

“ You 'ad not the money when you
laid the bet,” said Mr. Rawlings.
“ You said you could raise it from
your friends.”
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“ I—I hoped 2

“ You're friends ain’t so anxious
to shell out—wot ? "’ asked the book-
maker, with a grin. “ I s’pose so—
friends are orfen like that. Well, that’s
your look-out. If you try to swindle
me, you'll suffer for it. That’s alll”’

Hazeldene turned a haggard look on
Wharton and Nugent, who were look-
ing worried and uneasy.

‘ Can you fellows help me? "’ he
muttered. ‘‘ You—you see what’s at
stake ! T shall be able to raise the
money some time—Marjorie will help
me. I'll let you have it back, on my
word—only help me now to get that
man away.”

“That man ain’t goin’ away till
he’s paid,” chuckled Mr. Rawlings
through the thick smoke of his cigar.
‘ ’E knows a trick worth two of that.”

“ It’s impossible,” said Wharton
curtly. “ I haven’t more than a few
shillings, and Nugent is nearly stony."”

Frank Nugent nodded assent.

“ The other fellows—" muttered
Hazeldene.

“1 don’t suppose we could raise
more than a quid among the lot of
us,” said Harry. ¢ Dash it alll
Where do you think we are to get
five pounds from ?

“You—you might borrow it of
Lord Mauleverer,” faltered Hazel-
dene. “ You're on good terms with
him, and he’s got lots of money.”

“T'm not on cadging terms with
him,” said Wharton sharply ; ‘ and
Lord Mauleverer has gone home to
see his people this afternoon.”

Hazel groaned.

‘ Then it’s all up with me,” he said
hopelessly. ‘ That man will go to the
Head and show him the paper with
my signature on it. I can’t deny

that. 1 shall be sacked—and my
father 22

His voice broke.
 Comes ’ard on a bloke when he
tries to swindle and can’t get away

with it, don’t it ? ”’ said Mr. Rawlings
blowing out a cloud of smoke.
‘“ Honesty is the best policy, young
feller. You bear that in mind and
don’'t you try to swindle again—
especially a downy bird like yours
truly.”

But Hazel was too scared and
wretched to care for the insolence of
the rascal in the armchair. He was
thinking only of his danger and the
apparent impossibility of escaping
from it. His eyes were turned be-
seechingly upon Wharton. Instinc-
tively, he turned to that stronger
nature to help him. Wharton ex-
changed a glance with Nugent. They
would save the wretched boy if they
could. But how was it to be done ?

“ Look here, Mr. Rawlings,” said
Harry, in as conciliatory a tone as he
could adopt, for his hands were itching
to be laid upon the insolent rascal ; “1f
you'll give us time to raise the money,
I'll see that you are paid. You can
take my word.”

Rawlings stared at him insolently.

‘“ And who are you ? "’ he demanded.

“1 am Harry Wharton, and if you
knew a decent chap when you saw
one you’d know that my word was
ood enough.”

““ Well, Master Harry Wharton, I'll
tell you what I'll do,” said Mr. Ra\\’r-
lings after some reflection. ‘I dqn t
want to lose the money. I'll take "arf
of it down and your 10 U for the
other ’arf to be paid this week.”

Hazel looked imploringly at
Wharton.

‘ T haven’t the money,”’ said Harry.

Mr. Rawlings was eyeing him
keenly. The rascal was a keen
enough judge of character, and he
could see easily enough that Wharton
was a very different sort of fellow
from Hazeldene. The handsome,
frank face of the captain of the
Remove was a guarantee that his
word was as good as his bond—not
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that Mr. Rawlings had any intention
of taking his word when he could get
his bond. As he noted Wharton’s
anxiety to save the wretched black
sheep of the Remove, a cunning
scheme outlined itself in the rascal’s
brain. His manner became less in-
solent.

“I'm sure I don’t want to be 'ard
on a young gent,” said Mr. Rawlings.
“ Look 'ere—and this 'ere is my rock-
bottom offer. I'll take two quid
down, and your note of 'and for
three quid, Master Wharton, and
clear out. Wot price that ?

“ You can raise two pounds, Whar-
ton,” said Hazel. * You can do that ;
the fellows will lend it to you, though
they won’t to me. And—and I'llsettle
up—I get my allowance on Saturday
—and Marjorie will help me &

I don’t want Marjorie’s money ! "
said Wharton savagely. ‘ If I pay
this man I don’t expect ever to see
the money again!”

“ 1 promise ¥

“You promised to have nothing
more to do with fellows of this sort,”
said Harry angrily ; ““ and you pro-
mised to repay the money we paid
for you when you were in a scrape
before. What was that promise
worth ? You haven't paid a penny | ”

“ Oh, pile it on | " said Hazel bit-
terly. “ I’'m down now and you can
hit as hard as you like | ”

Wharton relented at once.

“ I don’t want to pile it on,’ he said,
more gently. ‘ But don't talk rot
about repaying the money! You
know you can't do it, and you know
you’ll forget all about it as soon as
you're out of danger! Look here,
Mr. Rawlings ; I’ll undertake to pay
the money if you'll clear out ! ”

“ Two quid down,” said Mr. Raw-
lings. “ I'm 'ard up. To tell you a
secret, I've got to settle my bill at
the Cross Keys or get out. I've ’ad
bad luck. Two quid down, an’ your

note of 'and for the rest, and I'll
travel. And I stay ‘ere till the two
quid is paid ! "

“ I'll try to raise the money,” said
Harry. * But get out of here. Can'’t
you understand what it would mean
if you were found here ? You wouldn'’t
get paid, for one thing; and Hazel
would be kicked out of Greyfriars, for
another | "’ ‘

‘I don't leave this 'ere room with-
out two quid in my ‘and | "’

The man was evidently determined,
and it was useless to argue with him.
He had drunk just enough to make
him quarrelsome and obstinate, with-
out clouding his faculties. He settled
himself back in the armchair and
pulled at the cigar.

‘ Stay here a bit, and see that
nobody comes in,” said Wharton in
a low voice to Frank Nugent. “ I'll
get along and see what I can do.”

And he quitted the study with a
frowning brow. Johnny Bull and Bob
Cherry and the Nabob of Bhanipur
met him with anxious, inquiring
glances in the passage.

‘“ You fellows got any tin ? " asked
Wharton.

“1 have an esteemed half-quid,”
said Hurree Singh, producing it. * It
is quite at your service, my esteemed
chum!'”

“ Thanks | And you chaps? "

‘““ Stony | " said Bob.

‘“ Broke | "' said Johnny Bull.

‘““Then I want thirty bob more.
That rascal won’t go without two
pounds down,” said Harry. “ I'm
going to try to raise it. Keep your
eyes open here | ”

‘“ Right-ho 1 ”

Mark Linley of the Remove met
Wharton in the passage. Linley was
in football rig, with a coat and muffler
on and a footer under his arm.

“ I've been looking for you, Whar-
ton,” he said. ‘* Have you forgotten
the match ? "
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“ The match ! "’ exclaimed Harry.

He had, as a matter of fact, for-
gotten it. There was a Form match
on that afternoon between the Re-
move and the Upper Fourth, and
Harry Wharton was skipper of the
Remove eleven. Mark Linley looked
at him in astonishment.

‘ The fellows are waiting,”’ he said.
‘ Temple & Co. have been on the
ground some time. = Is anything the
matter ? "’

“ Yes,” said Harry; “ and some-
thing jolly serious, too. Hazel is in
trouble again!”

Mark raised his eyebrows. He was
not surprised to hear it.

‘ There’s a man come to see him—
a disreputable sort of bookmaker,”
said Harry. ‘ We've got him in the
study out of sight ; but he won’t go
without his money ! "'

“My hat!”

“ 1 can’t play—and the other chaps
can’t. Tell Smithy I want him to
captain the team this afternoon, and
to fill five places.”

“ Phew ! "

*“ There’s nothing else to be done.
We can't keep the I'ourth waiting any
longer. Buzzoff, there’s a good chap! "

‘“Right-ho ! " said Mark. * We'll

do our best.”

And the Lancashire lad went down
to the football-ground, while Harry
Wharton hurried off on his borrowing
expedition.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
COKER IS TOO GOOD |
HArrY WHARTON tapped at the

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

He had come to a resolve that was
almost desperate ; but it was the only
thing to be done. He could not go
about asking the Remove fellows for
money ; the presence of the book-
maker in the study had attracted
enough attention as it was. Vernon-

Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars,
could probably have lent it to him,
but it went against the grain to ask
him, and it was quite possible that
Smithy would refuse. Besides, Smithy
was on the footer-ground with the
other fellows, beginning the match
with the Upper Fourth.

Wharton had met Bulstrode and
Ogilvy in the House, but both of them
proved to have resources limited to a
few shillings. Lord Mauleverer, who
would have lent him the money at
once, was absent. There was nothing
for it but to get an advance from his
Form-master, if he could—without,
of course, acquainting him with what
he wanted the money for.

“ Come in!” .

Mr. Quelch was seated at his table,
with a typewriter before him, engaged
upon the literary work that occupied
most of his leisure hours; but he
paused, and glanced kindly enough
at Wharton as he came in, noting the
unusual colour in the face of the
junior. .

“ Well, Wharton ? "’ he said.

“I've come to ask you a favour,
sir,” said Harry. “ 1 want thirty
shillings to settle a debt. I can get
it from my uncle in a couple of days,
but I want to pay to-day. Would
you have the very great kindness, sir,
to let me have it ? ”

Mr. Quelch smiled good-naturedly.
If Billy Bunter or Snoop or Skinner
had made such a request, Mr. Quelch
would have refused with cutting
curtness ; but with Harry Wharton
it was different. He had never asked
a favour before; and Mr. Quelch
knew, without inquiring, that any
debt Wharton might have contracted
would be of an honourable nature,
that he would not be afraid to explain,
if necessary. )

‘“ Ah, you have been outrunning
your resources | "’ said the Remove-
master indulgently. “ If you were a
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‘1 should think it was worth more’n five quid to you not to be kicked out of your school,” said Mr, Raw.
lings to Hazeldene. ** And | give you till I've finished this ’ere cigar to find the money |

reckless or extravagant boy, Wharton,
I should certainly decline to oblige
you ; but, knowing you as I do, I
shall have no hesitation in the matter.
You may certainly have the money !”’

Wharton drew a breath of relief.
The Form-master did not intend to
ask him what he wanted the money
for. He concluded that it was for

ayment of some expense of the

emove football club—nets or goal-
posts, or a new match ball, or some-
thing of the sort—and he did not
want it to be explained.

“ You're very kind, sir,”” said Whar-
ton as Mr. Quelch unlocked his desk
and extracted thirty shillings from a
drawer inside it.

“ Not at all, Wharton. I am very
glad that a boy in my Form should
look upon me as a friend as well as a
master,” said Mr. Quelch kindly.

But Wharton thanked him warml
as he received the money. He left
the study with a lighter heart.

The sound of voices raised in warm
argument met his ears as he returned
to Study No. 1 in the Remove passage.
Coker of the Fifth was standing there,
and Bob Cherry and Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh were lined up out-
the study door. Coker turned a frown-
ing glance upon Wharton as he hurried

up.
‘ What'’s the trouble?” asked
Harry.
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‘* Coker wants to meddle, as usual,”
said Bob. ‘‘ He's come here asking
to be chucked downstairs 1"’

Coker frowned majestically.

“ You've got a bookmaker in that
study ! ” he exclaimed.

“ Mind your own business,”
Johnny Bull. :

“ 1 think it’s everybody’s business
to stop that sort of goings on,” said
Coker of the Fifth. ?‘ I’'m interfering
for your own sakes. What do you
think would happen if a prefect
spotted you ? ”’

“You don't understand,” said
Harry. “ And, anyway, it’s no busi-
ness of a Fifth-Form chap. You get
out of our passage | "’

Coker shook his head. Coker was a
good-natured fellow in his way, but
he had an idea of his own importance
that was quite out of keeping with the
facts. Coker believed in keeping a
firm hand upon juniors and he some-
times assumed more airs and graces,
as Bob Cherry expressed it, than a
prefect of the Sixth.

Coker had decided that it was his
duty to interfere in this matter and,
after turning it over in his mind,
he had come to No. 1 Study to eject
the bookmaker—with a complete mis-
understanding of the state of affairs
there, of course. His idea was that
the Famous Five were recklessly
entering into things that would cause
their disgrace and expulsion from
the school, and Coker of the Fifth
meant to chip in in time.

‘ That man’s going to be chucked
out,” said Coker firmly. * Why,

I know him by sight. He’s Rawlings,
a regular blachuard. Decent bookies
won’'t have anything to do with
him, and he’s been warned off the
racecourses for swindling. He’s got
an awful reputation. You kids are
simply asking for the sack | ”’

“You don’t understand,” repeated
Harry.

said

“ Do you deny that you’ve got
Rawlings the bookie in your study ? ”’
demanded Coker.

‘“ No ; but 1

“Well, I’'m going to chuck him out!”

* Fathead 1"

“ What do you think Wingate
would do if he knew he was here? ”
said Coker. ‘‘ He'd boot him out of
the school and report you young
rascals to the Head. I'm not going
to report you as I'm not a prefect,
but I'm going to boot that scoundrel
out. Let me get inl"”

* Go and eat coke!” )

Wharton gritted his teeth with
annoyance. Coker’s interference was
a new complication in a matter
already sufficiently dangerous. Once
Mr. Rawlings was settled with, there
would be great difficulty in piloting
him out of the school unseen. With
Coker of the Fifth on the warpath,
the matter was ten times more diffi-
cult. )

“ Be a good chap, Coker,” said
Wharton. *‘ It’s not as you think.
The man’s going in a few minutes,
but if you touch him hell kick
up a row here.”

“ Let him | " said Coker.

“ It will make trouble for all
of us.”

““ Serve you right | If you haven’t
sense enough to do the decent thing,
you must take the consequences,
said Coker. ‘I suppose you knew
that it was dangerous when you let'
such a man come into your study ? '

“You don’t understand,” said
Wharton helplessly.

“1 understand that that man’s
going to be kicked out of Greyfriars
as a warning to him not to come
again |’ said Coker.

And Coker strode towards the study
door.

Wharton sprang into his way.

‘ Stand back, you silly ass |”

‘“ Bosh | "’ said Coker.
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And he shoved the junior aside.

“ Collar the fool!” said Johnny
Bull.

‘“ Hands off | " yelled Coker. ‘“ I'll
wipe up the floor with you! I'll—
Ow—ow—ow | ”

Bump !

Horace Coker went down on the
floor, with the four juniors clinging
to him. He gasped and roared under
their weight.

““ Gerooh ! Lemme gerrup!"” he
roared. ‘‘ I'll smash you! I'll ds

“ Chuck him downstairs!” said
Bob.

“ Yarooh ! Hands off !
Yah!”

Coker was rolled along the passage
to the stairs and bundled down.
Several feet helped him to go, and he
did not stop tiﬁ he reached the first
landing. There he arrived in a dusty
and dishevelled heap. He sat up,
with his collar hanging down his back,
his hair ruffled and his face very red.

“ You—you young rascals!’ he
howled. “I'll pulverise you for this |
I'll &

Words failed Coker, and he sprang
to his feet with the evident intention
of charging up the stairs at the
chums of the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. lined up at
the top of the stairs, waiting for
him. They looked so grim that
Horace Coker paused. He realised
that he would be at a great disadvan-
tage if he charged upstairs at four
determined juniors. He paused in
time.

“ Get off and mind your own
business,”” said Wharton.

Coker snorted.

“I'm going,” he said. ‘ But Il
get Potter and Greene, and wait
outside for your precious pal, and
we’ll duck him in the fountain when
he comes out ! ”’

And Coker strode away.

Harry Wharton and his chums

Leggo !
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By DICK PENFOLD.

WE have some pretty birds at Greyfriars,
And some of them, like parrots,
often speak.
There’s the Fish, or Lanky Yank,
Which is something of a crank,
And which utters rummy noises through
its beak ;
But everyone admires the zest
With which it feathers its own nest.

We have some nasty birds at Greyfriars,
And 'lc(h% worst is the Great Loder, or Daft
ite.
‘When the college is asleep
You may see the Loder creep
From its eyrie and fly out into the night ;
And while the moon upon it smiles,
It has a “ flutter ”” on the tiles.

We have some weighty birds at Greyfriars;
Ther;.’s the Bunter—an extremely heavy
owl ;
But our experts simply can’t
Call this bird a Cormorant
As it’s something like a Cuckoo and an

wl ;
But after every stolen feast
It pipes a note which sounds like ¢ Beast |

We have some downy birds at Greyfriars ;
The Quelchy-Bird is one—and it will
snap.
Every morning, dull or fair,
It goes up into the air
And it comes down on the head of some
poor chap ;
Then vainly does the victim shriek,
His head is snapped off by the Beak.




looked simply horrified. There was
no doubt that the enraged Fifth-
Former would keep his word. They
could already hear him calling to his
chums, Potter and Greene, in the
Fifth-Form passage on the next floor
below.

“ Well, all the fat’s in the fire now,”
groaned Cherry. * It'll all come out
now, and we've only made matters
worse by having the rotter in_the
study. Why, the blessed fountain is
right in front of the Head’s window
and Coker means business.” )

“ What awful luck that that silly
ass should take it into his silly head
to meddle with us now ! ” said Whar-
ton between his teeth. )

‘The awfulness of the luck is
terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh with a doleful shake of his
dusky head. .

‘ We shall have to get the bookie
out by the back way, somehow,” said
Johnny Bull quickly. “ Get settled
With the beast as quick as you can
and we’ll manage it. But buck up.

Right-ho | 7
arton hurried into the study.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
IN BLACK AND WHITE!
INe: Study was thick Wwith
smoke.

M, Rawlings had lighted a second
918ar, and was blowing out thick
couds of a pungent smoke that
Made Nugent and Hazeldene cough,
and caused Wharton to cough too, as

¢ Came into the study. 1he room
Kas Simply reeking with it, and Frank

igent had opened the window \Vlgle';
ave you got the money !
dene asked anxiously, turning to
aarton as he came in.
« ASS 5 two pounds.”

Oh, good lck | ”

Ty Wharton laid the money
uPon the table. Mr. Rawlings looked
= little discontented.

Haze]
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“ You've got that easy and quick
enough,” he grunted. * I reckon you
could 'ave got the rest if you’d wanted
to.”

“ 1 suppose you are going to keep
your worcf? " said Harry sharply. =
“I'm a man of my word, I am,
said Mr. Rawlings. “* You 'and me
the two quid, and your note of ’and

for the other three, and I'll travel.”

Wharton hesitated. .

“1 don’t want to put anything
into writing,” he said. ‘ You know
you can take my word Let 1t go
at that.” _

“ Wot’s the ’arm of putting 1t into
writin’, if you mean business ? "’ asked
Mr. Rawlings. “1 don’t take no-
body’s word in money matters.”

“ Give him the paper, Wharton,
urged Hazeldene. * Where’s the
harm ? You’ll get it back when you
pay the other three pounds.”

“ Yes, but 2 e

*“1 ain't leavin’ 'ere without 1t,
said Mr. Rawlings.

There was nothing else to be done.
After all, where was the harm?
Wharton was certain of getting the
money by Saturday, and then he could
pay and recover the paper.

* Very well | ” he said.
what you want.”

“You write: ‘I promise to pay
Mr. ’Enery Rawlings the sum o
three pounds on Saturday in full
settlement,” and put the date,
said the bookmaker,** and sign your
name.”’ .

Wharton dipped a pen in the ink,
and wrote it upon a sheet of impot
paper. He signed his name, and
showed it to Mr. Rawlings.

* Is that all right ? ’ he asked.

* That's all right,” said Mr. Raw-
lings, with a peculiar gleam in his
cunning eyes.  “ Give me that, and
the two quid, and 'ere’s Master Hazel-
dene’s bit of paper in exchange.”

* There you are |

)

¢« Tell me



Mr. Rawlings placed Wharton's
note in his pocket-book and the
two pounds in his waistcoat pocket.
Then he produced Hazeldene’s IO U
promptly enough.

‘“ There's your bit of writin’, Master
Hazeldene.”

Hazeldene pounced upon it.

“ That’s mine,” he said. “ It's all
right.”

‘“ Put it in the fire,” said Harry.

Hazeldene obeyed gladly enough.
His face brightened as if a weight
was lifted from his mind, as the paper
crackled up in the flames and was
consumed. His burden was gone—
shifted upon the shoulders of another |

Mr. Rawlings rose to his feet.

“ Glad we've come to a friendly
settlement,” he said. “ I'll come 'ere
on Saturday, if you like, for the rest,
and ’and you back your note of 'and.”

“ You can’t come here," said Whar-
ton sharply.

‘“ Then you can send it by post to
the Cross Keys,” said Mr. Rawlings,
‘“and I'll let you 'ave your paper %y
return of post.”

Wharton paused and bit his lip.
To send this rascal the money and
trust to his honour to return the paper
was too great a risk. What was to
prevent Mr. Rawlings from pocketing
the cash and keeping the paper all
the same ? That he was rascal enough
to do it Wharton had no doubt
whatever.

“ You don'’t like that idea ? " asked
Mr. Rawlings.

*“ No,” said Harry unecasily. “ I'd
better hand you the money person-
ally.”

™ All right—come to the Cross Keys
on Saturday——"

“1 can’t come there; it's out of
bounds."”

“ Master Hazeldene has managed it
often enough, and I s’pose it’s out of
bounds for 'im, too,” said Mr.
Rawlings, with a grin. ** Howsumd-

ever, I'm an accommodatin’ gent. I'll
meet you somewhere if you like on
Saturday.”

That, too, was exceedingly dis-
agreeable to Wharton. He knew that
he might be seen speaking with the
bookmaker, and if it were reported at
Greyfriars it would mean inquiry and
trouble. But there were difficulties
on both sides. Meeting Mr. Rawlings
and handing him the money in return
for the paper was the least objection-
able manner of settling the matter,
Wharton considered.

‘“ Make it after dark, then,” he said.
‘“ It gets dark soon enough now, and
I can get out of gates, say, about six
o'clock.”

“ Anythin’ to oblige,” said Mr.
Rawlings.

“T'll come to the old barn—you
know it—on the Friardale road,” said
Wharton, ‘ soon after six on Saturday.
Will that suit you ? ”

Mr. Rawlings nodded.

“Done | " he said. ‘“ Don’t forget
to bring the money with you, for if you
do I shall finish my little walk by
coming up to the school.”

“1 shall keep my word,” said
Wharton sharply.

“ Right-ho | Don’t get ratty at a
word of friendly advice. Only, raising
three quid in three days ain’t always
easy for a boy of your age, you know."”

‘"I shall ask my uncle for it.”

“ I've applied to my uncle in times
of difficulty,” grinned Mr. Rawlings.
*“ Uncle Solomon—three brass "balls,
you know.”

“1T don’t mean that!”

“ Must be a very accommodatin’
uncle to let you ’ave three quid for the
askin’,” said Mr. Rawlings, with a
curious look at the junior. “ Plenty of
money—what ? "’

Wharton gave him a freezing look.
Mr. Rawlings’ personal interest in his
private affairs was the last word in
1impertinence.
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My uncle is very well off,”’ he said.
‘“ But that doesn’t matter now. You
will have your money, and that’s all
you need worry about.” :

‘“ Right-ho,” said Mr. Rawlings.
“I’'m goin’.”

‘“ Hold on a minute ; it’s not so
jolly easy to go,” said Harry. * It’s
got out that you are here, and there
are some fellows waiting for you in the
Close. They intend to rush you as
you go out and duck you in the
fountain.”

Mr. Rawlings looked ferocious.

‘“ If a 'and 1s laid on me, I'll yell for
‘elp,” he said. “ Then we'll see what
your ’eadmaster has to say ! ”

“ We can't help it,” said Wharton.
‘ The fellows I speak of are seniors,
and we can’t stop them. We've tried
to. We just chucked one of them
downstairs because he wanted to come
in here and start on you.”

“1 ’eard a row,” admitted Mr.
Rawlings. ‘ Well, 1 don’t want to
make no rumpus if it can be ’elped.
Wot am I to do?

“ We must smuggle you out the
back way somehow,” "said Harry,
knitting his brows in thought. * If you
%o down by the back stairs you may

e able to slip out by the tradesmen’s

gate. The sooner the better, so come
on.

“I'm ready ! ”

Wharton led the bookmaker out of
the study.

‘ Coker & Co. are waiting outside
the House, "’ said Johnny Bull, who had
stationed himself at the passage win-
dow overlooking the Close. “ They've
%ot Fitzgerald with them now. There’s

our of them. Coker looks excited.”
“I think we can dodge them,” said
Harry.
He led Mr. Rawlings along the
assage towards the back of the
ouse. There another passage gave
admittance to the servants’ stair-
case. There was no one in sight on
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the staircase, and Wharton led the
bookmaker down it and into a pas-
sage leading into the kitchen gagden.
Just as they reached the o%l‘,
Trotter, the page, came 11 frqnll t ?
garden. He stopped at the sight o
Wharton and his companion, S};llg
prised at the sight of a junior 1n tha
part of the House, and still qmc()rre
surprised by the sight of Mr. Rawlings,
with whose face he was well ac-
quainted.

1 Trotter’s astonished stare brought
a flush to Wharton'’s cheeks. 4

“ Mum'’s the word, Trotty ! ‘f»alt
Harry hastily. * Look here, I I\\arl
to get this chap out of the ?ous?
without his being seen. Don't say
anything.” -

* Cert’nly, Master s
'Ow do you do, Trotter ? Silld
Mr. Rawlings affably. ‘¢ When you
want a bob each way on 2 geegee,
you know where to come. e T

“ Thank you, Mr. Ra\.\'lmg.s.tt "
leave that to my betters,” Sal(} Tro e;S
sarcastically ; and Harry W hartotl;w
flush deepened. He could see thgt 3%
page supposed Mr. Rawlings t0 L ‘31 -
visitor, but he did not care to expial
and mention Hazel's name. s

“I'll get him out for you 1l %tor
like, Master Wharton,”' Sal’ld Tro en
obligingly. ‘“ You mustn’t be Sf’f(’l
with im’if ’e’s spotted. It wasawild
risky having him here, sir.” )

“}i didn’t want him,”’ said Haxr}lrl.
“ He didn’t come to see me. I S}I}a
be awfully obliged if you can get nim
away, Trotter.”

“ TNl do it, sir.” . b

Trotter led the bookmaker into the
kitchen garden, and piloted him care-
fully and cautiously away, and ﬁnall'y
got rid of him at the tradesmen's

ate. Mr. Rawlings indulged in a
eep chuckle as he walked away
towards Friardale. He took Wharton's
note of hand from his pocket-book,
and looked at it, and chuckled again.

)

Wharton.”

“



‘“ Three quid!” he murmured.
‘“ Three quid | Thirty’s near the mark,
I fancy—or a hundred, for that
matter.”

And Mr. Rawlings restored the
paper to his pocket-book and
walked on, still chuckling, evidently
in a great state of satisfaction.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
UNEXPECTED |
ARRY WHARTON returned to
Study No. 1 as soon as the
bookmaker was clear of the House.
Hazeldene was still there, and the

Co. were in the study. They all
turned  inquiring glances upon
Wharton.

“Is he gone ? "’ asked Hazel eagerly.
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“ Chuck him downstairs | ”” said Bob Cherry. ‘‘ Yarooh ! Leggo ! Hands off | *’ roared Horace Coker as he
was carrled along the passage to the stairs. Then he was bundled down, several feet helping him on his travels,

Hazel drew a deep, deep breath.

“ Thank goodness! And he’s not
been seen ? "’

‘“ Only Trotter.” .

“Ohl Trotter may jaw about it,”
said Hazel anxiously. I wish you
could have got him out of the House
without Trotter seeing him.”

“Well, I couldn’t,” said Harry
shortly. “ And I think we've had good
luck. He’s got away without a master
or a prefect spotting him. We've
been luckier than we could have ex-
pected, and I only hope this is the
end of it.”

‘“It’s the end of it as far as I'm
concerned,” said Hazel, with unusual
earnestness. ‘‘ I won’t say anything
about repaying the money—I mayn't
be able to do it, I know. But this is

il "
| ‘ Hz
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the last time I'll ever get into a
scras:e like that. I thought my heart
would stop beating when I saw that
villain in the Close. I shan't forget it
in a hurry.”

‘“ You'll keep clear of him and the
other rotters hke him if you've got
any sense,” said Harry. * We've
saved you this time and we don’t
know that it’s all over. Lots of the
fellows know that he was in this
study, and it may mean trouble for
us yet.”

* I—I hope not,” said Hazel un-
easily. ' I—Isay, I'm awfully obliged
to you chaps, and I swear I'll try every
way !I can to get the money to repay
you
* “ Don’t ask Marjorie for it,” said
Wharton grimly. ‘' I'd rather lose
it than take it from her.”

Hazel flushed.

* 1 suppose you needn’t interfere
between my sister and me,” he said.
* That’s a matter that concerns me
personally.”

Evidently Hazel was becoming him-
self again now that the danger was
passed. The old obstinacy and the
cool ** cheek " were reappearing.

“ That’s all rot!” said Wharton
directly. * You've planted your per-
<onal affairs on us, and forced us to
interfere, and vou can’t grumble if all
the interference isn’t to your liking.
1 tell you I won't have you asking
Marjorie for money to pay me with |
1'd rather lose it | "And don’t gas any
rot about your personal affairs. I
don’t like it. If you want to set up
your independence, you can kee
your personal affairs to yourself all

the time, and not plant them on us
when you're in difficulties. Excuse
me s eaking plainly, but I'm fed up!”

“Well, 1 shall pa Il
Hazel sullenly. Pay you,” sai

“ Where did you get the tin to

settle with that ghoul ? ” asked Frank
Nugent.

(
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“ Inky stood half-a-quid, and I
borrowed thirty bob from Quelchy,”
said Wharton.

Hazel started.

“ From Quelchy | ” he exclaimed.

“ Yes. There was no other way.”

“ Good heavens! You've let
Quelchy know 4

‘“ Fathead ! If I'd told him what
the money was for we should all have
been yanked into the Head’s study
before you could catch your breath,
and flogged—the lot of us!’ said
Wharton savagely. “ I told Quelchy
I had to pay a debt, but I didn't tell
him what debt.”

“ It was awfully risky. You ought
not to have gone to Quelch i

“1 had to find the money, and
there was no other way.” Y

“ Well, I suppose you know best,’
growled Hazeldene.” * I shouldn’t
have advised going to Quelch. If any-
thing should come out, he will re-
member that you had the money from
him to-day to settle a debt.”

Wharton's eyes flashed. To be re-
proached now, and by Hazeldene, for
the way in which he had managed the
affair was really the last straw.

“ Can you suggest any other way I
could have raised the money ? <
demanded. )

“You might have tried Smithy

“ I'm not on the terms with Vernon-
Smith to borrow money of him, and
besides, he might have refused. And
besides that, he was playing footer,
and I should have had to ask him
before a crowd of fellows.”

‘“ Well, I think it was risky to go to
Quelch,” said Hazel. 1 shouldn’t
have done it. But perhaps you know
best. Thanks, once again, for what
you’ve done! I'll let you have the
money back as soon as I can.”

And Hazel left the study.

The Famous Five looked at one

another, and Wharton drew a deep
breath.

”




“ If it wasn’t for Marjorie—"" he
muttered.

‘“ The ungrateful rotter | ” growled
gohnny Bull. ““ Pity we didn’t let the

ookie show him up, after all. He'll
come to it sooner or later.”

“ No; I'm not sorry we saved the
silly ass, but—but it’s a bit hard to
have him ragging me for the way I
managed it,"” said Harry. ** I suppose
he can’t help being a fool. I couldn't
have got the money from Smithy."”

“Of course you couldn't,” said
Frank Nugent. * Don’t think about
that cad and what he thinks. We're
done with him now, anyway."

Bob Cherry glanced out of the
window.

“ Coker's still waiting,”” he re-
marked.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Thestudy door opened as the juniors
burst into a laugh, and a fat face and
a pair of large spectacles glimmered
in. Billy Bunter blinked round the
room, evidently in search of the
visitor, and seemed surprised not to
see him. There was a shiny look upon
Billy Bunter's face, and a smear of
jam on his fat chin. They were signs
that he had already disposed, in the
tuckshop, of the four shillings which his
sense of duty had compelled him to ex-
tract from the chums of the Remove.

“1 say, you fellows, where’s the
visitor ? ”’ he asked. *‘ Hidden him
under the table—what ? I say, I've
been thinking it over.”

‘““ Thinking what over, fathead ? "
said Wharton crossly. Wharton's
temper had suffered, and he was not
in a humour to be bothered by the
Owl of the Remove.

“T told Bull that I couldn’t allow
these goings on,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “ I said I'd think it over, and
I've thought it over. I can’t permit
it. I shall have to let Wingate know
about that man being here. Wingate
will come and turn him out. It's my

duty. I'm sincerely sorry, but there
you are | "

The juniors grinned. They under-
stood that Bunter, having expended
his bribe, had come back for another.
But he had come a little too late, as
Mr. Rawlings was gone, and was at
a safe distance by that time.

‘ How much do you want now ? "’
asked Bob Cherry.

‘““ Oh, really, Cherry, that'’s a rotten
way to put it | "’ said Bunter, blinking
at him. ** Of course, I’'m only think-
ing of my duty from a point of view
of—of a sense of honour, you know.
I've said before that you perhaps
haven’t my fine sense oiyhonour, and
I say it again. I'm sincerely sorry,
but I can't allow these disgraceful
Eoings on. It's no good hiding your

ookmaker friend. Iknow he’s here.”

“ As a matter of lact, he's gone,”
said Bob Cherry. ‘‘ He’s jolly nearly
at Friardale by this time, you fat
rascal | Get out!”

“You can't stuff me up, Bob
Cherry ! I've been keeping one eye
on the House to see if he went,” said
Bunter with a chuckle. “ Now, I'll
tell you what I'll do. I'm expecting
a postal-order L

‘ You're expecting a postal-order
which you won't get, and you're

not expecting a hiding which you
will get,” remarked Johnny Bull.
‘ Collar the cad ! ”

“Ow! Handsoff! Yah!l”

Billy Bunter was promptly collared
and slammed face downwards on
the study table. Then Johnny Bull
found a slipper and commenced opera-
tions upon Bunter’s fat person. The
roars of Bunter were like those of a
wild bull.

Whack, whack, whack, whack,
whack, whack | :

“ There!" panted Johnny Bull.
*“ Now you clear off, and don't try
blackmail any more as a means of
raising the wind.”
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““Oh! Ow! Yah!” roared Bunter.

“ One second to get out of the
study, or you'll have another dose,”
said Wharton.

One second was enough for Bunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
HAZEL'S SISTER |

Harry WuarRTON & Co. came
down to the football-ground.

The match with the Upper Fourth
was in the second half now, but
they wanted to see the end of it.
Without the Famous Five in the
team the Remove eleven was much
weaker, of course, and Temple, Dab-
ney & Co. had a better chance than
usual. They were making the most
of it. The score was level, one all,
and the match was still very keen.
Vernon-Smith and Mark Linley, Tom
Brown and Penfold, were doing great
things for the Remove, and Bulstrode
was very strong in goal. But the re-
serves who had been playedin the place
of the Famous Five were not up to
the form of the Upper Fourth, and it
looked like finishing in a victory for
Temple, DabneP/ & Co.
Johnny Bull grunted with dis-
satisfaction as he watched the Fourth-
Formers bearing down upon the
Remove goal in great force.
‘‘ Looks like a licking | *” he growled.

“ That's another thing we’ve got to
thank Hazeldene for! Blessed if
I think he’s worth it | ”
“ Marjorie is, though,” said Bob

Ty .

“ Well, we don’t want to be licked.
It will count in our record for the
season. Look at Temple! He’s
getting through | ”
There was a yell of delight from
the Fourth-Formers watching the
match.

* Go it, Temple |

“ Goal | ”

“ Hurrah |

The ball was in the net.

“ Two up for the Fourth! Rotten!”

“ Well, it was a good goal,” said
Wharton, trying to be good-humoured
about it. “ I don’t grudge Temple
his goal. But it’s rotten to be
standing here looking on, when we
might be wiping up the ground with
them.”

“ The Bounder isn’'t in his best
form, either,” said Nugent. .

Wharton had already noticed it.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, was one of the finest foot-
ballers in the school—when he liked.
Now that he was captaining the
Form team in Wharton’s place he had
an opportunity of showing himself
at his best. His play was splendid,
but he was evidently out of condition.
The Bounder, who was as hard as
iron when in form, had *“ bellows to
mend "’ now, and several times he
had failed in the brilliant rushes for
which he was famous in the IForm.
Wharton knew only too well what the
matter was, and he frowned.

“ Smoking again ! ”’ he growled.

But the Bounder, out of form as
he was, played up well, and just before
the call of time he put the ball into
the net. There was a bare chance of
victory for either side, and both
teams played up hard. The Famous
Five looked on with keen interest,
but Bob Cherry’s eyes wandered away
from the ground towards the school
gates every minute or two. An'd
suddenly Bob darted away from his
companions and rushed to the gates.

Two girls had walked in at the
gates, and Bob recognised Marjorie
Hazeldene and Miss Clara from CLff
House School. Marjorie had promised
to come over and see the match if she
could get away in time, expecting, of
course, that her friends would be
laying in the Remove team. She

ooked surprised as Bob ran up in
school clothes.
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Billy Bunter was promptly collared and slammed face downwards on the table,
menced operations with a slipper on his fat person—whack, whack, whack, whack, whack, whack | And
the roars of Bunter were like those of a wild bull.

“ Jolly glad to see youl” ex-
claimed Bob. ‘ Come on ; it’s not
quite over | "

“ 1 am sorry we couldn’t get here
earlier,” said Marjorie. ‘I hoped
to be able to see the second half;
but Clara was detained.”

“ Lines | " sald Miss Clara, with a
grimace. ‘‘ Rotten!”

“You're not playing?” asked
Marjorie as she walked towards the
football-ground with Bob.

“No; we're standing out this
time,” said Bob.

““ Why, Harry said that you would
all be in the team for certain.”

“Yes; but—but something hap-
pened to make us change our minds,”
explained Bob, reddening a little.
He did not mean to explain to

Then Johnny Bull com.

Hazeldene’s sister what the ‘‘ some-

thing " was. ‘ But Smithy is going
great guns. Come and see the
nish | ”

The match was almost over as the
girls arrived on the ground and joined
the Co. But the Remove forwards
were attacking hotly, and Vernon-
Smith was well to the fore. The
Bounder caught sight of Marjorie
Hazeldene as she stood with Harry
Wharton & Co., and he made tre-
mendous efforts. He wanted very
much to perform feats, with Marjorie
Hazeldene looking on.

“ Timel” said Frank Nugent,
looking up at the clock in the tower.

There was a roar |

 Bravo, the Bounder | ”

“ Goal | ”
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Almost on the stroke of time Ver-
non-Smith had put the ball into the
net. The Removites roared applause,
and Marjorie clapped her hands. The
match was over, and the Bounder’s
face was glowing as he came towards
the group. :

“ That was a jolly good goal,
Smithy ! ” Harry Wharton exclaimed
heartily. He had intended to have
something to say to the Bounder
about his * bellows-to-mend " con-
dition in private. But after that
brilliant goal he felt that he could
not very well find fault with the fellow
who had pulled the game out of the
fre. And the goal had certainly been
a superb one. .

« {t was ripping ! " declared Miss

Cl%ri"irst chop!” said Bob Cherry,
giving the Bounder a slap on the
Shoulder that made him wince. *1
was afraid the match was a goner.”

« 1 wish we had seen more of it,"”
<aid Marjorie. “Is my brother here,

? ”

H?}"?I’l'the School House, I think,”
<sid Wharton. He had not seen
Hazeldene since the latter left No. 1

a A « We'll find him somewhere.”
Stl’i’ h%'y walked off the football-ground.
The juniors grinned at the sight of
Coker & Co. standing in a group by

fo} fountain talking together. The
.fth-Formers were still waiting for
Fi Rawlings to come out of the

Mr.
House- i

et Hazeldene in the hall.
Wz'fr}jl:!)’(iem eeted him warmly, and
h

her rosy cheek a perfunc-
Hazel gisa‘{e Hazel was still looking
4 and disturbed, haunted by

WOIT1€ that the consequences of

T 5Bs,
;}Il: fﬁiwlings, visit were not yet

over- Wharton & Co. drew aside
1?;':16 while brother and sister
a

king. new and trouble-
we;ee ;I;g%lem had dawned upon their
sO!

minds. As usual, when Marjorie and
Clara came to Greyfriars, there was
to be tea in No. 1 Study, and the
whole available funds of the Co. had
been expended in satisfying Mr. Raw-
lings. Inky’s ten shillings, and the
shillings extracted by Bunter, repre-
sented the whole of their financial
resources. And the study cupboard,
like the celebrated Mrs. Hubbard’s,
was bare. It was a serious situation,
and the juniors wondered how it was
to be met.

“Is it all right now, Hazel?”
Marjorie asked in a low tone.

“ Yes," said Hazel.

“ But you told me you needed five
pounds &

“It’s all right now.”

“Then you have
money ? "

“ Oh, don't ask questions, Mar-
jorie |’ said Hazel irritably. * I've

een worried enough about the rotten
affair. I tell you it’s all right.”

“1 won't ask questions, Hazel,”
said Marjorie patiently. ‘I only
hope, Hazel, if it’s all right now, that
you won’t let it come to pass again.”

“And don’t start that, either!
I've had enough of that from Whar-
ton,” said Hazeldene bitterly. ‘‘ I'm
fed-up with sermons.”

“ Thenit was Harry who helped you
out of the difficulty ?”’ Marjorie asked.

“1 suppose you must know all
about it. Yes, 1t was.”

“ Did he find the money ? "

1 suppose so.”

*“ Then it must be repaid, Hazel.”

“ Well, if you can pay it, you're
welcome,” said Hazel. “ 1 can't;
I'm stony. Wharton says he doesn't
want it.” !

‘“ We are not beggars to take his
money,” said Marjorie, her lip quiver-
ing. *‘ It will have to be paid, and as
soon as possible.”

“ Well, T can’t do anything. For
goodness’ sake let the matter drop.

found the
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I tell you I'm fed-up with it. I sup-
pose you're going to have tea with
the fellows. I'll get out on my bike,
I think.”

‘“ Aren’t you coming ? "

“ Thanks ! I don’t want any more
sermons.”’

And Hazel swung away sullenly.
Marjorie compressed her lips a little.
Her affection for her wayward bro-
ther was very strong, but sometimes
he tried her patience to its limits.
Vernon-Smith, having changed after
the football match, came down, and
stopped to speak to Harry Wharton
& Co. He noticed the earnestness
with which they were consulting, and
smiled grimly, guessing what was the
matter.

“ Will you fellows come to tea in
my study, and bring your friends ? "
he asked. * I've got a rather ripping
spread.”

“ Corn in Egypt | murmured Bob
Cherry.

Wharton hesitated a single moment.
But it was a way out of the difficulty,
and the Bounder was making himself
so agreeable that it was difficult to
refuse his invitation.

“ Thanks !’ saild Harry. ‘ We'll
come with pleasure. I'll ask Mar-
jorie.”

‘“ Her brother’s coming,” said Ver-
non-Smith.

‘“ Oh, good ! "

Marjorie and Clara accepted the
Bounder’s invitation, as they saw that
the Co. wished them to do so. The
Bounder looked very pleased.

“ Ready in a quarter of an hour,”
he said. “ I've got Bunter there
getting it ready, and it will be really
very decent.”

‘“Thank you very much!” said
Marjorie.

The Bounder walked on, looking
very cheerful. His attempts at
friendliness with Miss Hazeldene had
generally been repulsed, and he felt

that he was getting on better this
time. ke

“ I want to speak to you, Harry,
Marjorie said in a low voice.

Wharton looked worried. He
guessed what it was about. *

“ Let’s get up to the study, then,
he said.

Marjorie gave a little start as she
entered Study No. 1. The rank smell
of a strong tobacco was still thick in
the air. The two girls coughed a
little.

“You've been smoking!l” ex-
claimed Miss Clara, pointing an accus-
ing finger at Bob Cherry.

“No fear!” exclaimed Bob
Kromptly, with an alarmed look at
larjorie. ‘I haven't!”

“’Somebody has | "’ said Miss Clara
oracularly. ;

‘“ It was a chap we had here,” said
Wharton. “ Not a Greyfriars chap—
a man, you know. It will clear off
in time.” He smoked beastly strong
cigars.”

Miss Clara sniffed a little, and
walked out of the study with Bob
Cherry. The other fellows lounged
into the passage, understanding that
Marjorie wanted to speak to the
captain of the Remove.

“I want to know what you have
done about Hazel,”” said the girl,
looking at him with her clear, steady
eyes.

“ We've made it all right,” he
said.

“ You paid the money for him? ”

“Yes; part of it "

“ And the rest ? "

““The man’s agreed to wait till
Saturday for the rest.”

‘“ Hazel said he would not wait,”
said Marjorie.

Wharton smiled a little.

“ Well, I suppose he knew that
Hazel couldn’t raise the tin. But
I've promised him, and he knows that
I can pay, I suppose.”
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“ Then you have seen him? " ex-
claimed Marjorie.

“ Well, yes!”

“ Did he come here ? "’ exclaimed
the girl in alarm.
who smoked those horrid cigars here?’’

“ Ye-es!” '

Marjorie drew a quick, terrified
breath.

“ He came here—here to the school |
Why, it might have ruined Hazel. Was
he seen ? " o

“ We smuggled him into the study,
and got rid of him as soon as we
could,” said Harry.

“ If he had been found here o2

¢« Tt's all right—he wasn’t found |

# You ran a great risk.”

“ Qh, it wasn’t so much !’ said
Harry, with a carelessness he did not
feel. * Nobody was likely to look
into my study, you know.”

« That is why you missed the foot-
ball match ? "

« \We were rather late for it, when
the man had gone.”

Tt is a shame that you should be
troubled like this by my brother,”
Marjorie said, her bright eyes filling
with tears. ‘I don’t know how to
thank you for your kindness.”

« Oh, that's all right ! "’ said Harry.
«« Marjorie, dear,don’t cry | Hazel’s all
right now—it’s all overand finished |

 I'm not going to cry,” said Mar-
with a rather tremulous smile,
# ond 1'm not thinking of Hazel just
now, but of your kindness. He does
not deserve that you should take so
much trouble about him. But—at
all events, you shall not lose the
mone}’"‘that shall be repaid.”

« 1 wish you wogldn’t bother about
it,” said Harry. ‘ Hazel is a Grey-
flars chag: you k}}ow—and we wanted

o stand by him.

« All the same, We cannot remain
in your debt,” said Marjorie. “ We
owe you enough without that. I
shall contrive it. :

jOl'ie’

‘ Was it that man -

‘ Wharton, you young rotter!”
Coker of the Fifth ‘strode into the
study, with Potter and Greene and

Fitzgerald behind him. ‘‘ We've
waited long enough for your precious
friend. We're going to boot him out

Ow—oh—ah ! I—I didn’t see
ou, Miss Hazeldene! I—I'm sure I
eg your pardon ! ” stuttered Coker

as he caught sight of Marjorie.

And the burly Fifth-Former backed
out of the study so quickly that he
trod heavily upon Potter’s feet, and
there was a gasp of anguish from
Potter.

“Ow! Youass!”

‘ Clear off | ”” muttered Coker.

And the four Fifth-Formers cleared
off, very much disconcerted at having
rushed ferociously into the presence of
Miss Hazeldene.

Wharton grinned.
face was very grave.

“ They know that that man was
here ? ”’ she asked. )

“Yes; Coker took it upon him-
self to interfere. He never can mind
his own business ! ”’

‘ But he thinks the man came to see
you | ”

“ Let him think so ! ”’ said Harry,
with a shrug of the shoulders. ‘I
don’t care what Coker thinks. Coker
can go and eat coke!”

“ But it is a shame that you should
be supposed i .

“I'm not going to explain to
Coker. Itdoesn't matter. Don’t think
any more about it, Marjorie.”

And Marjorie said no more. Her
look was very troubled, and her pretty
face remained clouded throughout
tea, despite the Bounder’s attempt at
galety.

A depression fell upon Vernon-

But Marjorie’s

. Smith’s tea-party, and no one was

sorry when it broke up. 5
The juniors walked home with

the two girls to Cliff House, and

then they returned to Greyfriars.
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Wharton sat down in the study to
write to his uncle and guardian,
Colonel Wharton. His uncle was very
generous to him, and Harry had no
doubt whatever that he would send
the money required, but he disliked
very much having to ask him to do so.
But there was no help for it.
“We're all going to stand our
whack in this,” said Johnny Bull.
“ T'll get thirty bob from my aunt to

iy Lo
£
P

xtra if I ask for

I can have ten bob e ke a full share,

{)t. II wish I could ta
ut I can’t.” : °
“ I've got ten bob coming on Satur
day,” said Frank—" that %ﬁes tc:g.
Ask your uncle for two quid, W zu; 0l
It’s not fair you should have to std
1t all." 1 th
“Well, it was my idea to deal Wi
the beast, after all,” said Harry.
“Oh, rats | We're all in 1t !

WAL %
/

‘‘ Wharton, you young rotter |’ Coker of the Fifth strode into the study, with his chums behind him,
* We've waited long cnough for your precious friend. We're going to boot him out—— Oh, ah | 1—I didn’t

see you, Miss Hazeldene.

ay Quelchy.
aturday.”

“ And my esteemed half-quid was
contributed to the goodfulness of the
cause, with hearty goodwill-fulness,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Then I'll ask my uncle for three
quid,”’ said Harry.

*“ Two | ”” said Bob. ‘‘ Nugent and
1 can stand ten bob, at least. My
pater isn’t rolling in filthy lucre, but

I can get it before

I—1 beg your pardon | gasped Coker in some confusion.

“ Marjorie wants to repay the
money for Hazel, but we're not going
to let her,” said Harry. ‘ It’s too
beastly for her money to be spent on
paying a beast like Rawlings. You
fellows agree to that ? "

“ Yes, rather | ”

So Harry Wharton crossed out the
‘“three ” in his letter, and wrote
‘“two ” over it, and was very glad
to make the change. And the next
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day the remittance arrived from
Colonel Wharton, without a single
question as to what it was wanted for
—a piece of kindness for which
Wharton felt duly grateful.

On Saturday morning, the other
remittances having come to hand,
Wharton handed the thirty shillings
to Mr. Quelch. That part of the debt
was easily settled ; but the settlement
with Rawlings was a more trouble-
some matter. The more he thought
of meeting the bookmaker the more
Wharton disliked the idea—but there
was no getting out of it, and he had
to make up his mind to the ordeal.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
HAZEL'S GRATITUDE !

(~ Saturday the Remove were

playing an out match with
Redclyffe School. Wharton intended
to leave the brake on the home-
ward journey and call in at the
old barn on the Friardale road to see
Mr. Rawlings. He had the money in
his pocket, and he was very eager to
have the interview over and done with.
The thought of it had been weighing
upon his mind ever since the book-
maker’s visit to Greyfriars. Hazeldene
came to look for him just before the
team started for Reticly{fe. Hazel
had hardly spoken to Wharton since
Mr. Rawlings’ visit. He had been
sullen and depressed every time Harry
had seen him. Whether his conscience
was at work, or whether he was simply
in fear of further consequences of
Mr. Rawlings’ visit, Harry did not
know. Probably it was both.

‘“ Is it all right ?”’ asked Hazeldene.

“ Quite all right,” said Harry as
cordially as he could.

“ You've got the money ? ”

“ Yes, in my pocket.”

“ I'm sorry I've got you into this,
Wharton,” Hazel said, with an effort.
‘“I've no right to bother you with

(Continued on page 81.)

A Hero of Waterloo!

NE of the youngest British soldiers
in the epic Battle of Waterloo
was one Gordon Campbell, who

had run away from his Scottish home
to join a Highland regiment. Yet
despite his youth, and the nickname
his' companions gave him of the
‘“ baby of the regiment,” Gordon was
a soldier to the backbone. On the
fateful day of June 18th, when the
despairing Emperor of the French
rallied his Imperial Guard for a final
onslaught on the Duke of Wellington’s
army, the losses of the British troops
were severe. Among those who fell
sorely wounded was a veteran Hussar
who had carried himself with <on-

spicuous bravery in a dashing cavalry
charge which had taken heavy toll of -
the enemy. In the retirement that
followed young Gordon Campbell

slipped away from his comrzdes,

against orders, and raced back_to

where the Hussar was lying. The

oncoming Frenchmen, espying mm,

dashed forward, their leader falling

on one knee with upraised musket.

Regardless of them young Campbell

coolly hoisted the wounded man over

his shoulder and started to rejoin his

comrades. Shot after shot was a;lxxed

at the plucky youngster, but as

steadily as if he were on the parade

ground he carried on until he had

safely deposited his unconscious bur-

den out of danger. Gordon was

wounded in two places, but he stoutly

refused to leave his comrades. He

knew that every man was neceded in

the great rally and counter-attack

the Duke of Wellington now ordered.

The British squares re-formed, the

advance of the French was repelled,

and the * baby of the regiment " set

such a courageous example to the

more experienced soldiers about him

that, after the battle, he was pre-

sented to the Iron Duke.
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A HERO OF WATERLOO!
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With the courage of a seasoned veteran the *“ baby * of the Regiment carries a wounded cavalryman
~  to safety, in the face of a deadly fire from the advancing French infantry.

Specially drawn for the *“ Holidav Annual™ by T. Cuneo.




my affairs. You’re not exactly a pal
of mine, either.”

“I'm quite willing to be,” said
Harry.

“ You don’t like the sort of people
I like,” said Hazel uneasily. ** Y%u
don’t get on with Skinner and Snoop,
nor with Smithy, as a rule. I didn't
mean to plant my troubles on you ;
but you really chipped in of your own
accord when Rawlings came here,
didn’t you?”

“ dl(l ”

“ And I should never have advised
you to go to Quelchy for the money,”’
said Hazel irritably. * Now Marjorie
wants me to put aside my allowance
every week to pay you that five
siyunds.”’ e

““ Well, you ought to do it, without
Marjorie asking you,” said Harry
bluntly.

P Y?)u said you didn't want the
foney.”

T caid you needn't trouble to pay
-and you needn’t,” said Harry
ar ‘“ That doesn’t alter what
1 ought to do.”

I suppose you mean that I've
¢ to pay it, if you come down to
faets ? 7 said Hazel. “ Well, I'll do
wy best. I can’t expect you to pay
my debts, I suppose. If T only had
some luck £

He paused abruptly as a steely
glitter leapt in Wharton’s eyes.

"« You were going to say ? "’ asked
Harry.

“ 311, nothing | "

« We'll have this out, Hazel. You
were going to say something about
having luck with some more of your
silly foolery—betting on horses. Do
you mean to say that you're thinking
of playing the fool again in thg same
way, after what’s happened ?

" T've promised not to have any- °

thing more to do with Rawlings, and
I'm going to keep my word, said
Hazel sullenly.

HA (

‘ Nor with any other fellows of his
kidney ? " said Harry.

Hazel was silent.

“ Now, look here, Hazeldene,” said
Wharton in a low, hard voice.
“ You're going to stop this. You’re
going to keep clear of Rawlings, and
all that set of rotters. You've given
us, and Marjorie, trouble enough.”

 Has my sister asked you to look
after her ? ” said Hazel with a sneer.

“No; but if I haven’t the right
to look after her, I have the right to
look after myself, and I'm going to
do it. You're going to keep clear of
this rotten blackguardism.”

 Take care what you say to me,
Harry Wharton. I'm not bound to

ut up with your rotten insults
ecause you've paid a debt for me.”

“I'm not going to mince words
with you. You've got into trouble
and simply forced us to mix up in
your dirty proceedings, and have
dealings” with low blackguards like
Rawlings | "’ said Wharton hotly.

“ How do you know I may not ﬁe
seen speaking to him this very after-
noon ? What would happen then ? "

“ Then you could explain, and get
me the sack ! "’ snapped Hazeldene.

“ You know I shouldn’t do that.
I should have to let it be supposed
that I was the rotter, and not &

‘““Not me!l" sneered Hazel. ‘‘ Pile
it on. You’ve paid for the right to
slang me, I suppose. Take your
money's worth.”

Wharton clenched his hands hard.
It was all he could do to keep them
off Hazeldene at that moment.

“ 1 mean what I say!” he said
between his teeth. ‘‘ You're going
to keep clear of this kind of business.
You won’t be allowed to play the
giddy ox again.” :

U %Vho's going to stop me, if I
choose ? ’

““ We are! Begin anything of the
kind again, and as soon as we find it
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ut, we'll rag you till you wish you'd
geeil decent% " said Wharton an$ly,
« 1'm fed-up with your fooling. What
ou want 1s a good hiding, and for
fwo pins I'd give it to you, here and
ow. You don’t seem to have any
5 se of common decency | I tell you
ser) o fed-up, and if you haven’t sense
i - h to keep out of a scrape like
:ﬁi%ugwe’ll try to knock some sense
! head 1 ”
int‘?l otu}fink that’s about_the five-
ds' worth]” said Hazel cut-
oul'ly « Now, I've had enough of it.
St ke !”
Eo aﬂdrfgﬁr? eyes blazed, and his
Wha as raised—but just then Bob
and ¥ joined them, and he caught
arm.

artol gge;d:: | '’ said Bob cheerily.
Easys in the family circle, you
A%< me to get into the brake,

112 sc;n I marched his chum

Y, nd ?:fvgger%azeldene standing
S his fa

Way’ ugly sneer upon S ce.
ik an was breathing very hard.

Wiy arton ood rowing with him, you

(U Nn murmured Ob:
oW’ rton nodd

ed.

. 2 t—but—well, I'm
¥ ‘\‘;\fh kﬂg:;_r‘le u]S,uB(_)b-, I don’t want
d you nds on Marjorie s bro‘t‘her, }f
glal 2y }ﬁilp it said Harry. Let’s

€0 ool 1 football
move footballers
1t "% the t}lfee brake, with coats
g% pP ed 1nto n over_their football

o qufflers O% ¢ Redclyffe.

u
m d startifo n’s clouded brow

2 9’{1/?';‘ rfYregV}f)efore cﬁxey arrived on

ea It was a fine
¢ a gc}addyﬁﬁ agyro!-“‘;‘st the weather for
1”96 winter he’ emove eleven were
ot o, nd the 511y Vernon-Smith
&50 519621; fo_rﬂll- off-colour. His face
70 v a little - oty in complexion,
’0 ke omeWhaie% generally ~ seedy.
3 aa 55 e loo jm more thanone
17"53 _ton gaeve He guessed that the

Vs glanc g

Bounder had been having one of his
secret smoking-parties in his study
the evening before.

But when the ball was kicked off,
the Bounder played up very well. He
was not at the top of his form by
any means, but he was quite as good
as any reserve that could have been
played in his place, and he was lucky
in getting a goal in the first half.

With the Bounder far from being
at his best, and with Wharton worried
by the thought of the coming inter-
view with Rawlings—a thought he
could not dismiss from his mind in
spite of all his efforts—the Remove
team did not play up so brilliantly
as they had intended. Indeed, but
for a goal by Mark Linley, almost at
the finish, they would have counted
a defeat that afternoon. As it was,
the match was a draw—two goals to
two.

‘“ Never mind,” said Bob Cherry
as they climbed into the brake for
the homeward journey. ‘ Redclyffe
visit us next week, and we’ll simply
wipe up the ground with them.”

And the Removites all agreed that
they would.

A cloud settled darkly and more
darkly upon Wharton’s brow as the
brake neared Greyfriars. The wretched
interview with the bookmaker was
close at hand now. The nearer 1t
came the more Wharton shrank from
1t.

‘ Better let us come with you, old
chap,” Bob Cherry said in a low voice,
seeing the trouble in Harry’s face, 1n
spite of his attempt to conceal it.

But Wharton shook his head. |

‘“ No, I'd better go alone. We don’t
want to run any risk of attracting
attention, Bob. It’s rotten enough as

it is. I'll drop off the brake in Friar-
dale, and walk the rest of the way
across the fields.”

“ Get in as soon as you can,” said
Nugent anxiously. ‘*'I shan’t feel
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easy until that paper of yours has
been burnt.” _

“ I shan’t be long after you,” said
Harry. :

The brake rolled on from Friardale
without him. When it was out of
sight Wharton left the village and
crossed the fields in the deep winter
dusk towards the old barn. It was
almost dark when he arrived there ;
but the red glow of a cigar, and a
strong smell of tobacco, announced
that Mr. Rawlings was already upon
the spot to keep the appointment.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
THE BIT OF WRITING |
Mr- RawriNgs was walking to
and fro outside the old Qbarn,
to keep himself warm. It was a
bitterly cold winter evening, with
a keen wind from the sea. The
bookmaker took the cigar from his
mouth, spat, and nodded to Wharton.
“ I've been waitin’ for you,” he
said. ! o
“It’s only just gone six,” said
ITy.
H?‘ I¥m an early bird,” said Mr.
Rawlings, with a chuckle. *“ The
early bird catches the worms, young
entleman. I'm after the worms. He,
he, he | ” . _
Wharton did not quite see the joke,
and he did not smile. He was not in
a humour for smiling. He felt in his
pocket for the three pounds. ,
“ You've got the spondulicks? "
said Mr. Ra\;'lings. -
¢ I have the money. )
“ Right you are,” said Mr. Rawlings.
“And it over.” ’
Something in the bookmaker’s
manner made Wharton vaguely sus-
picious. Mr. Rawlings did not seem
quite at ease with himself. He looked,
indeed, like a man who was planning
some act of extra rascally 1niquity,
and was not quite at ease with his
conscience about it. And if that was

the case, Mr. Rawlings’ intentions
must have been very bad indeed, for
his conscience was a decidedly tough
one, and could stand most things
quite easily.

‘“ Give me my paper,” said Harry.

“ Your paper ? "’ said Mr. Rawlings.

“Yes; and I will hand you the
three pounds.”

Mr. Rawlings coughed. He returned
his cigar to his mouth and blew out a
cloud of smoke, and took the cigar
out of his mouth again. He seemed
to be pulling himself together for an
effort.

“ Well, now, as a matter of absolute
fact, we've got to 'ave a little talk
about that there bit o’ writin’,” said
Mr. Rawlings.

I don’t see anything to talk about.
I've got your money, and you're to
give me my acknowledgment in
return for it,"”” said Harry sharply.
“ What is there to talk about ? ”

“ The fact is,” said Mr. Rawlings
slowly, “ I've an idea that there bit of
writing is worth more than three

uid.”

‘ What do you mean? There are
three pounds still due on what
Hazeldene owed you, and I'm going
to settle it now.”

“ You ain’t settled it yet.”

“ Give me my paper, and I'll settle
it fast enough.’

“ Can’t trust the money in my
'ands, eh?'” said Mr. Rawlings
truculently.

arton watched his face in the
deep dusk with growing uneasiness.
Rawlings was trying to work himself
into a temper—for what ?

‘“ Please give me the paper, and
let me get off,” said Harry. * I shall
be late for calling-over if I don’t
return to the school at once | ”

He showed the three pound-notes
in his hand. They showed clearly
in the glow from the bookmaker’s
cigar.
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Mr. Rawlings hesitated, and then
drew a folded paper from his pocket
and held it out. Wharton caught at it
eagerly, and the three pound-notes
changed hands. Mr. Rawlings
promptly transferred the notes to his
pocket.

Wharton was about to thrust the
paper into his coat, but he paused and
unfolded it. It hardly seemed possible
that any man could be base enough to
trick him in such a way, and he was
ashamed of the suspicion, but Mr.
Rawlings was such a tricky customer
that he felt that he could not be too
sure. He opened the folded paper,
and struck a match and looked at it.
The paper was blank |

Wharton was almost stunned for
the moment by that sudden discovery
of the rascal’s treachery. The book-
maker had handed him a blank and
worthless sheet of paper, and Whar-
ton’s note of han({’ was still in his
possession.

The junior uttered a startled cry.

“ This isn't the paper.”

“T told you we'd got to 'ave a
little talk about that there bit of
writing,” said Mr. Rawlings. “ Don't
get excited about it. I'm going to
play you fair and square.”

" Then give me my paper.”

‘* As a matter of fact, I ain't got it
with me,” said the rascal coolly. “I

leftit at the Cross Keys, as it ’appens.”

*“ Then give me my money gack.”

“ That’s all right. I ain’t parting
with any money.  We're going to ’ave
a little talk 4

' I'm not going to talk to you, you
thief and scoundrel | ”” Wharton burst
out furiously, trembling with rage.
* Will you give me my paper? ”

“ That’s wot we've got to talk
about. I've an idea that that there

bit of writin’ is worth more than
three quid.”

‘“ How can it be worth more when

Hazel only owes you three pounds ?

“1 thought that a young gentle-
man with a nice uncle rolling in money
might be willing to pay a bit more
than face value | ”’ chuckled the book-
maker. ‘“I've 'ad a lot of trouble
over this matter; you can’t deny thai;
—comin’ up to the school, and dodgin
out of back stairs, and all that, I've
got to be paid for my trouble.

have another five shillings,”
said Wharton. ‘* I'll give you that,
if you like, if you’ll hand me my
aper."’
p ‘I‘)Five quid would be nearer the
mark.”

“ What | ” )

“ That bit of paper is worth five
quid, I should say. You don’t want
to be kicked out of your SC},]’OOL, any
more than Master Hazeldene,”” grinned
Rawlings. )

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“I'm in no danger of that, you
villain. The Head would lecture me
for getting mixed up with a scoundre
like you, but if it all came out, he
would sack Hazel; but he wouldn't
be hard on me for trying to help a
chap in my Form. I might getta
licking—nothing worse than tha_d.
You can’t threaten me as you di
Hazel.” .

“Can't I1?"” said Mr. Rawlings.
“ We'll see about that. You see, 1t
won’t all come out; it’ll come out
that I came into your study at the
school, and it’ll come out that I came
there to see you.”

“ To see me | " gasped Wharton.

“ Yes, you!l” said Mr. Rawlings
coolly. “’It was your study, wasn’t
it? "And Trotter thought as 1 was
your visitor, didn’t he ? And you've
given me your note of 'and, haven't
you? You can’t deny your own
signature, I s’pose ? "

* That was for Hazel.
it was.” ,

“ P'r’aps I do, and p’r’aps I don’t.
The question fur you to answer Is,

You know
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* Easy does It,”” sald Bob Cherry.
Wharton away from Hazeldene.

will the Head know it?” grinned
Mr. Rawlings. ‘ My opinion is that
he’ll fancy you gave me that paper
for your own account. Fellers ain’t,
as a rule, anxious to give their little
notes for other fellows’ debts.”
Wharton drew a deep breath. He
understood now the bockmaker’s
scheme, in the whole of its cunning
duplicity, and he saw how he had
been caught in the trap. He under-
stood, too, why Mr. Rawlings had so
suddenly become reasonable and con-
ciliatory that afternoon in No. 1
Study. This unscrupulous scheme
had undoubtedly come into the
rascal’s head then.  Wharton was
almost dazed as he realised what he
had fallen into in his attempt to help
Marjorie's brother out of his scrape.

(

“Time to get into the brake, my son.”

85

And he marched Harry
““No good rowing with him, you know.”

“ Do you mean that you will accuse
me of owing you money for a gam-
bling debt ? " he asked thickly.

‘“ That’s about the size of it,” said
Mr. Rawlings calmly.

“ It will be a lie—a horrible lie ! ”

““ Never told one yourself ? ”’ asked
Mr. Rawlings facetiously.

Mr. Rawlings was evidently one of
those persons who believe that lying
is a natural human gift, like speaking
or smelling. Mr. Rawlings would not
have taken the word of George
Washington  himself—indeed, he
would have characterised George’s
celebrated statement to his father as
the biggest ‘ whopper ” in George’s
career.

“ You can’t do it,” muttered Whar-
ton.

)



“Can’t I? You'll see.”

“ You can't—you can’t | ”

Rascal as he knew the man to be,
the junior could not realise yet that
he would do this. It seemed im-
possible that any man, however ras-
cally, could do such a thing.”™ Even
Mr. Rawlings had had to make an
effort, as it were, to screw himself up
to the right pitch. But he was
screwed up now, and he was quite
determined.  Rascality was a new
thing in Harry Wharton's experience ;
but Mr. Rawlings was well acquainted
with it in all its forms.

Mr. Rawlings tossed away the
stump of his cigar. .

“ 71 reckon I'd better be going,”
he remarked. * It’s pretty parky
‘ere. When you want that paper,
the price is five quid.”

“Tt is my paper.

ou your money.
i ljrrive quid )\Ivill fetch that paper
outer my desk at the Cross Keys in
Friardale,” said Mr. Rawlings. ** Not
a penny less.”

R YO)II.I thief 1

«wi1prd words break mno bones,
and likewise soft words butter no
parsnips,”’ said Mr. Rawlings. “ Still,
don’t you go calling me names, or 1
may raise the price to ten quid'”’

Wharton drew his breath hard. He
had been dazed at first, but his brain
was clear now. He understood that
he had to deal with an utterly
unscrupulous man. The man had
stolen the three pounds, since he
had taken them without handing
over the paper in return, and Wharton
did not intend to let him get away
with them if he could prevent it.
Mr. Rawlings might have the paper
about him ; his statement that it was

at the Cross Keys might be another
falsehood. Andifso :

Wharton measured the bookmalker

; is eye. .

m%}fehwas%at, clumsy, unwieldy, and

I have given

in the worst condition owing to his
dissipated mode of live. But he was a
big and muscular man, all the same ;
and Wharton’s heart sank as he
rapidly thought it out. He was no
match for the bookmaker. And
Mr. Rawlings, too, as if in anticipation
of possible trouble, had brought a
thick stick with him, and he was
kee?ing it quite handy. Mr. Rawlings
could not see the junior’s face in the
dark, but the tenseness of Wharton'’s
attitude betrayed his thoughts, and
the bookmaker drew back a pace or
two and half raised the stick.

‘“ No, you don’t | "’ he said grimly.
“You try to lay a ’and on me and
I'll lay you on your back with a
cracked skull afore you can say
Johnny Walker | .

Wharton clenched his hands till his
nails dug into the palms.

“You scoundrel! You say you
want five pounds for that paper,
after I have paid you the whole of
the debt, and you have the money 1n
your pocket ? "’

“ Five quid is the price.”

“ Where do you think I am to get
five pounds from, then? Do you
think I have an allowance anything
like that ?

“Qur kind uncle who shells out
money,” grinned Mr. Rawlings. * Try
him again.”

““So that is why you wanted to
know whether my uncle was rich ?
said Harry between his teeth. ** You
had this scoundrelly scheme 1n your
mind then ? " ) )

“ P’r'aps,” said Mr. Rawlings.* I've
warned you agin callin’ me names. I
put a pound on fur that. The price of
that ‘ere paper is six quid now.”

“T have paid you all that is due,
I shall not pay you one shilling more.

“ Then we'll see what the 'Ead of
Greyfriars has to say about it when
I make my claim to him,” said Mr.
Rawlings.
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“ The first thing that would happen
would be that you would be kicked
out of the place!” said Wharton
savagely.

‘“ And the next thing would be that
you would be kicked out arter me,”
chuckled Mr. Rawlings. “ And it
would be a bit more serious for you
than for me. I ain’t got nothing to
lose in the way of reputation. You
‘ave.”

“You couldn’t prove a lie to be
the truth. The Head would not
believe you | " said Harry desperately.

“ Put it to the test, if you choose.
I've your name to the bit of writing.”

“ Tt was for Hazeldene. You know
it ]’

“ Prove it | "

“ Hazeldene would come forward
and say so, if you tried to plant it
on me.”

“Would he ? "’ said Mr. Rawlings
with another chuckle. * P’r'aps you
know that young gentleman better’'n
Ido. My opinionis that he wouldn't.”

Wharton'’s heart sank again. Mr.
Rawlings was quite right—there was
no possible inducement that could
make a weak and selfish fellow like
Hazel come forward to take the

unishment of his own misdeeds, if
1t were possible to leave that punish-
ment to be borne by another. Wharton
had nothing to hope from Hazel.

“But I've got a witness|” he
exclaimed suddenly. ‘ Frank Nugent
was in the study when I signed the
paper, and he knew it was for Hazel.”

He might say so, but p’r’aps
he wouldn’t be believed,” said Mr.
Rawlings coolly. *‘ One thing I know
—Master Hazeldene would deny it.”

“ He—he wouldn’t!” muttered
Wharton.

“ He would ; and you know it as
well as I do.”

There was a silence.

It occurred to Wharton that this,
after all, was to no purpose. Even if],

with Nugent as a witness, he could
prove that it was Hazel, and not him-
self, who had had dealings with the
bookmaker—did he want to prove it ?
Did he want to level an accusation
against Marjorie’s brother, and to see
him expelled from Greyfriars ? For
that was what it amounted to. If
Mr. Rawlings betrayed Wharton to
the Head, and made a lying state-
ment against him, Harry Wharton
could clear himself only in one way—
by giving Hazeldene away, and prov-
ing that Hazel was the guilty party.

And every principle of honour for-
bade him to do anything of the kind.
He could not betray Hazel. Even if
the worst happened, he could not
betray him.

“Well, I'll. be going,” said Mr.
Rawlings. “ I'll tell you wot. I'll
come ‘erc on Monday evenin’, the
same time, for the six quid. You
bring the money, and you'll 'ave the
paper.”

Wharton ground his teeth.

“ And how do I know that you
will not cheat me again, as you have
done to-night ? "

Mr. Rawlings hesitated.

“You shall see the paper in m
fist afore you pay over the money,”
he said finally. “ If you see your
own signature that’ll be -enough, I
reckon.”

“ But I have not the money. I
cannot get six pounds in two days.”

“ Try,” said Mr. Rawlings grimly.
“ One thing’s sartain—if I don’t get
paid when I come ‘ere on Monday
evening I will go straight to the
school and see the 'Ead.”

‘ What will you gain by that, if
you do?"” said Wharton desper-
ately.

“T’ll gain this,” he said venom-
ously—* I'll make you smart for
the names you've called me, and for
your high-and-mighty airs, Master
Stuck-up Wharton! That’s wot I'll

( 8 )



gain. And I'd almost as lieve 'ave that
as the money. So you take care, and
bring the spondulicks on Monday
evening, or you'll get it "ot and 'eavy.”
And, with that threat, Mr. Rawlings
turned and walked away. And Whar-
ton, his face pale, his eyes gleaming,
strode away towards Greyfriars.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
THE SCAPEGOAT |
“HALLol hallo! hallo! Here he
isE]i
« Tea's ready, old man
£ ’Il:gvely mu};ﬁns 1 said Nugent.
« The goodness of tht% esffemleg
is terrific, my worthy chum
ml’ll‘ﬁei:swas ready in No. 1 Study. Bob
Cherry, Nugent, and Inky, and Johnny
Bull h;;d prepared it ready for Whar-
ton's return. The study looked very
; and cheerful, with the fire glow-
'Cosy'n the grate, and the well-spread
:’2%1; and the cheery faces of the

juniors. looks faded from
b tl;: ;shiﬁgz caught Wharton's

their f;%n ar was still in his
exggf; at and mufller ; he had come
oV

) study on coming in.
d“u:«edlﬁ "(c(’)s iﬁ: trouble ? " asked Bob
Yo «It’s all right about
as we were playing out,
I told Quelchy you were

”

!H

ow.

oE usnlgcc)lrg:c'i. He had forgotten

rou .
follow!
Whartonl no o over.
all a}_)ﬁl‘-;t tcﬁéh?gtter cut up rusty ? ”
3 IL. R
aslﬁe% éls Ok'];l;lydBvlsl]harton, sinking into

@ Chiu paid him ?”

s Xﬁsd' the paper= '
« He's ;;e:plilg_after you've paid
& ;?(?'eg}‘{ nimed Nugent in astonish-

him

ment 2 3
&

‘ YeS.t Scott ! The awful rascall”
« Grea

“ But didn’t you get hold of the
paper before you handed over the
money ? " asked Johnny Bull.

“ He handed me a folded piece of
paper, and I paid him. I looked at
the paper, and it was blank. IHe
spoofed me.”

“ Oh, crumbs ! ”

“ But what does he want to keep
the paper for ? " asked Nugent. ““ He
can’t expect you to pay him another
three quid on it.”

* He wants six pounds for it.”

“ Wha-a-at 1 ”

“ Or else he is going to take it to
the Head, and represent to him that
I gave it to him for a gambling debt—
make out that I have been Tgctting,
and not Hazel at all.”

The chums of the Remove looked
utterly aghast.

‘ Well, that takes the biscuit!”
said Johnny Bull, with a decp breath.
“1I never heard of such an awful
scoundrel | Why, that’s blackmail !
He could be put’in prison for that !’

‘“ Only we couldn’t prove it,” said
Wharton. * He’s got my signature
on his paper. If he showed that to
Dr. Locke, what could I say ?

“You could tell Dr. Locke exactly
how it was.”

“ Would he believe me ? There’s
my signature,” said Harry hopelessly.
A fellow who would gamble with a
blackguard like Rawlings wouldn’t be
above telling lies about it afterwards.
That’s how the Head will look at it.
Besides i .

“ You've forgotten one thing,” said
}]_IOhnny Bull; " we all know it was

a,z’el, and we'd all roll up and say

“ Only Nugent was in the study
when I signed the paper.”

' Well, my evidence is worth some-
thing,” said Frank. *“I'd tell the
Head——"

“ All the evidence is against me.
Quelchy will remember my borrowing
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Harry Wharton opened the folded
Wharton was almost stunned by the su

the money of him. Many of the
fellows know that he was in the study,
and it will come out that the man
was there. Most of the fellows think
he came to see me. How could I
prove that it was all on Hazel’s
account ? Besides, I can't.”

‘ Why can't you? "

“ Can I give Hazel away ? We did
it all to save him. Suppose I clear
myself, and plant it on him, what’s
going to happen?”

“ He will ge sacked, I suppose,”
said Johnny Bull, *“ and serve him
jolly well right. He's brought all
this on us. I suppose you’re not
going to face the sack yourself, and
let the l,crruilty party sit snug in his
study all the time.”

struck a_match, and looked at it.

8

aper, The paper was blank !
(rdcn discovery. The treacherous bookmaker had handed him a worthless
sheet of paper for the three pounds !

“1 can't give him away.”
‘““ But he’ll own up,” said Bob
Cherry. ‘ Dash it aﬁ, Hazel isn’t
such a fearful rotter as to sit tight
while you're sacked in his place.”

“Own up, and be sacked! Not
Hazel | ” said Harry bitterly.

‘ We'll make him 1"

Wharton shook his head.

“It can’t be done, you chaps.
I'm not going to give Marjorie’s
brother away to save myself. I
chipped in to save him, and now
I'm in the hands of that scoundrel
instead of Hazel. I can’t round on
him now to save myself.”

‘“ But he must own up, if it comes
to that—he must.”

“ He won't!”



_ There was a grim silence. All the
}}Imwrs knew in their hearts that

azel would not own up. Far from
that, he was more likely to deny an?/
knowledge of the transaction at all.
Rawlings’ accusation against Whar-
ton would clear Hazel, so far as the
bookmaker was concerned, and Hazel
would wash his hands of the affair.
Between Rawlings’ statement on
one side, and Hazel’s denial on the
other, Wharton was hopelessly
caught, even if he tried to put the
guilt where it belonged. And that
he would not do. He felt that he
was bound in honour not to betray
Hazel.

‘ What about letting the villain
have the money, then, and getting
the paper ? "’ said Bob Cherry. * The
money can be found, if we're sure of
getting the paper.”

““I suppose we could raise the
money,” said Wharton slowly. ‘I
could borrow it of Lord Mauleverer,
and pay him back later—sell my bike,
if necessary. But the rotter may
cheat us again, and take the money
and keep the paper.”

“ He won't do that,” said Johnny
Bull. “ Where are you to meet him ? ”

‘ Same place on Monday evening.”

“ Then we'll all be there out of
sight, and if there’s any trickery,
we’ll jump on him and take the paper
by force.”

Wharton's face brightened.

“ Good egg—if he brings the paper
with him; and he’s ungertaken to
show it to me before I hand over the
money. Of course, I shouldn’t part
with the money again without seeing
the paper and making sure of it.”

‘“"Then it’s only a matter of lettin,
him squeeze six quid out of us,” sai
Johnny Bull, ““ and we’ll all stand our
whack in settling with Mauly, if he
stands us the tin now.” )

“ It’s awful to think of letting that
villain make money out of us in this

way,” said Nugent thoughtfully.
“ But it’s the only thing to be done.
Under the circs., we shall be lucky to
get clear of him for six quid.”

There was a knock at the door of the
study, and Hazeldene came in. He
was anxious to know the result of the
interview with Mr. Rawlings.

“Ts it all right ? " he asked.

“ No, it’s all wrong,"’ said Wharton.

Hazel changed colour.

‘““ What do you mean? Tellme!”

Wharton explained.

“ Oh, the awful scoundrel,” said
Hazeldene, ** the awful villain] You
shouldn’t have parted with the money
till you had the paper safe.”

“"He tricked me, as I've told you.”

“ You shouldn’t have let yourself
be tricked. Now he will have to be
?{aid again, and paid double,” said

azeldene. ‘I thinkit’s all rot about
his accusing you to the Head. He
wouldn’t gain anything by doing that.”

“ He would do it out of spite, if he
couldn’t get the money.”

“ Well, you must have made him
jolly savage to make him feel like
that,” said Hazeldene. ‘I don't see
why you couldn’t be -civil to him.
Fair words don’t cost anything.”

‘I haven’t any fair words to waste
on your precious friends,” said Whar-
ton, “ and I can’t help fearing that
he’ll trick us somehow yet. nd if
it should come to the worst, what are
you going to do?”

Hazeldene started.

“I1? What have I got to do?
I’ve got nothing to do with it now.
You've taken it into your hands, and
You’ve managed it in a way I didn’t
ike. It’s your business.”

“ You wouldn’t own up?” said
Johnny Bull.

“ Are you dotty ? Own up and be
sacked ! ”

“You’d rather Wharton were
sacked in your place, I suppose ? ”
said Bull scornfully.
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* Wharton took this into his hands
of his own accord. I didn't ask him
to. I was against his going to Quelch
for the money. I wanted him to be
civil to Rawlings. He's only got
himself to thank for it,” said Hazel
sullenly. * That man’s got a bad
temper, and Wharton should have
been careful not to irritate him.”

Wharton's lip curled.

“1'd rather be sacked, or hung,
for that matter, than fawn on a filthy
cad like Rawlings,"” he said.

“Well, you'll have your choice,
then,” said Hazel angrily. ‘‘ Anyway,
I'm out of it now. Mind that. And
if you try to drag me into it again, I'm
prepared to deny knowing anything
about the matter at all. I'm not
going to be sacked from the school
because you're too high and mighty
to be civil to a man.”

Wharton pointed to the door.

“ Get out!” he said.

““ Are you going to give me away ? '
demanded Hazel.

“No! Whatever happens, you're
safe as far as I'm concerned. But I
can’t stand the sight of you. Get
out!”

Hazel left the study. The contempt
in the faces of the juniors stung him,
but his chief feeling was relief that he
was safe. His concern for the scape-
1g:"oat who was to bear the burden of

is sins was quite secondary. Indeed,
his chief feeling towards Wharton was
one of irritation—the bitterness of a
weak and selfish nature towards a
strong and manly one.

“ And that’s Marjorie's brother ! "
said Bob Cherry.  ‘“ If Marjorie
knew |

Wharton made a quick gesture.

“ Marjorie’s to know nothing—

nothing at alll Take care of
that, you fellows. Not a word to
Marjoriel!”’

And the chums of the Remove
agreed to that.

\Waigo 8y
W. G. BUNTER

ez

ALONE and silent on thy plate,
Last remnant of Bob Cherry’s tuck,
How can I leave thee to thy fate,
When I could gobble thee—with luck |
O last jam tart!

'Tis true I've eaten quite a score
Of buns, some toffee, and a cake,
Tarts, dough-nuts and meat patties four—
Full though I be, I yet can take
One last jam tart |

Quickly, brave Bunter, do not waste
A moment—time is fleeting on |
Soon Cherry will return, so haste,
Finish thy stuffing and begone !
Leave not the tart!

Scrunch! My jaws are slowly grinding,
Slower than for many a day.
Scrunch | But it's hard work I'm finding |
There, now ’tis gone, and I can say
Farewell, jam tart |

Towards the study door I reel,
Pale-faced and glassy in the eye.
Alas! Too ill to move I feell
Chairwards | sink, quite o’ercome by
The last jam tart ! !

Ow! Grrh! Groo-hoosh! Oh,lor’! Yaroo!
Pains, red-hot and unrelenting,

Stab my plump figure through and through |
Help! How sorely I'm repenting

That last jam tart!
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
COMING TO BLOWS!
ONDAY morning found the juniors
more anxious and worried than
ever. Mr. Quelch, in the Remove
Form-room, could not help noticing
that Harry Wharton was not quite
himself, and he gave the Remove
captain more than one sharp glance.
He remembered the loan he had made
him on the previous Wednesday, and
he could not help connecting it with
Wharton’s worried and absent-minded
manner. He could not help suspect-
ing that the junior was In money
difficulties, and money difficulties for
a boy in the Lower Fourth meant
some kind of shady conduct.

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the
Remove, cheerfully made the loan
that was required of him, and he
parted with six pounds with perfect
unconcern. Wharton hated the task
of borrowing, but’ certainly Lord
Mauleverer was the easiest fellow in
the world to borrow of. Wharton
found him in his study, reclining on
the sofa and yawning over a book,
after dinner, and Lord Mauleverer
gave him a friendly nod when he
came in, flushing and uncomfortable.

“1 want to borrow some tin off
you, Mauly,” said Wharton, his colour
deepening. He was ashamed of his
errand. .

“ Right-ho, dear boy | "’ said Maul-

everer. ‘ How lucky!”

“ Lucky that 1 want to borrow
our tin ? " asked Harry, forcing a
Rl

No; lucky that I'm in funds,”
said the dandy of the Remove. ‘“How
much, my dear fellow ? "

“Six pounds 1"

Any other fellow in the Remove
\voulg probably have fallen down if
he had been asked for a loan of six
pounds ; but the money was nothing
to the schoolboy millionaire. Lord
Mauleverer did not even look surprised.

‘ Certainly, dear boy!” he said.
“1 can let you have it back in a
week’s time, Mauly,” said Wharton.
“ I give you my word. It’s for all of
us, you understand, and we’ll raise it
among us and repay it in a week.”

" As long as you like, old chap | "

“ And—and it’s not awkward just
now to lend it ? "

“ Not at all—I shan’t have to get
up,”” said Lord Mauleverer innocently.
‘“There are some bank-notes and things
in the table-drawer. Help your-
self |
]¥Vharton laughed and helped him-
self.
“I've taken six quid,” he said.
Until next Saturday, Mauly |
“Yaas|”

“ You're a good chap, Mauly !
“Yaas!"”

“ And I'm very much obliged.”
*Yaas! I mean, don’'t mench!?”
yawned Mauleverer.

And Wharton left the study with
the money in his pocket.

It was dark at six o’clock, and the
school gates were always locked at
dark ; and so it was necessary for
the chums of the Remove to get
passes out, or to leave the school un-
seen. They did not want to draw
attention to themselves by asking a
master or a prefect for passes ; %ut
it was easy enough to get out of
bounds. At a quarter to six, the
Famous Five sauntered across the
Close in the dark and met at the
school wall, and in a couple of
minutes they had clambered over it
and dropped into the road.

They ran most of the way to the
old barn.

The juniors reached the rendezvous
very quickly, but the red glow of a
cigar showed that Mr. Rawlings was
already there.

The juniors paused in the dark
shadow of the trees.

“ Don't show yourselves if it’s all

“
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fair and square,” said Harry in a
whisper. ‘“ But if I call out, rush
on the rotter and see that he doesn’t
get away.”

“ Right-ho I

And leaving his chums in the
shadows, Wharton walked on to the
barn to meet the bookmaker.

Mr. Rawlings nodded to him affably.

There was a strong odour of rum
about Mr. Rawlings, and he looked
a little more disreputable than usual.
The three pounds he had obtained
from Wharton had probably all passed
over the bar of the Cross Keys by this
time.

‘““ Got the tin? " asked Mr. Raw-
lings in a hoarse voice, wafting the
smell of rum and tobacco upon the
junior as he spoke.

Wharton tried to conceal his dis-
gust.

“ Yes,” he said.
the paper ? "

“ICourse I 'ave!’ said Rawlings
indignantly. * Do you think I am a
welsher ?

Wharton did not offer his opinion
on that point. It would not have
been agreceable to Mr. Rawlings. He
took the money from his pocket
without replying, and the book-
maker’s eyes glistened at the sight of
it. There was greed in the book-
maker’s eyes—in his whole look. Why
had he not demanded more ?P—that
was the thought in his mind. The
junior’s resources were evidently
greater than he had supposed. He
had brought six pounds at two days’
notice—and how he had obtained it,
and what anxiety the payment might
cost him, did not matter in the least
to Mr Rawlings. The rascal was only
thinking of what further sums he
might succeed in extracting from his
victim.

“ ’And it over,” said Mr. Rawlings,
holding out an eager and exceedingly
dirty hand.

‘ Have you got

“ Give me the paper at oncel”

“ Not till I 'ave the money ! ”

“ Show it to me, then!”

“ Well, you can see 1t | "’ said the
bookmaker, and he fumbled in his
Eocke:s, and produced a paper, which

e unfolded carefully. He held 1t out
for the junior to see, and Wharton
read the words by the glow of the
cigar : ‘I promise to pay Mr. Henry
Rawlings the sum of £3—Three
Pounds—in full settlement.—Harry
Wharton.”

“ ’Ere’s your paper, and now ’and
over the cash | " said Mr. Rawlings.

Wharton was about to do so, but a
sudden suspicion flashed into his
mind. He had been caught once—
he did not mean to be caught again.

“ Wait a minute ! " he said. “ That
doesn't look like the paper I gave youl”

“ Wot do you mean ! demanded
Mr. Rawlings in a bullying tone.

His manner convinced Wharton
that his suspicion was well-founded.
It was not the genuine paper—it was
not written upon the impot paper of
Greyfriars, as the original note had
been. It was a copy—one more of
the cunning tricks of the blackmailer.
The genuine paper was to be kept
back %

Wharton trembled with rage as he
made the discovery.

“ You thief! You thief! That is
only a copy to take me in, and make
me part with the money | Give me
the real paper, or &

Mr. Rawlings, with a very ugly
look upon his face, tore the paper
into four and scattered the pieces on
the wind.

‘ Mighty smart young gentleman,
ain’t you ? "’ he said, with a sneer.
“ There ain’t no pulling the wool over
your eyes—wot ? "'

“Give me my paper!l” said
Wharton in a choking voice. ‘ Here
is the money | Give me the paper,
you villain 1"
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“ I ain’t parting with that pa Y
said Mr. Rawlings, driven topsh%grilng
his whole hand at last. “ I'm keep-
ing this paper. That bit of writin’
is worth more’n six quid—nearer
sxx‘ty\,I I should say.”

“You won't give it to &

‘: %? oril won’ggl 2 e

‘ Then I won’t hand you a penny | ”

Mr. Rawlings’ eyes glittergd. ¥

“ You'll 'and over that six quid,”
he said, *‘ and you'll come 'ere regul’ar
once every week, and ’and over a
cou(i)le of quids—do you understand ?
And the fust time that you don’t pay
up, I go straight to your 'eadmaster
with this paper.”

It was out at last—the whole cun-
ning, unscrupulous scheme, in all its
bare wickedness. It was blackmail
pure and simple—and the blackmailer
meant to bleed his victim white.
Wharton understood, and he called
out sharply :

“ Come on, you chaps!”

Mr. Rawlings jumped.

‘ You ain’t alone ? "’ he ejaculated.

He soon had proof that Wharton
was not alone. There was a rush of
feet in the darkness, and the rascal
was surrounded.

“ Now we'll talk business to him,”
said Johnny Bull, “ and we’ll begin
by giving him a hiding! Collar
him | ”

Mr. Rawlings backed to the wall
of the old barn, and raised his stick
menacingly.

“ Don’t you lay a 'and on me | "’ he
blustered.

‘* Look here,” said Wharton quietly.
“ I've got six pounds here—and you

can have it for my paper. Will you
giveitup ? ”

“ 1 ain’t got it with me | ”

“1 don’t believe you. Will you

take the money and hand over the

paper—or shal?’ we take it by force,

without paying anything for it ? ”
“If you dare to lay a 'and 2

“ Will you give up the paper ? "

“ 71 ain’t gotit!”

Wharton _deliberately placed the
six pounds in his pocket again.
That money could be returned to
Lord Mauleverer intact. It was open
warfare now, and he was determined
that not a shilling more should be
Eaid to the blackmailer, whatever

appened. The debt had been paid
once—and the paper belonged to
Wharton. Mr. Rawlings watched him
with growing uneasiness.

“ Very well | "’ said Harry. “ Now,
I shall pay you nothing. Not a penny !
Now I give you a chance to hand over
.h?t paper quietly, before we take
lt 1

“T ain’t gotit!”

“ We'll see whether you've got it !
Collar him ! ”

“ You don’t dare—"

But Mr. Rawlings saw very soon
that they did dare. The five juniors
rushed right at him. Mr. Rawlings
slashed out furiously with his stick,
and Johnny Bull caught it on his
arm, and gave a grunt of pain. But
Mr. Rawlings did not have time for
more than one blow. The next in-
stant, he was gripped by the indignant
juniors, and he went rolling and
sprawling on the ground, with the

reyfriars fellows clutching him and
heaping over him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
RAGGING A RASCAL !
“ Hovp him 1"
“ Sit on the cad | ”

Mr. Rawlings struggled fiercely for
a few moments and then collapsed,
helpless and breathless, under the
scrambling juniors.

“ We've got him!” said Johnny
Bull.

They had him ; there was no doubt
about that. Bob Cherry was kneeling
on his loud check waistcoat, an
Johnny Bull was standing on his legs.
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Nugent and Inky were holding him by
the collar of his coat. The stout
rascal wriggled and panted under
them.

“ T'll make you pay for this!” he
stuttered out. ‘ I'll make you sorry
forit!”

“ Will you give up the paper now ?

“1 ain’t got it; but if T ’ad it, I
wouldn’t give it up. I'll ruin you—

SN\
2

/ (4

“ I've taken six quld,’”’ said Harry Wharton, * until next Saturday, Mauly.”
e “Yaas ! | mean, don’t mench!” yawned Lord Mauleverer,

chap, and I'm much obliged.”

arter this | I won't ’ave any mercy on
You wait an hour or two, that’s

all 1™
“If you don’t hand it over we shall

search you forit!”

“ Sea);ch and be blanked!” said
Mr. Rawlings. i

They took him at his word. Hold-
ing the rascal securely they turned
out all his pockets, pitching the
contents into the damp grass. The

pockets were drawn blank—and then
they searched through his clothes for
a secret hiding-place—but they found
none.

Wharton's face became very clouded.

The man had told the truth when
he said that he had left the paper at
his inn. He had been too cunning
to carry it about with him, perhaps
fearing some desperate attempt on

L
"
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“Yaas 1" ‘““You're a good

Harry Wharton’s part to regain
possession of it. The bit of writing
was too valuable to be risked.

The bookmaker was pretty roughly
handled in the process of searching,
and he swore savagely and muttered
threats of vengeance.

The search ended at last ; the paper
was not there. 5

Wharton felt a chill at his heart.
He had not succeeded in recovering
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the paper with his signature upon it ;
and, after what had happened, there
was no doubt that Rawlings would do
his worst.

Yet it must have come to it sooner
or later. Even if Wharton had yielded
to his extortion and paid what he
demanded, sooner or later the junior
would have come to the end of his
resources, and then the bookmaker
would have betrayed him—as soon
as he could extract no more money
for his silence. The exposure, 1f 1t was
to come, might as well come soon as
late—and better before the black-
mailer had profited by his rascahty.

It was better to have it over than
to live in fear under the rascal’s
thumb.  Whatever might happen,
Wharton would not regret that he had
taken sharp measures with the un-
scrupulous rascal.

““ Well, he’s not got it,”” said Bob
Cherry dismally. “ 1 was sure the
beast would have it about him, but he
hasn’t. Where 1s it, you brute ? ”’

“ I'ind out ! ”’ said Mr. Rawlings.

“Very well,”” said Bob Cherry,
Elicking up Mr. Rawlings’stick. “Turn

im over, you chaps! We’ll find
out ! "’

Swish—swish—swish—swish !

Bob laid on the lashes heavily across
the fat shoulders of Mr. Rawlings,
and the bookmaker roared and strug-
gled like a bull.

Wharton looked on grimly. He was
to suffer from the man'’s rascality, and
there was some satisfaction in seeing
him well thrashed in advance.

“ Now will you tell us where the
paper 1s, or will you have some more?”
panted Bob.

“It’s in my desk at the Cross
Keys,”” gurgled Mr. Rawlings. “ Oh,
I'll make you pay for this!”

“1 suppose we can’t get it from

there ? ” said Bob dubiously.
Wharton shook his head.
‘“* No ; and if we made this scoundrel

Emmise to bring it, he wouldn’t keep
1Is word. We're done. But I'm
glad he hasn’t had any more money
out of me. That’s one comfort.”’
“What can we do now ? "

‘“ Punish that scoundrel for black-

mailing,”” saild Harry. ‘“ He’s going
to the Heagl to tell lies about me. He
shan’t do 1t for nothing. There's a

ditch on the other side of the hedge.
Pitch him into it | "

*“ Good egg |

- You let me alone | "’ shrieked Mr.
Rawlings. ‘ Don't you dare to pitch
me 1nto no ditch ! I'll ’ave the law on

youl I'll complain to your ’ead-
master | I'll it

Splash |

The ditch was full, from recent
rain. Mr. Rawlings disappeared into
1t, and he came up spluttering and
snorting and coughing.

His hat had been trampled out of
shape already, and was left in the
field ; his collar and neclktie had been
dragged off, his coat torn up the back.
Now, as he scrambled out of the ditch,
wet and muddy from head to foot, he
looked a fearful object.

‘He was stuttering with cold and
with rage. He shook a muddy fist at
the juniors as he squelched out into

the lane.
1,1‘1‘ I’H”mal{e you suffer for this.
““ Pitch him in again!"”
Splash !
e juniors walked away towards
Greyfriars, leaving the bookmaker

struggling out of the ditch for the
second time. They half expected him
to follow them towards the school,
and if he had done so they were ready
to handle him again. But Mr. Raw-
lings had had enough of them for the
time being, and he limped away
towards Friardale, squelching water
and mud out of his boots and breath-
Ing vengeance as he went. ‘

I'he juniors walked home in silence.
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They climbed the school wall and
dropped into the dusky Close unseen,
and reached No. 1 Study in the Remove
passage. T'hey found Hazeldene wait-
ing for them there. The excited looks
of the Co. showed Hazel that matters
had not gone well.

“Did you get your paper back ? "
was his first question.

Wharton explained what had
happened. Hazel uttered a cry of
dismay.

“You licked him! You ducked
him! You must be mad ! Why, he’d
do anything now to make you suffer
for that | If you offered him a hundred
pounds for the paper, he wouldn’t
take 1t now. You've done for your-
self |

“ You've done for me, you mean,
you cad |’ Wharton cried savagely.
“ 1t all comes of your betting with
him, you fool! And now you’ve got
me 1nto this horrible scrape vyou
haven’t the decency to own up and
get me out of it | "

Hazel gritted his teeth.

““ I thought it would come to that,”
he said. ““ I knew you’d round on me
in the long run ! Own up ! I might as
well have done that, if I was going to,
before you meddled in the affair at
all. If you didn’t want to see it
through you shouldn’t have inter-

fered 1n the first place.”
“Quite nght,” said Wharton
bitterly. ‘I shouldn’t. Next time

I shall know better than to help a
coward and a cur ! ”’

‘““ Pile 1t on if you like ; only don't
expect me to take this on my
shoulders because you’ve meddled
and bungled it !’ exclaimed Hazel
passionately. “ If you try to get me
into 1t I shall deny every word, and
you’ll have to prove it, remember
that | "’

And he swung out of the study
and slammed the door furiously.

‘““ If he wasn’t Marjorie’s brother,”

HA

said Wharton, between his teeth,
““ I'd go after him and smash him I

But .
““ You're not going to stand the

racket for what he’s done ?” said
Nugent. *‘‘ If Rawlings really goes
to the Head——"

“He will ; 1 know that ! ”_
‘““ Then you'll have to let him know

it was Hazel.” |
Wharton shook his head. '
‘“ But you can’t be sacked for him!”

yelled Bob Cherry angrily.
‘““ What Hazel said was quite right

—if I wasn’t willing to see 1t through,
I shouldn’t have interfered,” said

Wharton quietly. ‘ I've got to see
it through now.”

‘“ And you won't say a word ? ”’

i NO I ))

‘““ Then we will ! ”’ said Bob. ‘ If
you don’t tell the Head the facts I

shall go to him and tell him. I warn
you | "

“You won’t, Bob,” said Harry.
‘““ I may get out of 1t all right ; but—
but I shall have to face the music, and
you fellows are not to say a word.
I want you to promise me that. We
can’t round on Hazel because I've
got myself into trouble trying to help
him. I’'ve brought it on myself, and
I've got to face the music ! ”’

The juniors flatly refused to pro-
mise, but in the end they gave in.
Harry Wharton was right—he had
tried to help Hazel of his own accord,
and he had brought this terrible
trouble upon himself by so doing. He
had no right to betray the fellow he
had undertaken to protect to save
himself. What Hazel ought to do was
clear ; but he did not intend to do it.
What Wharton ought to do was also
clear, and he did intend to do it;
that was the difference.

And Wharton, with his mind made
up, waited grimly for the arrival of
ME;‘. Rawlings. He knew that it would

not be long delayed.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
CONDEMNED—FOR ANOTHER !
INGATE of the Sixth opened the

door of No. 1 Study when
Wharton and Nugent were doing
their preparation that evening.

The captain of Greyiriars was

looking very grim.

“You're wanted,

said abruptly.

“The Head ? '’ asked Harry, rising

to his feet. |

Wharton,”' he

e Yes,
“ Very well.”
“Hadn’t 1 Dbetter come, too,

Harry 7’ Nugent asked.

Wharton shook his head.

“You couldn’t do any good, Iranky.
Wait here.”

Wharton followed the Sixth-Former
to the Head’s study. Wingate took
him 1n, and Dr. Locke made the
Greyfriars captain a sign to remain.
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
was also in the study. Dr. Locke
had evidently sent for him, Wharton
being 1n his Form.

Standing in the middle of the
Head’s study, with his bowler hat
deposited on a chair near by, was
Mr. Rawlings. His flushed face
showed that he had been drinking
before he paid that visit. Without
that, he would probably never have
found the courage to face the Head
of Greyfriars.

Dr. Locke was looking stern and
severe. '

“You know this man, Wharton ? ”’
he asked.

-~ Yes, sir,”” said Harry. * His
name 1s Rawlings.”’

““ Have you ever had any betting
dealings with him ? "’

R Nos sie.’!

“ Do you owe him any money ? "

e No-sir.”’

“ 1 was sure that Wharton would be
able to deny it, Dr. Locke,” said
Mr. Quelch, with a breath of relief.
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““ 1 am assured that he 1s incapable
of such conduct.”

““I trust 1t will prove to be so,
Mr. Quelch. Wharton, this man
makes a claim upon you for a debt
of three pounds. ﬁ[e has a paper here
with your signature, promising to
pay the money on Saturday—Ilast
Saturday, by the date of the paper.
Do you deny that the signature 1is
yours ? "’

'“ No, sir,” said Harry quietly.
‘It 1s mine.”

““ Then,” said the Head, raising
his voice a little, “ what do you
mean by saying that you do not owe
that man any money if you have
given him a written promise to pay
him three pounds ? ”

" I paid him the three pounds, sir,
and he tricked me by giving me a
blank piece of paper instead of that.”

“It'salie ]l ” growled Mr. Rawlings
at this point. ‘“ There ain’t no
money been paid to me ! ”

Wharton did not trouble to make
a rejoinder. He took no notice of the
bookmaker’s presence at all. Mr.
Rawlings might not have been there,
for all the acknowledgment Wharton
made of his existence.

““ Then 1t comes to this, Wharton :
that you have owed this man money?”
sald the Head. ‘' That is as serious
as owing 1t at the present moment.
What did you owe him money for ? ”

‘““1 put 1t on a ’orse for 'im,”’ said
Mr. Rawlings. ‘1 did it to oblige
the young gentleman, never thinking

as he would refuse to pay up arter-
wards.”’

The Head looked at him.

‘ If you helped a boy of Wharton's
age to bet on horses, Rawlings, you
are an unmitigated scoundrel !’ he
said. ‘““ I am not sure whether you
cannot be punished by the law. At
all events, you shall not be paid.
A man who would do as you have done
1S quite capable of tricfc,ing a boy as

)



Wharton describes, and I have no
doubt that his statement i1s correct,
and that you have cheated him.
You will not get any money here.”’

““Don’t you call me names -
began Mr. Rawlings blusteringly.

Dr. Locke cut him short
raised hand.

““ Silence ! ”’

Wingate made a shight movement
nearer to the bookmaker. The
stalwart captain of Greyfriars could
have tossed him out of the window
if he liked, and Mr. Rawlings, after a
glance at him, subsided into sulky
silence.

“1 am waiting for your explana-
tion, Wharton. I am quite prepared
to believe that you have already

1)

with

paid this man, and that he has
attempted to obtain more money
from you, and has betrayed you

because he has failed to do so.
But what did you owe him money
for ? He says it was for a betting

transaction.”

*“ It was not, sir."”

"“ Then what was it ? "’

Wharton was silent.

" You must explain to me, Whar-
ton. You have denied that you owed
the man money, but your signature
to this paper bears out that part of his
statement. I would not accept lis
word on any matter, of course,
but there is your signature. You

owed him money, yet you have denied
ik,

Mr. Rawlings slashed out furlously with his stick, and Johnny Bull caught it on his arm and grunted with
pain. But the bookmaker did not have time for more than one blow, for he was zripped by five indignant
Junlors, and he went sprawling on the ground.
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“ 1 didnt owe him money, sir,”
said Wharton at last. .

‘““ Then why did you give him a
written promise to pay him money
you did not owe ? ”’ _

““ It was for another fellow,” said
Harry. » ‘ The rotter was drniving a
chap hard, and I tried to help him
out of the scrape. That's all 1 can say,
sir. I never had anything to do with
the man myself.”

““ The man says he came here to see
you in your study. He has described
your study, and there is no doubt
that he was there.”

‘“ That’s true, sir.
last Wednesday.”

Mr. Quelch uttered an exclama-
tion.

' Was 1t to pay this man that you
borrowed money of me ? '’ he asked.

“Yes, sir. | paid him two pounds,
and gave him my written promise for
the rest. It was five pounds in all.”

‘ And you declare that it was not
our own debt?’” said the Head,
ooking at Wharton very hard indeed.

‘“ It was not muine, sir.”’

“ Why did you have this man In
your study if you do not know him ? ”’

““ I smuggled him there to keep him
out of sight, sir. I knew it meant the
sack for the fellow he came to see if
any of the masters saw him about.”

'“ Undoubtedly,” said the Head.
““ Your statement, then, is that you
planned to shield some boy, who had
acted 1 a disgraceful and black-
guardly way, from his just punish-
ment ? "’

Wharton flushed. That was not
the way he had looked at his action
in helping Hazeldene.

'*“ I—I didn’t mean it like that, sir.
I felt that I was bound to stand by a
Greyinars chap—a silly fool, too, who
dol?sn’t know how to look after him-
self.”

‘“ I could excuse you for that,”’ said
the Head. *‘ I understand a feeling of

)

He was there

schoolboy chivalry—indeed, your con-
duct was generous and noble 1f 1t 1s
as you have stated. But your state-
ment 1s so extraordinary, Wharton,
that I cannot take it without some
proof. This boy you speak of; ishea
very close friend of yours ? ”’

“ Oh, no, sir.”

It 1s not one of your intimate
chums ? "’

““ Not at all, sir.”

“Then, Wharton, how am I to
believe you ? "’ exclaimed the Head
sternly.  You tell me that you took
this man to your study for another
boy’s sake, that you signed a promise
to pay him this other boy’s debt,
that you placed yourself in danger of
being expelled from the school if the
matter should come to my knowledge
—and all this for the sake of a boy
who is not even your personal friend ?
Can you expect me to credit such a
statement ? ”’

" I suppose it sounds rather thick,
sir,’”” faltered Wharton; ‘‘ but it’s
true, all the same.”

'* It 1s preposterous, Wharton ! ”

The junior was silent.

‘“ There 1s, however, an easy way
of putting it to the test,”’ said the
Head. *“ atever boy it is who has
had betting transactions with this
man will be expelled from the school.
I cannot allow such a boy to remain
at Greyfriars. Give me his name.”

Wharton did not speak.

““You cannot, Wharton ? ”

““1 can’t, sir. It wouldn’t be decent
to give him away.”

‘““ This is too important a matter for
considerations of that sort, Wharton.
I command you to give me his
name ! "’ :

‘1 promised him not to give him
away, sir.”’

Dr. Locke frowned.

““1 cannot credit you, Wharton.
You make a preposterous statement,
and shelter yourself behind a story of
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a promise not to reveal the real guilty
party. Your explanation 1s simply
absurd.”

““I—I suppose i1t sounds so, sir.”

““ I am glad you can see that.” The
Head turned to Mr. Rawlings. * Mr.
Rawlings, was it with Wharton or with
another boy that you had this trans-
action ? "’

““ With Master Wharton, sir,”’ said
Rawlings, with a malicious grin at
Harry.

‘“ Have you had dealings with any
other boy at Greyfriars ?

““ Cert'nly not |

‘“ Wingate, will you kindly show
that man out ? If he is ever seen near
this school again, I should be very
pleased to hear that he had received

the thrashing he deserves.”
‘“ Look ’ere ' began Mr. Raw-

lings wrathfully.

But Wingate’s 1ron grasp on his
shoulder cut him short. Mr. Rawlings
cast one furious glance at the athletic
Sixth-Former, and then he went out
of the study as quietly as a lamb.

There was a short silence. The
Head was thinking deeply. When he
spoke, it was to Mr. Quelch, not to the
junior.

““ Will you give me your opinion ? "
he asked.

““1 suppose i1t looks very bad for
Wharton, sir,”” the Remove master
saild. ‘I can only say that I have
always known him to be strictly
truthful and honourable, and that this
matter comes as a terrible surprise to
me.’’

““ You are evidently of my opinion,”’
sald the Head. He turned to Wharton.
““ Wharton, give me the name of the
boy you have spoken of | ”

‘““] can’t, sir.”

““This boy—if your statement 1is
true—is he likely to confess and save
you from being punished for his
sin ? "’

Wharton smiled bitterly.

‘““ Not likely, sir. He’s thinking of
his own skin, that’s all.”

‘“ And for such a boy you have made
this sacrifice ? You have made

gourself the scapegoat to bear the
urden of what he has done ? ”’

““1 didn’t mean to do that, sir. I
couldn’t foresee that Rawlings would
be such a rascal. I thought he would
give me back the paper when I paid
him, and that the matter would be

ended.”
““ But now, as 1t has turned out

“ 1 took the matter up of my own
accord, sir. I told the chap I’d stand
by him. I can’tgive him away now.”’

“1 wish I could believe you,
Wharton. But you will see for your-
self that this statement you have
made could be made by any accused
person, however conclusive the evi-
dence. If such statements were
accepted, there would be an end of all
justice. I would willingly believe,
Wharton, that you are acting from a
sense of mistaken devotion. But it is
1mpossible."”’

Wharton grew very pale.

He could see what was coming, and
he braced himself to meet it. Punish-
ment was easier to bear than self-
contempt, and he would have despised
himself for ever i1f he had betrayed the
fellow he had promised to protect.
There was another silence. The Head
seemed at a loss.

‘“ 1 shall not decide hastily, Whar-
ton,”” he said at last. ‘‘ Considering
your honourable record in the school,
I wish to give you every opportunity
of clearing yourself. If this boy you
speak of has a spark of decency, he
must confess—if your statement is
true. I will leave the matter over for
two days. During that time you may
consider your position, knowing that
unless you can clear yourself I shall
write to your uncle to take you away

from Greyfriars.”
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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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