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Bob Cherry wormed on again. His body was over the smooth slope of the rock now:

his hands were upon the last hold to be had on the surface of the declivity. But now
his feet were within reach of Smith’s clutching hands. “Can you reach me?” “Yes!”
came the muttered reply. (For this thrilling incident see the grand, long complete story contained

in this issoe.; P N
v W
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~ A Splendid, New,
\, »~ Long, Complete

i School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at

Greyfriars.

~— By FRANK RICHARDS.
i SDDDDEIIER

this way. As a rule, Bob Cherry was the
best-tempered and  happiest fellow in the
Remove. There was no fellow at Gireyfriars
who was less likely to be' troubled with
* blues.” Dut it was clear, from Bob's looks
at the present moment, that he was plunged
into the depths of the bluest of blues, He
looked as if all the troubles of the world had
fighted upon his boyish shoulders.

Wharton came into the study, and closed
the door quietly, For two or threeo dnys past

THE FIRST CHAPTER. I-;Lq- ‘i]h:&_lnn’rj:-cd tl}mt I%ﬂh L'lmrﬁ'_y had lacked fhi-; usual :~ap1r1f.|3i.
[ 3 atal A TH arton, though naiurally averse to forcing a conf-
" o Yery Much Out of Sorts! denee, meant to know now what was the matter. He stood
DL_} : ! . before the despondent junior, and Boeb could not help seeing
Bob Chervy did not replr. him. He started a little, und gave Wharton a slight nod,
He was seated in his study, in the Remove passage * Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he said.
at Greyfriars, with his hands thrust deep into his “ What's the matter, Bob?"
pockels, his legs stretched out, and o deep, dark frown upon “ Nothing."
his brow. He did not hear Harry Wharton's voice, and did “ Then what are you scowling about?"
r——— }l.,,_,; chum locking in at the study doorway, “T'm not scowling."
* Bab! ; " Don’t you know it's time for the cricket?’ asked Harry.
Bob did not mnave, _ _ “I came here to fetch you. Are you ready?”
Harry Wharton gazed at him in surprise It was very Bob Cherry shook his head,
unusual to see Bob Cherry's sUNOY countenance overcast n " Leave me out this afternoon,” he said.
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‘" But we're playing the Bhell!” s=aid Harry,

“*I know."”

*“ They're in great form, and we want our best men,” said
the captain of the Remove. “ [ can't leave you out!”

“ Must [

“ Don't you feel fit 7

bk Nﬂ']’

“* You look fit enough.”

“Can't play.”

“*Why not?

““Don’t want to.” r

Wharton paused. Ie ]Imj[ never known Bob Cherry in
thia humour before, and he did not quite know what to make
of it. But one thing was certain: there must he something
very much the matter with Bob Cherry if he did not want
to play in the Form matel,

Bob shook his head again

* You won't!”

'] T"‘;ﬂ.”

“Why not?”' demanded Wharton.

“ Don't want to.”

“ But it's a lovely afternoen,” wiged Wharton, * Yoa
can't stay indoors. It's not like vou, Pob, to want to stick
in your study whoen you might be plaving cvicket. You
haven't taken to swotting, by any chance?

Bob Clerry smiled faintly,

“'No; T've tried, but I can't swot.

“What on earth for?”

“Well, T might be able to get a scholarship then, like
Linley, or young Penfold. But 1 can't.”” said Bob, with a
heavy sigh. “ I've tried, and T can’t. I was=n't built to be
a elever chap, No pood for arnything but cricket and footer
and rowing, and things of that gort !

“Well, vou wsed to be pretty well satisfied with things
of that servt,”” said Harry Wharton, in astonishment, * Why
can’'t vou be satisficd now "'

Bob did not reply. The ploomy frown had not cleared for
a moment from his brow. He made an impatient movement,
and that was all. It was auite plain that he wanted to be left
alone,  But Wharton did not intend to leave him alone just
ithen.

* Theve's something wrong with vou, Beb,” he said

Bob grunted.

“ Wot seedy, arve vou?"'

“ Rats! I'm never secdv.*

“You've got the blues®™

4 YEE-.:j

* What about?”

No reply,

““What's troubling you, Bol,?"?

“You are!” said Bob biuntlv.  “ Tuzz off and let me
atone, there's a pood fellow! 1 Jdon’t want to plav, and I
don’t want to watch the mateh., 1 want to Le left alone !

Wharton laughed.

“ Bame old polite Bob!" hie remarked. Never any mis-
taking vour meaning. it I'mi not going to leave vou
alone. You've heen coing aboutr like a benr with a sore
head for two or three devs now, Lots of the fellows have
uoticed 1t

“* Blow the fellows!"

“Tell us what's the matier !

““ Rats!”

“You've got somoething an vour mind.”

“ Bror-rr!”

"Then you won't expliin?

s .

““T think vou're an ass !’

““ Thanks!"

*“ Look here. Bob, dou’t play the giddy gont,” said Harry
persuaszivelv. ' IF yoi've por the Llae devils, there's nothing
like a wood mame of crvicket to drive them aw av. You'll only
make it worse by being a slacker!”

“I'm not slacking!” said Dob indignantly,
undersiand 17

I wish T could!™

L T

T

“Yeou den't
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“Wull, T'in willing to understand '* said Wharten, © Only
I can't, if vou don't tell me what's the matter, you khow.”

“* Oh, rot!" ok

There was a thump at the door of the study, and it opened,
and tlivee juniors looked in—Frank Nugent and Johnny Bl
aned Hurree Jameet Ram Singh of the Remove. They were
m Hannels, and Johnny Bull had a bat under his arm,

“ When on earth are you eoming?’ demanded Nugent
warmle. “ Do you know we're waiting for vou,  you
bounders #? ’

“ Bob isn't ready !” said Wharton.

" Then it’s time he was ready! Why, the bounder hasn’t
even changed!” exclaimed Nugent mdignantly. ** The Shell
fellows are ready; they're on the ground now. Look here,
Bob, what are you kecping us waiting for 1"’

“*Don't waip!" -

" We can’t begin till you come, fathead,” said Jolnny
Bull,

“I'm not coming."

- Not cuming ! cchoed the juniors together.

** No; buzz off I

““What !

“Can’t you understand plain
Cherey irvitubly. ** I'm not coming.
don’t wani Lo see the match' I don’t want to jaw ! I wang
to be let alone! That's plain English, isn't it®"”

“ The plainfulness of the worthy Bob's esteemed Enrlish
s terrilic,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Well, if that's what you want, you can have it, as {ar as
I'm concerned,” said Johnny Bull; and he sniffed and loft
the study,

“1 must zay vou're rather a piz, Bob!" said Nugent, in
suvprise.  ** Where did you grow these beautiful nanners?
Been taking lessons from Vernon-Smith

“Oh, rats!"

“ Well, we can’t wait all day,” said Nugent. ** If Bob's
nﬂtr}]!a:.mg, somebody el-e must be put in, Wharton. Come
on b

Wharion lingered a moment. The opposing team wern
waiting on the ground, and Wharten was crickei captain of
the Remove. He had no time to lose. But he was lath to
leave his chum in that peeulinr humour.

“ T wish vou'd come, Bob!” he said.

“T can’t!” '

* And you won't tell us what's the trouble

" Na,”" caid Bob bluntly.

“Well, we must go,”” said Harrv,
come ! '

Bob Cherry did not xeply. The juniors left the studv, and
Bob was alone. He remained as they left him: the gloomy
frown on his brow, lis forehead wrinkled in dark lines, his
attitude one of utter dejection,

“ What on earth’s the mutter with Bob$" Nugent ex-
claimed, as the cricketers went down the passage, * [ie's
been like that for two or three days now.” '

Wharton shook his head,

" Blessed if 1 know. Bad news from home, perhans,’

“ Then why ean't he say 01" growled Johnny Bull,

“Give it up.”

" Where's Bob?" asked Mark Linley, the Lanecashire
junior, meeting the Renove fellows as they esme cut of the
School House.

“He's not coming.”

Linley locked surprised,

** Not going to play©’

“ No: he's got the blues, or somothing, Doesn't want to,”
saiid Harry, ** Blessed if T like leaving Lim lile that 3 bnt
we've got to play the Shell.”

Marl: Linlev hoesitatod.

“ Tl go and see him,” he said. " Look here, Wharlon !
1f yon could put in young Penfold instead of e, I'd low):
afrer Beb, T know there's soinething wronge with hin,  He's
breen gueer for two or three duss now, wad [ feel apxious
& bout L.

Harry Wharton noddel.

“ Right-oh! Pen's 2ll rizhi,
aat.’’

“* Good !

And Mark Linley did noet follew the crickerrs down to
the gronmed.  With a very thoughtivl expression upon los
face, he maede his way up 10 the Rewmove possage.

Enghsh?” growled Bob
I don’t want to play—I

“1'm sorry vou won't

i vou den't mind standing

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Last Chance !
OB CHERRY moved restlessly in his chair.
Outside, in the Close, the summer suus=hine
streaming down, It was a glorious alternoon, From
the playving-fields rame the sound of happy voices, Tut
the briiliant weather and the many attractions of the great

wis

ala of the Chums

A Splendid Complote
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“Run ! Ruﬁ, }.f;:m ass1"” But the Bounder did not move. Either he did nfft consider the chance good enough

or he did not choose to consider it, and Wharton had reached the middle of the pitch before he realised that his

partner had not moved.

(See Chapter 3.)

summer game did not appeal to Bob Cherry new, The junior
who had always loved the open air and all athletic exercises
seemed content to brood in his study, and * slack ™ away the
afternoon as idly as Billy Dunter himself,

He mado an irritable gesture as the study door opened and
Mark Linley came in. The Lancashire lad was in flannels,
and had his bat in his hand. Bob Cherry stared at him.

“I'm not coming,” he said. **I Lknow rou're readv, and
I know the Shell arc waiting. I'm not going to play.
Wharton's going to put somebody else in the team.”

“ 1 know," sawd Mark.

“ Then what have you come for D"

“I've got some work to (o.”

Mark put his bat mto a corner, and sat down at the table,
and drew his books towards him., Bob Cherry watched him
sslently. The Lancashire lad, though a good sportsman,
was what the Greyviriars fellows called a ** swot.” He had to
be. It was only by mcans of the scholarship he had won by
bard work and sheer grit that he was able to be ot Greviriars
at all. He had worked in a factory before he come to the
schoo!, and “swolting ™ was child’s play after the work he
bad been accustomed to. JTiz future depended upon the
amount of hard work he put in during the next vear or two.
and Mark had had too much close experience of the grim
realities of life to think of throwing anv chances awav,

Bob Cherry watched him as he opened his books and settled

1ae MAGNET Lisuary.—No. 261.
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down to work.
times.

“Aren’'t you playing in the mateh, Marky " demanded
Bob, at last roused out of his gloomy thoughts in spite ef
himself,

*“ No," said Mark, looking up.

“What are you standing out for 7"

“ Pen's taking my place.”

25 {}ndfﬂlfl‘? going to swot "

cs,

Bob Cherry grunted.

There was a long silence in the study. The bright sun-
shine, streaming in at the window, fell across Mark Linley's
paper as he wrote. The queer-looking Greek characters—
queer-looking to Bob Cherry's eyes—raced under his pen,
Mark Linley could write in Greek as fast as most of the
fellows could write in English.

: " Blezsed if I know how you do that!” growled Bob at
st

Mark smiled.

“ Hard work,” he said.

“1 can’t do it.”

“You're not built the same way,” said Mark. * But you
den’t need to, either. Chaps can do things when they have
to, you know. If I dom’t get on here, I've got to go back to
the factory when my scholarship expires. Not that I should
mind that—I was happy enough at the factory—but [ want

Mark scemed to .h:': able to work at all

A Splendid Complete Tale of the Chuma
of Greyfriars, Order Early.
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to ;ﬁ.«T1:f,r1 and help my people. And there’s only one w ay—
worlk !

Bub grooned.

“I wish I could do it."

. WIIF :."” Sﬂ.i[l f'r'.[-':'i'[']t, with a ’.‘i'l'ni]_!". “ You dﬂTl+t want to
gt a prize or a scholarship. You don’t have to buy your
books here out of the prizes you pet for papers.”

“You do that, don't you, Marky 1"’

Mark nodded,.

“¥es, I haven't cost my people anything since I came
here. A good many of the fellows don't like my doing it—
Vernoni-Smith calls me the prize-hunter, you know-—but I
can't help it. I'm mot going to ask my poor old dad for
money out of his little bit of Waes. And the prjzeg Wero
founded to help poor scholars. That’'s what they wern
intended for, and I don’t see why I shouldn’t bag them. I
wouldn’t stand in the way of another chap who needed them
a: much I <do; but I don't see why I should stand out and let
& millionaire’s son like Vernon-8mith bag the prizes. He
doesn’t need them, and if he's out for glory, he can try for
the medals. Tl leave him the medals,” added Mark,
langhing.

“ [ wish I could do ii,”" =aid Bob, with a sigh.

“ Iiut you don’t need to.”

Bob grunted.

“ That's all you know !’

Mark looked at him curiously,

“Bob! Is that it7 Are you hard up 1"

Bob was silent. )

* Look here, Bob!" gaid Mark quietly. * You ean tell me.
I'm your pal, you know, When 1 came here, a factory lad,
on a scholarship, a lot of the fellows were down on me, They
called me an outsider, and a cad, and lots of things. You
stood by me from the first, like the splendid chap you are,
and helped me to pull through. 1f it hadn’t been i’ur yvour
friend=hip, I should have had a much harder tussle here,
and [ might never have stood it out. I don't know- it wase
hard enough, anyway. You made a lot of ditference by
sticking to me.” .

“Did 17 said Bob, his rugged face softening.  © Well, I'm
glad I've done zome good somehow, anyway, though I'm fit
for nothing mysclf,”

“Btuff I said Mark, “ You're fit for a good many things,
Bob., 1f there’s ¢ver anything 1 can do in return, Bohb, ola
man, you've anly got to say what it is. Perhaps T can help
you—yvou never know., What's the trouble 7"

“I may as wrll tell you,” said Dob heavily, “ It will be
out conn, anyway. I've got tu leave Greviriars, Marky."”

Mark Linley started.

“ Leave Greyfriars, Boh "

id -lf-l."'ﬁ.“

“What on carth fori”

“ Becauso my father can’t afford to keep me here any
longer.’”

Mark looked astonished.

“ But-—but I thought Major Cherry was well-off, Bob 1"
ht: :-:aitl.} “1 know your people aren’t rich—you've said so—

ut z

“It's all the fault of a rotten eousin of mine,” =zaid Bob,
“* You've seen him. He came here once. He went to the bad,
and robbegd his employers, and the money had to be found to
gave him fromm arrest. 1 knew the pater was hard hit—he
had to stand the liou's share—but—but 1 thought he'd got
sver it.  But now it secims that he hadn’t the money. He
raleed it by getting a loan from a moneylender—the English
Loan Office, I think it's called—and the poor old chap has
been paying awful interest on the loan ever since, and never
lelling me a word about it. He hasn’t always been able to
meet it. I fancy they've swindled him, you know. The
dad is an awful duffer in business matters, and now it's
come to a head. The blessed Bhylock has elaimed his pound
af flesh, and the dad i3 going to be sold up at tho end of the
month ! Ile hasn't an carthly chance of rasing the money—
not an earthly! You see, he's paid back the principal nearly
twice over, but the interest has piled up somehow till he
owes more than over—vou know the rotten tricks of monoy-
fenders, and an old sbldicr isn’t the kind of chap to deal with
them. Now it's come 10 a head. the home is going, and
've got to get out of Greviriars at the end of the terin—and
ant come back 17

“ Bob !”

“* The dad suggested that if T could get one of the scholar-
ships vacant this terin, it would be possible for me to stay
on,”” =zaid Bob wearily. * Of course, 1 can’t do it. I1've
thought it over, and—and tried. But I can’t do the work.
If there was a scholarship for getting goals or hitting
boundaries, I could capture it. perhaps. But ancient lustory,
snd Latin prose-—oh, my hat["”

“It's rotten, Bob !

“'Rotten isn't the word!” gaid Bob miserably. “I'm
';,h]n];ing more of the dad than of l]]}‘ﬁ("if. A fellow like ¥y ou
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could be useful if he went home. You could get a job same.
where, and put in something to help, I couldn't. I shall be
a helpless brute, having to be fed, and not able to do any-
thing cven to earn my keep. And it will be an awful blow
to the pater for me to leave Greyfriars. I can’t do anything
that’s any use, but I can do a lot of things that are useless.
Jdlnd‘thu pater fully expected to see me row for Oxford some
ay.'

** What rotten luck |"

“* 5o I'm done in,”’ said Bob Cherry. " Only don’t téll all
the chaps, Markv. 1 don't want to be pitied.” DBob's face
flushed. “ 1 couldn’s stand that. I'd rather Lkeep it quiet
till the end of the term, and get out guietly.”

Mark looked very thoughtful.

““*But there are two scholarships going this term, Bch.
One of them would be over your head, but cne of them is
open to junior chaps—the Bishop's scholarship, for thres
years, with twenty pounds down and twenty pounds each
year for expenses.”

““ That's what the dad was thinking of,”’ said Bob. ‘f But
I can’t tackle 1t. A good many fellows have entered— Vernon
Smith among the rest. Smithy doesn’t really want it—he
wants to get it just to show that he can work if he likes. And
he can simply walk over me."”

“It’s not too late to cnter,” said Mark. * You've left it
jolly late—but there's =till time. If your nmame goes down
to-day, Bob, you can go in."

Bob growled.

“1'vo been thinkmg it over this aftermoon,”
Y Rw—

* That's why vot've cut the ericket 1

“Yes. But it's no good,” said Bob dezpondently. * You
se¢, I should be bottom of the list, and only make myself
look an rss by entering at all. Al the fellows would chuckle
if they saw my narme down on the list. It's no good.”

“The Head’s in his study now,” said Mark. *° He has
to take the namee. Cone on The Lancashive lad rose
from the table,

“ Come on, where ¥

“To the Head !

“ What for?"

“To put down your naiie.

“ My name 1" )

“Yes —an entrant for the Bishop's schelarship examina-
tios. ’

“* Ral "

“Come on !’ repeated Mivk,

“ Tt'a no zood 1"

“You can try "

“ And look a silly ass!”

“ Better than slacking.”

“ Look here, Marky - _

“I'm waiting for you,” zaid Mark quietly,

“ Don't be a josser I roared Bob. **I'm not coming.”

““Yos vou are; come on."”

“What's the good of cntering, when I can't possibly hope
to get within miles of 1t 77

““¥ou're going to swot.”

“1 can't! I tell you I've {ried—and—and I fell asleep
over it.”’

Mark grinned. _

“Yon'll try again, and keep awake! I'm going to help
vou! I'm going to coach you! You're going to enter.”

“1'm not ! growled Bob.

“ TLook here, Bob, you owe it to your father to do your
best,” suid Mark earnestlv. * Buppose you were last man
in, in a cricket match, and it seemed impossible {o get the
runs wanted to win—would you let them knock your wicket
down ¥’

Y No fear,” zaid Bob promplly.

““ What would you do "

“ Plav the game out to the last gasp.”' said Bob. ~

“ Bxaecily: and that's what yvou're going to do now. You're
goinz to bag the schielarship, or else have the satisfaction
of knowiug that you did your best,” said Mark. ** Come
on.”

“* But—"

“ No time for buts. To-day is the Tast day for entering—""

“ PBut I tell you !

“ This wav !” Mark Linley took a firm g
and led him out of the study, in spite of himself,
passage Bob made a last resistance. ;

“ Look here, Marky, it's only playing the giddy goat,”

he saiul.

L |

on Bob's arm,
Iﬂ tlie

he said. “*I tell vou I haven't any chance—not an earthly.
The follows will cackle-—-"" _ ' _

“ Lot e cackle,” said Mavk, dragging Bob along, " This
"."F.'],.L‘; !.1.

Bab burst inte a laugh, in spite of himself.
“What an cb-tinate hevgar you are, Marky. I tell

you-——-"
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“*Come on i7" ,

They reached the door of the Head’s studv. Mark Linley
knocked, and the Head's deep, pleasant voice bade them
enter. Bob Cherry would have retreated cven then, but
Mark Linley did not let go his arm. Bob was marched into
the study. Dr. Locke smuled at them as he surveved them
over his glassea.

“Well, what 15 1t 7" he asked. )

“Cherry wants to put his name down for the Bishop's
Scholarship, if it's not too late, sir,” said Mark.

The Head looked surprised.

“It is not too late,” he said. *° But——"

“1 told yon so, Marky.” murmured Bob.
knows——"'

“Then Cherry’s name can go down, sir?"" asked Mark.

“ Yes, certainly., But—TI think I should tell you, Cherry,
that this is a very dificult examination,” said the Head
gently. “ ITave yvou considered the matter 7'

“Yes, =ir,” said Bob grimly, “I've considered it, and
I know 1 haven't a chance. But if vou'll let me enter, sir,
I'm going to tey."

“You may certainly enter, Cherry, and I wish vou every
sueeess,’” said the Head.

“ Thank you, sir.”

When they left the Ilead's study, Bob Cherry looked
orimly at his chum in the passage,

*It's done now "' he erunted.

“ A good thing done "' said Mark.

“But it's no good. The Head doesn't think I've got a
ghost of a chance—you could see that by the way he spoke.”

“ We shall see.”™

““1t's all rot, Marky. You can't help me pass the exam.
It’s not in me,” said Bob despondently.

“We'll put it in you, then,” said Mark. * You're goinz
to swot, and I'm going to coach you. T'll get some of the
old exam. papers, so that we can sce just what you've got
to get into form for—and we'll slog at it.™

“But you've got lots to do, without wasting vour time
coaching a fathead like me,” said Bob.

“T'Il find time."

“You're a good chap, Marky,” said
fi H“t-"-_'",,

“ No buts allowed,"” said Mark,
to begin now.”

And in ten minutes more they were sitting at the study
table, with the old examination papers before them, conning
them over, and ascertaininz just the kind of work that Bob
had to prepare himself for— much to Bob's dismav. But, in
spite of himself, he was cheered by Mark’s determined hope-
fulness, and. in the long run, he began to feel a glimmer
of hope himself. And, at all events, he mrant to do all 1hat
hard work could do; and that was the state of mind Mark
wizhed to get his chum into.

“ The Head

Bob gratefully,

“Come on; we're going

= =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Form Match!

ERNON-SMITII, the Bounder of Greyfriars, was lounging
on  the cricket-ficld when Harry” Whaston and o,
arrived there,
There was a cloud upon the Ronnder’s brow.,

It was a beautiful afternoon for cricket, and the Bounder
would have been very glad to play in the Form mateh.
He was a splendid crickeier when he chose, and if he had
cared to * play the game.” he would have been assured of
a piace i the Form team on all important eccasions.

But, instead of “plaving the game,” the Bounder had
chosen to accomplish his ends by * ways thut are dark, and
tricks that are vain.”  With the vesult that he had failed ; and,
mstead of forcing IHarry Wharton out of the captainey of
the Remove, he had lost for himself the chance of playine
in the eleven. i

After bis many tricks, Wharton would not trust him again;
and he could hardly be bluried for that, o

Thoe Bounder was wondering, as he loaned against the
pavilion and looked over the bright grecn  paying-field,
whother he would not have done more wisely, for all his
cunming. if he had simply * played the game.'*

He glavced at the chums of the Remove as thev came
down to the field, in spotless white, and in mereye hutniour,
Hob-on & Co. of the Shell were watting for tiwn.

= Oh, here you are 17 said liobson sarcasticuliv.

Here we are again ! said Nueent,

““ As lavge as life, and twice as natural,”” sail Tomn PBroun
“ And ready 1o give von the licking of vour lives." )

“The readsfulness js terrific, my worthy and eateered
Indicrous Iobson." ’

[Hobson suiffed.

Well, if von've sorewed
pomt, we'll beoin,™ he saijd.

Vernon-Suith walked over to the Remove orickefo. s

““I=n't E.‘Ei‘!“i.'_'_'-.' ;;|ﬂ_‘,'f11;_1' 27 b naked
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rony eonrage up to stickine

“IN ANOTHER'S NAME!”

| womsy, Che ¢ Magner” on,

"Wharton shook his head.

“Nor Linley 1™

“ No."

* Then vou want new hands,” said the Bounder.

“I'm putting in voung Penfold in Linlex's plaece.* said
Wharton, *“ and Bulstrode is roing to play instead of Bob."

1 say, Wharton.” Billy Bunter, the fattest junior in
Greyiriars, rolled up, and blinked at the Remove eaptain
through his biz spectacles. “ T sav, vou fellows, I'm ready.”

“ Ready to be booted off 177 asked Johnny Bull.

*0h, really, Bull! Penfold can't plav, and I'm going tn
take his place—if you want a really good and reliable bat, and
a fellow who's handy in the field, and a fast runner.”

““ Ha, ha, ha !

“Well, you chaps remember a catch T made in the St Jim's
match, I hope,” said Billy Bunter, with an indignant blink,
“I pulled ihat game out of the fire, at anv rate. And as

.young Penfold can’t play——""

“ What's the matter with Pen!”
sharply. * Where is he ?"'

Bunter sniffed scornfully,

*“Gone home for the aftcrnoon, to help his father menil
boots, I suppose. He didn't know vou wanted him, vou sec.
I1e’s cobbling now—""

* Oh, shut up, you fat votter ! growled Johnny Ball.

" I've come here to offer to play instead of Penfold.” said
Bunter. ** You fellws must admit it's pretty anfra dig, to
have a cobbler’s son in the Form team. I consides "

“ Shut up!” roared Johnny Bull.

“Don’t be an ass, Dunter " said Wharton. * You can't
play for tolfee. Anybody seen Morgan about—I'll ask him.”

* He's gane on the river!" said Ogilvy.

“Then there’'s Newland e

“He's gone with Morgan.™

“ Dash it all!” said Wharton crossly, *“ The reserves might
stick here till they see whether they're wanted, when there's
v Form match on. Where's HHazeldene " g

Y Gone over to Cliff House to see hia sister,” said Vernon-
Smith, with a grin.

“ Anybody szeen Dick Rake!"

" He's out on his bike, with Elliott,”” said Nugent.

The Bounder smiled sarcastically,

*“ I suppose yvou'd rather put in little Banthorpe, or a fag
of the Third, than me?"” he suggested,

“ 1 don’t want to play you!" said Wharton shortly,

Vernon-8mith shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm aware of that. DBut I'm a member of the Remove
CUricket Club, and 1 suppose I've a right to be plaved some-
times?  And vou've not got another player anvthing like
my form to fill the vacant places!” '

" Bure, that’s thrue enough,” said Micky Desmond. * Put
him in, Wharton darling.”

“ 1 don’t see why not,” said Bulstrode,

“But I sce why not!” ssid Wharton tartly. * When
Smrthy’s in the team, he won't obey orders, and he seems
to think he's the skipper. He shoved himself into the team
for 8t, Jim's, and got a pair of spectacles for his innings."

The Bounder flushed, He did not like to be reminded of
the inglorious result of his playing for Greylriavs on the
hietoric occasion of the visit to St. Jim's.

© Well, do as you like!” he growled. ** T think I cught to
be played, and I'm willing to toe the line; buat vou can't
expect me to kow-tow !”

**1 don’t want you to kow-tow, but T want & team that
can pull together,” said Wharton. “I'll play vou. but if
there's auy of your rot, 1 shall shift you out, and we'll play
the Shell a man short, that'z all!™

*Right-ha ™

“Arven't you a bit rough on the Bounder, arev? mur-
mured Nugent, as Vernon-Rmith hurried away for hiz bat,
“1 think he means to play up this time !

Wharton frowned.

“He's willing to agree to anvthing, to get into the team,”
he said.  ** Onee he's in it, he will show the cloven hoof as
usual. He's a fellow who <imply can’t endure to play sccond
hddle at any time, and he has no idea of fair play at all,
If he's batting with a fellow he dislikes he will trv to 1un
him out, without caring what becomes of the game, 1
wouldn’t put him in now—I"d rather play voung Bolsover of
the Third—only I can see all vou fellows think 1 ought to
zive him a chance. I'll give him one, and wi'll see how it
turns out. Aonyway, we can beat the Shell !

“We've beaten them before—but voung Penfeld did the
hat-trick that time!” remarked Johany Ball. < &ull, I
think we can kuock snots off them !

"I suppose vou fags are going to be readr some tine
to-day ™" asked Hobson of the Shell, sardonicaliy.

“We're ready now ! growled Wharton.

And the tvo junim' bl;f}_r!uars tosspd for {um'ng;_

azked Harry Wharton

Wilarton
5
A Bplendid Complcte Tale of the Chums
of Greyfriars, Order Early,
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won the toss, and elected to bat first. He opened the jnn-
angs for the Remove with Nugent and Johnny Bull,

Benson of the Bhell went on to bowl., Denzon was a good
bowler, and as a member of the Bhell—almost a senior Form
—he cultivated a lofty contempt for fage. He went on with
a flourish, intending to show the erowd of onlookers what
‘gquick work it wonld be to take Remaove wickets, and send
Remove batemen home without scoring.

Luck, as it happened, favoured Benson. Nugent was
caught napping, and his wicket went down at the first ball
of the aver. The 2hell fellows grinned. Frank Nugent came
out locking rather blue,

“Ducks' eggs are cheap to-day '’

Nugent flushed angrily.

“ Heo if you can do any better!” he snapped.

YT try ' said the Bounder imperturbably.

“ Next man in!” said Wharton. * You're next, Smithy "

“T'm ready!”’ :

Vernon-Smith buttoned his gloves, and went in. He re-
ceived the rest of the over from DBenson, and knocked ihe
bowling right and left. The Bounder was certamnly in good
form on this occasion. A four and three twos resulted
from his batting in that over, and some of the Remove
fellows cheered him.

Then Johnoy Buall had the bowling, and was unfortunate,
Hoskins of the Shell caught him out after two runs.  The
Shell fellows grinned more cmphatically.

“Man in, Bulstrode "

* Right 1" . _

Bulsirode joined Vernon-Smith at the wickets, Ile dud
not stav there long. The Shell were in unusnally good form
that afternoon: Hobson & Co., in faet, had been training
hard to avenge their recent defeat at the hands of a lower
form. The score was at 30 when Bulstrode was dismiesed;
and of that total, 23 belonged to the Boundey. _

““ 8mithy's in good form, that's one comfort,” Ogilvy
remarked, as Bulstrode eame tramping out. _

Wharton nodded shortly. The Bounder was certainly doing
well for his side—not so much from a desire to help his side
to win, as from the wish to show what he conld do, and
what a mistake it would have been to leave him out. He
wanted, too, to show that he could bat as well as Wharton,
the champion bat of the Remove. But, whatever his motive,
he was piling up the runs; and that was really what was
wanted.

Wharton tocok his bat in when Bulstrode camie off. Ile
passed the Bounder as he went on his way fo the further
wicket, and Vernon-Smith called to him.

‘* Wharton, just a word 1"

The Remove captain paused.

“*What is 167"’ 1 _ 1

“ Back me up !" said the Bounder coclly. *' I'm doing the
batting—vou've scen that! I could get a centuvy against
bowhng like this—if I'm given a chance. There’s no need
for you to flourish, you know. Just you do some gond,
steady stone-walling, and give me a chance to score, and
L'l get all the runs that are wanted. Bavvyl”

Wharton turned red with anger.

He was captain of the team, and generally adnutted to be
the best junior bat at Greyfriars. And to be told by a casual
member of the eleven to ' stone-wall,” and leave the run-
grtting to the other, was a httle too much.

“You checky ass!” he sud sharplv. T wes a fool to
play you—I kuew you'd never know vour place.”

“My place is to score runs’’ s=aid the Bounder. 17 yvou
want to swank. go ahead and do it! If you want the side to
win, back me up and let me geot the runs!” _

“ And you consider that's the way to talk to you skipper
on the cricket-field ¥

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders,

Wharton choked down the things he would have liked to
gay; he could not make a row with a member of his own
team, with the grinning Shell fellows waiting for the bats-
man to get to the wicket. He had guessed that something
or other of this kind would transpire if the DBounder were
let into the eleven. But he =aid no more, and went on to
his wicket, There was a wicked gleam in the Bounder's
eves. le certainly could not have expected his eaptamn to
accede to his astounding request. Wharton was the betier
bat of the two at any time. But the Boumder had no juten-
tion of allowing his own performance to be put in the shade.
He was well on the way to making a record score for the
Remove, and he did not intend that a better hat than him-

If should overtop 1t )
HHuhs{m of the :'E’hﬂll bowled to Harry Wharten. Wharton
let himself go at the ball, which was an easy one, and eent
it whizzing far

He ran.

Vernon-Smith watched the nall for a moment Lefore lie
ran, thongh he ought, of conrse. to have obe) cd lus captain
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mstantly. However, he ran, and they crossed the piteh, and
then crossed it again. The Shell fieldmen were panting after
the ball, and there was time for a third run, and Wharton
started at top speed to make it.

The Bounder remained at his wicket,

There was a shout from the Remove fellows before the
pavilion,

** Run! Run, you ass!"”

The Bounder did not move,

Either he did not consider the chanee good encugh, or he
did not choose o to consider it—and Wharton had reachec
the middle of the pitch before he saw that his partner at
the stumps was not moving,

" He understood, and raced back to his own wicket to save
it

But the ball had come in from the country, and it had been
caught and was crashing at the wicket now.

Wharton put on a desperate spurt.

But the few seconds of halting, turning, and getting back
had been a few seconds too much! His bat was inches from
the c¢rease when the ball came in.

Crash !

The stumps were down !

There was a vell from the Shell fellows,

** How’s that, umpire 1"

[N Dut :H

Wharton halted, breathing hard, his face crimson with
rage. Qut! His wicket was down, and from the other end
of the pitch the Bounder grinned at him, allowing for a
nmntu}ent- his thoughts to appear in his looks,

*Dut !

e e —

THE FOURTH CHAPTLR.
Ordered Off the Field!
ARRY WHARTON strode along the pitch, hia face

aflame,
The Bounder, in spite of his cooluess and his nerve,
quailed  before the angry gleam in the Remodve
captaim s eyves,

There was a hush of silence on the field: all the {ean,
and all the spectators, could see that something was about
to happen.

" You cad ! Wharton's voice was loud nngugh for CVEOLYe
body to hear. * You did that on purpose!”

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders,

“1 kept here on purpose,” he said,
for a run.”

“*You saw me start.”

“Yes, T saw you start, and I saw there was no chance,™
said the Bounder coolly. ** You ought {0 have got back, us I
didn't start.” '

“*Who's the captain of this team #

e Yf_b':l are; but 1 don't sce that T'm bound to throw AWRY
my wicket when you make a mistake,”" soid the Bounder,

Wharton clenched his hands.

“I felt that you'd play some rotten tiick if T put you into
the team,” he sard. * You've done it! 1 told you that f
_Tmar:!'ul, we'd play a man short, and I'll shift you off, Get
out!"’

**What !’

“"Get off the field!”

The Bounder’s jaw dropped.

He had deliberately sacrificed the best wicket en the
Eemaove side for his own cnds; and the fall of Wharton's
wicket, of conree, made it all the more necessary that
Vernon-8mith should go on batting, and batting his best.

That Wharten would venture, under 1he circumstances, to
turn him out of the team, at such a visii to h= side, was &
thing the Bounder had not dreamed of,

He stared blankly at Harry Wharton,

“You don't mean that!”" he muttered,

Wharton's eves blazed.

““T do mean it! You've played a rotten trick, as I knew
vou would! You're not going to have the chance to play
another! Get off the ground !™

“Tlo  you understand that you're
away !’ said the Dounder, between his set {eeth.
{hrowing away the match!”

“1'm not here to argue with you., Get off [V

T won't !l u

Wharton's jaw sct squarely, .

L "}',m-'f{l gé]t off th?:? ground, or I'll 1hrr:m: you off I he
eaid, in a low, steady voice. " Bo long as I'in -r‘;l']l'll.'EJ; fap-
tain I'm going to give orders. Now, are vou goingi

The Bounder wae white with rage,

He gave one luok at Wharten's set, eavage face, and
walked off the pitchh with a scowling brow,

The Remove captain followed him off.
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““You'll get off the field, or I'll throw you off ! said Wharton to the Bounder, * Now, are you going?"
Yernon-Smith gave ome look at Wharton's set, ?va%e} face, and walked off the pitch with a scowling brow,
See Chapler 4,)
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““Ogilvy and Desmond in,” he said curtly,

Ugilvi's and Desmond went silently to the wickets.

The Bounder left the field. All his hopes of making a
huge score, and of shining forth as the greatest batsman of
ths Remove, had been shattered. He had treacherously lost
ms captain’s wicket, but in doing so he had lost his own.
His play for that day was ended

Wharton stood breathing hard. The other Remove fellows
were very silent. Opinion was divided as to whether the
Bounder had deliberately sacrificed the captain’s wicket.
But it was not divided for the rest—all the team were against
throwing a wicket away. But thev knew it was useless to
argue with Wharton when his mind was made up. He pre-
ferred to fight an uphill battle a man short rather than
continue to play a traitor in the ranks, and doubtless he waa
right. But the Removites' hopes of beating the Shell in that
match had sumk to zero.

It was a single-innings match, and the best Remove bata
were out. Five wickets down for thirty, counting the
Bounder's wicket.

And the scene on the field had not inspirited the Remove
batsmen. The tail of the innings ran dismally out, and the
score had reached only forty-four when the last wicket was
down.

“ We've got fo make it up ... che bowling,” said Wharton
quietly.

Tue Ma:o-
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Judging from the looks of the Shell fellows, the
Removites were not likely to make it up in the bowling.
Hobson and Benson opened their innings for the Shell, and
they swaggered to the wickets with a great flourish. I-’llrrjr
Wharton led hizs men out to field, 8 man short. of course.
He handed to ball to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The
dusky nabob was the champion bowler of the junior team.

“Do vour best, Inky, old man,” said Wharton, in a low
voice, “* You know what all the fellows will be saying if
we're licked—that I oughtn't to have ordered the Bounder
off. Not that I care twopence what they say, only—""

The nabob nodded.

“Rely upon me, my worthy chum,” he murmured. *1I
shall do my honourable and ludicrous beet, and I will try-
fully attempt the honourable hatful trick.”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went on to bowl with
deadly determination.

The nabob was in great form.

His second ball whipped Hobson's leg stump out of the
ground, and the captain of the Shell carried out his bat
without having broken his duck.

Next man in was clean bowled with the next ball.

Then the faces of the Removites brightened up. There
was & roar of cheering for the dusky Indian.

“ Bravo, Inky!"

““ The hat trick, old man!"’

A Sniamdis Aassanists Pales af e Ao
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“Go it, Jampot !

The naboh swmiled. His bowling was first-class, and he
knew that it was above the welght of the Bhell batsmen.
Third man in recewved a ball that whipped away his middle
stump before he knew it was there, and there was a roar
from the Remove,

“* Hurrah !”

“The hai teick! Turrah!” .

The =hell weve looking scrious now. Hebson urged his
men, as they came in one after another, to do their deadly
hest. They did, but the Remove bowlers and the field were
doing better, In the second over Benson was bowled by
Nugent. Four down for two! Then there was a catch by
Harry Whaiton, and another wicket was down.

The Shell were playing hard now, and even the nabob
found Lis bowlmg stopped. The runs piled up at last. If
the 8hell had had a big score to equal they could mever
have done it. PBut 44 was not a large figure to reach. By
the time the sixth wicket fell, the score was at 26. Another
wicket down—for 34. Then another, and the figure was 40.
And then another—nine down for forty-two!

“ Laet man al” .

it Wo shall do it all vight,” sald Hobson, with a breath of
veligf. **I began to think the young rotters would beat usl
But it's all vight now.”

**Right as rain "’ gaid Beneon.

But was it? _ _

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was bowling again. Shell and
Remove watched with deepest anxiety. They knew that
upon this over depended the result of the match.

The ball wae soaring away, the batsmen were running.

It will be three, and a win!” grinned Hobson,

But Hobson wae a little too early.

For Havry Wharton was running as well as the batsmen,
with his eve steadily on the round red ball in the air, his
hand outstretched,

Click !

Then a roarw,

“* Caught !

“Oh, well canght!*

And the Shell lnoked blue!

““ How's that?"" roared the Remove, with cne voice,

ik nll.l.]”

“ Hurrah I"?

The Remove had wen the Form match after alll

T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry, Swot !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. came in after the cricket
match i greal spirits,
H They had beaten the Shell again—beaten the Upper
Form a man short! It was glory for the Remove, and
they werve prond of themselves,

Aud the result of the match had removed all desive from
the ericketers to eriticise the action of their eaptain. 1If the
Remove had been beaten, his action in ordeving a bateman
sff the field would have cansed talk and trouble. But the
Remove had won—and it was Wharton himself who had, at
the last moment, by a masterly eateh, won the mateh,
Nothing suceeeds like suceess, and =0 the captain of the
Romaove was Justified i the eves of the Form,

Wliarton bumped his bat on the door of Na. 13 Stndy, and
apenod .

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were scated at the gludy
tabile, with cpen books before them, hard at work.

Whavton etared at the scene in surprise.

T the keen excitement of the ericket-mateh he had for
zaltenn, for the time, the trouble of his chum, and the un-
known cause of Bob's refusal to play.

1Te had come to see what Bob was doing now; but the last
thing he had expected to see was his chum swotting.

He stired at 1he two juniors in amazement, Tt was no
snsual thing for Mark Linlev to spend a half-holiday ever
iz hooks, But for Bob Chevry

f*Hallo I ga:d Wharton,

Bob Cherry looked up.

““1¥ailo, halle, hallo!
ek,

“We've beaten them.”

“liowl. i you're goung to have tea, we'll come along,
when we'vo got this done, Marky is driving the ablative
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How hiae the match gone?™ he

absolute into my head—or irying to. I never could handle
the ablative absalute.”

“What on earth are you bothering with the ablative
abzolute for, on a half-holiday ¥ demanded Wharton, in
amazement,

Bob Cherry groaned.

“I'm swotting ™’ :

“"You swotting!'” yelled Nugent. who had {followed
Wharton into the study. “ You! Oh, my only Uncle
Joseph! Ha, ha, ha [” .

Wharton could not help laughing.

“Not ill, Bob?" he azked.

“No, ass!'

“Or dotty "

“ No, fathead!"

“Then what are vou swotting for?
game !’ o

“ I’ve entered for the Bishop's Scholarship.’

Wharton and Nugent gave a simultaneous jump,

What's the little

“You! The Bishop's Scholarship !
' Y’E!-}’
“Bob! Youn must be potty "

““ All the chaps

‘1 told you so, Marky!" groaned Bob.
I knew you wera

know perfecily well that I can’t do it
only wasting vour time.”’ :

‘‘You can do it, and you're going to!" said Mark.

“ But it isn't a footer match and it isn’t a rowing match,’’
gaid Wharton. *' It's an exam., and a jolly hard exam.”

“1 know it js."

“Then what have you entered for? Is it a joke on the
Head®"”

“No: it's Marky's little joke on me. He thinks I've got a
chance,” said Bob dismelly. *‘1 know I haven't, but Marky
thinks I have. He's going to coach me. That's what I'm
doing * Teucro duce’ now for. DBlow Teucer, 1 say!

* If you mean business, I wish you good luck.” said Harry
Wharton, becoming serious. ** But what is it for, Bob?
This isn’t in your line at all.”

“ 1 jolly wei'l know that. But—" Bob paused 4 moment.
“T don't want to keep it a sccret from you fellows, only
don't let it go any further. If I don't get the Bishop's
Scholarship I've got to leave Greyfriars at the end of the
term |’

Wharton and Nugent looked blank.

“ Oh, Bob! Leave Greyfriars !’

“My pater's had bad luck,” said Bob wretchedly. It
was all through having to raise money to get that rotien
cousin of mine out of a scrape. He owes it to & moneylender
—a hard-fisted Shylock who's been bleeding him ever since,
ITe's got a grip on the house now, and he's going to sell
the pater up !

'*Bh, what rotten luck!" ]

“I've got to stay here on my brain or get out,”” said Bob,
“ 8o vou can guess how much chance I've got of staying.”

Wharton wrinkled his brows in thought.

“You're jolly well not going to leave Greyfriars!™ lie
said. * Perhaps it may not turn out so badly for your pater
after all. Does he owe a lot?"

“ I don't know how much, but it’s a big sum. You see, the
intevest has piled up for two vears, and more becomes due
when it isu’t paid to time, and that bears compound interest,
and so on—you know the old game of moneylenders. And
thoe wan the pater’s got to deal with seems to bhe a specially
hard ease. 1 don't knew his name—he ealls himself the
British Loan Office, The name’s all there 1s British about
liim, I expect.  Buot he's got the paler in his grip, and we're
going under "’

“ Poor old Bob! It's rotten !

“* Not so bad for me as it is for the poor old pater, I
can't help himm—unless I een get this rotten scholarship, and
stay here, and save him from having a useless fathead to
keep !” groaned Bob.

“ Then vou're goiug to get it "' said Harrv,
“Iean’t! Why, you've entéred " said Bob, “ You know
jolly well that you can walk over me in that kind of thing,
sanie as I ean over you with the gloves on.”

Wharton smiled.

My name's down on the list,” he sgaid; “but it won't
stay there long! 1 was poing to get it if 1 could, 10 pleasec
my ancle, and show hue that I can do class work as well as
ericket and footer. DBut my uncle would be the last man to
let me stand in vour light, Bob,”

““ Bub shook his head,

* You're not going to withdraw on my account,” he said,

“T1 jolly well am "

‘“ ook here——"

“Rats! I sha'n't be sorry to miss the fag of the exam.,
anyway; aml I'll go in for the Latin prose meds! instead,
io show what a clever chan T aw!” grinned Wharton.

“But 1'm net going to lev you—->="

* You 'E'Tl_!ll!t help it,” :aid Haorry calmly. “I'm going to

T e |
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#“T knew heo would, Bob.,” saild Mark Linler quielly;
“and Wharton was the fellow with the best chance of
getting home in the exam.”

“YWhat about Smithy 7 said Beb. “ Smithy stood second,
if not first; and you won't find Smithy =standing out! No
fear! And Smithy can beat me hollow!”

Wharton looked grave. _

“I'm afraid he e¢an, Bob, old man! The only thing to be
done is to work—hard! We'll all help you—we'll all give
vou a shove on, yvou know. And vou've got some weeks to
work 1n, and Ma.rl:;,f knows all the subjects inside out.
You've got a chance.”

“I wish I could think so!”

“You've got to think so!” zaid Harry. * Pile in now,
with your giddy ablative absolute, while we get tea ready
in the study.”
Wharton left the study. He did not go immediately to
MNo. 1—his own quarters; he went to the Head's house to see
Dr. Locke.

The Head looked curiously at the junior when he explained
what he had come for,

“You wish to withdraw your name from the list of
candidates for the Bishop's Scholarship, Wharton!” he
repeated.

““Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“ May I ask your reason?”

Wharton hesitated.

“I don’t want to stand in another chap's light, sir,”” ha
confessed at last. *‘There's one of the chaps entered who
needs the scholarship badly. 1 don’t need it—I was simply
cntering to please my uncle. He wants me to take some-
thing, and that's why I entered for the Bishop’s. But now -
since I've found out—I hope you’'ll excuse me, sir—""

The Head smiled,

I think you are acting very gencrously, Wharton, 1
will remove yvour name from the list, as you wish.,"”

“Thank you, sir!"

_And Wharton retired from the IHead's presence satisfied.
Nugent was getting tea ready in No. 1 Study, and thern
was an appetising smell of frying =sansages when Wharton
hrn?led there. Nugent looked up with a erimson face from

1e fire,

““ Call the chaps!™ he said.

“Right-ho !

Johnny Bull and Mark Linley and Bob Cherry came in at
Wharton's call. Bob was looking very tired. The struggle
with the ablative absolute seemed to have told on him.

" You've carned a rest, Bob,” said Mark, with a smile.
““Pile into the sosses !"

Y Good ! said Bob, following the Lancashire lad’s advice
with great gusto. “ But I say, Wharton, I've been thinking
it over, and I'm not going to allow you to stand out of the
ERAm.

Harry Wharton laughed.

Y You've thought it over a bit too long. old chap,” le
sad.  ** It's done!™ :

** What !

:' i.rw:s seéen the Head, and my name’s off the list alreade.”

' You—you bounder!' said Bob, half-reproachfully and
half-grral,ufullj‘, :

" Now, if somebody would take Smithy into a quiet corner
:}Hnr.g ;.III[EQCH['D him,” said Nugent, “ it would be ail right for

10y

* Ha, ka, ha!”

. Smithy will heat me hollow !I"" said Bob despondentls.

~* There's one way to prevent Smithy from beating vou."”
said Mark, > i

*Whet's that!"”

“ By beating him !
5*1’01':; ‘Eh]!{' word !

And when tea was over in No. 1, Mark Linle 1
off his chum to his study once more—to * swot." § earried

‘““Tea’s ready."

And that's what you're going to do!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Yery Funny!

" A, ha, ha!"

H _ ¥Yernon-8mith, the Bounder of Gre=friars, burst
into a roar of laughter that drew many eyes upon
him at onee. )

He was standing before the notice-board in the Hhall
Upon the board was pinned, as usual, the list of the names
of the eotrants for the fortheomning scholarship examination

Vernon-Smith had been looking glum enough sinee the
Forin match. -
~ He had had an unexpected opportunity of doing well for
15 Form, and of winning {‘i‘l?ftil‘ for himself; and he had
bost 1t through his own incurable duplicitr,

. ]'l';li:ﬂﬂjﬁuﬂ{le‘%ri wis {ﬁr f::tlmuﬁl:_ﬂzuuing himself, He laid all

e me on Harrey 4r c L'o., ¢ s feelines ds
t:t:.-B '['_'ﬂ.hm-rﬂ s iaittpr. on & Ue., and his feclings towards

ut the scowl departed from his fae o n tl
L}HT e mowl }K}Md‘ d from his face as he read down the

ellows came round to see what j 23 that wa:s
tie Bounder sg much. "8I RORL T Was st wis smnking
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““ What's the joke, Smithy "

““ Hu, ha, ba!" shouted the Bounder. _

“Bure, and phwat is it intirely?” demanded Micky
Desmond.

““Ha, ha, ha ! ‘

“ Blessed if I can see the joke, begad!™ said Lord
Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove. * Would you mind
explaining, my dear fellowi”

**IIa, ha, ha! Look!"

YVernon-Smith pointed to the list of names. The last namo
on the list caught the eves of the curious juniors at once:

“ROBERT CHERRY, LOWER FOURTIIL."”

““Bob Cherry ! gasped Vernon-8mith. “IHe's entered
for the Bishop's! Bob Cherry—who just knows a declension
from a duck's egg! Ha, ha, ha!"’

The Bounder's laugh was echoed now on all sides,

The juniors stared at Bob Cherry's name on the list, as
if tll'ﬁ*}' could hardly believe their eyes, as indeed they hardly
could.

Billy Bunter's name there wounld have hardly surprised
them more.

Bob Cherry was not at all a duffer. He was a good foot-
baller, a good cricketer, a good ocarsman, a good swimmer.
There were few athletic exercises at which he did net exeel.
At boxing, even Bolsover major could not stand agaiest
him. But in the clasz-room Bob Cherry hid his light, if he
had had one, under a bushel.

He did not exeel in Form-work. He was more than half-
way down the class. and Mr. Quelch, hiz Form-master, was
something exasperated with him. Bob did his best; he was
not a slacker, insitle the Formn-room or out of it, PBut his
gifts did not lie that wax., He was not a dunce, but he was
not brilliant. And the Bishop's Scholarship was one thay
could only be carried oft by a schoiar who was very brilliant.

In the Remove there were not more than four fellows who
could be eonsidered to have a chance—Mark Linlex, Harrey
Wharton, Vernon-8Smith, and Russell. Linley and Russell
had not entered, and Wharton's name had cvidently been
withdrawn, as it did not appear in the list.

Beveral other Remove fellows' names were down, certainly
but now that Wharton's name was gone, no one could doul
that the exam., az far as the Remove was concerned, would
be a walk-over for the Bounder.

But Bob Cherry!

Heo had less chanece than “ kids' like Bolsover minar oy
Dicky Nugent would have had!

His entering for the cxam. was a joke!

No wonder the Bounder roared.

* Well, this is rich, and no mistake,” zaid Bolsaver major,
wiping his eyes. ' 1 suppose it's a joke on tho Head !"

“* Ha, ha, ha ("

1 didn’t know Bob Cherry was a gidds humariat,” grinned
Tom;#ﬂi,‘ of the Fourth. ** Why, I've enterad for that exam.
myaelf.

** 80 has Benson, of the Shell” said Bulstrade. ¢ But Bob
(‘herry—ha, i

ha, ha!

““He's got seven chaps against him,"” said Russel, reading
down the names. ** Ogilvy, Smithy, and Newland, of ours—
all of them could walk over him."

“To say nothing of a Fourth-Former and a 8hell chap'™
grinned Bolsover major.

“It must be a joke." zaid Skinner,

““ Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Queer the Head allowed him to put his name down.' said
the Bounder, * He must know he is only going to make him-
self look a silly ass!”

** Yes, rather.”

" Wharton's name 13 withdrawn,” Temple remacked.

Tho Bounder sniffed.

7 HIP'E standing out on Cherry’s account, vou may be sure,"
he said. ** Not that it will do Beb Cherry any good. Faner
Boh Cherry winning a scholarship ! a ;

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's the giddy joke of the scason,” grinned Snoop.
must be a joke. Heo can't be in earnest.”

1 suppose that's why he's stood out of the coicket this
afternoon ! chuckled Ogzilvy., * He's been swotting !

* Ha, ha, ha!” 5

The idea of Bob Cherry swotting sent the Bomovites inta
hyvsterics,

“Youll have ta look out for vour lauvcls now, Smith: "
chuckled Bolsover major, l

The Bounder roared.

" Wharton was the only chap T was nervous of," Lia zaid.
“ Now he's out of it, and I could take it with mv eves shut,
Temple and Benson haven't an carthly 1 ek

" Why. you checky fug——"" began Temple, of the Fourll
wiathiully. '

“ You haveu't!” said the Bounder coolly, “ Thui exam.'s
S

L It-

A Bplendid Completo Tale of the Chumas
of Greyfriars. Order Early.
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mine now; right in my pocket. And I mean to get it—more
than ever now."

The Bounder Fritte& his teeth as he spoke. e had no
need of the scho arahg] himself ; lie had entered for it simply
1_? show that he could do it if he liked. But now that Boh
Cherry had entered, the Bounder had an additional incentive
for working hard at the exam. and muaking sure of it. He
had becn turned out of the team, and ordered off the field
by Harry Wharton. He would return that favour with in-
terest by making assurance doubly sure that Harry Wharton's
C]T:im did not win tho scholarship. )

o But what en eavth has Cheiry entered for?? said Russell,

It can’t be a joko; he can’t put his name down and with-
drasw it afterwards without giving the Head a reason,”

The Bounder's lip curled,

" He wants the scholarship!™ he said.

But what does he want it for? He's not like Penfold
and Linley, with nothing else to live on,”’ said Bolsover
major,

!"How do you know?”
= Why, we all know his people are well off,” said Bulstrode.

His father’s a retived major; they're not rich, but thev've
zot cnonph.”

** That's where vou're off the mark., Retived majors = me-
tines dabble in business matters, and get left,” said the
Boundcr.

** Do you mcan to say you know anvthing : it

“Porhaps I do,” ~° i

* Have Cherry's people had bad luck?” asked Newland.

Better ask him!” said the Bounder, with a vawn. *I
wondered what he would do; but I never expeeted ho'd have
the check to enter for the Bishop's. That's too rich!” And
thu‘ Bounder roared again,

" Well, I'm sorry if Cherry's people have come a cropper,’”
said Bulstrode, " It's rotten for Bob, for he hasn't an earthly
chance of getting the Bizhop's,”

' Not a giddy earthly.”

*: Ho must have been an ass to enter.”

M Where is he now?’ asked the Bounder. * Haven't seen
him all the afternoon? Is he swotting—grinding up giddy
]-mnw]mi;:q to astonish the exannners? My hat, he'll astonish
all Greyfriars if he gets within a mile of passing the exam.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ He's swotting ! grinned Bolsover major.
swotting! _ Somcthing like an elephant %t‘ul'n;ng to dance!
Ha, ha, ha! Let's go and have a look at him.”

And the grinning juniors crowded away to Bob Cherry's
study. The sight of Bob swotting over hooks would be a
sight worth secing, Bolsover opened the door of No. 13
Study in the Remove, and rthe crowd of fellows looked in,
Erinning.

Bob Cherry and his chum were at work at the table. Bob
had a wet handkerchicf tied round his head. There was an
expression of deep and almost desperate determination on his
rugged face,

There u'aﬁlnﬂldﬂuht about it. He was swotting !

The two juniors looked up 2z the door was flung open.

** Bob Chorrvy

Mark Linley gazed in surprise at the grinning crowd. Bob
Cherry siched wearily. '

" What do vou want?” asked Mark.

“We want to sec the show ™

* Ha, ha, ha!" _
= Joke of the season,” explained Vernon-Smith, ** We've

st scen Bob Cherry’s name on the list entering for thoe
Bishop's.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

" That’s right,” said Bob ziimly.

Tho juniors rosred.

“Is it a joke ! asked Bul:tiode,

Bob snorted.

" No, 1t isn't a jJoke, fathead!™

" Youroe veally going into the exam, "

“Yis, ass!”

“Oh, ernmbs! What are you doing it for?”

" To get the scholarship, if T can ! growled Bob,

There was a fresh yell at the idea of Bobh Cherry getting
tho scholarship ! )

** Ha, ha, hal”

“When you've finished, yvou might clear off,” suggested
Mark Linley politely. ** We're rather busy just now.”

“Bwotting ¥’ grinned the Bounder,

“¥Yes, swotting, Clear off 17

** Bob Cherry swotting ! Bob Cherry enteving for schalar-

srhips! Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ Awfally funnv, isn't #?" said Bob, with miserable
sarcasm. ' Grin as much &s you like, I'm going to do my
best, Only go and pgrin somewhere else, please!”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Can't we watch vou swotting?”’
Fish, the American junior
eyes—just a few !’
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very Wednesday. ’

“1've ontered.™

Jdemanded Fisher T.

“1 guess at's a sight for sore

Our Gompanion Papers.

Bob Cherry jumped up, and picked up a cricket-stump.
e charged at the grinning juniors in the doorway, and they
scattercd. Baob CTmrry slammed the door. lle gave his
Lancashire chum a hopelesa look,

“ You see what the flr;]lnwa think of it, Marky I he roaned,

* They'll think differently after the exam.,”’ =aid Mark.

Bob Chervy scitled down to work again. Downstairs, in
the common-room, the Removites were very hilarious. Bob
Cherry was the subject of their hilartty., There were very
few fellows in Bob’s Form who did not consider his entering
for the Bishop's Scholarship as the joke of the season. And
poor Bob was very much inclined to sgree with them !

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.

The Secret Qut!

" OU fellows haven't been saving anything, have you?”

Bob Cherry asked the question, a couple of days

later, in No. 1 Study.

He had come in to No. 1 to tea, after an hour's

work in his study following afternoon leszons.  Bob was

sticking to his work. It was hard, especially for the sturdy,

healthy junier, to whom cvery breath of fresh wind from

the sea, every gleam of the sun was a call to the open air.

But Bob Cherry was showing that he had real grit; and he
was sticking to it.

Bob's brow was a little clouded as he came into No, 1
Study. A good tea was ready, and a pile of muffins smoked
on the table. The chums of the Remove were treating Bob
very well,  If he was going to work, they were poing to help
him in everv way in their power, and a good fecd was the
best aid thev could think of.

" Baying what?" asked Harry Wharton in surprise, as Bob
propounded his question all of a sudden.

“ About what 1 told you—of my home affairs, 1T mean?”

“ About your pater's difficultics?”

“ Yoes,”" said Bob.

Wharton frowned a little.

“ Burely vou know that we shouldn't say a
rephed, ** You told us in confidence, Bob?"

“ You might have let a word =lip.”

“Well, T haven't, for one. 1 :i‘h]n"t. even mention it fo
Johnny till you told him vourself.”

“That's richt enough,” said Johnny Bull.

““ No secrets in the family,” said Bob Cherry. “1I don't
mind my own chums knowing, But it is votten to have ane's
home affuirs jawed over by all the fellows, in the comman-
roont and up and down the passage.”

“Wall, we haven't said a word,” said Frank Nugent,

“ Mot a giddy syllable,” said Johnny Bull

“The discrectfulness of our noble selves has been terrifie,”
a=sured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry nodded gloomily.

1 suppose it's got out  through my enteving for the
scholarship,” he =aid. *“*The fellows know, I suppose, that
I wouldn't take on such a grind unless I had to.”

- I&hlt has 1t got out?' asked Wharton, in surprise.

ok TEE.‘-!

* About vour pater being—h'mi—hard up?”’

“Every word! The fellows even know that he's heen
.'I'El.}r-‘:!;llg n loan fromm a moneslender, and can’t keep it paid
up.
“Bob! How do vou know #7

“ Because Skinner just mentioned it to me, and askea me
it was true,”

*What did you sayi”

** 1 didn’t say anvthing.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's very queer, though,” =auid Wharton, becoming
grave, " They mitght guess you were hard np, Bob, by your
enteiing for the Bishop’s.  DBut they couldn’t possibly guess
about the moneylender, SBomebody has been }li.-'atening, and
picked it up.”

Bob Cherey gritted his toeth,

“Bunter. T suppose,” he said,

“* Most likelv., He might have been listening when vou
told us. that afternoon,” said Harry Wharton,

“ Bunter wasn't listening then,” said Jolnny Bull,

“How do vou know?'’

“ Becanse 1t was Just after the ericket-mateh with the
Shell, and 1 saw Bunter go out with Poter and Alonso
Todd and Tom Dutton. They went down to Friardale,”

**He may have heard von speaking about it sinee,”’ said
Bob.

Havry Wharton shook his head.

“He hasn't! We haven't spoken about it, :L!;-.':'-Ptinp:, per-
haps a word of allusion that nobody would be able to make
anything of. T can’t understand 1t, especially the fellows
Epowing about the monevlender bizney. It looks as if one
of us had been chatterimg; but we iiaven't—I know that.”

word,” he

L

[ chucked him out of wmy study !
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*“Is the twain in yet, Twumble deah boy? ”* Arthur Augustus asked the old Rylcombe porter. Trumble stared at
him, for a third and a fourth streak of marking ink had emerged from under D'Arcy's hat, and he was beginning
to look somewhat like a zebra. * Oh, scissors!” murmured Trumble, (An amusing incident taken from the grand,
long, complete sto-y of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's, entitled “COWARD OR HERO?" by Martin Clifford,
i our compinion paper “THE GEM" LIBRARY. All “Magnetites " are strongly advised not to miss this
splendid tale. Ouf on Wednesday. Pricz One Penny, )
“The knowfulness is terrific.” Nugent, at last. ““ You know what a nose he has for nosing
“Well, T suppose 1t can’t be helped,” =aid Bob with a things out, the fat bounder.”
& ‘;::,_ :F I dIJE:.']. w‘:|l“l,;_]_tﬂ l{{'l:'p_[é[- d.’Lﬁi {ubm:qt. ﬂ*i:.,' !J'Cri}r “mimtﬂi Tap;’
Deang 10 snchh 4 ba Wan, a4 Flody rmiracihe pappencd, anc R Vg 330 17 o ® T Ly o .
he pulled through, after all, nr::tﬁlit:é need have L{?{m knoyn Coma inl* said Wharton Livitebly.

The door opened, and Billy Bunter came in. The Owl of
the Remove blinked round the study through his big
spectacles. He was too short-sighted to sea the grim expres-
sions on the faces of the Famous Five. .

t all, you see. But it's out now, worse luck!”

The chums of the Remove looked decidedly uncomfortable,
Bob Cherry had kept his miserable secret to himself for
sveral davs, and hruclI surprised them with his grumpiness

nd his fits of the “ blues.” They had almost forced him to I say. you fellows, is Cherry here?”
t them what was the matter, in the end. And now ha “I'm here!” growled Bob. o .
| told them, it seemed that all the followz knew, and Billy Bunter blinked at him. There was a souvkiug gria
ae only @ssumption possible was that one of Bob's friends on the fat junior's face. It was tealin:o, and tea was on the
bsd been indiscreet. And yet each of the juniors was quite table. but for once the Falstaff of the Lieryw vc had not come
tain that he had not been the one to gossip. in search of a feed. B
"I suppose Bunter’s found out something, somehow,” =aid “I say, Cherry, '3 is truel”

1aE Macxer [asgnary,—No., 28],
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“Ia what true?’ growled Bob savagely.

* About vour pater.”

“What have vou heard abont my pater?”’

Bunter sniggered,

“ About his borrowing money from moneylenders, and
being sold up.”” said the fat junior. I say, 1s it true? Is
that why you've entered for the Bishop's, becanse your pater
can’t afford to keep you at Greyfriars any longer?”

Bob Cherry crossed to the door, and closed it. Bunter
caught the expression ou his face, at last, and edged towards
the door. But Bob was in the way now.

““Not poing, Bunter, are you?’ said DBob,
pleasantry,

“*“I—1 say, I'm in rather a hurry =

“Sorry, for vou ecan’'t go! You've got to answer some
ruestions fArst. Did you find eut about my pater by listen-
ing at a kevhole?”

“(h, veally, Cherry——'

“Did you®' roared Bob.

" Then it's true?’ asked Bunter.

* Never muind whether it’s true or not.
anvthing about it?"”

“Lkinner told me. I came to azk vou whether it was
true,” said Bunter. “Of course, I'm sorry if it's true. I
don’t ser what you want to drop on me for because I came
to offer you my sympathy, Bob Cherry.”

“Hang your sympathy!” growled Bob. “T don’t want
vour sympathy, or anybody else’'s. 1 want to know who
etarted that yarn about my pater and a moneyv-lender.”

“Well, T had it from Skinner. 1 suppose Skinner had it
aom gomebody who knew. Didn't you tell anybody your-
wlf?"? asked Bunter.

Bob Cherry did not reply to that question.

** Sorry, yvou chaps, I can't stop to tea,” he said.
poing to seo Skinner.”

And Bob left the study. Billy Bunter blinked at the
rhums of the Remove in surprise,

“ What's Cherry cutting up =0 rusty about?!” he asked.
o [‘T’EUI'G I didn't start the yarn about his father. Isn't it
true?’

“"Mind your own business!” growled Jolhnny Bull.

" Then I suppose it's true. He's told you chaps, and you've
leb it out,”” said Bunter. *1 must say I'm surprised at voun.
Fellows should always keep a secret if it's told them in
confidence. 1'm surprised at vou—ow!”

A jam-tart, h#arled by Nugent, caught Bunter on the
mouth, and stopped his utterance. As he spluttered, a hot
muffin caught him on the ear, and the Owl of the Remove
rolled out of the study under a shower of missiles. He
looked very sticky and pammy when he escaped into the
passago and fled,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Explains.

KINNER was in the common-room, chatting with
Snoop and Stott. The three juniors were grinning,
as t.]h-:mgh they found something humorous i the

topic they were discussing. Bob Cherry caught his own
name, as he camo in. He strode straight up to the trio.

They became suddenly silent.

“I want to speak to you, Skinner,” said Bob, in his dirvect
WaY. :

'?[h ahead.” said Skinner, a little uneasily,

“You've told Bunter a yarn about my pater.”

“Ahem! 1 happened to mention what all the fellows are
saying, if that's what youn mean.” said Skinner. *'No harm
intended. If it's not true, I shall be glad of it. 1 asked
vou whether it was, so that 1 could deny it next time I
weard it. You didn’t answer me.”’

“1 don’t intend to answeor questions about my privatoe
affairs,” said Bob. * What I want is. to find out who started
this yarn. I want to know what chap it was who's taken
so great an interest in my personal affairs as to play the
spy. and find out things. If you ave the spy, Skinner, you'd
better own up.”’

Bkinner turned red.

“T don't care twopence for vour affaivs,” he said tartly.
“(Go and eat coke!®

“Whom di:l you get the yarn from?”’

“1 heard Bolsover major telling Russell about it.”

“ Where's" Bolzover major?”’

*He was in the gym. a few minutes avo,” said Skinner.

Bob turned away without another word, and made his way
to the gvm.

His brow was clouded, and his eves gleamed. Unless ona
of his chums had betrayved his confidence, someone else had
played the spy., and Bob meant to koow for certain. The
thought that his family misfortunes should become the talk
of the Removegwas bitter as ggll to him. The derision of

' e of others, would be equally bitter to his
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proud nature. T
1ts being made the . ; i

Bolsover major was . with his inmaor,
putting DBolsover minor wwme  exercises on the
parallel bars. Bob Cherm; . im on the sheulder.
and Bolsover major looked surprise at Bob's
clouded face.

“Hallo,” he said, *what's the
no good swotting for the Bishops? ..
chuckled.

“ You told Skinner some yarn aboui my p
says. Did you?®”

“(th, about that moneylender vain,” said Boi-

“Then vou started it? said Bob, his eyes glinting.

Bolsover major =shook his head. _ _ _

“T didn't exactly tell anybody,” he said. **1 epose of i1--
fellows do speak of things, you koow. I didn’t kpnow yon
were keeping it a secret,  If you were, you should have been
a bit more careful about it, T should say.”

“Vou mean vou heard it from somebody elee?’

“ Of courre 1 did. I don't suppose you think i1t was re-
vealed to me i a vision, do you!” Delsover major asked
sarcastically.

“Who told you?”’

“ Vernon-Smith.”

Bob Cherrv staried at the Bounder's name.

He vealised that he had been blind ; of course, he m}ght_ to
have thought of the Bounder at first! A blow of this kind
was likely to come only from that quarter. And yet—how
had the Bounder known anything?

* Vernon-S8mith I he repeated.

Bolsover major nodded. o

“ Did Smithy tell you how he knew?' asked Bob quietly.
“ Did he hear it from somebody else, as you all scem to have
done 1" .

“ 1 suppose he did."” said Bolsover, puzzled. ° He couldn’t
have dreamed it. He didn't tell me, that T remember, but
1 fancy he heard it from somebody you told; I gathered as
much, anyway. 1 don't know for certain; but you ask
Smithy. He'll tell you."

“ From somebody I told ! repeated Bob.

“ 85 I understood; better ask Smithy.”

“I'm going to!’’

“1 sav, Cherry,” said DBolsover major, as Bob i‘urned
away, * I'm awfully sorry if it's true, and I hope you'll get
the Bishop's."

“* Thanks for your good wishes, but you can keep them!
growled Bob,

And he strode away.

Ho looked for Vernon-Smith in his study, and found the
Bounder there,  Vernon-Smith was smokigg a cigarette
when Bob Cherry came in. He did not remove it from his
lips, but looked at the angry face of the junior through =
cloud of blue smoke. _

“71 didn't hear vou knock,” the Bounder remarked quietls

“I've no time to waste on you,” said Bob, halting before
the Bounder, who did not rise from his seat. **1lve gos
something to say to you, Smithy."” :

“ Pile i, dear boy!" sakl Vernon-8mith lazily. "1 sup-
pose you don't mind if T go on with my cigarette, do vou?

‘““ You can do that, or any other caddish thing you ke, o
long as vou let my affairs alone,” said Baob.

The Bounder vawned.

** Thanks—then I'll go on. Yeu might close the door: I
don't want a prefect to see me, if one should come along 1he
passage.’’

Bob did not move, : :

“ P've come to speak to you about what you said to Bcl
sover,”’ )

“ Really ! said the Bounder. ** Now, 1 wonder what I
said to Bolsover? About the cricket?’

** No: not about the ericket.”

* About Coker, I suppose—"" _

** No, nothing about Coker,” said Bob, between his te
The coolness and nonchalance of the Bounder exasper:
hitn almost bevond measure, and he could bardly rest
himself from planting his fist full in the cool, mocking |

“Then I'm afeaid I don’t know what xou're spes
about. Perhaps you wouldn't mind explaining,” sugge
the Bounder.

“Tt's about my pater.’

i £ .

““ A varn aboul o moneylender, and my pater being
up ! said Bob savagely, ; _ :

“* That isn't a varn,” said Vernon-Smith—"* that’s

Bob clenched his hands hard, .

“ Tyrue or not, it scemns to have been you nhﬂﬁ;:-'
anvthing on the subject,” he replied. "1 want Mo krow
how vou knew anything about ity

Vernon-Bumith laughed,

- 5 miserable enough, wi-bou
. of the schonol.
He was

) that i_:'-
Yo Remoy e
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“Well, as T it i _
; ew,” he rephed.~ "1 was

think vou coull .
told, of coarss "

“Who tolu -

“ Thal's asii i, 2 want Lo know why you want
to know fi,<t."

“1 want | Bob, in a low, savage voice,
* hecawss 1 out who meddled and spied in

srtune

ray aflai-" . the lodmg of s life, That's why
I want to : e

By - iriead of yoursi”

1 ]r ¥ o

“ [ . 1t was,” persisted the Bounder. * What

thes™
¥ v drew a deep breath.

ond of mine gave away what I told him in conli-
e wouldn't be a friend of mine any longer,” he
But vou are lying, as usual; vou want me to believe

: it was one of my chums, and I don’t believe you—not
ard of 1t."”

vernon-Smuch shrugged his shoulders, _

“ What's the pood of asking me, then, if you're not going
io believe what I tell you?"’ he inquired _

“ Do vou miean to say that it was a friend of mine who
told yvou—somebody I had told?' demanded Bob.

“1 don't mean to tell you anything. I was told, that's
all; and if you're going to hammer the chap who told me,
and make a fuss, it's not right for me to tell you who it was,
1I'm not going to give you the chap's name if you're gomng
for him. You can't expect it.”

“If vou don't give me the chap's name, I shall conclude
that vou did the spying, and started the yarn.”

“ And what then?”

“ Then before I leave this stedy, 1 shall hammer you till
vour own father wouldn't know you M he saw you,” said
Bob grimly.

“Well, T suppose I should have something to say about
that,” remarked the Dounder coolly. “*I'm not exactly a
kid, to be handled as you choose. But I can’t give you the
chap’s name: it wouldn't be the decent thing to do.”

*This is the first time vou've troubled about doing the
decent thing, isn't it?"”

The Bounder grinned.

“We all have our fancies at times,” he =zaid. ** But even
if T told xou the name, you wouldn't believe me. But if
van weren't the biggest idiot going—excuse me—you could
gues: for vourself,”

* How could IV

“Well, vou confided the matter to certain persons. Yon
know what fellows you told, and what fellows you didn't
tell.  If the stors's got out, it inust have been told by some-
body who knew, not by somebody who didn't know. Isu't
that clear?”

Bab was silent. Tt certainly scemed clear enough,

“ Think over all the fellows vou've told, and decude for
vourself which ona of them gave vou away,” said the
Bounder. ** That's all I can suggest.”

* None of them gave me away !"

“ Then how do yvou suppose 1 heard anything about it?"

“ I suppose vou listened at a kevhole when I was telling
them. "

“ Thank vou! Call to mind the exact time vou told them,
and I'll see tf T can prove an alibi,” said the Bounder laziiy,

i3y Cherrv reflected.

““1 was speaking to them about the matter just after the
cricket match on Wednesday afteinoon,” he said, **in iy
AU Y.

“1 plaved in ‘that mateh, and was booted off,” said the
Bounder. ** You arve, aware of that. As 1 wasn't wanted
i the mateh I went out—with Snoop and Stott and Trevor,
I went out with them before the mnings finished, and 1
didn't eome in till afrer dark, when 1 saw vour name in the
li-t on the bourd. I was with thiee chiaps all the time, and
ey will tell vou so0.”

“ T wouldn't believe Snoop or Srott—

“You can depend on Trevor.”

“Well, yve-"

Ask Lin,” saudl the Bounder

Bob Cherry stocd silent,  If the Bounder had been out of
deors e could mnot have overbeard that conversztion in
study No. 15, And indeed, the Bounder, bad as he was, was
not piven to the sneaking wavs of Billy Bunter; ho was
nut. exactly the kind of fellow o listen at doors. A gleam
of malicions triumph came into the Bounder’s exes. He saw
that Bolb Cherry was nonpiussed.

It the Bounder had not overheasd Boby speaking to his
chiwmna on ihe subjeet, there was onlyv one wayv he could have
learnd anyvthing of the matter; hie hiad been teld by some-
one who koew,  And who knew? Harey Wharton, Nugent,

]

Lanley, Johuny DBull, and  [Turree  Jamzet Ram  Singly,
Nobody else!
* Well” srid the Bounder Insilv. ** Are you satished?”
" No,” said Bob.
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*Go and ask Trevor questions, then. If you're not satis-
fied with him, go down to the bunshop in Friardale, and ask
them what time we left. That will satisfy you.”

“]I suppose you must have been told," said Bob relue-
tantly.

The Bounder nodded.

** As a reasonable chap, you must see that,' “he agreed.
“Bat don't ask me the name of the chap who told me.
I can’t tell you—and vou can guess for yoursell if you think
it out long enourh. You wouldu't belisve me if T told vou.
I might say it was Wharton, Nugent, Linley, Bull, or Inky,
and in cach cise you'd call me a liar.”

“*I would!” said Baob,

““Then what am I to do? It's no good saying anything.”

“1 wouldn't listen to wvou, if vou told me it was one of
my chums,” said Bob. " I'd seon slop your mouth if you
started.”

“*Then what's the pood of asking me

That was a poser. Bob Chervy felt that he was beaten all
along the line; vet he felt that the Bounder could havoe
enlightened him further if he had chosen.

“1 didn't know you were trying to keep it dark” ﬂddE;ﬂ.
the DBounder, with an air of great sincerity, ' I -wasn't
repeating it as anything against you—I simply remarked to
Bolsover that it was bad news for you, and hard lines on
vou. I said I was sorry. That's all. I'm serry for any chap
who's down on his luck. It isn't my fault the story’s got
out. The fellow who told me may have told others; he's not
a chum of mine, certainly.” ;

“That mcans that it was one of my friends?"’

“ Whom else could it have been?” demanded the Bounder.

Bob did not answer. With a heart full of bitterness and
mmsery he turned away. Ile could have hammered the
Bounder—that woulkl have done no . _Vernon-Smith
had made his defence good enough; he had simply repeated
carelessly what he had heard—if he was to be be ieved, And
if he was not to be believed, how was his knowledge of the
matter to be accounted for at all? Bob Cherry quitted the
study with a downecast face, and a heart as heavy as lead.

The Bounder chuckled softly as the door closed.

“T fancy I've put a spoke in their wheel this time, ha
murmured. T really think Wharton will be sorry that he
ordered me off the cricket-field!" ; :

And the Bounder lighted another cigarette with great

satisfaction.
THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Loses His Temper,
T HE Remove fellows had seen Bob Cherry’s new departure

iy

& L |
with considerable amusement. That the ‘' swotting
would continue very few of them believed. DBut the
doubting Thomases had to be convinced at last.

Day after day Bob was missing from his usual haunts.

He did not play in the matches, he did not join in the
excursions up the river, he was seldonf®scen in the tuckshop or
lounzing about the Close with the fellows. _

Indeed, he would have given up all exercise altogether, if
Mark Linley had not fairly forced him out sometimes.

All his attention was given to his task of preparing for
the scholarship examination, He had written to his father
that he had entered for the Bishop's scholarship, and that he
meant to do his best to got it.

And he was doing his best, _

The grit and energy he had been accustomed to I;J}lthng
into cricket and rowing he now put into “ swotting & over
books and exam. papers. )

It was a hard }:asf—han]nr to Bob Cherry than it would
have been to almost any other fellow in the Form. But he
stuck to it manfully. The danger was that he was inclined
to overdo it. Mark Linley had to use force sometimes (o
aet him out of the study and down to cricket practice, or
for a walk along the river. If he had swotted as hard as he
wanted to, his health would ceriainly have suffered.

Bob Cherry had a clouded brow in these days. Ilis pld
joyousness seemed to have departed from him,

[t was not only the unaccustomed work and confinement
to the house that weighed upon him, however. His home
misfortunes had become the talk of the Form, and of the
school.  All Greyfriars knew that Major Cherry was in the
power of a money-lender, who was going to sell him up, and
that Dob had to leave the school at the end of the term unless
he vauld win the scholarship. |

Most of the fellows were sympathetic. Seme were guite
carcless, amid some derisive. DBob, kind and gond-natured
frllow as ke was. had hiz encmies. and they did not lose
the opportunity of makinzg him ** squirm,” as Snoop elegantly
expressed 1.

It was gall and wormwood to the proud-spirited lad to knniul'

o
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that mis father's ruin, and his own dreary prospects, were
ihe talk of the school 2

Pity was more bitter to him than the derision of the
Bounder and his set. To be an object of compassion was
worse than anything else,

So it came about that well-meaning sympathisers received
very pruff replies from Bob Cherry when they attempted
to svmpathise, aud a great deal of sympathy was killed by
that process.

How had the matter become public property? The con-
tinual humiliations that made Bob Cherry wince every hour
of the day were due io some careless tongue that had let
out the secret. For davs he had told his chums nothing, in
the fear that they might allow a careless word to escape
themi, He had been almost forced to confide in them; and
now the secret was out. The malice of the Bounder had
spread it, undoubtedly; but it could not be the Bounder who
was to blame in the first place, as far as Bob Cherry eould
see.  The Bounder could have known nothing unless he had
been told. Who had told him1

Bob was sure that it was not Mark, The Lancashire lad
wis naturally reserved and quiet, and he never had anything
to say to the Bounder. Between the milhionaire’'s son and
the lad who had worked in a factory there was little in
common. They very seldom exchanged any remarks at all,
and certainly they were never likely to have had a conversa-
tion in which Bob's affairs had cropped up. It was not Mark,
But who was it? Bob turned that question over in his mind,
He had told his chums in confidenee, and it was up to them

to keep his secret. Homeone had let it out, Who had done
t?

With that miserable doubt in his mind, it was natural that
a rift should show itself between Bob and his old chums.

He might have forgotten the indiscretion, whoever had
committed it, but for the fact that its results were always
with him. Hardly an hour passed without some allusion
being made to his altered circumstances,

And Bob could not help feeling bitter about it. The least
he could have expected of his chums was that they would
be carveful not to allow his wretched affairs to become the
gossip of the Form., And they had evidently not been care-
ful—one of them at least.

As Bob Cherry went up to his study for his usual work,
after lessons one afternoon, he heard voices raizsed In a
¢horus in the Bounder's study. Vernon-Smith had somae
friends in to tea, and they burst into song as Bob’s heavy
footstops were heard in the passage. 1t was an old music-hall

song they were singing, and the burden of it was that " The
Brokers are Hanging on the Backyard Wall.”
There was, of course, no allusion to Bob in the words of

CON
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the song, but he knew very ! vrat it was intended for his
ears, und iu allusion to his i o o« min.

The Bounder's door was wi and Bob paused and
glanced in. Vernon-Smith, cnd L. i Stott, and Billy
Bunte= were there, all gonning. . 5 :Tected not to sce
the dark, clouded face at the doorway.

““ ' The brokers are hanging on the bae. .+ = wall,” " trilled
Billy Bunter.

“*Waiting for their twa-pound-two!? " rouced Saott,

“ You rotters!” said Bob Cherry. :

The Bounder loocked round with an air of surprise,

““ Hallo! Is that you, Cherryi"

“*You knew 1 was here,” said Bob.

“ Come in, old fellow, and have tea!™

**Go and eat cokel”

“ Thanks! I've got something nicer to eat,” =ajd Vernon-
Smith imperturbably. ** Come mn, and be sociable! We o
having a little sing-song, yvou know, and we've got a really
ripping selection of songs. * The Brokers are Hanging on
the Backyard Wall® is one, How do you like that for a
songt’’

And Vernon-Smith's choice company grinned. _

“Then there's ‘Stony Broke—it ain't a Joke! said
Vernon-Smith cheerfully. ** That's a ripping song, you know,
And * The Cash was Lent at Ten per Cent." 1 dare say you
know that song.”

‘““* Ha, bha, ha!” :

“Do come in!"” urged the Bounder. * There's a pathetio
song in this lot, too: * When They Sold My Father's Bhig
at Auction,' "

And the choice company yelled:

“ Do come in, Cherry!”

‘““ Join in the chorus, old man!"”’

“Yes; I'll come m1!"" said Bob.

And he came in!

He eame in with a rush, and pushed aver the chairs Bunter
and Snoop were sitting on, and those two youths rolled on
the carpet. .
 Tien he took a grip on the edge of the tea-table and tilted
L up.

Tlllura Bounder, with a howl of rage, leaped up, just in time
to cateh a cascade of tea-things and eatables on his chest.

He staggered back and sat on the floor, with plates and
cups and saucers and jam and cake and butter swarming
over him.

* You rvotter!” shricked the Bounder.

Words failed him,

Bob Cherry strode out of the study without a word, and
slammed the door behind him.

Vernon-Smith & Co. sat up among the ruins of the feed
and blinked at one another. Billy Bunter extricated himself

0. 15.
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from the jami-dish he was sitting on, and put his spectacles
stratuh dpon his fat nose,

D The beest 7' he gproaned,

“Groogh! The rotter!” mumbled Snoop.

1} r ] rat 1w t

Yah i cad " mrunted storr,
"he Bounder’'s face was black with rage,
i'll muke him suffer for thi=1" he hissed,
Yes; yo atter him and wallop him, Smithy (™

INTer.

"Go for him, Smithy ! ureed Snoop and Siott, without,
wwes o, showing any desire o " go for " the redoubtable
sab themeolves,

Veornon-Smith mopped batter and jam from his clothes,
But he did oot follow Bob Cherry,  Bob was not in a
mwoad to be hightly tackled just then.

Bob Cheiry had gone into No. 13, where Mark was wait-
ing for him. The Lancashive lad had the books zll ready to
begin the customary ** swot.”

But Biob flung himself into the armchair, breathing hard,
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Yernon-5mith peinted to the list of names of the entrants for the scholarship. The last name on the list caught the

eves of the juniors at once: ROBERT CHERRY, LOWER IYth. ** Bob Cherry!" gasped Vernon-Smith.

Bob Cherry, who just knows a declension frem a duck’s egg!
Bounder's laugh was echoed on all sides. (See Chapter 5.)

*“He's entered
Ha, ha, ha!"” And the

[le was not in a humour for work just then. Mark locked
at him in surprise.

“* What's the matter, Bob?" he asked.

Bob oritted his teeth. :

Y Unly some more of i, he said savagely., °' Geltiug at
mc over my people being done in—the Bounder and his lot,
you know,”

“ The cads!" =aid Mark,

“I'm getting it cvery dav,” suid Bobh., **CUoker of the
Fiith offercd to raise a subscription for me. The silly ass
meant i1t kindly, so I «idn't give him a bash, as I felt in-
cuned to., I only told hin he was a fathead and a silly
wlot. ™

Mark grinned,

“ T can't stand 1t !’ growled Bob., * It's petting teo thick!
I'm talked about as if 1 were a rotten beggar, sticking here
on sufferance.  After all, my fees are paid up to the end of
this term, at any rate.”

“Uf course they are, Bob,” :aid Mark soothingly.
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“ 1 shouldn't have to stand this if somebody hadn’t jawed,”
taid Bob. * One of the chaps I told must have let it out.”

“ ] ean't think that, Bob.”

“ Then how did the fellows get to know”

“*T don't know. But—"' o T

“ Somebody has jawed, and I think it’s rotten!” smid Bob
passionately. 1 wish I knew who it was. I'd never speak
to him again, anyway!”’

Mark Hushed a little.

“ [ don't think you ought to look at it like that, Bob., 1T
was one of the fellows you told, and I'm just as likely to
have repeated it as anybody else.”

“ You didn’t " eaid Bob. _

“No, T didn't: I shouldn’t be likely to chatter with
Vernon-Smith on that subject or any other. But 1 don't
believe the other fellows did, either.”

“ Then how did he find out "’ )

“He is & cunning rotter. He may have wormed 1t out
somechow. ] know he was out of doors the day you told us.
But—but he's 80 jolly dgep, you know."

Bob snorted.

““He couldn’t know without being told by somebody.
Either one of the chaps told him, or they chattered it over
carelessly where he could hear them.”

Mark was silent. There really did not seem to be any
reply to be made to that. He could think of no other
explanation himself.

“ It's no good thinking about it, Bob,” ho said, at last
““It's rotten, but it can’t be helped. Let's got to work.”

Bob Cherry drew his chair up to the table. Ho was in
hopes that the Bounder would follow him to his study for
vengeance; he was just in the humour to deal with the
Bounder at that moment. DBut Vernon-Smith did not come,
and Bob settled down to work. But in the troubled and
disturbed state pf his mind it was not easy to work, and it
;:_as long ere he could force his thoughts inte the task before

LIk,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
. A Rift in the Lute!

a OW are you getting on, Boh "
~ Harry Wharton asked the question as he met Bob
in the Close, where the junior had gone out for a
breather after his swotting,

“ All right!"” said Bob shortly.

“Work going all right?”

& YFE-”

" Fecling seedy?”

* No."’

““1 suppose it's telling on vou a bit, old chap 7"

“T'm all right !

Wharton looked sharply at his chium,

The cxtreme eurtness of Bob Cherrs’s replies could not be
wholly accounted for by the fact that he was tired and out
of sorts, There was something more in it than that. Harry
slipped his arm through his chum’s,

““What's the matter, Bob?"" he said seriously.
not ratty with me about anything, are vou?
give you any trouble of any kind at a time like this
done anything, tell me what it is and I'll set it right.”

Bob was silent,

“ Get 1t off vour chest, Bob.” said Wharton. “ No sense
in brooding over a thing; and it's not like you, either. You
never were sulky.”

“I'm being ragged to death over my father's affairs,”
blurted out Bob, jerkwng his arm avway, * They're giving me
no reat. The Bounder won't let the subject drop. e keeps
1t in fellows’ minds, and a lot of the others are too fond of it
to let it die, too.™

Wharton's face clouded.

““It's rotten, Bob. But that's no reason for you to eut
up rusty with your own pals that I can see.””

** Not if they acted like pals,” said Bob bitterly,

““Do vou mean that we haven't acted like pals, Bob?"
asled Harrvy quietly,

“Yes, 1 do; some of you”

““ Myself, or the others "' asled Harry, still very quictly.

““1 don't know--but some of vou. I told you about my
father's affuirs in confidence. 1 didn't want to tell vou; vou
gimply made me. I had kept it to mysell for some tune,
though roodness knows I wanted some chap to speak to about
it all. Woell, I told vou, and tho next day it was all aver
the schogl. You can't expect me to be pleased about it, I
suppose,”

“Your think I broke my word, then?”
coldly.

Bob stirred restlessly.
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“1 don’t say that! LM vt vy must have jawed, or
the thing couldn’t have « v & .. .ge you don't deny
ihﬂta“ =

“Yes, I do. How it got =1t ! Joi) wngw, unless the
Bounder——"

** The Boumder's proved to mw ..i o0 .5 aut of doora

when I told you about it.”

* ¥You take his word against ourat"

““ He's proved it, I tell you. I made sivo. Tpars was
with him, as well as Stott and Snoep. Arn! I asked .-
at the place where he'd been, and they
wasn't willing to believe that—that—""

“That we had given you away 1"’

““* Well, yes.”

‘““ And you believe it now ! :

““o you vant me to believe that Vernon-8mith dr s
it, or that an angel revealed it to him?"” demande. .
angrily. |

“T want you to believe that your own pals didn’t 1ai’
about you and break their promise to you,” said Wharton,
with equal anger. “ I don’t know how it got out. 1 kuow
I haven't said a word, and I'm sure Nugent hasn't, or
Jehnny Bull or Tuky or Linley."”

“T know Linley hasn’t."”

““ Then you put it down to one of us?”’

“Yes, I do. I don’t think you told, but I know you must
have talked about it somewhere where the Bounder could
hear you—-"" _

“That's not true. We haven't talked about it, unless n
word or two that nobody eould have made anything of if he'd
heard it. Do you think Nugent and [ went about saying to
one ahother * Igc:h's fnther's going to be sold up ?" " demanded
Harry.

“ Weli, if vou didn't chatier about it, and get overheard,
one of vou must have told—that's all there is about it.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“1 won't quarrel with you, Bob,” he said.
taken, though I can't explain how it came about.
you're mistaken.”

Bob grunted.

“ I won't quarrel with you.
now, and you can say what you like,
stand it.”’

“T shouldn’t be worried as I am if T hadn’t confided my
business to fellows I thought I could trust,” snapped Bob.
* I shall know better another time.”

And he tramped away.

Harry Wharton remained where he was, with knitted
brows. If anybody but a chum—and a chum in trouble-
had spoken to him like that, there would have been o
quarre]l on the spot. Wharton thrust his hands deep 1uto
his pockets and reflected. How had the secret got out? He
could not guess, but he felt that it was somehow due to the
cunning of the Bounder. He did not want to quarrel with
Bob in the hour of distreas, but he could not allow himself
to be aeccused of breaking a confidence. A eglup on the
shoulder brought him out of his glum reverie, as Nugent and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him,

“ Wherefore that worried brow 7 asked Nugent cheerfully.
“ Coming for a stroll along the eliff= ¥

“It's Bob ! said HHarry shortly.

““* What's the matter with Bob®"

“ He's boing ragzmed by the chaps about his trouble at
hote. And he thinks thar one of us let out the secret.”

Frank Nugent frowned. .

“Waell, that's a nice thine to think about us. T must sav !’
he exclaimed. ** We promised him to keep it dark.”

“ And we've kept our word,” growled Jchuny Bull, “I
know 1 have”

“The knowfulness ol my csteemed sell is alse tervihe,
murmured the nabols,

“ But how did it get oul ¥ said Herry.

“ Give it up !”

“It's a geddy mystery.”” said Nugent.

'1|"i-

conlirme r

-

“You're mis-
But

I know how worried you are
" said Harry. *I can

L)

I suppose BSmithy

mnet have wortned it ont =omehow, but how he did it = a
mvsterv. 1 gave it up. o _ ]
“ Boly's got his back up about i, said Wharton un-

comfortably,

“ Well, he ought to Lknow that we wouldn't break our
words,”” said Nugent tarely, I can understand that he's
feeline rotten, but he's no right to turn on his own pals
And I dou't want to have anything to say to a chap who
suspects me of breaking a pronise, and that's flat.™

“ Docsn't he suspect Linley as well ! demanded Johery
Bull. _ =

i Nos he seems sati=fod that it wesn't Linley. ;

1 den't see where the distinetion comes . Lanler’s a:
likely to break his word az the rest of us, 1 euppasze,’’ sad
Nugent angrily.
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‘s to *he Pounder, and

- who first set it going."”
vied Johnny Bull. * He's
way, that's all. Might have
He'd read another chap’s

“ 1 suppose so, only he neve
woe do. And it seems to be M
“ Always the Bounder!”
found it ont in some e
found a letter from Do
ictters. He's thar sort
“ Well. it’s noassib!
“1f Bob's pot it
concerned, 1'm 7
I broke my wor:
gomng on the o .
The chuigs Hemove went out ; but they did not enjoy
that streil «F -+ the cliffs in the bright sunshine apd with
the seqg ol ig at their feet. They could not help thinking

o, he can keep it up 20 far as I'm
r to argue with him e¢bout whether
U amid Bulll “* Let's get ont. We're

of Bely . tis worries and his unjust suspicions. -
Vheo © vy came in, Bobh was in the Common-room with
AManr? ey but he did not speak to them.

er did he speak when the Remove went up to the
attory at bediime.

“here was a rift in the lute with a vengeance now.

The Bounder obeerved it, and he smiled. He felt that he
was repaying the incident on the cricket-field with nteresg
now—asg, indeed, he was.

And once a breach between the chums had startced it was
not easy for it to be closed up again,

For the cause of offence still remained. The secret was out,
and Bob Cherry's suspicions, groundless or not, continued,
And his chums were hurt and offended by his want of faith
in them.

The next morning it was plain to all the Remove that
Bob Cherry was not on speaking terms with his old friends,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Father and Son,

r: ZIP]
Toot !
Z The big motor-car glided up the

drive, and came to a stop before
the School House.

A pood many fellows gathered round
to look at it,

They knew the car—the big, hand-
some, fifteen-hundred-guinea  ear  of
Hamuel Vernon-Smith, the father of
the Bounder of Greviriars. The mil-
lionaire had visited the school before in
that magnificent car, and had taken the
Bounder for a run in it many a time,
the observed of all observers.

True, fellows might sneer at the way
Vernon-8mith's pere had piled up his
millions. That he was an unscrupulous
?Jf'ﬂﬂufm", that he [ed fat upon Btock
txchange gambles that ruined hosts of
others, that he was suspected of being
the head of a money-lending business—
ali that did not count very heavily against the undoubted
fact that he did possess millions, and that Vernon-Smith was
heir to an immense fortune,

And the Bounder, with all his unpleasant ways, was the
apple of his father's eye; Mr. Vernon-8mith was fond of
him and proud of him; as several fellows had remarked on
the subject, there was no accounting for tastes.

Vernon-Smith came out of the School House {o meet his
father,

Skinner, and Stott, and Snoop, and several other fellows
woere with him. They would all have been glad of a run in
the magnificent ear, and a handsome spread at some hotel
en route. They all raised their hats very respectfully to the
mllionaire,

But Vernon-Smith was not taking any of his friends with
him thiz time. He shook off Billy Bunter's fat hand as it
fastened on his arm.

“1 say, I'll come with you, if you like, Smithy,” said
dunter affectionately.

“ You wont!” said Vernon-Smith calmly.

He Etl’.‘!]pﬁd into the car.

The big motor ghded awaw, envious glances following
Vernon-Bmith as he sat there by his father’s side.

* Lucky bargec!” growled Bolsover major. * Don't see
why he conldn't take a pal, either.”

Vernon-Smith was not thinking of his pals just then.

“ You didn't want to bring any of your friends with you,
my boy 7 the millionaire asked, as the big car glided out
into the road.

““MNo, dad; I want to sneak to you.”

The milbonaire laughed.

“ Maonev ¥ he asked.

“No; I've got plenty,” said the Bounder.
me well supplied with that, dad.”

“My son 18 going to have as much monev as any man's
son at the school,” =aid Mr .Vernon-Smith loftily. ** You
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have a larger allowamce than Lord Mauleverer, and you
can always have more when you want 1t.” )

* Abont that affair of Major Cherry's,” saxd Vernon.
Smith abruptly.

The millionaire looked seriows.

T told you about that,” he said. “I understood from
vou that the major's son at Greyfriars wa. no friend of
vours."

The Wounder gritted his teeth,

“ He's the fellow I hate most in the schoot, I think,” hea
said. **More than Wharton—much more! He's a fellow
I never could pull with, somehow. I should be glad to ece
him kicked out of Greyiriars.™

““ You won't be troubled with him much longer, then.”

“ About the major—you're sure of him

Mr. Vernon-8mith smiled—the kind of smile a eat might
indulge in when he sees a mouse fairly cornered and unable
to escape. ,

* Quite sure,”” he said. “He owes the English Loan
Oflice over a thousand pounds still, and the last payment of
interest fairly stumped hin. He cannot raise a tenth of
what is due, and he has pledged his house and estate for 1t.
In a week or two the plum will be ripe.”

** And yvou will rake it in.” : 2

“ Certainly., The loan office does not neglect its business,
or run business on lines of sentiment. He should not borrow
the money if he cannot repay it—with interest, of course.
But what is your concern in the matter? I mentioned it to
vou in the first place because I knew that the major had a
son at Greyfriars, and if he had been a friend of yours I
could have made things easier for Major Cherry.”’

“T'm glad yon mentioned it to me,
dad. I want you to put the screw on—
grind them as hard as you can—grind
them down—hang them!’

“You can rely upon the firm to do
that.”

“ ¥You are the firm, pater.’

Mr. Vernon-Smith  smiled
placently.

“ Yes, I am the firm,” he said; “-but,
of course, it is best not to let one's own
name appear in these matters. 1 shall
be setting up for Parliament shortly,
and anything in the nature of being
concerncd in a money-lending busmess
would tell very much against me.”

“ Yos, 1 quite understand that,”

“You have not allowed this boy
Cherry to know anything?’ asked the
millionaire.

“Not a word! We have always
been enemies, more or less—and more
than ever now. His father won't be able to keep him here?”

**His father won't be able to keep him in bread-and-
butter, 1 fancy,” said the millionaire. *You need not
trouble your head about him; he will have to leave Grey-
friars at the end of the term.” . :

“Good! He has entered for the Bishop's scholarship, so
T suppose he knows it as well as you do, dad. It's his last
chanee to stick on.” _

“ The Bishop's scholarship! Isn't that the schelarship
you have entered for, my boy 1"

“ Veg. " 4

“ Has he any chance of beating you?"

Vernon-8mith laughed. _

** About as much chance as a cart-horse has of beating a
race-horse at Epsom,” he said arrogantly, “ He will be
last on the list. If I'm beaten, it won't be by him. ut I'm
putiing in some hard work, in case of accidents—I1'm deter-
mined that he sha'n't have the Bishop's scholarship and
stay at Greyfriars on it.” e :

“Very good,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, * You dislike hum
very muech iV

e YE‘S.HI

** What has he done to you?"

The Bounder coloured a little. !

“I don't know that he's done anything special,”” he said}
““but he sets himself against me, He's up agamnst
everything I do. We don’t think ahike on a ﬂinﬁle subject.
He's the iind of fellow I can't stand. Besides, he's a close
chum of Wharton's, and when he's gone 1 may have a
chance to become captain of the Remove.” : .

*“ And you ought to be,” said Mr. Vernon-8mith, with a
proud glance at his son. “* Well, you need not worry about
this fellow Cherry., They are utterly under my thumb, and
I can sell them up rext week—lock, stock, and barrel.”

“Good egg!” said the Bounder, between his teeth.

And then the talk turned on other matters; and at leng‘till';

¥
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the car swung back through the country lanes, and the
Bounder alighted at the gates of Greyiriars,

He shook hands affectionately with his father for good-bye.

It was one redeeming trait in the Bounder’s character
that he was not ungrateful for his father's care and affec-
tion. His father was the one person in the world for whom
thero existed a spark of aflection 1n Vernon-Smuth's hard
heart. L

“Had a pood ride?" demanded Snoop, as the Dounder
cama sauntering in, when the big car with the millionaire
im it had buzzed away.

The Bounder nodded.

“Quite nice, thanks,"” he said.

“ Might have taken a friend with you, I should think."

“"Had private matters to talk about, my son,” said the
Bounder calmly, * otherwise I should have been charmed
with your company.”’

And the Bounder strolled into the house, in a mood of

reat satisfaction. He passed Bob Cherry in the hall
%’.nh‘a face was darkly clouded. The Bounder paused to
spank.

“ I hear that you're not on good terms with No. 1 Study
now, Cherry,” he remarked.

““ Mind your own business,”

The Bounder wineed. Bob's replies were generally straight
from the shounlder, and it was as much as Vernon-Smath
could do 1o retain his suavity.

“ Thank you!" he said. ‘I wae going to say that I'm

gorry to ecc you on bad terms with your friends,
becaus ) I . _
““ Keep vour sorrow till it's asked for,”” said Bob

savagely. 1 know you, Smithy! You wormed this out
of one of them, just to spread it round, to make things
rotten for me. I think you are a rotten cad.”
The Bounder turned pale.
“If that's all you've got to say—"" he began. _
“ That's all—unless you'd like to come into the gym. with
me, and have the gloves on,' said Bob harshly. ,
“Thank vou, 1 won't trouble you now,” said the
Bounder. “[ won't fight you in your last few weeks at

Greyfriars."

Y e acholar

“It may not be the last few weok-
ship, vou cad.”

“If pig= vy, and sleam-rollers run” ‘e Foonder,
laughinz, I'he age of miracles 1 pas - oy ¥O
won't oot the schelarship. I'm gomg to pin v hinzd ws
I can, if conly to keep vou out. Understand?

Bob Cherry clenched his hieuds, and the b walked
away smiling. He was in great good-humot.. v thing
was going a8 he withed it; in the fall of 1%L Ulorr and
his quarrel with the rest of the Co., Vernon-Suuth hud stouck
}!:_f* hardest blow that had ever been struck at woo Iamous
il U L

Bob Cherry looked after him gloomily, and walked away
to his own study—to \rnrﬁr. The UDounder had
eaidd that he would never get the scholarship; and Bob
Cherry, afier all his grinding, felt that the Bounder was
right. He would never get it—and all his trouble would bo
in vain. He was struggling against the tide that would
never be driven back

But he drove the despondent thoughts from his miad
with an effort, and sat down to work.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Makes a Discovery!
B OB CHERRY'S life was not a cheerful one in those busy
days.

Estranged from his old friends, and hard at unaccus-
tomed work, his usual sunny spirits had quite deserted
him.

With the exception of Mark Linley, his old friends had
nothing to say to him now. Even Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the good-natured, good-tempered Nubob of Bhanipur,
had taken to avoiding Neo. 13 Study. Hurree Bingh had
shared that study with Bob Cherry and Mark, and littie Wan
Lung, the Chinee. But of late the nabob had taken to doing
his work and having his tea in No. 1 8tudy with Wharton and
Nugent, or in No. 14 with Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry's suspicions were natural, but they were unjust.

And his friends could not be expected to accept them cheer-
fully.
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T hev nad promised Bob not to say a word about his confi-
denece in them, and he believed that they had failed him,

Under the circumstances it would have been difficult for
liitm to believe anything else, 1

But that did not make his suspicions any the less bitter
and galling to the fellows who were conscious of having kept
their word faithfully. _

In the present stress that Bob was labouring under his
chums were very loth ta desert him. But Bob's action had
left them little choice. They could not pal with a fellow who
declared his belief that they had broken their faith with him.

Bab tried to drive the miserable thoughts cut of his mind
by hard and harder work, and Mark Linley backed him up
manfully in that,

And havd and distasteful as swotting was io the jumor, he
found that work and resolution were telling, and that he was
making altogether surprisme and unexpected progress.

His hope of petting the Bishop's Scholavship strongthened.

Vemnon-Smith was his most dangerous opponent.  Even
Benzon, of the Shell, though almost a senior, was nowhere
near the form of the Bounder. and Temple, of the Fourth,
vas much less daneerous than Benson.

Ii was the Bounder he had to beat.

Aund Bob slaved away m the hope of getting into the
required form to beat the Bounder. He knew that Vernon-
Smith was working with unusual dilizence lately to prepare
himzelf for the exam., and leave nothing to chance,

It was at this time, when he was fichting the hardest battle
of his young life, that Bob most necded the help and en-
couragement of his friends,

And that was precisely what he now lacked, owing to the
machmations of the Bounder.

For duys now Beb hed not spoken a word to his old
friends,

When they met they affected not to see one another,

The rift in the Famous Five excited a good deal of - omment
in the Remove, and many curious inquirers wanted to knew
what, was the mattor,

“ Bure, you're not speaking to Wharton & Co. now, Cherry
darling.” Micky Desmond veutured to remark one day, in
spite of Bob’s forbidding look, .,

“No,M gru.':ltt*d Bah.

* And for why, Cherry "

‘* Find out |**

Micky grinned,

“* Bure, and that's what T'im theyvin® to do," he said.

Bub snorted, and walked awav.

Micky Desmond, having failed to obtain anv enlightenment
from Bob, proceeded to lay siege to the other members of
the old Co.

“ Ye're on bad terms with Bob Cherey intirely, Wharton,”
ke remarked to the captain of the Remove, )

“ Who told you that?” Wharton asked,
Y Faith, it’s aisy to see it,” replicd
it about 77

" Do vou really want to know 77

“ Faith, ves.”

“* Better ask Bob.”

" Bure, I've asked him, and the spalpeen told me to find
out.” said Micky plaintively, '

Harvry Wharton laughed.

“Well, I can’t do better than vepeat what he said’ he
ansveered, ' Find out.” :

And Wharton walled away,

Mugent and Johnny Bull were equally uncommunicative,
Alicky  Desmond, in despair, tackled IHurree Jamset Ram
Smzrh. The nabob wae o good-tempored a fellow that he
could scareely fail to sati<fy a junior who was simply Beoniz-
ing Lm' ll].fﬂ]'i'il}ll‘hﬂﬂ.

ooure, amd ve're not :o niuch in ve're ‘n study ;
Inkv,” Micky remarked, S oonay e,

The nabob <hook his head.

‘ :‘ft_‘.l‘.l don't gl on with Bob as you uszed to."

“*The honourable penctration  amd  perspicacity of thae
esteemed Micky are tervifie,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur
gyaveiy, )

“But what's the reason * demanded Micky,

* Ther reasonfalness is great,” )

“Yes but phwat 15 it 7 What have von eot arainst Bob

“ Nothing, my esteemed chum,” = = © o

“ Phwat has he got against vou *"

“ Nothing, my worthy and ludicrous Micky. ™

o $gar-11 5i:'rl.‘ftplmrw-l!in:; over nothing intirelv ©"

e oxacthiluess of the esteemn e : :
statenent of the case is 11-r-:-1'[1r'."tp'm 4 Micky's baouibls
Y Then I think that ve're a pair of <

Micky. YerC a4 palr ef silly

Hurree Jamzet Ram Sineh nodded azcont

“The rightfulness of that estecmed npin}ml is

‘ ¥1lt .ﬁ'urr:,l}‘r:u*.fl Tm tell me what its about ¢

“The weathorfulness to-dav is vory oood ' oo
with o nod towards the lui.hi:;.'h;:\-:t} Thr{‘f'gi{]a Hl i if;-i]mh'
brightfully.” : Wosun 15 slhimang
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“1 wasn't talking about the weather., What have
rowed with Cherry for?™ i

“But the sunful shine may be followed by ihe 1ain,’-
continued the nabob imperturbably.

“ Blow the rain!  Will you tell me about Boh?"

“ The rainfulness, however, will be zood for the crops.”

“ Look here, Inky——""

“ And, after the rain, the shinefulness of the esteemed and
avgust sun will again be terrifie,” said Inky calmly, _

And Micky gave it up in disgust. There was evidently
nothing to be extracted, in the way of information, from the
dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.

Other fellows burning for knowledge asked many questions,
as well as Micky, but they were all left equally unsatisficd,

The Famous Five had lost their old harmony, but they
were not disposed to let outsiders into the secret of their
little differences,

And, ere lones

you

o, the rupture of the ence united Co. became
a matter of course, and ceased to be remarked npon.

Matters were in this state when, one afternoon, as Bob
was swotting in his study, Trotter, the houscpage, brought
up a letter for him, _

Bob took the letter, and Mark, who was expounding somo
torvifically difficult point in Latin prose composition. paused.

“It's from my pater, Marky,” said Bob. “T'll look at
it now, if yvou don’t mind.”

Mark smiled and nodded.

“H course,” he saad.

Bob opened the letter.

He read it guickly, and a sudden exclamation broke from
his lips, and he started to his feet, his eyes flaming.

“ 0Oh. the villain !

“ Bob!™

** The utter scoundrel 7

“ What's the matter, Bob?™

“ The awful har!”

Mark rose, ton, iIn amazement.

“Whom are you talking about, Bob?"” he asked.

“ Vernon-Smith—the liar, the cad, the thief, the worm!"”
roired Bob. T never guessedl it—]1 couldn’t guess it—I was
an ass: but—"

“ What on earth do you mean ™

HBob gasped.

“ About my affairs getimz out—1 thought one of the fellows
had told about them—you know—but it was wreng! It was
Smithy ! ;

“Yes, we know it was Smithy—he savs he heard it from
them.” said Mark.

*“He lied—as be alwavs does,”

“ 2low do vou know

“ Listen to this!” panted Bob. He read out a paragraph
from the letter from his father :

“The monev-lending firm is called the Eaglish Loan Office,
but tt iz, in fact, a business yun by a single man, whoge name
vou must have heard—the well-known millionaire, Samuel
Vernon-Smith. This is kept a seeret from the public, and I
did not know it myself until quite lately.”

Bob starefl at Mark.

“ 1o you understand that %"

“ Vernon-Smith's father ! said Mark,

“Yez, I remember, now, hearing a long time ago that
Smithy's father was a money-londer, as well as a Jot of other
rotten things, e had a claim on the Head onece, and
ground him down, toa,” said Bob, “I'd forgotten all about
that. But that makes it ¢lear. That’s where Smithy got his
mformation from—not from Wharton or Nugent, or Johnny
Bull or Inky—but from his fathee.”

Mark nodded. Tt scemed clear enough now, The discovery
that Major Cherry’s creditor was Samuel Vernon-S8mith, the
millionaire, let in a flood of light upon the subject. It was
from the monev-lender millionaive, his father, that the Bounder
had learned of Dob Cherry’s private affairs—though, of course,
Bob could never have guessed that,

“The awful cad!” said Mark., * He deliberately led yvou
to sunpose that one of our chums had told him '™

* Yes—to make trouble between us—and I let him do it,
like a fool I said Bohb, with hitter self-reproach.

“You couldn’t help it, Bob. You couldn't possibly have
cucssed this—nobody could have puessed it. 1've thought
hard cnough about the matter, but nothing of this sort ever
vocurred to my mind, for a moment,” said Mark.

Bob clenched his hands hard.

“T'll make the cad pay for it.”" he said, between his teeth,
“and—and I must go and find Wharton and the vest, and
tell 'em 1 know, and that I'mi garry. Good Lord, I think 1
owe them an apulogy, don't vou think se?

“That's richt enough.”

A Splendid Complots Tale of the Chums
of Greyfriars, Order Early,
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“ ¥You said all along that you didn’t believe they had
blabbed,”” said Bob., * You were right. Marky, old man,
only [ couldn’t see it. I'll buzz off now.”

** They're on the cricket-ground,”” said Mark,

' Good !"

And Bob Cherry ran out of the study.

e ————

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
All Serene!

ARDLY WITARTON & CO. had gone down to the ericket,
It was a half-holiday, and they were playing the Upper
Fourth team.
The Remove were batting, and Temple, Dabney &
Co., of the Fourth, were in the field when Bob Cherry arnved
on tho scene,

The Remove innings had opened with Ogilvy and Penfold,
and the rest of the batsmen were lounging before the pavilion,
looking on. waiting for their turn.

Harry -Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh were standing in a little group by them-
selves, chatting,

* Hallo !" murmured Johnny Bull, as he caught sight of an
excited junior dashing at top speed towards the ground.
* Here comes Bob!”

** He looks excied!" said Frank,

“* The excitefulness is terrific !

The chums of the Remove watched Bob as he come panting
up. Bob Cherry's face was crimson with excitement and
exXertion.

The juniors looked at him rather grimlv, It was evident
that Bob was about to break the ice that had grown up be-
tween them. But unless he withdrew his accusation against
them they were not inclined to meet him half-way,

- You fellows!" gasped Bob. * I—I beg your pardon!”

“Good ! said Johnny Bull drily.

" I've found something out,” sald Bob breathlessly,

** What is 1t 2"

* About Smithy—about how he knew—=""

Wharton's face cleared,
~ “You mean that you've found ond that vou were wrong
n sliapectlng us of having given you awavi’ lLe asked,

1] "!..5""

* Oh, rood !

" The goodfulness 1s terrific, my worthy chum,”” said Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh, ' The cloudfulness has rolled by,”

" I'm awfully sorry,”” said Bob. ** I—I hope vou'll forget
about it. T'm willing to admit I was an ass!”

“ Hear, hear!" said Johnny Bull.

“ But what was I to think?’ asked Dob. * Smithy knew,
and he couldn’t have known unless somebody told him. You
must see that it was—was—"" :

* But that's still the ecase,” said Frank Nugent. * Do von
mean that you haven't altered vour opinion of us, after all®"”

“*No, no! I've found out who tnhi Smithy,"”

“Who was it!"

" His father !”

': His father ! exclaimed all the juniors tozether.

“Yes: I know it now, T mran, there can't be any doubt
about it. You remember some time ago hearing that
Smithy’s father was mixed up in a monevlending business,”

" Yes; I'd forgotten it,”" said Harrv, “ 1 remember now.
But what——"’

. " Smithy’s father is the moneylender who's got my pater
in hig clutches.” =

* Gireat Beott "

“I've just had a letter from the dad, and Le's told me.
That makes it quite clear, of course, where Smithy got his
information from. He led me to belicve that one of vou
chaps had told him. He put it to me that he couldn’t pos-
sibly have got his information from any other source. I
didn’t know anvthing about hiz father beinzg head of the
E”:-’:f-h Loan Office, How was I to know anything of the
sort

“ Well, there's something in that,” said IHarry, “But I
think ¥ou might have had more faith in us, all the same.”

“Well, I'm sorry,”” said Bob.

" Chap can’t say more than that,” said Nugent oracularly.
“ If Bob admits that he was wrong, owns up that he was an
nss, and savs he's sorrv, that's all we want,™

“Weil, I do,” said Beb.

“ Then it's all over.”

“ The all-overfulness is terrifie.””

“And I'm jolly glad you've found out the facts, Bob™
said Harry Wharton. ** It was rotten to have yvou suspecting
us. and we couldn't take it quietly., DBut as for Smithy, he
onght o be scragged. He deliberately put it into vour head
that we had given you away to cause trouble among friends,”

*Tha cad!™” 3

“Tha rotter!”

THE Macxer Lisnary.—No., 28L

s
THE GEM '’ LIBRARY
Ew:ry Wedneaday, :

Our Gompanion Papers.

Bob Cherry's eyes glinted.

“I'm going to sce Smithy about it,”" he said. * I'm going
fo tell him what I think of him, and make him smart for
thﬁ trick he's played. But I wanted to tell you fellows first.”

: Good! Give Smithy one extra for me.” said Johnny Bull,

*" And another for me,” grinned Nugent.

*“ And a hardful one on his esteemed nose for me,” mur-
mured the nabob. :

There was a shout from the cricket-field. Penfold’s wicket
was down,

** Man in!” said Wharton.

Bob Cherry hurried awav.

His first impulse had been to see his old chums, and to tell
them that he was sorry for his unjust suspicions, His second
thﬂtlﬁht was to find the Bounder, and to make him sorry
for the cowardly and treacherous trick he had plaved.

The thought of the case with which the Bounder had gulled
him made Bob writhe with rage. He had been twisted
round the schemer's finger with hardly an effort. His plain,
blunt, honest nature was no match for the cunning of the
Bounder. It had pleased Vernon-8mith to put him on bad
terms with his old friends at a time when he most needed
their friendship and help; and Bob had fallen blindly and
helplessly into the trap. He ground his teeth now as he
reflected how he had been taken in.

He wanted to find the Bounder now; and he wanted to
find him badly. The afternoon’s ** swotting” could wait
until he had dealt with his treacherous cnempy,

But the Bounder was not to be seen in the Cloze, Bob
Cherry looked for him high and low, but he did not find
him, He spotted Billy Bunter outside the tuckshop, and bore
down upon him in quest of information. Bunier gencrally
knew everything that was going on, and he probably knew
where Vernon-Smith was.

"I sayv, Cherry,” said Bunter, blinking at the red and
excited junior as he came hurrving up, ** 1 zav, can vou cash
& postal-order for me!”

* No, I can’t, I——"

“ Mrs, Mimble has got a fresh lot of tartz in,” said Bunter
eagerly. “If you can't cash a postal-order for me, will vou
lend me a bob?" .

“ Have you seen Smithy "

Billv Bunter sniffed,

** Blow Smithy !

“ Do yvou know where he is?

“¥Yes, I do, and I think it's votten. T offered to go wilh
them. You know Marjorie would rather see me than Smithy
any day.” é

* What are you talking about, you fat duffer?”

“ Marjorie doesn't like Smithy, and she doesn't like Hazel
taking him to tea at ClLff House,” said Bunter. ‘' Smithw
must have a jolly thick skin, or he wouldn't go. I know jolly
wn{IiI why Hazel takes him, too—ho owes Smithy money,
an i

“Has Smithy gone {o Cliff House?”

““*Yes. They went nearly half an hour azoe," said Bunter,
I offered to go."’ 3

* Which way did they zo!' asked Bob.

*“I think they went along the €liffs, Thev're not due at
CLif House until five o'clock, so they've plenty of time,”
said Bunter., *' 1 consider &

Bob Cherry did not wait to hear any more, He ran in
the diveclion of the gates. Billy Bunter blinked after him in
SUrprisc,

“T1 say, Bob Cherey "' he voured. ** Tf vou're going to lend
me that bob—I say, Cherry, there’s something [ forgot tu
tell you!”

Bob halted, He turned guickly,

““What 13 1t?" he exclaimed hastily, thinking that the Owl
of the Remove had something more to tell him concerning
the direction Vernon-Smith and his companion had taken.

“ Mrs. Mimble has got some new pics, as well as tarts.”
said Bunter confidentially, rolhinge towards him. * You
s0e

*You said yon had something to tell me!" snapped Bob.

“ Yes, that's it. Those pies are simiply ripping, and if van
could lend me a bol—ow—ow ! Leggzo! Groo! Yah!”

Billy Bunter found himself E-udl:]cn'iy gitring down on the
hard cold ground, with his cap knocked over his spectacles.

He gasped for breath, and put lus glasses straight, but by
the time he blinked ronnd in search of Boab Cherry  that
youth had vanished.

Bunter gasped for beeath.

“Ow! He's mad—mad as a hatter! Grooh! Beast!"

And Billy Bunter picked himself up slow!v aud painfully,
and limped back to the tuckshop. where e vesumed his
mmn‘nfu}l contemplation of the tarts that were bevond Lis
reach—like a very fat PPerr at the gate of Paradize,

Bob Cherry van ont of the school gates. and down the lanns
to the cliffs.

T
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1 Vernon-Smith and Ifazeldene were not to reach Cliff
Housae till five o'clock they would take it easy on the way,
and he had a good chance of overtaking them there, and
having his little explanation with the Bounder.

By the timo the '‘explanation” was over, the Bounder
would not be feeling quite fit for a tea-party, at Cliff House
or anywhere else, Bob reflecied grimly.

He came out on the cliff path. The path ran along the
summit of tha great cliffs, with a sudden descent on the
left, hundreds of feet down to the sandy beach below, and
the shining sea. Tn the clefts of the rocks were the nesis of
immnumerable seabirds, and adventurous lads sometimes
climbed down on ropes to capture the Eﬁga—vu risky task that
raquired a stiong nerve and a cool head.

Bob Cherry caught sight of a figure alicad of him on the
cliff path, and recognised Hazeldene of the Remove. He
redoubled his speed, and came panting up.

Hazeldene, who was staring towards the abrupt edge of
the chiff, loocked round guickly at the sound of his footsteps
on tha chalky soil

Bob noticed that his face was white.

“Bob Cherry! I—I'm glad you've comel” stammered
Hazel,

Bob caught him by the arm.

““Whera's Smithy '

“ Rmithy ! He—he's—"

““ What are vou stuttering about?’ demanded Bob angrily.
“*Where 1s he hiding himself? I've got an aecount to settle
with the cad. Do you hear? I'm going to hammer him till
he Fr;nn't know his own face in the zlass! Where is he, you
Bss t

Hazel groaned, and pointed towards the cliff,

‘* What, you—"

Bob ceased to speak. From the precipice came a faint,
anguished voice—the voice of someone who could not be
spen—of someone who was clinging to the cliff over the
dizzy void !

HE{EIP :‘1

e ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
To Save His Enemy !

i ELP1!!

H Bob Cherry looked round quickly.

“Help! Hazel, vou funk, come and help me!"”
It was the voice of the Bounder.

For a moment Bob Cherry’s heart almost ceased {o beat.

‘ Hazel! He has fallen—"

“He would go!” muttered Hazel, * He said he could get
at the nest in the cleft down there; and he slipped. He will
be killed!”

Bob set his teeth, _ .

His brain was in a whirl. He had come there with anger
and bitterness in lus heart, thinking only of vengeance. He
had fouund his enemny, and he bad found him in the shadow of
death,

Vernon-Smith was over the cliff!

Beb Cherry knew the ground well ; knew what was bevond
that steep, sudden edge. For a dozen feet or so the cliff
sloped. At the end of the slope was a sheer drop for two
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among sharp rocks. A fall meant instant death—a death
too horrible to be thought of without a shudder,

And the Bounder was there.

Hazel was white as death., He was not a lad of strong
nerve, and he dared not even approach the edge of the cliff
that hid his companion from sight. Even within three or
four feet of the edge his brain was dizzy.

“I—I can’t help him!” stammered ldene. ' I—I
should fall if I jJust looked over—he knows that! He
shouldn’t have gone. I warned him not to. He wanted to
take the eggs with him to ClLiff House, to show off to the

girls. It's his own fault!” :

Tlrﬁl Iiaint voice came again from the void:

L1 a P I!‘l

“Keep back, Hazel,” said Bob quietly. * You can’t do
anything.”

Bob Cherry dropped on his hands and knees, and crawled
to the edge of the eliff, Hazel watthed him in terror. Even
for that much he had not the nerve. But Bob Cherry was
made of sterner stuff,

Bohb approached the edge cautiously, and looked over.

Below, the rock sloped away a dozen feet—rough and
broken, offering hold Fﬂr the ﬂn.mls of a cool and steady
climber. There were nests in the clefts of the rocks, but
the boldest egg-hunters of Pegg had left them untouched.
At the end of the slope, a sheer drop. '

And on the very verge, clinging to a point of rock, was
the Bounder.

Bob understood what had happened. The Bounder was
a good climber, and he had a nerve of iron. He had ven-
tured upon a place that would have turned many a fellow
sick, even to contemplate. And then—a slip of the foot, and
he had rolled down the slope to the dreadiul edge.

He had caught at the point of the rock at the very verge
of the precipice, and was holding on, convulsively, with his
body and legs out of sight below, swinging over space,

Bob Cherry could see his head and his arms clutched on
the rock, and that was all. Evidently he was not able to
drag himself up. :

His “strength was gnini! Sea and sky were swimming
round his eves; the very horror of his position, the terrible
necessity to hold on, sapped away his nerve, and at any
moment he might let go! And then, a rush through the air,
a crash upon the hard rocks far below!

Bob Cherry shivered.

The Bounder's face was haggard; his eyes seemed to be
starting from his head. His wild gaze was fixed upon the
cliff above him, in the hope of seeing Hazel's face looking
over, and he saw Bob Cherry's.

His ghastly face lighted up. It was the face of the fellow
he had injured and plotted against. But it was the face he
would have wished most to see in that dreadful moment.
For it was the face of a fellow full of courage and genercus
devotion, a fellow who would have risked his life even for
All enemy.

“Bob Cherry!" he panted.

Bob looked at him steadily.

“T'll try,” he saxd.

“ Help me, Bob Cherry! I—I've been a hbeast to you!"
sainted the Bounder. ““T'll make up for it. 1 can make up
or it. [—"

““That's enough! Save your breath.”

““ But help me!"

““I will help you if I can!” - ;

Bob Cherry scanned the slope before him. Tn venturing
upon it at all he would be taking his life in his hand. And
to venture down to the horrible edge—there to be seized by
the Bounder, and to bear his weight—it seemed like throw-
ing his life away, Yet the brave lad did not hesitate.

The Bounder's starting eyes never left his face. He could
hardly believe that Bob would run that frightful risk for
him: but he hoped. It was his only chance of life. He
knew that he could not hold on many minutes longer.

“ Keep cool,” said Bob, “I'm coming.” .

“I'm cool enough. I'm not a coward,” said Vernon-
Smith, with a touch of his old arrogance. ‘‘But my arms
are aching. 1 can’t hold on much longer.”

“You can't pull vourself up?’ y

“‘ There's nothing to get a hold on, or I could.”

Bob scanned the rock. Just above the Bounder, the slop-
ing cliff was as smooth almost as glass—no hold for a hand
or a foot—for a space of five feet, at least. On the smooth
rock the Bounder E:u] clawed and clawed again, without find-
ing a grip for his hand. A rope would have enabled him to
climb: but there was no rope, and the nearest house was
more than a mile away. ‘ : i

“There’s only one way, Smithy,” said Bob steadily, “ T
lower myse down till my feet are within your reach.

Understand?"’ "
A Splendid Compiste Tale of tha Chums

“Help me!"”
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“Yes, yes™ 1 "
“Then vou must take hold of me, and climb over me.
“You—you can't stand the strain—"

“I must stand it.”'

The Bounder groaned.

“TIt's the only way!" said Bob. * The only chance!
must use me to climb over. I'm coming!”

“God bless you!" said the Bounder wretchedly,

Bob did not reply, He lowered himself carefully over the
dizzy slope, feet first. taking a firm grip on the rough rock
with his hands. :

Then he lowered himself down the slope towards the cling-
ing junior,

f‘{ﬂ moved 5]{}“‘1}' and cautiously, {inding a stron
his hands on the rough edges of weather-worn rock,

Half-way down the slope he paused.

“{*an von rearh me vet, Smithy?"

"' No; a couple of feet more."

ii [.;D"Jd !'l'l

Bob Cherry wormed on again,
sinooth slope of rock now ; his hands were upon the last hold
to bo found on the surface of the declivity.

Bot now his feet were within reach.of the Bounder's clutch-
g hands.

“(’an vou reach me?'

“Yes!"” muttered the Bounder.
a good hold ¥

“Yes, climb!"

“I'm coming "

A grip like 1ron was laid upon Bob Chevry's ankles. The
Bounder reached him, first with one hand, and then with
the other.

The strain upon Dol was terrible.

The dragging weight of the Bounder was thrown heavily
upon him, and it scemed to the juuior, as he lay face down
on the cliff, that the strain must tear him away from his
hold ; but he clutched on grimly, desperately.

The Bounder was climbing now. Bob Cherry's limbs and
clothes afforded him the hold he wanted, and he had not
lost his nerve or his courage. With all his remaining strength
thrown into the effort, ho climbed.

Bob Cherry held on, bLreathing hard. Higher came the
Bounder, dragging himself desperately up till his grip was
on Bob's jacket, and then on his shoulder.

He st to breathe then.

Then he climbed on again, and took a grip upon the
broken rock higher up, where Bob Cherry’s 'I.;.mds wera
clutching tight.

The strain was taken off Bob at last.

It was time; his strength could not have held out much
longer.

“ All right?”" he muttered

“Yes,”" breathed the Bounder.,

The rest was easicr. The Bounder had a good hold now,
un;{. he elimbed on, and dragged Limsell over the top of the
chiff.

Bob Cherry remained where he was, resting, to get his
strength back. The effort of holding on under the Bounder's
vweight had exhausted him.

Vernon-Smith lay on the top of the cliff and peered over
anxiously.

“ Bob Cherry !

“I'm comung ! .

Bob climbed up, dragging himself up slowly, with failing
strength.

I3ut at the top the hand of the Bounder was stretched out
to help him. and he dragged himsell into safety.

ile ?rll exhausted on the cliff path, and then, for several
minutes, the sky and the cliffls swam before him,

You

hold for
Hiz body was over the

“Hold on! Yon've gok

Come on!"

— s

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Quits!
OB CHERRY sat up dizzily at last,
B He passcd his hand across his throbbing forchead.
The Bounder was sitting upon a chunk of chalky
rock near him, regarding him with a curious exprossion.
Hazel was standing near, his face still deathly white.
“ We're well out of that!” said the Bounder, as he met
Dob Cherry’s gaze.
Hob nodded. _
“You've saved my hife!” said Vernon-Smiti,
“1 know that!™ :
“ You nearly went voursell in domg it
go ! said the Bounder.
“1 know."”
“ It was a decent thing to do,"" said the Bounder.
“ ] don’t want your thanks,”” eaid Bob Cherry, rising to his
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feet with an effort. “ I came here to look for you, Vernon-
Smith."

“Jolly lucky for me."”

i “J{E‘l. as it turned out. But do you know what I came
or }

The Bounder shook his head. -

“TI'vo discovered that you were deceiving me—that it s
your father who is my pater's creditor—that you led me to
supposs my chums had given me away, when you really had
your information from your father."

“ 1 don't deny it."

I came,” said Bob, his voice trembling with anger, *“to
EIVe You & [mmnm:ing—tu give you the licking of your life!”

The Bounder smiled strangely.

** And yvou've saved my life instead I"* he remarked.

“Yes. I can't lick you now,” said Bob. *““1 hope you'll
have the decency to feel ashamed of yourself, but after what's
happened I don't feel I can touch you."

" You can lick me if you like,” said Vernon-8mith quietly,
“ After what you've done, I won't raise a hand to stop you!”

DBob laughed contemptuously.

**1 don’t want that!"

“* No, I suppose you don't!"

““1I don't want to have anything more to say to yvou, that's
all. I've found out your rotten trick, and I've made it up
with my chums. You won't be able to take me in again.

You've doms all the mischief vou could, but vou ecan't do
any more.'

Bob turned away,

* Hold on,”” said the Bounder.

“ I don’t care to listen."

“I've treated you badly,” said the Bounder slowly.
“ You've suved my life. I'm in yvour debt."

Bob Cherry's lip curled.

“You noedr't trouble about that,” he said.  “ I don't
want your gratitude, and I don’t want your thanks. Don't
let that worry you."

“ I don’t choose to remain in vour debt, anyway,"” said the

Bounder. “ I can make it up to vou, and I will 1™
“Oh, rata!”

‘' Look here——-"'

Bob Cherry did not stay to listen. He tramped away over
tho oliff path, turning his back on the Bounder. Vernon-
Smith looked after him, a strange expression upon his face,

E!ll the cliffs hid him from view, Then he turned to Hazel-
ne.

“ Lucky for me Bob Cheiry came along,” he said

sarcastically. ** I suppose you were going to stand there and
let me fall over®"”

Hazeldene Aushed.

“1I—I couldn’t help you!" he stammered. ** [—]—"
IHII Ln-i::w :r-:}nu_ mrulflzn‘l* 3::::-‘1{ *{Enk 1" said the Bounder,
dusting down his clothes, * Well, it's time w
we shall be late for tea.™ B Mo

" You're—you're going to tea, just the same,” said Hazel,
starmmg at himn.

“Why not®"”

* No reason why not; only—only I shouldn’t have thought
vou'd feel it—-"'

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

" I'm not a funk!” he said. “I've been in danger, bui
it’s over mow. No good sitting down and trembling over a
danger that's past, that I can see. Come on; I'm hungry '™

And they procecded up the path towarda Cliff House.

Bob Cherry walked back to Grexfriars in & subdued mood.
The danger he had been through hed made an impression
on his mind. Ilis dizlike of the Bounder was as as
ever, but his anger was gone, and he felt no desire now for
vengeance. After all, the harm that his eremy bad done had
been undons again, and he was on terms with his
chums once more. He paused on the ericket-ground to look
at the play before he went back to his study, Mark Linley
was there, lus work finished.  Harry Wharton and Tom
Brown were batting, and they were piling up runs. It came
queerly into Bob's mind that the match had been going on
all the time that he was clinging to the eliff, between life and
death, his chums unconscious of his danger.

There was a shout from the Remorites as Tom Brown
drove the ball awav to the boundary, and Bob joined in it.

““ Brave! Well hit!"”

Bob walked away slowly and thoughtfully towards the
house. He went to his study, and with a sigh settled down to
his books again. While the other fellows were enjoying the
sunshine, and the glorions game of ericket. it was for him to
grind, to swot, omiy consoled by the knowledge that he was
doing his best to help his father in the dark days that had
com¢ upon the brave old gentleman.

e was hard at work some time later when there was a

krock at the door.
[T
THE F.H: '2““‘,"

“I'd like to speak to you."



“ Come in!" said Bob, and he looked up, expecting to see
his chums fresh from the ericket-field.

But it was Vernon-Smith who entered.

Bob frowned.

“1 didn't know it was you,” he said abruptly.

““ Or you wouldn't have told me to come in, I suppose,”
saicdd the Bounder guictly.

“No, I wouldn’t,"” said Bab bluntly.

““Well, here I am, all the same.” The Bounder closed the
door and eat down, Bob eyeing him grimly. ‘' Sorry to
bother you, but I've got something to say, and I've got to
gay it."

“1 told you—"

“* Yes; you don’t want any thanks, and you don't want any
gratitude,’”” said the Bounder, with a grin. * Quite so. I
know that. I haven't come to thank you or to make any
speeches about gratitude. I'm not that eort. You saved my
life—and I'm not all bad. I've treated you badly, and I'm
coing to make up for it. That will make us quits. I can't
save your life, as you're not in any danger, and, to tell the
truth, I don’t know whether I'd do for any chap what you
did for me this afterncon. But I can dog something for
you !

“ [ don't want you to do anything jor me.” )

““In the first place,” pursued the Bounder, unhqeﬂsnj.}',
“ I've withdrawn my name from the list for the Bishop's
Scholarship. T sha'n't enter for the exam.”

** What rot!"

* Although 1 sav it myself. T had the best thal'l:*ﬁ of
bagging the scholarship,” eaid the Bounder. * That's off
now."’

Bob flushed. "

** Look here, I'm not asking any favours at your hands,
he said angrily. **I jolly well won't allow anything of the
kind 1"

“ You can't help it. I've spoken to the Ilead, and he's
taken my name off the list,” said the Bounder, unmoved.

“ Well, I think it's like your rotten cheek to persist in
doing me a favour against my wish,” said Bob bluntly.
“ That's all the thanks vou will get from me.”

“ That's all T want,”” said Vernun-Smith cheerfully. " We
shall never he friends, and I'm not asking you to pal on with
me. I don’t want you to. But I'm going to pay the debt
I owe vou, with interest. 1've written to my father.”

Bob stared at him. .

** What's that got to do with me?"”

“* Lots! My father will do anvthing I ask him, and I've
a-ked him something.”

** Whatt"

“ T've asked him to cancel your father’s debt to him and
let Major Cherrv alone. Ie would do more than that if I
asled him, and he will do that. I've explained the circum-
stances 1o him, you see. [ shouldn't wonder if he comes
down here and hups you when he knows that you saved my
life. He values me highly. for some reason best known to
hims=elf,” the Bounder added, lavghing,

* But—but——""

‘“ 80 your faiher will be saved from all his trouble. As a
matter of fact, he has paid s debt. It's a question of
interest, and the British Loan Office’s elaim to interest will
vow be cancelled.” said Vernon-Smith. ''1 think that is a
favour vou won't refuse, IJob Cherry IV

“ Tt's only justice,” said Bob. ** My father was—was—"2

“Rwindled, yon were going to say.”

“ Well, yes. It amounts to swindling.™ _

“* Thanks ! Anywayv, the debt will be eancelled now.
Your father won’t have to pay another penny ™

There was a long zilence in the study,

Bob Cherry chid not know what to say. As the Bounder
had declared, thia was a favonr he could not refuse. To save
his father from the ruin that impended, to lift the weight of
care from the kind old man —the mere thouzht of 1t made
Boub's heart lichter, and cleared the clouds from his brow.
The Pounder vatched his face with a curious half-eynical
~inile,

** What are you doing this for me [or 1" asled Bob, at last,

“* You saved my life, and risked vour own. I want to be
guits with you,” said the Bounder tersely.

It will make us more than quits!” =aid Bob. I ecan’t
refuse, and—and 1 don't want to refuse, And—and 1'U say
that yon're not such a rotter as I've thought.”

Vernon-z2mith rose.

““ That’s all right; it's a go, then. We're quits !

And withent E!'ﬂl‘l“]i'—l" word the Boundep j_i:ft the Etlth". Baoh
Cherry was left alone, silent and penzive. He did not turn
to his books again, he was too busy with his thoughta. When
Mark Linley cae in, a little later, he was surprised to see
the sunny expression upon Bob's faze. Bob Cherry seemed
his old self arain.

* Had good news ¥'7 asked Marl.

“ Yes, rather!” And Bob explamned.
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“ Well, my hat " said Mark.
And that was all he could say.

Harry Wharton & (‘o were surprised enough when they
heard of the action of the Bounder, Perhaps they had some
doubts; but, if so, Boeb's next leiter from his father removed
them. Major Cherry’s troubles were over. But Bob Cherry
did not slack on that account, and he made a good fight for
the Bishop’s S8cholarship, and—perhaps owing to the fact that
the Bounder had withdrawn, as well as to his own industry—
he won it ! And there was a great eelebration in No 1 Study
in the Remove when Bob Cherry's name was announced as
the winner.

THE END.
(Another splendid lon complete tale of Har
Wharton & Co. next Mondey, atitnd Sio Ancther
Name,"” by Frank Richards. In the meantime, try
your hand at “POPLETS" in * The Penny Popular.”
Now on Sale, Price One Penny.)

| TALES TO TELL. [

SINFUL WASTE.

0ld Graball is mean—really mean. He onece built a house,
and nearly gave himself brain-fever deciding which was
better: a lot of windows—which were cheaper, but needed
soap and water for cleaning—or more bricks }nr wall space,

One day he came home and found that his wife had saved
money ont of her housckeeping allowance, and was re-
papering the dinmmg-room,. And then he started to rave.

“1 dou't object to the money being spent—altheugh new
paper is just extravagance, when the old one has only been
on seven years,”’ he gosped, red and hoarse with rage—"* but
I do object to the way vou have put it on! Oh, how dare
you paste it on !"* he finished, with a wail,

“ But how e¢lse could 1 put it on?"” asked Mis. Graball,
I SUrprise.

“How else "’ he retorted, when he could speak. ** Why,
tack it on, of course! You don’t suppose we shall live in
thie house for ever, do you?”

TOO BUSY FOR BUSINESS.

In a quict little country town, so quict that the silence
hurt, a commercial traveller entered the general store.
Going thronzh to the parlour at the back, he found the
proprietor and a friend having a game of draughts.

“Here, Mr. Slocum,” he said, in an energetic whisper,
“thero are two eustomers in the shop.”

Slocun never raised his eves from the board.
shnok his head, and whispered in reply:

“That's all right. Keep quiet, and they'll go away
again "

1ie merely

EASILY IDENTIFIED.

After the tennis match, the ladies’ tcam
trinmph in a char-a-bane. -

Pmﬂam it was their shrill of delight at their success that
frightened the horse; but, anyway, he bolted.

After a thrilling few minutes the vehicle dashed into the
';:au'r-: at the roadside, and sent all its occupants flying in a

cap.

“Lhat a scene it was!
perfect sea of waving arms, feet, and heads,
very midst came a squeal ;

* Help, oh, help! Save me, somehody!

Py

green shoes and stockings!

BACK TO EARTH.

Sweethearts, they sal close together on the pier, looking
away across thoe bay at the white-winged yachts,

“ Dearest 1’ he whispered.

“ Yes, dearest I she roplied.

““ Aren’t all these peoplo a nuisance?” he queried,

“It's a pity there’s such a lot of them,” she answered.

“Weouldn't it be serumptious, dearest, to be on an island,
with the blue sky overhead and feathered songsters in the
woods—just you and I

“Jeo cream !’ camo a raucous cry from the beach, in-
terrupting the lovers' rhapsady.

Then the lady spoke, love written plainly in every line of
her pretty face.

“Orace,” she remarked, T could just do with a rasph'ry

el

retuined In

No one was hurt, but thers was a
And out of the

Mine aro the

and vanilla, couldn’t yout™

A 8plendid Completo Tale of the Chuma
of Greyfriars, Order Early.
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n search of
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READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magn
Waga, the Esquimo, and Prout & Co —the stalwaris of the millionaire’s
there is a rumour afloal that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions agzain,
devoting all his altention to & curiously carved narwhal's tusk, which he has picked
to be hollow, and fo contain some gold coins, and a small wad of parchment, which bears a strange message from the sea.

ificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry O'Rooney, Gan-
famous submarine, the Lord of the Deep.

After a period of inaction
. Meantim2, the millionaire himsel?! is
up 1n an East End curio-dealer’s shop. The iusk proved
This tells of a

mysteripus floating island, inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in search of. Thurston immediately christens the

bantom island ** Mysteria,’” in advance.

All hands board the Lord of the Deep, which slips out of its secret cave on its mysterious new guest.

en Maddock, who has been over the side tapping the cable, makes a big catch of lobsters, which he bestows in a locker to await the pot.

However, Gan-Waga and Ching-Lung eflect a capture, and a

fine meal is prepared.

In Gan’s temporary absence from the board, Ching-Lung

invites Rupert Thurston to jein in, and the two commence on the lobster salad, little knowing that the theit has been discovered, and thai the

enraged Maddock, O'Rooney, and the chef are plotting revenge.
** Well, Rupert what do yon think of Mysteria P ' asks

Revenge is Sweet.

“ A battered, greasy Fskimo has scooped all me brains out,
Hun away and play ! came a strange voiee from the lobster
salad. '

* Don't try vour venteilogqui-mi on with me,” said Thurs-
ton. ' I think exactly what 1 told vou, and Lord knows 1
think it.”

“'Ere, guv'nor, take that red-‘eaded chunk of beetroot
away from me ear; he's scorchin’ me whiskers,"” put in the
[obster plaintively,

“I ain't, you fat'ecad,” protezsted the beetroot,  * Don't
speak to a respeetable wegetable, vou fishiv-eved outrage.”

“ Perhaps I'd better put therm away before thevy come to
blows, Ru,”” said the prince. " We've left plenty for Gan,
though he has the appetite of an ostrich. The next item o
the programme is dlt' mvsteriousz vanishing trick, invented
and performed only by myvself. I may state that an enthu-
siastic and admiring public prisented me with a fishshop for
performing this brillinnt trick. I received it by instalments—
a brick and a cod’s head ar a time. Watch me closely,
pleaze, and notice that iy hand: are empty.”

* Bo iz vour head,” put in Thurston,

“ That's your giddy jealonsy, Wateh. When I pronounce
the marie word, dish and «alad will vanizh into thin aie.”’

- Ching-Tung poised the «dizh on his fingeetips, and raised
1t above Lis head.

“ Presto!” cried the prines

A large Turkey sponge that had soaled up about a gallon
of eold water whizzed through the air. Ching-Lung's face
stopped 1ts onward earecr. It struck the prince with a
sguelching sound.  The di-h flew upwards, shedding the
salad, which fell in a pinky-zreen mass on his Highness.  Gan
had not spared the oil and vinegar. To sav the least, tho
salad was -"-itil:?li_"i-'- Bupert leapt out of the ‘.1..;;:.'. and by sheer
luck the dish alizhted on the spung ottoman undamaeed.

The door shut with a noisy ecrash, and hurried footfall-,
beating n quick retreat, rang from the corridor,

The prince locked like a Jack-in-the-Green at some old-
time village festival. e was swothered in clammy «alail,
Fragments of beetroot and lettuce glided down his checks.
The pepper got into his eves, the oil and vinegar tricklod aver
his spine, aud filled hiz boots. Thurston held hiz sides and
ropred.  The door opened.  Joeo, Barey, Maddock, Prour,
anid Schwartz, their fuces twisted and distorted with mirth,
thrust i their heads.
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hing Lung, havin
you candidly, Ching,’” he replies, ** I think that for soms reason of his own,

{Now go on with the story.)

Our Gompanion Papers.

finished hi= first helping. Rupert Thurston smiles.

. _ “ To tell
errers Lord is playing a terrific blaff on us.”

T What is it, by hokey—tell me ?"" shouted Thomas Prout,

I'll give a box of the best strike-me-deado cigars for the
correet answer !

" Ut's a grane linnet,” said Barry. * No, ut ain't. On me
H_FJ'.‘L}']T ut's & grane parrot wid a red crest. Gimme a gun, and
(0’1l shoot ut afore ut flois away. Bhoo! Hallo, Polly!
Purty Polly wants some sugar. Ha, ha, ha, Lee-e-eec! Ho,
ho, ho, ho! Howld me bonnet whoile Oi put some salt on
ut's tail, darlints.”

Joe had thrown the sponge. In his seareh for Gan he had
reached Ilhv billiard-room. The door was ajar, and thmull;;h
’[]]ﬂ crevice the carpenter, bubbling over with wrath and in-
dignation, had beheld the fate of the stolen lobsters. To
‘L".'t‘c'ﬂ]i_r. suimmmary vengeance on his Highness was out of the
question. To carve Fi{-tums on the head of a superior officer
with a hatchet might have ended in a court-martial. Joe
found a less deadly weapon in Rupert’'s cabin, and, having
chosen the exact moment, he bad used it with deadly effect.

Ching-Lung said nothing. He scraped

“ Hid C'ome out o them cabbages!
“Bouse moe, d've think I can't see vou?™

And Bﬂrr:{ added, as the prince seraped on

ericd Maddoels,

“Ay luv 12 in the woild granewoad,
Pickin' the flovwers so swate,
There's honeyasuckles in his nair,
And corns upon las purty fate™

A how! of langhter grocted this beautiful fight of poetie

fFancy. The chefl giggled until he shook the bandage from
his eye.  Ching-Lung loathed hiwmesclf as he scraped and
wiped, Prout and hiz conirvades, beside thelazelves with

delight, chaffed unmercifully, and Rupert was alinost erving
with merriment.

“Didn't 01 always tell voz that the poor, dear jintlenian
wans grane ol the top 7" :and (Y Rooney,

“ By hokey, vou did, lrish,” said Prout. "I vemember
vou saving so."”

** He, he, he, he, he! Hee-e-ee!™ gizuled the chel, whe pos.
seszedl o laugh that would have broken any ordinary witide w,

“If T were vou, 8ir Ching,” zaid Thurston, *I'd go and
have a bath. You're a disgusting and disrepuiable exhibi-
tion, Whiat abhout the magic word and the disappearing
trick ™ Is this part of the performanec, or jusl an extra "

“THE PENNY POPULAR."
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() think the poor jint fancies he's a letivee-bed, sir, in
the back garden,” said O'Rooney. * Arrah, phwat a piteous
soight, and him =0 young and fair! 'Tis enovugh to wring
hmfs of surrer from the oies of a tater. So young in years,
& nd——

“Qo old in erime,” added Joe, with a zoh,

““ And so-so-c-o0 big about the feet, by hokev ! moaned
Prout. Balminess will out. It runs in some families.”

‘* But, bedad, ut gallops full spade 1n his,” grinned Barry.
“Tn fect, Misther Rupert, O1 belave, on me sowl, that the
halminess in his family rides on a filiy horze-power motihor-
{'E.lrl.!

Ching-Tung, like a tree in the late autumn, had shed most
of his leaves. Thero were tears in hia eyes, but they were
more the result of cayenne pepper than of sorrow. He stood
on his hands and shook himselt, A clever back spring landed
him on the billiard-table. He cast a swift glance over the
heads of the men into the dim corridor, and he saw Gan-
Waga.

“ (3an 1"

The word sounded close to the Eskimo's ear

“We've got 'em mow. Turn the hose on 'em, quick.
Never mind the damage, old son. I'll square that.”

Gan-Waga glided away to where the coil of hose hung
just below the cook’s galley, and Ching-Lung bowed low, his
hand on his heart.

“ HHave a bit more lobseter salad, sir,’” said Joe.

“I thank you from the inmost recesses of my soul for
your generous invitation, Mre. Carpenter, but I begs to
decline,” said Ching-Lung. ‘I am de-
lighted to think that I have afforded you
pleasure. To amuse kids is the joy of my
life. If, as a favour, any of vou will
introduce me to the gentleman who shied
the sponge, I will amuse vou further by
showing ¥z how to turn a man into a
mass of putty inside the minnte, Don's
all speak at once, please.”

GRAND

sy, Che “IMaguet”  one,

screamed with excitement, turned the hose on Herr Schwartz.
The chef was a light weight, and went down like a skittle,
Prout, Maddock, and Barry tumbled over each other in their
haste to escape, and toock refuge in Rupert’s cabin.

Gan, his fat face beaming blissfully, washed the squealing
cook into the corner, and played on Joe till Joe roared for
mercy.

" Dear, dear, dear " said Ching-Lung, looking out. ** Have
we eprung a leak 7

“8top him, sir, for the love of marey!” wailed Joe.

* Dunder und blitzen! Dey haf gilled me !” moaned IHerz
Schwartz, making frantic efforts to swim. * Der vessel is
zunk! Ach, himmel! I vas drownedt! Ooh! Oh, mine
Vaterlandt! Der ship vas town do der pottoms! Help!
Vere vas der lifepoys ™

Gan turned off the water, and the bedraggled and wild-
eved men sat up. Angry voices bellowed ild&ﬂuﬂ threats
through Thurston’s keyhole.

“(ran-Waga,”” said his Highness, in tones filled with pain,
“did you do this on purpose "

‘** No, Ghingg. Did it wid de nose-pipes,”” gurgled the
Eskimo. ‘It butterfuls nose-pipes—squirts a treats!”

“Oi'll cremate yez!” screamed Barry O'Roeney. * Oi'll
dhraw and quarter yez!"

** By hokey, I'll ram an umbrella down
vour throat and open it inside ye!™ bel-
lowed Thomas Prout from the cabin.

Herr Schwartz had not realised what
had happened with any clearness, but he
I‘EHHEE{F it now. There was a good deal
of pluck in his little fat body. Without
a bump of caution, pluck is often a dan-

erous quality to possess. The chef bad

Naturally enough, the information was % NEW SHOR E&ueivm{l m-::rg his' share of water,

not forthcoming. They were not going to o T OO but it failed to quench his burning thirst
give Joe awav, Ching-Lung conld have - SERIAL T for vengeance,

eaten him, for the slight, lithe Chinaman
wasg the finest boxer on the ship.

“ Plaze, your Hoighness, may Oi ax vez
& question?’ piped O'Hooney.

“ Certainly,’” said Ching-Lung, shocting
a keen glance into the corridor. ** Twenty,
if you like.”

* Ut's lotke this, sor. Oi've made a bet
wid Prout for foive hundred pounds—er—
of coal, sor, that—QOi mane, yez see—— Here, Tom, phwat
do O1 mane ¥

“ How the hokey do I know, vou hoctopus!” growled the
Stegrsmarn.

“Howld on,” said DBarry. ‘‘(h've got ut. This is the
question, sor. Was your face always loike that, or was ut
sthruck by lotghtning "

“* He, he, he, he, he.c-ee ! squealicd 1he chef,
goot!  Btrugk mit lighdnings! Ach]
HE‘, he, he-e-og-cen ™

' Hc-_a'.:u, put a nozzle on that insect!”’ said Ching-Lung.
1t might bite somebody. Is it safe without a chain on?”

“Don’t be froightened, sor,”” said Barry, “ Ut won't
touch yez, sor. YWe gave ut a good meal of pork a bit ago,
and the craythur amn’t hungry enough to are yez, though
ut’s only porrk ut’ll touch.”

Ching-Lung shpped off his drenched blouze and raised
himself on his toes,

* Look out, Barry!"” shouted Prout.
vou, by hokey !”

“ Howld me back, thin, afore (i lay his quiverin’ corpse
at your fate!’ grinned the son of Erin. ** Niver wanece did
an (FRooney, of Ballybunion Castle, show his back to the
fuel Let thim all arrcive. My blud’s up. Av 01 lose, lay
me in a hero's grave, and carrve these worrds upon my
tombstone: * Whin his brith stopped he turned up his tocs,
but whoy he did that same nobody knows' Let him come,
0i'll present yez wid his pigtaill to wear as a necktole,
Tommy !

The prinee gave a sudden leap that made the men draw
Feok hurriedly, It seemed as f Ching-Luug must alight

iheir heads. Instead of that, he alighted on the top of
door as nimbly as a monkey,

et it po, Gan ' he yelled.

He goings, Chingy ! roared Gan-Waga's voice,
s a butterfuls treats !™

% wnding to the ground, Ching-Lung closed and locked the
door. Joe was the first to see the shadowy outline of the
Eslkimo. He shrieked out a warming, and started to run.
A tremendous Jet of water pushed from the brass nozzle of
the hose, catehing the carpenter squarely under the chin and
hfting him from his feet. Then Gan-Waga, who danced and
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He made for Gan like a living comet.
Gan took careful aim, fired, and, eatching
the ruler of the galley with both feet off
the ground, bowled him over as he would
have bowled over a rabbit.

‘¢

“Ho, ho, hoo! I gets cocoanuts and
cigars fo’ dat, Chingy hunk!"” he giggled.
“]  hits de ocowseye dats times,
hunk "’

Overcome with unholy mirth, Gan doubled himself up to
laugh. 1t was a careless thing to do, for he forgot to turn
off the water. In one huge convulsion of merriment he
thoughtlessly lifted the nozzle. Ching-Lung tried to dodge,
but Joe caught him by the ankle. Down went Ching-Lung
before the tide, and then the torrent shot through the door
and washed Rupert, who was laughing hysterically, half-
way across ithe room.

(Gan saw what he had done. He turned green with horror,
dropped the nozzle, and, uttering a shriek of dismay, bolted
for the swimming-bath and =afety.

Under the Sea on an Unknown Errand—A Climb Over the
Rocks—Mysterious Lights—A Ghostly Wreck,

Altogether, Gan-Waga, Esquire, was :uin&ltha right way
to get himself disliked. In other company this might easily
have come about, but malice, hatred, and uncharitableness
were unknown aboard the Lord of the Deep. For several
days the Eskimo spent most of his time in the company of
the dog-fish, He was rather afraid that Rupert Thurston
might resent the ducking he had received, and he was well
aware that Prout, Maddock, (¥ Rooney, and Joe were walting
for him, armed with rope-ends and boot-stretchers.

Gan was lunching lighily eff a pound of tallow-candles
when the door, which he had mﬂureliy locked, opened. The
tall figure of Ferrers Lord confronted him. Gan-Waga
smiled, and went on with his meal.

“ How is the dogfish, Gan " .

“ Oh, him butterful 'nough !"’answered the Eskimo.
ting ons fine. Watches him come,"” 5

He dangled a whiting in the water by its tail, and the
ugly, shark-like fish rose and took it from his hand,

““* Calls him Barry Roonatics, cos’ he so bad 'vough ugly-
ful,” said (Gan, as he masticated a candle. * Hoo, hoo, hoo!
Nots so uglyful as Barry. My Chingy say de sames. Was
Ruperts snappy when I soaks hims, hunk ”

“1 know nothing about that; but 1 want you.
going out.”

(Gan crammed the remainder of the candles into his pocket
with alacrity. More water began to gush into the bath. At
the same moment a bell sounded, the engines ceased th«eﬁ

" (et-

Wo are

the Dhums

A Splendid Complete Tale
yfriars, Order- ¥a
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monctonous buzzing, and the Lord of the Deep came to n
standsti]l.

“ Me keep near you, den, hunk,” said Gan-Waga.,

" “Why?" asked Ferrers Lord, the ghost of a smile on his
1[4,

“ Tk T gets my heads punch,” zaid the Eskimo. “ Dey
nots love me butterful much. Ole Prouts and Joe lookin’
for me wid axe-pickers and chopperses. Ho, ho, hoo! Tink
I keeps near yo' and my Chingy. Not likes axe-pickers and
chopperses ; dey toe bad "nough.”

Forrers Liord smiled again, A hoarse voice called Gan-
Waga, and other voices joined in, Gan waddled off at the
millionaire’s heels, He passed Barry, who was concealing
a rope's-end behind him, and as he passed Gan put his
thumb to his nose.

By all the cats of Kilkenny, did ye iver see the loike of
that?"" growled the disgusted Irishman. * The scandalous
impulence of the ould fai baste! Troth, O was goin’ to give
him a hoigh ould larrupin’, and that's phwat he does!”

Prout Licaved a sigh as he discarded a useless cane.

“ By hokey,” he said, **it's more than flesh and blood
can stand. Did ye see him stick his ugly thumb to his uglier

nose *
We'll save

“(n did, the fogue!
nt up !
. Maddock and Joe, whose duty it was to help the Eskimo
imto his diving-dress, managed to slightly relieve their pent-
up feelings by giving him numerous prods and pinches. Gan
bore them heroically until his helmet was on,

© Wait minutes,”” he said. ** Not screw nozzles ups!”

What's the matter now, souse me?” growled the bo'sun.

“You're as much trouble as fifty kids !

" Cap's slippings down,” said Gan. * Pulls him up!™
. Through the left goggle Gan-Waga saw Hal Honour stand-
g near. Maddock squeezed his big hand through to adjust
the thick flannel cap, and Gan's teeth closed on his thumb.

“Ow! Leggo! Leggo, you cannibal!” howled Maddock,
““Ouch! He's bitten me to the bone! I'Il—I'Il—"

Maddock, with his thumb in his mouth, commenced a new
and original dance of his own invention, for Gan had bitten
quite hard Fﬂﬂu%‘\'}llltﬂ hurt. Hal Honour himself screwed on
Gan's nozzle. ing-Lung, Thurston, and the millionaire
were ready and waiting, looking like three triple-eyed
monsters taken direct from a nightmare. They limped
heavily into the diving chamber, and the waterproof door
was shut by the silent engincer,

“ Ho, ho, hoo!" chuckled Gan-Waga, in the depths of the
helmet., ** Made ole Ben sit up fo' dem puncheses. We nots
50 silly a8 we lookses!"

Like Ching-Lung and the Fskimo, Rupert Thurston was
completely ignorant of the purpose of this submarine trip.
When the outer door opend®, and the four lamps Aung their
bright rays through the gloomy waters, the white discs of
light rested on tumbled masses of rock. Hnge seaweeds
Aung up their snaky arms., and anemones of varied hues
showed like clusters of fowers. A colony of gurnets and
large, brilliant-hued wrasse, gorgeous to look at, but worth-
loss to eat, darted here and there, like great buiterflies,

Beyond the short range of the lamps all was shapeless and
misty. Ferrers Lord stood for a moment, as if undecided.
Then he glanced at the slate fastened to his belt. A rough
chart was scrawled on it, He waved his hand. Then, cluteh-
g at the fronds of scaweed, he bogan to elimb the rocks,
seuding silvery beams of phosphorescence dancing through
the water at every step.

They [ollowed him with the same care
quickly as the ascent becaine rasier.
waited for them to join him. Ferrers Lord extingnished his
lamp. The others did the same. He touched Rupert’s hand
and pointed downwards,

For a time they saw nothing. It was night above--a black,
fempestuous might—and impenetrable darkness and silence
shut them in.  Then little by little faint lines of ghostly blue
began to form on the black shect of submarine gloom.

What could it be?

No mattner—no matther.

e moved more
Then he halted, and

The Great Treasure Ship.

Gan-Waga seized Ching-Lung's hand in sudden tervor. e
was still somewhat superstitious, and anything that he could
not undevstand frightened him. The lines of fickering blue
grew more steady and clear. There, marked out before them
in phoaphorescent streaks, lay a phantom vessel,  She had
healed over to port, and a few of her spars were atill stand-
mg. A shattered smoke-stack bung by a few stays over hep
port bulwarks, Her whole appearance was indeseribably
ghostly and eerie,

Before the otherd conld recover From theiwr surprise, the
millionaire was Again advancing, great bubbles rising liko
strings of pearls from the valve of his helmet, The luminous
lines dimmed as they neared the sunken vessel, They were
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cnused by myriads of marine creatures that clustered thickly
on the ship's woodwork., Ferrers Lord's lamp Aashed on her
stern, and there in faded leiters the divers read: ' Benorita
Juamta, R de Janerio.”

Bhe was a vessel of about eight hundred tons, evidently
a yacht of an old-fashioned type. SBnaky weeds had grown
up earcund her. Blowly Ferrers Lord pulled himself up her
gloping side, and pulled himse!f over her roften rail. They
reached her weed-girown deck. .

' Boiler exploded,”” thought Ching-Lung. * What the
deuce was she? I seem to have heard of the Senorita
Juanita somewhere.’’

Her aft deck was completely torn open, and a big lobster
waved its tentacles from a heap of splintered wood. Ferrers
Lord unwrapped a rope from his waist, and tied a rusty
pinnace anchor to 1t. He dropped the anchor into the hele,
and made the rope fast. Then he rapidly wrote a few words
on a slate. They read :

* Chilian revolution, 1874, Senor Pedro Amoutada fed in
yacht with State treasure on this vessel. Senorita Juanita
never heard of again—except by myself. Am going below.
She was reputed to carry nearly £400,000 in specie.”

Both Thurston and Ching-Lung remembered now, though
neither of them had been born at the time of the disaster.
Dozens of vessels had gone in search of the missing yacht,
?nd all sorts of theoriese had been spread abroad as to her
ate,

“* Four hundred thousand pounds in specie,”” thought the
prince. “* Whew! No wonder Lord told me the sea was
his bank and treasure-house. Whoa! Wait a minute IV

He wrote something on his own slate, and held it up for
the millionaire to eece.

“I go halves, you bounder, and don't you forget it.”

Ferrers Lord smiled, and lowered himself into the dark
pit. Not meaning to be left behind, Ching-Lung shd down
the rope after him. They alighted on a tangled heap of
rusty iron, the wreckage of the engines. Fish of all kinda
love to haunt wrecks, and several emormous congers had
made the place their home. They ewam round the invaders
lazily, but showed neither alarm nor anger. A loathsome
octopus writhed his long tentaeles, and wrapped one of them
round Ching-Lung's wrist. The touch of the sucker waa
like an electric shock. Ching-Lung gave the brute a blow
with his axe. It spat out a etream of sepia thai blackened
the water like ink.

It was some time before they could see, but gradually the
water cleared. Then they saw that they had %‘nim to the
port side, they would have escaped a climb. '

X imbers and
plating had been blown clean away, leaving a jagged hole six
feet high, over which the seaweed hung like a fringe. A
few slaghes of the millionaire’s axe cleared a passage.

It was an casy climb to the deck. Thurston, all eagerness,
serawled ‘' Ilave vou found it!” on his slate. Ching's
answer was *‘ No such luck, sonny.”

They waddled forward in the millionaire's wake, as ugly
and repulsive in their inflated enits as four ghouls who had
come to feed on the corpses of the sunken vessel's crew,
The forecompanion was clear, and thev descended by it
Broken timbers blocked the way. Ferrers Lord turned back
once more. It was evident that the ill-fated vacht would not
vield up her treasure casily.

It seemed ages before the welcome light of the conning-
tower cleamed through the dull water. The door closed
bohind them, and a few momente later ready hands were
divesting them of their helmets. Ferrers Lord spoke a few
words into the telephone,

The submarine rose high enough to clear the ocks, and
then, the vessel buastling with life and energy, dropped
rently and came to rest beside the vessel of the dead. The
steel shutters of the saloon were rolled back. Thurston and
Ching-Lung drew up two easyvchairs, and lighted their
cigarettes,

“This 18 a sight one seldom sees, old man,” said Ching-
Lung., * and therc’s no charge for admission. 'There goes
i1al Honour.”

The distorted fizure of the great enginecr crossad the
window and vanished. Ile appeaied for a seconl on the
vacht's declk. Other Ggures followed him.  Thursion granted
as he watched them working a powerful hand-drill,

“[ suppose they are woing lo dynamite her”
“ By the way, Ching, 15 there any law about
recovered from the botiom of the seat”

“* Not that kuow of, old man,” answered the ‘[‘lj'in[‘L",
“unless it's within the three-mile limit. 1 faney it all
be lones to the people whoe find it.  Anyhow, T «on’t 1‘1’111111{
anvone outside ourselves will handle much of that.  What
do vou think "

There was a zentle knock.

(Another splendid long instalment of this grand
new serial next week.)

“THE PENNY POPULAR.
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NEXT _MONDAY :

“IN ANOTHER'S NAME!"
By Frank Richards.

Under this title our favourite author has writien one of
the most powerful yarus it has ever been my pleasure to
road.

Hurry Wharton is mystified when he receives a number
of anonvymious letters commanding him to meet ihe sender in
a seclided part of the woods near Greyfuiars School. The
Pemove Form captain ignores them, until he receives a
telegram containing the same ovder, Then he and his chums
set off in a body. Harry walks boldly forward to meet the
writer of the anony mous letters, has a heated mtenn-w, and,
incensed by a lhll"d[ the man makes, calls up his chums, who,
in their own wav, " make the punishment fit the crime!”

However, the matter does not end there. and the mystery
is not cleared up until Skinner, the one-time reprobate, 15
compelled to come forward in order to lift the cloud of
guspicion which hangs over Harry Wharton'’s head.

Under no cliicumstances must vou miss

“IN ANHTHERS NAME!"

REPLIES IN BRIEF. o

8. MecP (Avizhire)l—1 am afraid a competition on the
linea you suggest would prove to be too easy,

George B., and others,—I am sorry you are t]:]ﬁd]}[]ﬂt!]tl'll at
not hearing micre about your favourite character in * The
Penny Pr}pulnt hui T suppose 1 eannol cxpeet everybody
to be perfectly satisfird, Perhaps 1 <hall be able to do some-
thing more for vou luter on, . |

R. Smith (Australis).—Vernon-8mith is a surname. It is
a hyphen word.

“Old Reader™
plaint, it being in vour case enly <hght, m
of suitehle exvreises,

(Barking).—To cure vourself of the com-
!tlﬂm 4 CoulLse

J. I1. N. (Sheflie)d).—I am afraid I am uneble to value your
coin, as yvou do not send any details, _
W. Hall {(Newcastle).—Thank vou for your letter, T will

ut what vou =ayv before Mr, Richards.

R. N, (Preston).—I am sorvy [ cannot comply with your
pequest. _ 3 .
B. C. (Buminghanm)~=There are twenty-six nutnbers of

e 'I'!:r- Magnuet 7 to a volume,
A True "n] agnetite.=-The first nuinber of
'3 now out of print.

M. Allan (London).--1 amn very much oblWed for your
suggesticg, which T will hear in mind, _

Q. Ltdrh ll:]llur]',:nrul —* Remove Form ™ is simply the
dame civen to the psoticular Form our chams of l--lf". Llnh
e in. A Remove Form is found in most publie sehools ot

he present time,

J. L B. (Mdham).-—Yeu will hear moie about the particula.

ll}]ll FOU neemition BT, 5 )

Plant (Bariminzham).—Very aneny thacks for Jeiter and
roryettes, T will bear what vou =ay in s,

A, Pewe iHotherhithe)—1 am ofraid that 1 cannoe advize
o on the suhject,

W, {Hulll.=Ynm can awanre vour friends that 1 have
not forxotten the characters.  They will Lear mere of them
in tho neay tuture,

“*Ruby " gnd ' Pearl™ L—=Yaou will heps
of Cousin Eithel very soon.

“ A Loyal Reader” (Uastledere, Ireland)—Will you please
scnd mn "r'Eﬂ.“ full address?
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“ Singer ™ H’ ardiﬁ'} —You are just at the age when your
voice will ** break,” and wyou imuld rest it as much as
possible, if you want to take up singing.

M. [ (London).—Water on the hair when used in modera-
tion dors not harm the roots; hair oil if applied in small
quantities is good for the hair. The best remedy for your
other c'-::umphml would be gentle massage twice daily,

“ An Enthusiastic Reader” (Portsmouth).—The ficlds a
insido the sutes,

*“ A Butonian Reader.”
and address?

“Old Reader ™ (Kirkealdy,
refler to are out of print.

‘A Dublin Knut.”"—By all means write to me as often as
you like. I shall always be pleased to hear from you,

C. of T. P. L. (Somh Wales}.—Very many thanks for your
letter. 1 am censidering what you suggest.

—Will you send me vour full name

N.B.),—The old rumbers veun

HOW TO KEEP FIT.—Nao, 8.

By a Sergcant-Instructor,
in the Gym,

The tricks you see performed upon the stage are not dve
to any great strength on the part of the performer. I am now
alluding to the graceful performances which take place on tho
horizontal bars. Knack is the secret. To know just when to
use this muscle, and when that muscle. Take the * gianc
ewing,” somctimes called ** the grand eirele”™ This 15 the
name applied to the complete circle of the hﬂnmntal bar, with
the arms at then full E.“"-’tl.'*l:li The knack consists in knmnnfr
just when to pull on the biceps, and just when to give that
upward jerk which sends the body over the bar. (O coursn,
strength is necessary; but it is not a feat of strength, but
nerve and knack.

If you can use a gymnasium, *“ﬁu]d advise you to make
use of the parzllel bars, in pref®rence to all the rest of the
apparatus, for a while at 1{=l‘~i Here 18 & fine and a safo
CXEroise

Stand between the bars &t one end, with your hands vesting
a fow inches from the ends. Spring up, and stiffen both arms
until your body can go ne further. Then bring all your
strength to the effort of forcing your body to its first position,
This is grand for boih the biceps—on top of the arm—and for
the triceps, under the arm. If you sueceed after a year in
doing this excrcise twelve times, properly, you are in the
pink “of condition.

How t> Climb a Raope.

This s a most useful and healthy exercise. Tt 1s very
simple if vou have a good grip. In the gym. vou will {ind
a rope suspended from the roof, Catch hold tightly, and draw
yourself np bv the strength of your arms, LUse one at a
time, apd catch hold of the rope above the place where you
have alveady got & hold, and before your arm has time to
stretch. This is called “echmbing with arms bent.” Uome
down in the same way, holding with one arm befit as yon
let go and zrip with the other hand. You may use ~our feet,
of course, but this s a different and far less difficult exereise,
The rone is gripped between the feet by placing 'r]m outeie

of the feet togedher, and using the knees to erip alea. This
exercixe -‘m!{] be learnea and practised by every hoy and
wirl,  YWonr life n]-:l"'r one <l n depend on your aki ]:’ru b Swalin

Uy & pope smi artly and surely,

When in a gvm. do not attempt any tricky turns withont
the permiscon of vour instructor. The feat mav anpear casy,
and you are burming te try it. 1t may be your last attempt, if
no watchful eyes are upon you, Go aheag by all mean=, hut
use caution, Little by little is & good motto, Do unt over-
tax vour strength, or veu will find the result {ar worse than

no cxercise at all. If vou
feel painful and stiff after
an evening's good work, the
cure i1s—-more work, done
gradually, T ———
"THEIEIIIH r&wuuﬂﬂ
BY.
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THEY HAD A NARROW ESKATE!
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1. This is the way skates were invented, readers. General
Bunkovitchski was returning from the war, preceded by _ : * Aty vt b,
two drummer-boys, when suddenly— l. * Go into that lumber-room for two hours, and when vou

) z come out I expect to see a change,” said Freddy’s mother,

2. Wolves were scen approaching, * Quickski!” eried
the gallant general. ** Give me your helmets, sharpoviteh 1
And grabbing the drummer-boys’ helmets— 2. And after the two liours she saw an awful change, for
Freddy had used that lumber-room and turned himself into a
prehistoric reptile.  Help !

4 AR
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A LINE-
ILLUSTRATED.

** The Clothes of a
Mummer's Day,”

LA 1 1

s L
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<. He used them like this, and getting on the ice, they all
rob home nice and comfy, and in good time for tea. No
vonder the wolves looked surprised.

———— e e

s
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HE WAS MARRIED!

mufipagette @ * The time will come when
woman will get man’s wages | M

Man in Crowd : ™ Yes—aext Saturday
night,"”
z e

“The Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement.

QUICK, MARCHI

e

Poet : ** I can write about anything.”
Editer: * Well, right - about - face !
here's the door ! ™ 4

ANOTHER SORT OF TRUNK!
_-I—_r-_-"'*'uh r_-___h—'—— T

¥iud
=y
]
+
5

Bl et : -
Juombo : " Where am 1 going ¥ In
the spioker, of course ! ™

Gateman Jacko: * No trunks allowed
in the smoker., You'll have to go in the

haggagoe-car.”

iiie

ILLUSTRATED SAYINCSI

‘““As he gazed out of the window a
heautiful picture caught his eye ! ™

PA'S CANE, SOMEBODY |

FETCH

* You'll never grow big if you

“How about those chimneys,

PLAYED COVER-POINT!

By st e

District Visitor ; * Why aren’t you at
school this moring # "

Tommy : " Mother wanted me part of
the time.
the copper, and 1 had to =it on top and
s keep the steam in ) ™

A VEILED JOKE!

e |
Tl W g
IV \‘.F_]Lr"r] j

Boy (watching wedding) : ** Papa, why

You see, she's lost the lid of | do brides wear long veils 1"

Papa: * To couceal their satisfac-
{ tion, I presume, my son.”
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1. “ Look out, hoys!" said the Spa
that City feller with a gun.

rrow.

Let's hide,"

The “Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement.
THE BIRDS WERE TO0 FLY FOR HimM,

.-". & xll'n.ll-,, "-"li!'. g -

“ Here comes said Aley later

Nﬂl 28I-|

Ewniﬂ o Ea-."r.-]'.
HAVE, THlw _
E GoT Tal 3§

lOaAT Alsx e’ ]
!
Y —— .._..J

wkens have those birds gone ¥

(Concenlrate vour eyesight on the telegraph-pole, reador, and
you will have the solution to the problem.)

CIRL.

SAUCY

“I wish we
were good Irnends enough for you to call
me by my first pame."

He (fecling his way):

She: * Oh, your last name is good
enough for me!"

RINC OFF!

| Dootor (answering ring al 2 a.m.):
“Well 1

Biffin : “No; ill, doetor—very ill.”

THE EARL AND THE CIRL,
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Gladys : “1 was silting talking to
the Earl of Landtax when wou called
last night, dear.”

Flossie : “ Where were vou sitling? ™
Cladys : “ On the peer.”

IT SC—HAIRED POOR TOMMY ATKINS.

1. “How do you do,. miss ?” said the saucy soldier boy.
“ Nice day if it doesn’t rain—eh, what 2 May I wheel the
pram for you ? "

N

her head sharply, a

Loscis, as per above.
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2. But at that moment Winnie, the pretty nurﬁeg-irl. turne

nd Tommy had & nasty blow on the pro-
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