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¢ THE FOUR HEROES!

A Magnificent New 50,000-word, Long Complete Story
dealing with the exciting adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
at Greyfriars. Specially written for this issue of The Magnet.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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re GROUP OF SOME OF THE MEMBERS OF IHE REMOVE FORM AT GREYFRIARS. .
: Back Row ; (Reading from lelt to right):—Vernen-Smith, John Bull. Wun Lung, Micky Desmond, Harry Wharton, Bulstrode,
Yercy Bolwover, Tom Brown, Lord Mauleverer, Peter Todd, Alonzo Todd, Hurree Singh.
Front Row :—Fran% Nugent, Billy Bunter, Mr. Quelch, Bobi Cherry,
-
e r..
o THE FIRST CHAPTER. X
Left Qut!
ARRY WHARTON paused before the school notice-board, with n paper in his hand., Tnstantly the

H eyes of all the Remove fcllows in the hall were fastened upon him.  Harry Wharton, the eaptain of

e the Greyfriars Remove, was skipper of the Form foothall team and the fellows kuew that the paper «%

H in his hand contained the list of the eleven chosen for the last fixture before the breaking-up for the *,

Every fellow who had the least claim to be played in the Form cleven was anxious to see whether

°* Christmas holiduys. Hence the keen interest in that paper.
g kis name was there.
N,

3
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And a1l tho fellows were very curious to know whether
Vernon-Smith’s name was there. Vernon-Smith, the fellow
who was called tha Bounder of Greyfriars, was talking to
Bolsover major us Wharton came along. He looked round
quickly as the Remove skipper stopped before the notice-
board.  DBolsover major understood his expression, and
grinned,

“Your name won't be Lhere, Smithy, or mine either,” he
remarked.

1 know yours won't,” said the Bounder.

“You're left ont.”

Vernon-Smith set his teeth.

“There'll be trouble if I'm left ont I’ he said.

He inined the crowd of juniors who gathéred round the
notice-board, upon which Harry Wharton had pinned the
paper.

Flagerly enough the juniors read down the list:

“ Bulstrode; Bull, Brown; Cherry, Peter Todd. Linley;
Ogilvy, Nugent, Wharton, Penfold, [iurrce Singh.”

That was the list. The name of Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, did not appear.

The Bounder's brow knitted, and he swung round towards
Wharton, with a glitter in his eyes.

“You're leaving me outl”

Wharton nodded.

“1 told youn I should leave you out,” he said.

“ But mine——"

“You know

tho reason—all the Form knows it. 1'm sorry. I wanted
you to play. But you left me no choice.”
“That's right enough, Smithy,” said Tob Cherry.

** You've got nothing to complain about. It was open to
you to play—if yon hked to do the right thing."”

Tha Bounder's lip curled.

“1f I allowed Wharton to meddle in my private affairs,
and dictate to me as you let him dictate to you !”" he sneered.

Whartorr flushed.

“It’s nothing of the sort, and you know it!” he said
sharply. “I've never meddled with you, though I think
you're iooking for the sack if you keep up your rotten ways.
You will be bowled out sooner or later.”

“ That's no business of yours.”

“Quite so. Only you don’t play in-the eleven.  That's
my business. You ecracked up in the match with Redelyfle,
and we were beaten. We all know why vou cracked up.
You'd been out the night before, after lights out, pub.-
hunting, and you'd been smoking in your study. You
weren't fit to play, but I let you because you were a inember
of the team, and you've often nlayed well for us. The match
was thrown away.”

** Accidents will happen——""

* That wasn't an accident. You eould have played well if
vou'd liked, only you thought it more important to play nap
over-night at the Cross Keys,” said Wharton, with a curl
of the lip. * If you think more of that kind of thing than of
foothall, you can’t complain at being left out of the team.”

*“1"m fit enough now.”

“How do I know you'll be fit when this match comes off ?
I've mado you a fair offer. Give me vour word to chuck up
smoking and breaking bounds after dark, and I'll play you
with pleasure. But 1 want your premise—honour bright."”

“ That's only fair, Smithy,” urged Bolsover major.

“Of course it is,” said Bob Cherry. * Why don’t you
{-mek up playing the giddy ox, Smithy, and do the sensible
thing ¥’

“T'm not going to be dictated to."”

“Every chap in a football eleven has to let his skipper
dictate to him to some extent,” said Wharton quietly. *‘I
can't put a crock in the team.”

“ You mean you won't put in a better player than your-
self, and get out of the limelight for 'onee!” the Bounder
exclaimed scornfully.

“ Put it like that if you like.”

“ You mean I'm not going in?"

“ Yes, I mean that.”

“Then you're a rotten cad!” exclaimed the Bounder
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passionately. ““ And T've a jolly good mind to-—"" Ilo
paused, his fists clenched and his eyes glittering.

Wharton's eyes gleamed liko steel as they mct the
Bounder’s.

“Well, you've a good mind {o—what?” he said quictly.
“Goon!"

“ That !"

The Bounder's fist lashed out straight at ITarry Wharton's
quiet, scornful face. But the blow did not reach the mark,
Wharton's hand came up in a flash, and the Bounder nttered
a _(t"rj' of pain as his wrist was rapped hard and kuocked
aside.

“Well saved !"" grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha "

The Bounder trembled with rage.

“Will you come into the gym. with me?” lhe
between his teeth.

“No, 1 won't! T'll meet you, with or without gloves,
after the match this afternoon, but not before,” said Whar-
ton quietly. ** You're not going to crock me for the Court-
ficld match. Vernon-Smith, That’s what you want.”

** Funk I

Wharton laughed.

“We'll talk that over afier the match,” he said.

“We'll talk it over before the match " said the Dounder
furiously. * You'll put up your hands or take a licking.”
And he rushed straight at Wharton, hitting out. There was
a shout from the juniors. The Bounder had completely lost
his temper, and he was almost beside himself with rage.

“ Stand back, you fool!"” shouted Bob Cherry.

The Bounder did not heed. He rushed on. But he did
not reach Wharton. Three or four of the juniors collared
him at once, and Vernon-Smith struggled fartously in their
grip.

“Teot me go! Hang you! Tet me go!” he shouted.

“ Ilold him ! said Johnny Bull coolly, as he fastened his
grip on the back of the Bounder’s collar. “ Don't mind if
you hurt hiny, It doesn’t matter in the least. Now, Swmithy,
are you going to behave yourself 2

“ Lot me go!” shrieked the Bounder. * Let that funk
defend himself, if he's not afraid I”

““ Oh, cheese it!™ said Bob Cherry. “ You can have all
the serapping you want after the match, Smithy. We know
your liitle game, and we think you're a rotten worm !”’

“ The rottenfulness of the esteemed Smithy is tervifie.”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ I suggest the
esteemed frog's-march.”

‘“ Hear, hear "

“ Now, Bmithy—"

“ Let me go! I'l—"

* Frog's-march!” said Bob Cherry. “ This way! Yank
him out into the Close, or we shall have the prefects down
on us."” 3

And the Bounder, struggling madly, was rushed out of the
School TTouse and down the steps into the Close. Across the
Close he went, experiencing t!:e joys of the frog's-march.
He yelled and struggled as he went.

Bump, bump, bump !

“Ow! Let me go, you rotters! Yow! Oh!” roared the
Bounder.

““ Are you going to keep the peace, and leave scrapping
with Wharton till after the match 27

“No!” yelled Vernon-Smith.

“ Then we'll frog’s-march you till you do!”

Bump, bump, bump !

“ Ow, ow, ow !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Amid a voar from
frundled on.

Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, bore down
upon them with a frowning brow.

“ Stop!” he shouted. ** What's this row
that ragging at once!”

The crowd stopped, but they did not let go Vernon-Smith.

“ [t's all right, Wingate,”” said Bob meckly. * We're only
giving Smithy the frog’s-march, you know. Ile's been ask-
g for i’

** What's the row about "

“Wharton's hiding himself behind those rotters!” velled
Vernon-Smith. ** 1le's afraid to meet me with the gloves
on!”

“ Oh, rot!” said Wingate:

“Smithy wants to hammer him just before our maich."”
Bob Cherry explained. * We want Smithy to leave it till
afterwards. We'ro arguing it out. T think we shall make
Smithy see reason in the long run. We're willing {o take any
amount of {rouble.”

Wingate grinned. 3

“1 understand,’” he said, ““Let him go! Now, Vernon-
Smith, you're going (o keep the peace. I shall keep an

**THE PENNY POPULAR,”
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evc on you, If you're mixed up in any row till after the
junior muteh, I shall march you into the Head. Understand
thatt™’

Vernon-Smith panted, but made no reply. Wingate was
head prefee: at Gresfriars, and had to be obeyed. The
senior strode away, and Vernon-Smith turned a glare of rage
upon the crowd of juniors.

“Take it calmly,” advised Bob Cherry. “When you're
cool you'll be sorry that you acted like a beastly cad, you
know. And vou can fight Wharton all the evening if you like
—or as long as yvou can stand.”

“ Ila, ha, ha!”

The Bounder shook his fist at the grinning Removites.

“You rotters! I'll make you sorry for this before the
Courtficld match is over! Mark my words !"

* More likely to mark your chivvy if you talk silly pifile,”
said Bob Cherry. *“ Run away and play, and don't talk out
of the back of your neck! Rats!”

And as the bell rang just then for third lesson, the
Removites trooped off, leaving the Bounder to follow them
to the Form-room with a scowling brow.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Match in the Snow!
DL‘RING third lesson in the Remove Form-room that

morning a good many glances turned towards the high
windows.

It was a sharp, frosty December day.
There was a fall of snow in the

NEXT
MONDAY,

The “Magnet” v,

“Yes; I've got leave.”

“My hat! Dining out—eh " said Snocop.

“I'm going over to Higheliffe,” said Vernon-Smith, loud
enough for Harry Wharton & Co. to hear. “I'm dining
with Ponsonby & Co. That's all.”

Wharton did not appear to hear. While Vernon-Smith
was in the Remove eleven he had broken off with his former
friends at Highecliffe, who were on the worst of terms with
Harry Wharton & Co. Now that he was out of the eleven,
ho evidently intended to resume his old friendship with
them. But it was no concern of Wharton’s, and he affected
not to hear the Bounder's remark.

Vernon-Smith strode out of the house and across the
Close to the gates through the soft powder of snow.

The Greyiriara fellows trooped into their dining-room at
the sound of the dinner-bell a little later.

The snowflakes came down steadily.

After dinner Wharton scanned the Close with anxious eyes.
The snow had stopped by that time, though the sky was
banked with clouds, telling that there was more to come later.

“T1t’s all right for play,” said Wharton.

“ Yes, rather " chimed in the Remove footballera.

“The ratherfulness is terrific,’” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ‘A little snowfulness is nothing to us.”

‘“Then we're going!"

early morning, and ridges of it
were white upon the sills and upon
the leafless branches of the old
trees,
Was it going to snow again?
In Christmas weather the

A ste s s esssamm s e

“ Good egg!”
_\ “I say, you fellows!” Billy

Bunter bustled up, and dug his
fat fingers into “"Ihnrtun's ribs, in
the ubjl:'climmbio way he had, to
draw his attention. “ I say, I hear

juniors generally welcomed the
snow, but on this particular day
they were far from desiring it.
They were very keen about the
last match with Courtfield School,
and they didn't want it to be post-
poued till after the Christmas
vacation. But even the keenest
footballers in the Remove would
not have proposed to play Court-
field in a snowstorm.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, found attention wander-
ing sometimes, and he dropped on
Bob Cherry at last.

* Cherry !"" he rapped out.

“Yes, sir?" said Bob, turning
his face suddenly from the direc-
tion of the window behind him,
and looking guilty.

“What are you staring at the
window for?"”

“ The—the window, sir?”

“Yes. It is the third of fourth
time."”
“I—I was looking at the

weather, sir.”

“You necd not consider the
weather during lessons,” said Mr.
Quelch severely. *If you look out
of the window again, Cherry, I
shall cane you!"”

*Oh!"” murmured Bob,

that you're not playing Smithy
to-day !"”

“Quite right,” said Wharton.
“Don't puncture me, you ass!”

“ Do you want a really first-class
player in Smithy’s place!”

“ Yea, fathead!"

cssssmem

elings

“Well, I'm your man!” said
Bunter.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

““Oh, really, you fellows! You

know I kept goal the other day,
and we beat the I'ourth Form
hollow !" Billy Bunter cried indig-
nantly. “ I'd rather play centre-
forward, but I don't mind keeping

goal. What do you say, Whar-
ton "
*“ Oh, T say rats!" said Harry.
“ Look here- !

Remove footballera
went up to their dormitory to
« change for the match, leaving
Billy Bunter blinking indignantly.

Courtfield was a County Couneil
school, and their ground was
marked off on the town common.
They were not blessed with a dress-
ing-room, and the Remove ft-l!o_wa
chunged  before starting. With
heavy coats and mufllers on over
their football clothes, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. came down from the

And the

And with a heroic effort he
restrained himsclf from looking at the window again during
the remuinder of the lesson,

As it was a half-holiday that day, third lesson was also last
lesson. The Remove were dismissed at lust, free for the
day, until the hour of evening preparation. There was a
rush at once to the big doorway.

_ A slight powdering of snow was falling in the Close. The
little, light flakes floated softly down, and drifted against
the faces of the juniors as they stood in the doorway.

““ What beastly luck!” said Frank Nugent. * But if it's
no worse than this we ean play. The Courtfield fellows won't
mind a few snowflakes.” 5

f' N“.‘" agreed Wharton.  *“ Tt's not as if we were playing
Higheliffe.  The Highcliffe chaps scratched a match once
because the ground was muddy, and they didn't want to soil
their nice little boots.’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Bounder looks rather ferocious,” Johnny Bull mur-
mured, as Vernon-Smith swung by. =

Vernon-Smith's brow was knitted in a scowl. He had his
overcoat and N_'urf on, and was evidently going out,

Bolsover major spoke to him at the door.

“ Going out before tiffin, Smithy 2"

Tue MacxerT Linrary.—No. 305.

dormitory. They were to walk to
Courtfield. The distance was not great, and it was warmer
walking.

As n‘rulc, a good many fellows followed the team to sce
the matches that were played outside, but on this occasion
tho footballers started by themselves. Nobody wanted to
ctand with cold feet in a snowfall and a keen wind to wateh
them. There were likely to be very few people on the ground
beside the players.

The team tramped along the road through the snow towards
Courtfield, the keen wind from the sea behind their backs.

Their caps and coats were powdered with fresh snow by the
time they rcached Courtfield, the flakes having started falling
again.

Courtficld Common was a wide expanse of white when they
reached it.

In the distance, bevond the common, rose the buildings of
Higheliffe Schiool. Higheliffe was a public school considerably
larger than Greyfriars, though of more recent foundation.
There was a keen rivaley between the juniors of the two
schools, and at one time there had been regular football
fixtures.  Dut the fixtures had been marked off now.

The Highelifians did not play the game. A victorious
team had been mobbed on their ground once, and after that

ithenes ™ Wi oethe s oce 17 fone Compicse stor eniicss  HARRY WHARTON'S CHRISTMAS NUMBER.” Bcfzon
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tho Greyfiieis fellows were * fed-up ™ with them.  High-
cliffians and Greviviars fellows e»‘(lom wet  without the
exchange of remarks more or less polite, and sometimes there
were fistic eneounters, in which Ponsonby & Co. genervally
had the wost of it.

But the Remove foothallers wern not thinking of Ponsonby
& Co. now. All their thoughts weve given to the coming
match,

The Courtficld fellows were alecady on the ground when
they arrived, punting about a footer to keep themselves warm.,
The snow had ceased onee more, for the time, and the gronnd
had been swept clear, but it was very damp and considerably
muddy.

Trumper, the Comrtficld captain, shook hands cordially with
Darry Wharton,

1 thought you'd come, and blow the snow ! he remarked,
“We're ready for play if you are. If it gets too bad, we
shall have to chuck it, that's all.”

“* Well, we're not afraid of a bit of snow, " said Harry cheer-
fully, “ and if we get muddy, it will come off. We're ready.”

“We've got the giddy place all to ourselves,” Tom Brown
remarked, looking round on the gleaming white expanse of
the common,

There was not a soul in sight.

Only the footballers, the referee, and the linesinen were
there, and there was not a single spectator,

But that did not trouble the footballers; they had come
there to play the game, not to be looked at.

Wharton and Trumper tossed for choice of ends, and they
got to business at once. As the teams lined up, the fakes
Legan to drop softly again.

But Harry Wharton kicked off cheerfully against the wind,
end the game started.

It was a bitteyly cold day, but the footballers were warm
enough—excepting the goalkeepers, who stamped about and
waved iheir arms in their respective ** chicken-runs ' to keep
themselves warm,

Harry Wharton & Co. led off with a hot attack on goal, with
the wind in their teeth. Then the Courtfield goalie was given
enough to do to keep him wavin, for sorme minutes,

But the defence was good, and the ball was cleared out, and
the tuszsle went over the line into the Greyfriars half,

The snow was coming down quite thickly now.

But the players hardly noticed it in the excitement of the
match. Both teams were in great form, and both very keen.
But Harry Wharton missed the Bounder on the right wing—
Vernon-Smith had been a tower of strength there, and the
reserve who had taken his place was nothing like his form.

Trumper and his men were quick to dizcover the weakest
spot, and to concentrate their efforts there.

Aund it was on the Remove right wing that the enemy came
through, and rushed for goal.

In the flickering, dancing snowflakes, Trumper and the
Courtfield forwards brouglit the leather right up to the goal,
and Trumper kicked.

Bulstrode, in goal, leaped at the whizzing ball a second too
lete. It dropped in the net. And there was a joyous buzs
from the }(‘Ionrtlielders.

o .

oal!
It was first blood to Courilield.
Bulstrode tossed the leather out, and the Remove fellows
Inoked very grim as they lined up again, with the wind beat-
ing the snowflakes in their faces.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fight!
!

At the shrill phip of the whistle Harey Wharton kicked
off. In a few minutes the Remove forwards were besieg-
ing the Courtlield goal, but the wind deflected the ball

as it went in from Wharton's foot, and the shot did not
waterialize,

Theroe was not another chance, the game swayed away to
midtield.

The wind was crowing keener, and it was thick with snow.
But the Removites, as they devoted their efforts to defend,
hoped for better luck when they changed over in the second
Lalf. Meauwhile they did their best.

In the keen excitement of the mateh, none of the footballers
noticed that spectators were arriving on the ground.

Fellows warmly wrapped in overcoats and mufllers came by
twos and thrces from the direction of Higheliffe School,

Quite a crowd was gathered on the snowy ground.

But the players did not heed them.

Once more, in the tecth of the wind and the snow, Harry
Wharton & Uo. were rushing upon goal. Huorree Singh had
th:e ball, and as he waa mckﬁ-‘l, he passed in to Penfold, and
Peufold. racing on, passed it to Wharton,  Wharton dashed

;Im: .\I,mm-;‘n;'l.lanuv.—xo. 05,
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en. and 1wo Courtlielders who rushed upon L slipped in the
snow and fell. Wharton kicked for goal, and the Courtfield
goalic watelied. all eyes and hands, for the fying leather
But it crazed his finger-tips, and lodged in the net ; and then
it was the twn of the Removiies to chortle:

* (oal I

Bob Cherey panted, as he dashed snowflakes fvom Lis face.

< Jolly warn work, bul we've equalised, And ve'll wipe
up the giddy ground with them in the second half, when the
wind’s belind us!™

*The wipefulness will be tervific!"”

* Hallo, hallo, hello!" exclaimed Bob, as he glaneed across
to the crowd on the ground. ** We're getting a evowd !”

* Ihigheliffe chaps, all of them ! said Nugent,

*“ And Smithy!”

“ My hat!"

The Remove fellows could not help Leing astonished.  There
were two score at least of the iwhelifie fellows on the
ground now, mostly juniors, but with a few Fifth-Formers
among them.  And among them, too, was Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Grevfriars. He had come down to the ground
with Ponzonby, Gadsby, Vavusour, and Mon=on, his special
friends.

There was a very ugly expression on the Bounder's face,
and his eves weve glittering.  Harry Wharton, as he caught
sight of Smithy's face, knew that this visit of the Bounder and
s friends portended trouble The Higheliffians were hardly
likely to have turned out in the snow for the mere pleasure of
watching the Remove play Courtfield County Council School.

And the form the ** trouble ™ was to take was soon apparent,
Most of the Highclifians were busy—making  snowballs!
There was plenty of snow on the ground for that purpose, and
by this time the Higheliflians had made quite a pile of missiles,

Harry Wharton's brow darkened as he observed it.

** They've going to snowball us after the mateh,” said
Johnny Bull. ** Well, I dorw’t mind « little scrap with the
rotters.”

“They're going to snowball us during the match,” said
Wharton quietly.

* Oh, crumbs! They wouldn't be cads enough to inierrupt
;‘ f](}mler match—even Ponsonby & Co!" exclaimed Johinny

ull.

* The cadfuluess vwould be tervific!”

“That's what they're going to do, all the same,” said
Wharton between his teeth.  * That's what Smithy went over
to Highcliffe for—to tell them we should be here, and put
them up to this rotten trick.”

“He wouldn't dare! We'd rag him bald-headed after-
wards I

** He isn't afraid. That's what he intends.”

* Better speak to them, and warn them off,” said Nugent
uneasily,

Wharton nodded.

“ Hold on a minute, Trumper,” he said.
going to interrupt the match.”

“ Phew !” suid Trumper. * That's a cad’s trick !”

Wharton strode over to the touch-line to speak to the crowd
beside the ground. The Higheliffe fellows chuckled as he
came, Theiv looks showed only too plainly that they meant
mischief.

“Look here, what’s your little game, you fellows?”
Wharton demanded abruptly.

“We've come to watch you do great things,”' Ponsonby
explained smoothly, *“No harm in that, surely. It will be
quite a lesson to us, you know, to sec how you play.”

“As goml as watching the monkeys in the Zoo—and
cheaper,” remarked [:adﬁﬁy‘

And the IHighelifians roared.

* No harm n your watching us,"” said Wharton. ** And if
vou want a scrap, we'll serap you after the nateh with
pleasure. But none of your tricks while we're playing.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 1f you bother us while the mateh is on, you'll get hure !
taid llnrry.

Ponsonby chuckled.

*“Well, if eleven of you can hurt forty of us, my son, we
<hall get hurt!” he agreed. ** But otherwise, I think very
likely you will be the party to get hurt—what !

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton walked back to his team. Tt was useless appeal-
ing to the Higheliffians’ sense of fair play. They hadn't
any. And, with the odds so tremendously on the High-
cliff side, force conld not very well be used,

** They mean trouble?” asked Trumper,

“1 think so.”

“We'd better go oni"”

= Oh, yes.

Thip!

The gvne restarted, aud the footballers were gquickly busy,

e PRAN EomiLan

*“Those cads are
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, Leaving the leather lying in the snow, the teams dashed straight at the Highcliife crowd.
_stood their ground, and met the rush with a perfect fusillade of snowballs. (See Chapter 3.)

Harry Wharton & Co. were borne back by the onslaught of
the Courtlielders, but they defended well.” Wharton spotted
his chance, and brought the leather through the Courtfield
line, and made a break for goal. There was a whiz, and a
snowball caught him full in the face, smashing as it struck,
and he reeled back, slipped in the snow, and fell,

“Ow!t"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a yell of derisive laughter from the ITigh-
clifians, It was the beginning of the attack. The next
minute the air was thick with flying snowballs. Ponsonby &
Co. had made a pile of them—hundreds of them—and so thev
had plenty of amununition. The snowballs whizzed among
the players on all sides. The two goalkeepers dodged about
their goals to avoid the shots, but they dodged in vain. On
the ficld play had to stop. The players were bowled over on
all sides by the whizzing missiles.

Prominent among the sssailants was Vernon-Smith, Tt
was his ball that had knocked Wharton over in his yun for
goal, and stopped what would have been an almost cortain
shot. nd he was delivering his missilos with swift aml
deadly wim, well backed np by the erowd of Higheliffians.

“Groob I gasped Bob Cherry, as a ball smashed on his
mouth. *“Ow! This is rather too thick! The awful eads '™

“Ow ! yelled Trumper, as a ball caught him in the ear.
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But Ponsonby & Co. I

“Yow! T say, Wharton, we shall have to chuck the maich
and stop those cads!”

Wharton's eyes were blazing.

“Come on!™ he ghouted,

Aund the teams, leaving the leatiier lyving in the snow,
rushed towards their encmies, the goalkeepers rushing out
of goal to join them,

They dashed straight at the Iighelitfe erowd,

But Ponsonby & Co.. two to one in numbers, stood their
j.’l‘mlmf. and tl:v_\-""nlvl. the onvush with a 1}l‘l'fl‘H'T fusillade of
snowhall=.

The juniors recled back undee the erashing missiles.

Dreathless and batled, they rveeled avay, and the ITigh-
cliffinns yelled with derision,

“{ome on !

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“ Plenty more! Come on?’

“Yah! Funks!"

Wharton picked himself upr out of the snow,
crimson, and his eyes gleaming with the light of battle,
shonted breathilessly to his comrades,

“Come on! Come on! Back up, Remove !

* Back up, Conrtliehd ™ velled Trnper.

And they surged forward again,  Whizzing mis=iles in thicl
clonmds et them, but this tooee they did not stop, They
rushed amd seemmbled on, and reached the Tigheliffe follows,

ITis face was
Ie
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and tlen it was the lalter’s turn to retyeal. The footballers’
blood was up, and they hit hard, and Ponsonby & Co. did
not like ha‘.‘({-hi!ting at close quarters. Back went the High-
cliffians, and the footballers gained possession of the pile of
snowhalls, and then the missiles began to fly in reversc order,

Whiz, whiz! Smash! Crash!

The Highcliffians scattered and serambled under the fosil-
lade. They grabbed up handfuls of snow to return the
fire. But some of them were already in full retieat, having
had quite enough of the tussle. TFew in numbers as the foot-
hallers were, they would probably have had the victory at
that moment if the Bounder had not been with the enemy.
Smithy's loud voice called the scattered Higheliffians
together,

“Dack up, Highelife!” shouted the Beunder. “ You're
two io one! Back up, and rush them! Follow me!"”

““DBack up ! shrieked Ponsonby.

The Higheliffians responded with a yel!, and charged again.
Snowballs flew as thick as hail on both sides, till they came
to close quarters, and then snowballs failed, and they resorted
to fiste.  The Remove were all good fighting men, and
Trumper & Co. backed them up gallantly ; but the odds were
too great. They were driven baek, by force of numbers,
across the football field, ¢lenr to the other side. Ponsonby
& Clo. took possession of the field, and from that point snow-
balled the gasping footballers,

It became pretiy clear that that football match would never
be finished.

#*They've done us!"” Bob Cherry gasped.  ““ But they
sha'n't keep the field! Charge the rotters !

“(harge, Chester, charge! On, Stanley, on!”
Peter Todd.

* Hurray !”

Right at the enemy the foothallers came again, but the

ighcliffians .stood their ground this time, There were rved
smears on most faces, dark circles growing round most eyes,
The fight was fast and furious. Dut again numbers told.
The juniors, rolled over in ihe snow, pitched over gnd
mnnlwd and trampled on, receded at laust, and once more the

under and his comrades were left in victorious possession
of the football field.

“They've done uth ! gasped Solly Lazarus, the Courtficld
contre-half.  * The beathts have done uth brown!"”

* Diddled, dished, and doue ! growled Bob Cherry.  “ But,
my hat, won't we make the Bounder smart for this!"”

Whiz, whiz, whiz, whiz! Smash, smash?}

The snowballs were flying again. Vernon-8mith and the
Highelifiana were advancing, showering snowballs as they
came. Ponsonby & ‘o, were in greater force than ever now,
more and more fellows having arrived on the ground.
There was nothing for it but for the footballers to retreat.
They put on their coais, and retreated, sending back snow-
balls and disputing the ground every inch; but they had no
chance.  Right off the common into the road they were
driven, battered on all sides by crashing snowballs.

“ Match unfinished I grinned Trumper ruefully. “ We'll
make those rotters pay for this zome time! But now—-"

*We're done !

“Done brown!” agreed Harry Wharton. “Can’t be
helped. There’s one of our chaps among the rotters, too—
the rotten traitor! He will be sorry for it when he comes
homeo to Greyfriars. Good-bye, Trumper, old man! We'd
better get off.”

*Good-bye! We'll play it cut after Christinas.”

*Yes, rather:”

And the two teams separated, Trumper & Co. tramping
away iuto Courthield, and the Remove fellows towards Grey-
friars, The Higheliffians did not follow them further, bui
they sent after them a yell of derision that made the juniors
grind their teeth.

“If we only had a crowd of our chaps here !” zighed Bob
Cherry.

*“ But we haven't!"” growled Jolinny Bull. “(fome on!
But when the Bounder comes back—"

That was the only comfort the defeated footballers had—
to reflect upon what they would do to the Bounder when
he came baclk. That was what they discussed as they tramped
home wearily to Greyfriars, mething lingering, with
boiling oil in it, was what he deserved, as Bot Cherry re-
marked, and there was no doubt whatever that the
Bounder's punishment would be severe,

chuckled

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Vernon-Smith's Return!

“ INISHED early !

F Bolsover major made that observation as the Re-
niove players, weary and wet, came tramping into
the School House at Greyfriars

“We haven't finished,” said Harry Wharton,
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Bolover major sniffed.

* Afraid of a bit of snow I™ e a<hed,

‘*Rats 1"’

“Well, I'd have played it out ! said Bolsover.

“You wouldn't have played it out with forty or fifty
Iighelific cads pelting you with snowballs !’ “gaid Bob
Cherry tarctly.

“Ob, my hat! Was that ii? What a rotlen, caddish
thing to do!” said Bolsover.

‘“ And Smithy was leading them ! grunted Bob,

¢ Smithy I

“Yes.”

*Oh, vot!” said Dolsover major ineredulonsly. © Smithy
wouldn't spoil a Greyfriars match like that! Even Smithy
wouldn't !

“But he did!" snapped Whairton.,

‘* He must have been awfully wild to Jo a thing like that,”?
Skinner remarked. " He was ratty at being lefs out of the
team.”

“ And now we're ratty, and Smithy is going ro get it in
the neck !”” said Bob Cherry grimly. ** There will be a warm
time for him when he comes back.”

“Well, I don’t hold with anything of that kind,” =aid
Bolsover major. ** If Smithy did that, he ought to be ragged
bald-headed. IU's a matter for the whole Form to deal with.”

“We'll give him a Form trial,” said Bob. ** W¢'ll have
Inm in the Rag with all the Remove there, and sce what he
has to say for himself. It's not a personal matter at all, it's
a Form matter.”

* Blessed if 1 can understand it,” said Bolsover major, still
astonished.  *“ Smithy is an awfully reckless beggar; but that
is the ,.;n.!d_v,' limit. I shouldu’t have expected that even of
Smithy.”

And Bolsover's astonishment was shared by all the Remove
wlen they heard the story. And their indignation was
greater than their surprise.  Vernon-Smith was a blackgunard
of the first water—and he was known to be utterly reckless
when his passions were aroused—but what he had done this
time was, as Bolsover said, the limit. To interrupt and stop
a footer-match, and lead the juniors of the rival school
agninst the Greyfriars fellows, was altogeiher too ** thick.”
Any kind of ragging that could possibly be devised was
hardly severe enough for the traitor.

And the Remove chimed in unanimously with the sngges-
tion of a Form trial. A trial by the Form was an old custom
at Greyfriars, and was resorted to in dealing with serious
matters that concerned a whole Form. The accused would be
udged, the whole Form being the jury, and if found guilty
e was, given a Form ragging—-a much more severe punish-
ment than an ordinary one.

Given his trial, Smithy would be ut liberty {o make what
defence he could, and he was welcome to justify his action
if he could do so; but if he failed, an :-xr--v:ljing]y rough time
was in store for him.  And many of the Remove fellows were
already getting ready knotted hundkerchiefs and slippers, all
ready for Vernon-Smith when he was found guilty and con-
demned by the Form.

The arrangements for the Form trial were simple. Tt was
to iake place in the Rag, a large room on the ground floor,
which the juniors used for amateur theatrical rpﬁr‘arsnls, and
mectings of the debating society, and other functions of that
sort. 'The table in the Rag was dragged to the wall, and a
clair was placed upon it for the judre.  Another chair formed
the prisoner’s dock. Two more chairs were for the advocates
or. either side, and the rest of the court had to stand. There
was a certain amount of excitement in a Form trial, in which
the fellows followed as closely as they could the forms of a
real conrt of law.

All was soon ready for the trial, and all members of the
Remove were warned to keep within doors ready to obey the
summons of the court.

But the Bounder seemed to be in no hurry to veturn.

Harry Wharton & Co. had tea in their study, and after
tea they came down; but the Bounder had not appearcd.

He was evidently spending the rest of the afternoon with
his friends at Highchffe, and perhaps looking forward with
uneasy foreboding to what was certmin to follow his return to
Greyfriars. e had acted recklessly and disloyally, and he
must know very well that shis conduct conld not be pardoned.

** He can’t miss calling-over, anyway,” said Bob Cherry.
The chums of the Remove stood in a group at the doorway,
looking out into the December darkness, broken only by the
wlimmer of snowflakes.

Wharton frowned.

** The rotter’s putting it off as long as possible,”” Ke said.
* But he can’t be long now. He ought to be kicked out of
the school for what he's done, only we can’t do that. BPut
we can make him run the gauntlet, and  send him to
i 'n\'!‘nli.‘.\'."

* Yes, rather.”
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* The ralherfulness is terrific."

“ Begad,” remarke rd Mauleverer, the dandy of the
Remove, © it was really too thick of Smithy, you know! Hc's
got his good points, all the same.” .

“ Blow his good points!" growled Bob Cherry. ‘“It's his
bad points that we're worrying about now!"”

K i'ans; but he must have been in a rotten temper, don’t
you know!"

“We'll give him someiliing to help cure his rotlen temper !”
said Nugent,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!"”

Through the snow and darkness in the Close, a figure in
cap and overcoat came striding. As it came into the radius
of light from the doorway, tﬁe juniors recognised Vernon-
-ﬁmitﬁ. He came coolly up the steps, and intg the hall.
There was a reckless sneer upon his hard. clear-cut lips.

*“ We're waiting for vou, Smithy I'" said Bob Cherry grimly.

“ Really? You needn't have taken the trouble.”

““No trouble at all. We want you. Will you have the
goodness to step into the Rag?” asked Bob, with elaborate
politeness, ; el

The Bounder cast a quick, searching glance at the juniors.

** No, I won't!” he said shortly.

“You've got to,” said Harry Wharton.

“It's & rag—eh?” sneered Vernon-Smith.

‘“It's a Form trial 1"

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders,

“1'm not going to take part in any such rot!”

“ Will you step into the Rag?”

. No !‘l

“ Then we shall earry you!”

Half a dozen pairs of hands fastened upon the Bounder.
IHis eyes blazed. and he hit out furiously, and Bob Cherry
rolled over with a roar. Then the Bounder was swept off his
feet, and rushed headlong into the Rag.

Bob Cherry followed them in, hiz hand to his nose, his
fingers red !

“Ow " murmured Bob, dabbing his nose with his handker-
chicf. “ The beast! Mind he doesn’t get away!”

The Bounder made a fierce cffort to drag himself loose.
But he was bumped on the floor, and a number of feet were
planted upon him te keep him there. He lay with a savage,
glowering face, and burning eyes, helpless.

“ Call in the fellows!" said Harry Wharton quietly

And the Remove gathered at the call, erowding into ihe
Rag, and then the door was locked to keep outb outsiders.
All was ready now!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
At the Bar!
BOB CHERRY had constituted himseli master of the

ceremonies.
Harry Wharton's face was very stern and grave; but
there was a glimmer of humour in Bob's rugged, good-
tempered face. It was very difficult for,Bob Cherry to look
glum, even in the most serious moments, and the ragging of
an outsider like Vernon-Smith was not, after all, the mos!
serious of matters. Not that Bob had any intention of letting
the traitor off lightly. But he was prepared to rag the
Bounder most thoroughly, in the most perfect good-humour.
The swelling that made his nose a little more prominent than
usual did not detract from his good-temper.

Harry Wharton preferred to stand aside in the matter, and
act merely as a member of the Form without taking the
lead. His old enmity with the Bounder made him unwilling
te take an active part against him. He wanted justice to be
done, but he did not want anyone to be able to hint that

ersonal dislike was at the bottom of it. He was glad to
cave it in Bob's capable hands.

Bob Cherry procecded in a business-like manner. The door
having been locked to prevent intrusion, Bob directed the
court to constitute itseli.  The locking of the door was a
necessary precaution, for a good many fellows were very
curious about the proceedings, and they had wanted to come
in and witness the scene.  But the Remove did not want any
outside interference.  Temple, Dabney, and Fry of the
Fourth kicked at’ the door, and demanded to know whether
the Remove supposed that the Rag belonged to them, a ques-
tion 1o which ﬂFl)(? Removites did not trouble to reply, The
voice of Coker of the Fifth was heard, commanding the
juniors to open the door, and Ogilvy took the trouble to
Et'r‘i"k “ Rats!" throngh the keyhole as a reply to Horace

oker.

““ All the Remove here?” demanded Bob.,

“ Every man Jack!” said Bulstrode,

“ And no outsiders!”

“ Hiallo, here's young Tubb!”

“ Chuck him out!"” said Bob tersely.

“You let me alone!” roared Tubb of the Third truculently.
“T suppose I've got as much right in the Rug as yvou Remove
bounders, haven't 17

** Shouldu't wonder,” assented Bob Cherry; * but yvou'ie
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oing ont all the eame, No strange dogs wanted in the giddy
kennel.”

* Look here——"
“ OQutside!"" yelled Bob.
“8ha'n't!"” yelled Tubb.
““ On his neck!” said Bob.
Nugent unlocked the door, and Bulstrode and Johnny Bull
anked Tubb to the doorway, und hurled him forth. He
anded among the indignant Fourth-Formers collected there,
considerably increasing their indignation by hurling them
right and {el’t as he ﬁundctl. Temple, Dabney, & Co. fell
upon Tubb, and smote him hip and thigh, and the grinning
Remove fellows slammed and relocked the door of the Rag.

“Court is cleared !” said Bulstrode.

“ No more outsiders?"”

There was a yell.

* Here's your minor, Nugent, hiding under the table.”

Nugent minor was dragged forth, roaring.

** Hands off!  Franky, you rotter, stand by me, do you
hear?”

Nugent major grinned.

“ No fags allowed here,” he said.

“ Why, you rotter——"'

“ Hold on,” said Bob, * Those bounders outside will rush
in if the door's opened again. They're all ready. Drop thas
fag out of the window!"”

** Yarooh! Leggo! Yow!"

“ PDoes it matter if we break your minor's neck, Frauky?”

“ Oh, don’t mind me!"” said Nugent.

“ Right-ho!”

The window was raised, and Dicky Nugent was jerked
through it, struggling and kicking. o was dropped gently
into the soft snow outside, and the window was jammed
down again. A further search revealed no more intruders,

and the court constituted itself.

““Put the prisoner in the dock,” said Bob.

““This way, prisoner!”

“ Let me alone, you fools!” sunarled the Bounder.
not going to take any part in this silly fag's game!”

“ Contempt of court will be punished according to law,”
said Bob Cherry. * Put the prisoner in the dock. Nugent
and Johnny Bull are appointed warders to see that he behaves
himself. Warders are allowed the use of slippers to see that
tho prisoner behaves himself in the dock.”

““ Hear, hear!” said tho warders.

Johnny Bull and Nugent took Vernon-Smith by cither arm
and marched him to the chair that represented the prisoner's
dock. Smithy seemed inclined to struggle again; but the
Remove fellows were quite ready to handle hin if he did,
and he gave up the idea. He stood at the dock between the
two warders, cach of whon: held a slipper, to be used in caso
of contempt of court.

“ The next step is to-appoint a juds'r.-," said Bob Cherry.
“ Some disinterested chap must be judge—unot a member of
the eleven—as we want to be quite sure of conducting this
important trial without prejudice.”

1 propose Lord Mnurc-\'ercr!" said Nugent.
cases the final upp{‘ul is to the House of Lords.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Passed vnanimously ! said Bob.

“ How ecan it ssed unanimously without taking a vole
on the subject?” asked Peter Todd.

Peter Todd was the son of a solicitor, and was supposed
to know whole heaps of mysterious things about the law.
Ho was of opinion that he was the most snitable person to
fill the place of judge.

Bob Cherry frowned.

i ss it unanimously mysclf,” he veplied.
Where's Mauly?”

Lord Mauleverer had been dragged by force into the Rag
to participate in the trisl. The champion slacker of the
Remove had been discovered dozing before the five m his
study, and now he was dozing before the fire in the Rag.
Bob Cherry woke him up by pulling away his chair, and his
lordship rolled on the floor with a howl

NE
PENNY.

“Out you go, Dicky!”

“I'm

“In all law

“ Mauly !

“Ow! Begad!”

“ Wake up, you ass! Are you awake?”
“Ow! Yaas!”

“ You're going to be judge.”

“ Begad!”

“ Come and take your chair.’

“ My dear fellow—"

“This way!”

“Ow! Leggo my collar, you ass!”

Bob Cherry did not let go Lord Mauleverer's collar till
the judge had taken his scut. His lordship sat down and
grunted, and put his collar straight.

“ Now to business,” said Nugent.
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“Hold on! Prisoner at the
advocate?”

“Go and eat coke!”

“ Contempt of court!” said Bob Cherry. * Two strokes
with a slipper are the legal punishment ™ of contempt of
court.”

Whack ! whack !

Vernon-Smith gave a howl, and turned ferociously on the
two warders,

“In case of resistance to proper authority, the prisoner is
to be bound hand and foot,” suid Bob. And Vernon-Smith
lowered his clenched fists. In spite of the hilarity that
marked the proceedings of the court, he could sve that his
Form-fellows were in deadly carnest, and were not disposed
to be trifled with.

“Any fellow offer to act as prisoner’s counsel”" asked
Bob, locking round.

Peter Tmﬁl stepped forward.

“I'm your man!” he said. * Counsel for the defence.’

“Rot!” growled Johnny Bull. * There's nothing to be
nn{;l”il'l the defence; and if there is, Smithy can say it him-
self.

Peter Todd sniffed.

“1 appeal to his lordship the judge against irrelevant
interruptions from attendants of the court,” he said.

*“ Oh, bosh!” said Johuny Bull,

“If warders are allowed to cxpress opinions, 1 protest
against the whole of the proceedings, and resign my brief !”
said Todd loftily.

““Shut up, Bull!”

. "

* Order 1" bawled Bob Cherry.

* Yaas, order, you know,” said the judge. “1f I'm judge
in this court, I'm going to keep order, don't you know, my
dear fellows! Yaas, certainly, order!”

Johnny Bull growled, and relapsed into silence.

** Counsel for the prosccution,” said Bob, looking round—
“ that will suit you, Wharton?”

Wharton shook his head promptly.

** As captain of the footer cleven, I'm a witness,” he said.
“ Can’t be prosccuting counsel and witness too.”

Bob rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

‘1 suppose not,” he agreed. * Who volunteers?”

* Morgan,” suggested Nugent. ** Morgan's brother is a
barrister."”

“Trot up, Morgan!”

“I'm willing,” said the Welsh junior. “But T don't see
how I can act if Todd is opposing counsel.” Solicitors can't
act as barristers.”

*“ Todd isn't a solicitor; his pater is,”” said Bob. * That's
all right. None of your blessed sccond-hand professional
ctiguette here, please! Walk up!”

Morgan walked up.

“The court is now constituted,” said Bob. “TI'm clerk
of the court, to explain the law to the judge—same as in real
law courts.”

“ Gentlemen of the jury, take your seats—or stand; just as
you like. Mauly, yon ass, you're going to sleep again!™
roared the clerk of the court.

“Eh? No, I'm not. I heard all vou fellows were saying !"
gasped the judge.

“ Keep awake, you ass!”
“ Yaas.”

“Now pile in! If the judge goes to sleep again it's the
duty of the clerk of the court to stick a pin in him !’ Bob
Cherry remarked. * Now pile in, Mauly!”

“ Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer. 1 find the prisoner
guilty of rotten bad form, and I sentence him to—-"

** Ass!” roared Bob Cherry. * You ecan't find him guilty
till he's been tried

“Can’t 1¢" exclaimed Lord Manloverer, in surprise, T
thought a judge could find anybody guilty if he liked.”

** Oh, yon fathead! What's the good of a jury, then?”

“Blessed if I know! Is it any good?” asked Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence dn court! Lord Mauleverer will now open the
Pl‘O‘“:’:(‘(]illgﬁ. and if he doesn't talk sense he'll get a thick
ear!

* Oh, begad!”

“You have to ask the prisoner whether he's guiliy or not
guilty first, fathead!”

“ Yaas. Prisoner at the bar, are you guilty or not guilty
tivst, fathead?” 3

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tho clerk of the conrt has 1o ask that, T think.” said
Nugent dubionsly,

* Does het” said Boh,

ar—""

‘: Rats!" -

i i\;‘l,l‘!l_\!::ll guilty or not guilty®
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* Tho prisoner declines to plead,” said Bob. *‘ The trial
i.\ ill ghvn;vforc proceed.  Counsel for the prosccution will now
1op in.’

* Go it, Morgan!”

And Morgan went it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tried by the Form!
HERE was a buzz of talk and laughter in the body of
T the court as the counsel for the prosecution opened
his case. h i
** My lord, and gentlemen of the jury—"

* Go it, Morgan!”

* On tho ball!”

“Don't be long-winded !"

“Cut it short!”’

“ My lord, 1 appeal for order in court!”
cuting counsel. :

* Yaas. Order in court, my dear fellows! Otherwise, T
shall order the conrt to be eleared, don’t you know, begad!”

** You can't order the jury to be cleared out of court,” said
Billy Bunter. ** He, he, he! That blessed judge don’t know
tho law1”

* Somebody give Bunter a thick car!” said Bob Cherry.
“Order! Silence! Shut up! Go on, Morgan.”

** There are a few salient facts I wish to bring to the notice
of the jury,” said Morgan; and there was quite a murmur
of admiration for the way he put it. * In the first place,
the prisoner ot the bar has been guilty of the most repre-
hensible conduct. Words fail to deseribe the unparalleled
imfamy of this depraved wretch——"

* Oh, erumbs!"

“ Draw it mild!”

* Order !

“This wretch!” pursued Morgan, pointing o dramatic
finger at the scowling Bounder. ** Look at him, my lord,
and gentlemen of the jury—look at the scowling face, that
beetling brow, that whole countenance cast in the mould of
crime and wickedness—"

* You silly ass!” roared Vernon-Smith,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, Morgan!" yelled the juniors encouragingly.

Morgan was certainly going it strong, and his cloquence
was great.,

** What is the prisoner at the bar acensed of ' said Morgan
cloquently.  ** He was left out of the Remove footer eleven—
why? Because he breaks bounds of a night, smokes and plays
cards with other scum and refuse of humanity—""

** Hear, hear!”

*And, in conscquence, is not fit to play the grand old
game—that gume that has made England und Wales what
they are!”

** Hear, hear!"”

*“The Duke of Wellington——"" procceded Morgan.

* Ob, bother the Duke of Wellington!” said Bob Cherry.
“He wasn’t a Greyfriars chap, and e hasn't anything to do
with this bizney. Stick to the subjest!”

“My lord, if T am not allowed to conduct my case my
own way, I shall have no alternative but to throw up my
[Jrilvl," said the prosecuting counsel, appealing to the
Judge.

* Yaas, Shut up, Cherry!”

“The Duke of Wellington,” pursued Morgan victoriously,
“declured in a fumous remark that the Battle of Waterloo
was won on the playing-ficlds of Eton. With all possible
respect to the conqueror of Napoleon, I beg to observe that
the duke was oft-side in that remark. The Battle of Waterloo
was won on the football-tield of Greyfriars!”

** Hear, hear!™”

“ And where was the Battle of Majuba lost? asked Micky
Desmond,

* Silence in court!”

“1It has always been the aim of the Remove to keep alive
the glorious traditions of the game,” coutinued .‘-i

said the prose-

g organ.
“Vernon-Smith has failed in that respect. By riotous
iving—"
*Oh!"

“ By riotous living,” said Morgan firmly, *Smithy has
rendered himself unfit to play the grand old game which
has cavsed the British Empire to become what it is, And
then what does he do?  Left out of the team because he
cracks up, he procceds to league himself with a horde of
ruffians, and to interrupt a football match—the last word in
moral depravity. A fellow who doesn't lay footer is a
slacker. A fellow who doesn’t keep himself fit to play well
is a slacker and a toad.  But a fellow who spoils a game for
other fellows—with what words, gentlemen of the jury, shall
we deseribe him *" 5

* Rotter !
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I The Bounder snook his fist at tne grinning Removites. * You rotters! " he cried. * I'll make you sorry for this _*l'

before the Courtfield match is over! Maik my words!" (Nen U.’m_p(e:r 1.)

“Blighter !

“Worm "

“ Outsider ™

“Cad!”

The gentlemen of the jury evidently had a large supply of
words suitable for the occasion.

“Of this heinous conduct 1 secuse the lowering, scowling.
crime-hardened reprobate who stunds slinking before you!™
said Morgan, more eloquently than ever. ** And now [ will
proceed to call witnesses to prove my case,  Wharton !”

* Adsum " said Wharton,

“What is your name?"’

“Wharton, you ass!”

“What on earth do you want to ask Wharton his name
for?” demanded Bob Cherry, in amazement. * Have yon
gone off your rocker, Morgan?”’

“ A court of law has to proceed according to forms of law.”
said Morgan. “My majoi’s a barrister, look you, and 1
know what 1'm about. Wharton, I understand that you are
captain of the Remove footer cleven?™

*You know I am.”

“What I know is not evidence,” said the prosecuting
counsel severely, “and 1 beg the witness to keep to the

int.  Are you or are you not captain of the footer eleven
in the Remove Form, otherwise known as the Lower Fourth
Form?"”’

L Yl'h.-,

“Did you leave the prisoner at the bar out of the fooler

Tue Macxer LiBranry.—No. 305.

eleven on the oceasion of the fisture with Courtfield County
Council School ™

“1 did.”

“What were your reasons for so doing?”’

“The prisoner cracked up in the Redelyffe mateh last weak
and lost us the match, owing to having been ont on the
razzle the night before, when all respeetable persons were in
bed, For this reason he was seratched out of the team.”

* Now deseribe what happened at the match to-day."”

“The prisoner appeared there with a gang of hooligana
belonging to Higheliffe School, and raided the [footer ground
and stopped the match.”

“You may stand down, Mark Linley!”

“Here!" said the Lancashire lad.

“Were you present on this ocension ™

“OF course; 1 was in the eleven.”

“Did vou witness the occurrences  that  Wharlon
deseribes®!

“T eliel.”

“Very well: yvou may stand down,  Dul-lrode !

“Hallo " said Bulstrode.

“Do you corrobovate the evidence given by the previous
Lwo witnesses®”

“What-ho!” said the Remove goalkeeper,

“Thank yon! That will do.  Gentlemen of the jury, I
lave a number of other wiluesses who ean corroborate tho
evidence already given, if necessary, I think, however, that
that will be sufticient.  The prisoner at the bar is accused

¢ ’, . 1
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of treachery, disloyalty, and violence. I claim that my
witnesses have proved his guilt by their unimpeachable
testimony. Gentlemen of the jury, that is my case!”

And the prosccuting counsel sat down triumphantly.

It was unfortunate that a member of the jury, of practical
joking tendencies, had removed his chair while he was speak-
u:f. Morgun sat down, quite unintentionally, on the floor.

Jump !

i 0\‘. !ll

Laughter in court!

Morgan jumped up in a fury.

T Wﬁ;:t silly idiot moved my chair, look you?"” he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Order!”

“1'm going to punch his silly head!” bellowed Morgan.

“ Order I 3

“Yaas, order in court, yon know,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“ Gentlemen, the prosecuting counsel has stated his caso
cloquently. I find the prisoner at the bar guilty, and [
accordingly sentence him——"

“Ass!  The counsel for the defence hasn't spoken yet!”
snapped Bob Cherry. =

“Oh, begad " said the judge resignedly.  * Pile in, counscl
for the defence, and cut it short, or we shall be all night
about it!"”

Peter Todd stood up. | 1 | 1

“Gentlemen of the jury, I appear in defence of this
unhappy man—""

“0l;, erikey!”

“Go it, Todd " A

“'This unhappy man, at whom the finger of scorn is pointed,
whose conduct naturally raises loathing in every honourable
breast—""

“1 say, you're counsel for the defence, you know, not for
tho prosecution,” hinted Bob Cherry, in surprise.

o lpb(‘g to be allowed to conduct my case in my ewn way,
without unseemly interruptions,” said the counsel for the
defence. ** I am sure his lordship will 1

rotect me !

“ Yana; pilo in, kid!"” said his lordship.

“Look at this unhappy man!” pursued Peter Todd.
“Look at the lowering brow, the sneering lip, the baleful
eye! Is not crime and vice written in every line of that
debased, depraved countenance?  Gentlemen, 1 base my
defence on the character of the prisoner—the utterly bad and
irredeemable character of the prisoner! — Drought up amid
lh(!‘ (\“'l;ll" :m(l debasing influences of a millionaire’s home—"

. ’ !’

“Surrounded by the corrupting influences of filthy luere,
the prisoner has never learned to be a decent fellow; he has
never had the advantages that attend the upbringing of the
son of an honest and respectable workman! Is it, there-
fore, surprising that he has turned out to be a rotter?
Gentlemen of the jury, considering the vicions home sur-
roundings that inevitably fall to the lot of a millionaire’s son,
I say thut it would be surprising if he had not turned out to be
a rotter.  Un these grounds, and these grounds alone, 1
appeal for a verdict of not guilty !

There was a cackle of laughter in the court.  Peter Todd's
defence seemed rather more damaging to the prisoner at the
bar than Morgan’s prosecution. It was a case, as Frank
Nugent observed to Johnny Bull, of save me from my
friends.

“Gentlemen of the jury, T have done!
acquittal of the wretched, slinkin
before you, on the grounds that he has never really had a
chance to be decent.. Had his father been a respectable
workman on a pound a weck, gentlemen, this person would
never have appeared before you to be judged.  Will you
condemn him for the corrupting influences of the wealth he
did not create?  What is it that has made him wilful,
obstinate, reckless, and pigheaded? The super-abundance of
enervating wealth, gentlemen! T elaim that this wretched
specimen of a bloated millionaire class is more entitled to
pity than to condemnation. Gentlemen of the jury, that is
my case!”

And Peoter Todd sat down, taking eare to glance behind
him first to make sure that his chair was still there.

“1Is thot all, my dear fellow?” asked the judge.

“That is all, my lord.”

“Good ege! lysentnnr-n the prisoner to—""

“Fathead! The jury have got to find him guilty first!”
howled Bob.

*Oh, begad, have they? Gentlemen of the jury, you will
now proceed to find the prisoner guilty,” said the judge; and
again there was laughter in court,

The jury did not take long to deliberate. Tom Drown, the
New Zealander, was foreman of the jury, and he consulted his
comrades. The jurymen reached their decision in about three

T appeal for the
malefactor now standing

onds.
‘ Well, gentlemen, what is your verdict, don’t you know 7
asked the judge.
Tue Macxer Linrary.—No, 305.
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“ Guilty 1"

“ Guilty, begad! T sentence the prisoner at the bar—""

“ Yon im\'q to ask him if he has anything to say first.”

“ Yaas? Prisoner at the bar, have vou anything to say
why sentence should not be passed upon you according to the
giddy law "

“ Go and cat coke!” said the prisoner at the bar.

“1 sentence the prisoner fto hanged, drawn, and
quartered,” said the judge severcly. * After that, he is to
be frog’s-marched round the Rag, and made to run tho
gauntlet, and sent to Coventry by the whole Form."”

“ Hear, hear!”

The sentence of the judge met with unanimous approval.
The trial was over, and it only remained to carry out the
sentence of the court—which the Remove proceeded to do
with great gusto,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Punishment!
-y OLLAR him!”
Vernon-Smith was promptly collared.
The Bounder had stood with a sulky, sullen face
during the trial, with bitter rage and animosity in
his heart.

He had acted with utter recklessness in leaguing himself
with the Higheliffe fellows azainst his own school, and stop-
ping the football mateh; and he did not expeet to be forgiven
for it. Yet it was a blow to him to find the whole Form
azainst him, not excepting his own friends.  Bolsover major
and Snoop and Skinner were with the rest in condemning
him. The Bounder had sometimes evoked admirvation by his
recklessness and dare-devil courage—but this time he had gone
too far, and there was no pardon. Even Billy Dunter was
indignant, and loud in his condemnation.  And his conduet
must have been very bad indeed, to be condemned by Billy
Bunter.

There was anger, hatred, and all uncharitableness in the
Bounder's heart now., And he had to go through with his
junishment—there was no help for that. Fut he would not
submit tamely. He tors "himself away from Nugent and
Johnny Bull, and put up his hands, as the vengeful Removites
closed round him.

* Stand back ! he said, Letween his teeth,

Y1 say, you fellows——"

“ Gerrout of the way, Bunter, you ass!™

“But I say—I've got a suggestion to make—hold on a
minute ! exelaimed Bunter excitedly.  ** Look herve ! Instead
of ragging the Bounder, why not impose a fine ?”

“ What !"

“ Let's fine him a feed for the whole Form ! said Buntcr.

*“ Ha, ka, ha!”

“ Clear off, you porpoise !"

“Well, I think it's a jollv good idea,” said the Owl of the
Remove, “ Tt would punish him all right, and we should
have the feed, and—— Ow!"”

Bunter went whirling away from Bob Cherry's clbow, and
the Bounder was collared. Ile strugeled and hit out
furiously, but he was quickly secured.

“ Frog's march !” said Bob Cherry.

Round and round the Rag the juniors went in the frog’s
march.

By the time they had finished, the Bounder was in a sadly
dishevelled state. Iis collar was torn out, his tic was zone,
and his jacket was split up the back. He was covered with
dust, and his face was erimson with fury.

“ Now form up for the gauntlet,” said Bob.

Two lines of juniors were promptly formed.

Each of the fellows held something in his hand wherewith
to smite the Bounder as he ran between the lines—slippers, or
stuffed socks, or knotted handkerchicfs,

“ Start "' shouted Bob.

The Bounder set his teeth.

“ Hang you! I won't!”

“Won't you?" said Bob grimly. “ Then vou'll be made.
You're going to learn, Smithy, that you can’t muck up a
Remove footer match without trouble to follow. Are you
roing to start "

“ No, confound you!”

“ Btart him!" said Bob.

Half a dozen fellows detached themselves from the line, and
started Vernon-Smith, by the simple process of applying their
hoots to his person.  He was kicked into the opening between
the lines, and then the blows began to fall.

It was better to run than to stand still, there, and the
Bounder ran desperately, while showers of blows desconded
upon him from all sides.

Whack ! Whack! Whack ! Whack !

With gritting teeth, and flaming eyes, the Bounder ran,
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and the juniors almost fell over one amother to get their
blows in.

The uproar was terrifie; and the fellows of other Forms
out in the hall, at the door of the Rasm, and
demanded to know what was going on,

Whack ! Whack! Whack! Whack!

“ 0w, ow, ow!”

“ Lemme zet at him 1™

“ Give him another.”

“ Pilo in!”

. The Bounder was through at last. ITe stazgered out of ihe
lines, ::uisnng for breath, and sank exhausted on the floor.

‘“ Run him through again!" proposed Snoop.

But Wharton shook his head.

“ Enough's as good as a feast!” he said. © TTe’s had his
punishment.”

“ Excepting the Coventry ! growled Johuny Dull.

“ And he's going to get that. Vernon-Smith, vou under-
stand that vou're sent o Coventry for the yest of the term.
Any fellow in the Remove speaking to yowwill be sent {0
Coventry as well !

“ Hang vou!" groaned the Bounder.

“If vou want somebody to speak to, von ean go over o
vour giddy chums at Higheliffe,” said 3ob Cherry.

“You've in Coventey  here,” said  Wharton, “That’s
soltled.  Now we're finished heve—""

Ther a sharp rap at the door.

“ Open this door at once!™

“Wingate " muttered Bob Cherry,

Tt was the voice of the captain of Greyfeisi=  The nproar
in the Rag had evidently attvacted the aitention of the pre-
feets—which was not at all surprising, consideving the din
ihat the racgors had been making.

Hurey Wharton unlocked the door and threw it open, and
the eaptain of Greyfriars strode in with an angey brow,

** What is all this uproar abonut ?”" he demanded.

“ Only a little ragging,” said Bob Cherey cheerfully, © All
over now, too!"”

te's eves fell upon Vernon-Smith.  The Bounder had
stagzered to his feet, and he stond. panting for breath, his
face dusty and furious.

* Smith,” exclaimed Wingate, * what is the matter with
vou? Do vou mean to say that vou have all been rugging
Vernon-Smith, Wharton ¥

“Yes, It was a Form ragging.”

* Looks to me more like bullying,” said Wingate, his brow
darkening.  ** You will have to explain this, Wharton.”

“1t's easy enongh to explain.  Vernon-Smith joined the
Migheliffe fellows, and stopped the footer mateh we were
playing at Courtlield to-day,” said Harry quietly,

“0h!  That alters the case.  You did that, Vernon-
Smith "

“Yes, T did,” said the Bounder defiantly.

“Then you deserve all you've got, amd perhaps a little
more.” =ail Wingate sternly. ** [f vou hadn't been well
vagged, I'd give you a thorough licking myself for such a
rascallv thing. Youn ought 1o be ashamed of yoursell.”

The Bounder scowled sullenly, and made no veply.

“ No more of this, though, you nnderstand.” said Wingate.

“ Al serene,” grinned Peter Todd. ** The judgment of the
court has been earried out, and ju<tice is satizlied.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

George Wingate left the Rag. There were some cases in
which raggings were by no means justifiable, but in this case
it was more than justified, and the prefect had no desire
whatever to interfere.  Vernon-Smith limped towards the
door after him. At the door he panzed, to Hing back a
savage look at the Removites.

TN make yon sorry for this, all of you!"
between his teeth.

- ‘lnt." !b.

“ And especially you, Wharton--wait a little, and you'll
sen !l
Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

The Bounder limped out of the Rag. Curions glances from
the fellows in the hall met him. but fw only scowled in reply
to questions, and dragzed hims=elf away to the Remove
dormitory. 1Te was, as Coker of the Fifth remuarked, very
bedly in want of a wash and a brush-up.

“ The giddy demands of justice are satisfied,” Peter Todd
i'r-marlu.s:-lf. *1 don't think ¢ven the Bounder will forget that
esson.

* The lessonfulness lias been teriific, my worthy ¢ham ™

Billy Bunter gave a snort.

* Much better to fine him a feed for the whole Form, vou
silly asses ! he said. ** We should Luve the feed now, and—
leggo my ear, Peter Todd-—ow !

* Shurrup, then!” said Peter.

“1 am not quite sure whether my TCuele Bonjamin would
fnlly approve of this proceeding, myv dear Peter.” remarked
Alonzo Todd slowly and thoughifully, as if Lie had given that
point a greal deal of considecation.

“ Lucky Unele Ben Lasn’t anything to Jo with it then,”
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grin‘nvd Peter. “ Give him a rest, Lonzy, and give me a rest,
toon.”

“ My dear Poter——""

But Peter walked away without waiting for the vest of his
consin Alonzo's views on the subject. Alonzo Todd was the
only fellow who had any doubts upon the matter—the rest
of the Remove were satisfied that justice had been done. As
Bob Cherry put it, the Bounders had asked for it, and now he
had got it—and that was all,

THRE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
By Sentence of the Form!
VRR.\'O:\'-S)IITE.I remained in his study the rest of that

evening.

No one came there {o see him.

He knew that sentenee of Coventry had been passed
upon him by the Form. but at first he had not lnLt‘l\ it
seriously,  He expecied that his own friends, at leasi,
would stand by him. But he soon found out his mistake.

Skinner, with whom the Bounder had lately made it up
after a long-standing quarrel, kept away, though he shared
the same study with \"'rnon-Hmiilll. Bolzover major did not
drop in for a chat. Snoop did not eome, Stott did not come.
Even Billy Bunter did not blink in at the door in search
of a cheap supper.

The Bounder was left severely alone.

He did his preparation, and then sat in the armchair
before the fire, with a book in his hand, but not reading.

He was plunged in gloomy reflections.

He had been carried a\\'uf’ by animosity in what hie had
done that afterncon, and when it waa all over, he realised
that he had gone too far, and he would have retrieved the
false step if he could. But that was impossible, and he had
hardened himself to take the consequences.

But the consequences were more far-reaching than he had
expected. He had anticipated the ragging, but to be sent to
Coventry in addition was unexpected. And yet, when le
came to think of it, there was nothing to be surprised at.

Even Wingate, of the Sixth. who took no inicrest in the
Remove affairs personally, had been disgusted at his conduet,
and pronounced that the ragging was well-deserved. And
the Bounder, deep in his own heart, had to acknowledge
also that it was well deserved.

The fact that no one came to the study showed that the
sentence of Coventry was being carried out, and the Bounder
did not eare to descend and face it in the common-room and
the passages. But he felt @ keen desire to be assured upon
the subject, and presentls when he heard footsteps in the
Remove passage, Le rose and opened his door and looked
out.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was coming along the passage.

Vernon-Smith ealled to him, as the Nabob of Bhanipur was
passing wi!h averted face:

The nabob did not reply, but walked on. Vernon-Smith
scowled fiercely.

“(an’t you hear me?”

No answer.

“You confounded nigger!”

Still no reply.  Vernon-Smith gritted his tecth as he
watched the Indian junior go into his study. Inky's door
closed. Smithy went back into his own room, slammed the
door, and sank into the armchair again.

It was evidently real enough. The kind-hearted, good-
natured Nabob of Bhanipur had eut him; and if Inky did
s0, it was pretty certain that the rest of the Form would do

he shouted.

Vernon-Smith lighted a cigarette, and thought the matter
ont as he smoked in his study. He was sorry for what he
had doue, in view of the consequences; but, otherwise, ho
did not repent, and his breath was full of anger and malice.

To be cut by the Form was a heavy punishment o be
ignored by ““rotters™ like Snoop and Bunter, as well as by
decent fellows, was a bitter humiliation. Dut that was what
it had come to, and it would last the rest of the term,
After the Christmas holidays, perhaps, when all the fellows
came back fresh to Greyfriars, he would be able 1o make a
fresh start—schoolboys do not have long niemories,  But for
tha short remainder of the term he wust live the life of an
outsider, a pariah. a fellow who waos ignored and eut. Tho
wero thought of it made him grind his tecth

Plunged in bitter thoughts he did not observe the tine,
and half-past nine, the bed-time of the Remove, passed. and
he was still sitting in the armchair, hiz brows knitted in
thought, and quite a pile of cigarette-ends growing in the
fendoer.

Meanwhile, the Remove had gone up to {heir dormilory,

Loder, of the Sixth, canre to see lighis ovat, and he frowned

1
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as he saw that one of the Forin was not there. The duties
of a prefect were a bore and a bother to Loder, thoush he
was glad cuough to possess the privileges of that oftice.

“Where's Smith:"” he rapped out.

“I think he's in his study,” said Bob Cheriy.

“Go and feteh him!”

Bob hesitated. By sentence of the Remove he was unable
to speak to the Bounder, awd he had no intention of doing
50, prefect or no prefeet.  Loder stared at him angrily.

“Well, why don't you go?” he snapped. “Go and tell
Smith at once to come to bed !

Bob Cherry left the dormitors, and descended to the
Remove passage. He knoecked at the door of Vernon-
Bmith's study, and opened it.

The Bounder started in his chair, and swung round.

Bob took a stump of peneil from his pocket, and serawled
in his big, schoolboy haud vpon a sheet of impot. paper
that lay on the table:

* Bed-time. Loder's waiting !

He held it up and showed it to Vernon-Smith, who glared
at him as if he would eat hin,

* You silly ass!" growled the Bounder.
a tongue?"

Bob Cherry made no reply. He laid the paper on the
table, and walked out of the study without a word.

“You fathead!” shouted the Bounder, “Can’t you
speak "'

Bob walked away in silence.

Vernon-Smith scowled, and rose to his feet. e collected
up the cigarette-ends, amd stirred them carefully into the
fire, and then turned out the light and left the study. 1le
came into the Remove dormitory with a black brow.

If it had been any other member of the Remove, Loder
would have given him lines for keeping him waiting ; but
Loder, the black sheep of the Sixth, had many things in
common with the black sheep of the Remove. They were
on uncommonly good terms for senior and junior—indeed,
somo of the fellows said that they joined the same card-
partit-s sometimes, after lights out, m the back-pariour of
the Cross Keys in Friardale, 8o Loder only rapped out :

“Get to bed. Smith! You've kept me waiting !’

“Sorry,” said the Bounder. ** I didn't notice the time.”

“Well, turn in !

Vernon-Snrith turned in.

Loder put out the light and left the dormitory.

Vernon-Smith lay in silence, listening to the cheery buzz
of talk that ran from bed to bed. Ile did not join in it;
he knew that any observation he made would not be
answered, It was a bitterly humiliating position, for he had
always held his head high, and had always disdained to
court anybody’s society. The millionaire’s son expected to
be courted, and one of his grievances aguinst the Famous
Five was that they did not care twopence for his wealth.

Most of the juniors were discussing the coming Christimins
bolidays, before they went to sleep, chatting cheerfully over
the prospect. It had been understood that Bolsover ‘major
was going home for the holidays with Vernon-Smith, and
the Bounder wondered now whether that arrangement would
be kept.

Bolsover, the bully of the Remove, had always chummed
more or less with the Bounder. Samuel Vernon-Smith, the
millionaire, had taken a place in the country near Wharton
Lodge, Harry Wharton's home, and there Dolsover was to
have spent part of the vacation with him. A good many
fellows would have been glad to be asked to the millionaire’s
home. But that seemied to be changed now.

The voices died away at last. Then Vernon-8mith spoke:

“ Bolsover 1™

No reply from Bolsover major,

“ Are you asleep, Bolsover:™

Silence.

* Snoop, are you asleep '

No answer,

* Bunter "

Snore.

Vernon-Smith did not believe that they were asleep.  But
he did not speak again. Ile turned his head upon the
pillow, and closed his eves.

He was in Coventry. and the fellows who might have stood
by Lim, either from friend<hip or from interesied motives,
had joined with the rest against him.

It was a long time before the Bounder stept.  Tle was
revolving in his mind schemes of revenze upon llarry
Wiarton & Co.

But he slept at last.
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When the rising-bell elanged out in the morning, the
Bounder, as usual, was one of the first out of bed. For the
maoinent he had forgotten the sentence of Coventry.

“Jolly cold, isn't 1t %" he said, as Bulstrode turned out of
the mext bed.

“Yes,"” said Bulstrode unthinkingly.
and turned away his head.

* Coming out for a run before brekker
Smith.

Bulstrode shock his head.

“Why nott™

No reply.

“ Haven't you got a tongue *” asked the Bounder savagely.

Bulstrode did not secm 1o hear.

“Haven't you got a tongue, either, Skinner?
the Bounder.

Skinner looked uncomfortable, but did not spealk.

Vernon-Smith dressed and went down by himself, his brow
dark. and his eves gleaming. The Reme were in carnest
~and he was in Coventry—and he was realising that it was a
most uncomfortable place to be in.

Then he coleured,

a:ked Vernen-

sneered

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In Coventry!
R. QUELCH, the Remove-master. glanced sharply st
Vernou-Smith in the Form-room that morning.
Ile could not help noticing the junior’s dark,
sullen face,

But the rest of the Remove did not seem to notice Vernon-
Smith at all.

When morning lessons were over, and the Remove were
filing out, Mr. Queleh made the Bounder a sign to remain.

Vernon-Smith stopped by the Form-master's desk while the
other fellows left the Form-room.

“ You are in trouble with vour Form fellows, T think,
Smith?” said Mr. Quelch quietly and kindly,

Mr. Quelch took some interest in the Bounder. He was
reckless, often disrespectful, and sometimes as insolent as he
dared to be. On one occasion which had never been for-
gotten, he had openly defied his Forni-master, and would have
been expelled from the school: but then, strangely enough,
the better side of his nature had come to light,” and Mr.
Quelch could not forget that the Bounder had visked his life
to save him from a terrible peril. The boy who could do that
conld not be all bad, Mr. Queich thought, and since that time
he had been very kind to the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith did not veply to the question, but the scowl
upon his brow deepened.  He did not want Mr. Queleh’s com-
Ppassion.

“1 hear that there was trouble yesterday—a ragging, or
something of the kind,” said Mr. Quelch.  * You have made
no complaint, and I do not wish to inquire into the mattoer,
Vernon-Smith.  But I am sorry to see you at variance with
the others. 1 have been very pleased of late to see you on
better terms with Wharton and his friends. I presume that
you have guarrelled with them again?”

“Yes," said Vernon-Smith.

“I will not ask upon which side the blame lics,” said Mr.
?ur—l(-h. He had, as a matter of fact, very little doubt upon
that point. **But I am sorry to see this, when you were
getting on so well,”

I don’t complain,” said the Bounder.

“ But surely, Smith, it wonld be wiser, if you have given
offence, to acknowledge vour fault, whatever it is, and lot
the present state of affairs cease,” said the Remove master
kindly.

The Bounder was silent.

“Very well.” said Mr. Quelch. with a sigh. “T spoke to
you with the kindest motives, Smith, You may go!”

And the Bounder went.

There had been another fall of snow during the night, and
ntost of the juniors had swarmed out into the Close for snow-
balling. The Bounder stood in the doorway, und regarded
them sullenly. He was not wanted.

Snoop was standing in the doorway, too; he was not ad-
dicted to healthy exercise.  The Bounder looked at him
grimly, as he edged away a little,

*So yon don’t want to speak to me?’ he said.

“I=T1 don’t mind!" muttered Snoop, after a glance round
to sce that no Remove fellow was within howing, * But
you're in Coventiy, you know, Smithy.”

“ What do you care whether I stopped the focter-match, or
not?’

“Not a jol.”" said Snoop promptly. * Dut—but it's by
order of the Form, yon know. If I speak to vou, I shall be
sent to Coventry, too”

“ 8o von Nt Wharton dictate to vou, like all the rest??

“It asn't that—it's the whole Form. And—and it was a
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the liighcliﬂ'u cads against your own school.”

“ Bhocked, ain’t you?" sneered the Bounder.

“Well, it wasn't playing the same,” said Snoop.

“1f some of the fellows would stick to me, Wharton would
have to chuck this rot,” said Vernon-Smith., * Half a dozen
fellows would be enough.”

Frank Nugent came down to the doorway, and he looked
quickly at the two.

“Snoop ! he said quietly. ““You know what sou're going
to got if vou talk to that fellow for the rest of this tormn,™

“I1—1 wasn't talking to him,” stammered Snocp. “ He
spoke to mo. Lock here, Smithy, you let me alone. I don't
want to hive anvthing to say to vow.”

And Suoop went out into the Close with Nugent,

The Bounder hung restlessly about the passage till Bolsover
major earie by, Then he made another atiempt. DBolsover
was walking by as if he did not see the Dounder at all, but
Nernon-Smith canght him by the arm, and stopped Bim.

“Look here, a word with you,” said Vernon-Smith
savagely. ** Are you going to stick to Wharton like this, up
against me?”

“You're in Coventry,” said Balsover shortly., “1'm not a
vory particular chap, but I draw the line at what vou did.
It was rotten—utterly outside. You jolly well ought to be
cnt by every decent chan.”

““Are you coming home for the holidays with me?”

“No, I'm not,” said Bolsover: and he walked away.

Vernon-Smith elenched his hands. He went out into the
Close, and tramped through the snow to the little tuckshop on
the other side.  Billy Bunter as, usual, was in the tuckshop.
He was trying to persnade Mrs. Mimble to let him have a
single solitary jam-tart. It appeaved that he wa=s expecting
a postalovder, from a titled velation, that very evening.
But Mrs. Mimble had heard of that postal-order before, and
she was adnmant.

Bunter blinked at Vernon-Smith as he came in, bnt did not
speak.  He had been warned of the direful things that would
happen to him if he spoke to the Dounder. But Bunter was
hungry, and when he was hungrey he forgot every other con-
sideration.  As a rule, the Bounder treated Bunter with dis-
dain: but just now the friend:zhip. of the Owl of the Remove
would have been a boon to him.

“Hard up?”’ he asked genially,

“Yes,” groancd Bunter. * I've been disappointed about a
postal-order, you know, owing to the delay in the post at
Christmas-time—ahem! I suppose yvou couldn’t 1t me have
half-a-crown ™

“ Coertainly " said Vernon-Smith.

Buunter's face lighted up.

T say, that’s jolly decent of you, Smithy,” he exelaimed.
“1 don't hold with the chaps sending you to Coventry, you
know.,"

Vernon-Smith smiled, and laid half-a-crown on the eounter.
Billy Bunter was quickly ec ing refr nt liquid and
solid to the exact value of two shillings and sixpence.  When
his supply was finished, he blinked doubtfully at Vernon-
Smith, The prospect of being bumped by Bob Cherry, or
kicked by Harry Wharton, considerably discounted his grati-
tude to the Bounder, now that he had had his feed.

*Coming out?’ asked Vernon-Smith.

“ Ahem !”

“We'll have a little run before dinner.”

“Ahem! You see, ydbu'pe in Coventry, you know!” stam-
mered Bunter.

“1 thought you didu't quite approve of that,” said Vernon-
Smith, with a steely glitter in his eves.

“Nunno! Quite so; b-but it’s the order of the Form, you
know. I can’t have all the fellows down on me on your
account, Sorry, you know. Good-bye!”

Bunter rolled out of the tuck-shop, leaving the Dounder
gritting his teeth.,

Sven Bunter, whom he despized heartily, had failed him.
The Owl of the Ilemove would sneak to him if he was fed,
and just as long as the feed lasted, and no longer. The
Bounder drove his hands deep into his pockets, snd walked
out of the tuck-shop by himself. It was useless—he kuew it
now. He was in Coventry, and he had to make up his mind
to stay there, and make the best of it. And he was pot moch

comforted by the knowledge that he had brought it wpon-

himself, and had only himself to thank for it.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Extraordinary !

HIE Head was astonished.
I He was sitting in his study, with a letter in his hand,

which he had read through three times, and was now
reading for the fourth.
Tt amazed him.,
“Bless my soul ! murmured the Head,
ordinary! Really extraordinary !
Tne Macser Lisrary.—No. 305.
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He touched the bell. and Trotter, the page, appoared in
the doorway.

“Kindly ask Mr. Quelch to step here, Trotter,” said the
Head.

* Yessir.”

In & few minutes Mr, Quelch came into the studv, Mr,
Quelch was the Head's vight hand man, and was frequently
consulted by Dre. Locke. Dut he had never been consulted
upan o extraordinary a matier as now,

“Mray sit down, Mr. Queleh. T wish to azkk vour opinion
about a matter—a most unusual and extraordinary occur-
rence,” saud the Head.

My, OQueleh looked interested.

1 am quite at your seivice, sir,” he said.

“T1 have received a letter,”” said Dr. Locke, *a most amaz-
ing letter. I shonld certainly consjder that it was a jest, a
hoax—in fact, 2 practical joke—but it has been accompanied
by a sum of money. I presume that even the most absurd
ctical joker wonld not pait with twenty pounds for the
o of a foolis ke.”
> I should imagine not, sir'” said Me, Quelch, with a smile.
ST should vegard it as very improbable indeed.”

The Head pointed to a banknote for twenty pounds that
lay unon his desk,

*“That banknote came in the letter. which was registerad,”
he suid,  * Look at it—it is undoubiedly o genuine bauknote.”

Mr. Queleh looked at the note, and nodded.

* Quite so, sir.

“And now, pray. vead the letter, and tell me what yon
think of it,”" said Locke. **1 think you wil! agree with
me that it is extraordinary—very extraovdinary indeed.”

The Remove master took the letter the Head handed to
him, and cast his eyes upon it.  An expression of great
astonishment came over his foce.

1 thought you would be surprised,” said the Head.

“I am astonished.”

Aud Mr, Queleh yead the letter through again. Tt was cor-
tainly the most extraovdinary letter that had cver been
received by the Head of Greyiviars, and the most extra-
lln'(limlr}' letter that the master of the Remove had ever read.
t ran:

“"To Dr. Locke, Headmaster of Grevfriars School.

“Dear Sir,—DPray excuse me, a perfect stranger, for ad-
dressing this letter to you.

*1 have a debt of gratitude to pay, and I addiess yon, the
Headmaster of Greyfriavs, as the most appropriate person,
under the cireumstances,

“1 am a stranger in this country, from a distant Colony.

“One day last week, while in the vieinity of Greyfriars
School, I fell into a great danger, from which I was rescued
by a boy belonging to your school.

“1 do not know the boy's name, and am only aware that
he is a member of thie Remove—the Lower Fourth Form of
Greylriars. .

“T am desirons of making this brave boy a Christinas
present, as a slight acknowledgment of my gratitude to Lim.
For this purpose I enclose the banknote for £20-—-Twenty
Pounds.

“May T beg vou to discover which boy in the Remove
Form risked his life to save that of a stranger, and to hand
him the enclosed banknote? This is not a pavment, but
merely for the purchase of some souvenir of the occasion,
and therefore need not offend the noble boy's suscepti-
bilities in any w

“This very #:;;_\' I amn compelled to leave England to

return to my own country, and eannot therefore have the

pleasure of paying yon a personal visit. But I am sure
you will sympathise with my desire to acknowledge the
great serviee done e by a Greyfriars boy.

“May I make a suggestion? 1t 1s barely possible that,
when inquiry is made, some lad may desire 1o obtain the
reward, and may theeefore make an unjust elaim.

“As I ennnot give the box's name, care must be exercised
in the matter,

“1 requese that this letter may be put up on the school
notice-board, for all the Remove Form 1o rvead. Thus it
will come to the knowledge of the boy 1 desive to find,

“T s<hould suggest that, say a couple of days later, the
school should be assembled in Hail, and the boy ealled upon
to come forward,

“He may be identiiied in the following mauner:

“In suving me from the danger I bave spoken of, the
noble Jad hadd the wisfortune to ent his arm just holow the
elbow—a deep cut, which eannot have been guite healed Ly
this time, and must have lefi a mark.

“The boy. therefore, who has o ent on his right arm Jnst
below the elbow, is the boy who risked his life to =ave mine,
and to whon my Cheistias present s due.

“Will you do this, sir, to oblige u sivanger in the land,
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who has no rther means of acknowledging his gratitude for
a great service rendered ?

“With the greatest respeet, sir, I am,

“A Corox1al TRAVELLER.”

The Head and Mr. Quelch looked at one another as the
Remove-master laid the letter upon the desk beside the bank-
note for twenty pounds, They were equally amazed.

“ It is extraordinary !"” said Mr. Quelch. ‘“ A very extra-
ordinary letter indeed! It is curious that he does not sign
his name.”

“ And he gives no particulars of the danger from which he
was rescued,’”’ said the IHead thoughtfully, * neither does he
specily upon which day it occurred.”

“That is very curious.”

“ Very curious indeed.
but—"

“ But there is the banknote,” said Mr. Quelch. “Tt is a
genuwine note. A foolish practical joker would not part with
twenty pounds, I suppose, for nothing. Besides, where does
the joke come in?”

& %Juim s0, If there is no claimant for the note the
whole matier falls through, and if there is a claimant it will
prove the genuineness of the cecurrence.”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“Pwenty pounds is a Jarge sum of money for a junior
schoolboy,” he said. “1I fear it might be coveted by some
lad not entitled to it. I hope there is no such boy in my
Form, certainly, but it iz hard to be suve.”

“But the identilication will be casy, if the statement in
the letter is correct.”

‘“ Have you heard anything of such a happening lately 27

“ No, sir. It nas nat come to my knowledge.”

“ But there are boys in your Form who are quite capable
of such an action as risking life for the sake of a stranger?”

“Oh, certainly, sir,” said Mr. Quelch at once. “ I could
name several boys—Wharton, for instance, and Linley, and
Brown—and, indeed, Vernon-Smith.”

*‘ The boy in_question must be very modest as well as very
brave, as he did not give his name to this Colonial gentleman,
and as he has not mentioned the matter in the echool.”

“Yes; and that is more like Wharton or Cherry than
Vernon-Smith,” said the Remove-master thoughtfully. “I
think, sir, that this letter must be genuine, and that the
Colonial gentleman is simply a little eccentric in the way he
has chosen to show his gratitude. There can be no harm in
a boy receiving such a handsome Christmas present from a
man whose life he has saved.”

“ None at all,”” said the Head heartily.

“There are few boys in the Form to whem such a sum
would be of little moment. Lord Mauleverer, Vernon-Smith,
Hurree Bingh, Wun Lung, they are the only boys who Lave
command. of very much money. At Christmas-time, too,

I should regard it as a hoax,

money, is generally very acceptable to boys. I sce no
ohjection to it.”?
“My own thought exactly,” said the IHead, *‘*and,

eccentric as the Colonial gentleman appears to be, he seems
to have a kind heart, and certainly the whole affair redounds
to the credit of Greyfriars.”

“ That is very true."”

“Then I think that I shall carvy out the desire of ihis
unknown gentleman,” said the Head. ¢ Otherwise, indeed,
I should hardly know what to do with the banknote, as he
has given no address whatever to which it could be returned,
and I could mot, of course, retain it. You approve, then,
of carrying out his wishes?”

. “Quite so, sir. And I am very gratified that it is a boy
in my Form who has done this action and brought credit
upon the school.”

“Then the letter shall be placed on the notice-hoard to-
day,” said the Head, ‘‘ and to-morrow evening the school
shall be assemrbled for the purpose of identifying the boy
and handing him the Colonial gentleman’s Christmas
present.”

“Yery good, sir!”?

A quarter of an hour later the Colonial traveller's amaz-
ing letter was pinned on the notice-board in the hall, and all
Greyfriars read it with amazement and the keenest interest,
but the Remove with the kecnest interest of all. It was to
the Remove Form that the unknown hero belonged. But
:\']n[::h fellow was i6?7 That was what all Greyfriars wanted
o Lnow.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The First Claimant !
% REAT 8COTT!”

“ My hat!”
“ The hatfulness is terrific!”
“Who's the giddy hero?”

“ Twenly quid " /
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“TIt must be a jape!”

“ Bure, twenty quids is a lot of money !

All sorts of remarks were passed by the keenly interested
Removites as they clustered before the notice-board, where
that vemarkable letter was displayed.

Some member of the Form was eniitled to the banknote
{or twenty pounds now in the possession of the Head.

Who was the lucky man?

Naturally, the Remove were very much cxcited about the
matter,

The members of the other Forms were a little envious.

“1 dare say the traveller made a mistake, and it wasn'l a
Remove kid at all,” Hobson of the 8hell declared. ** Much
more likely to have been a Shell chap.”

“Or one of the Fifth, more likely,”
Form. “I wonder "

And Coker’s face assumed a very thouzhiful expression.
Perhaps he was trying to remember whether he had saved
a Colonial traveller's life the week before and forgotten all
about 1t.

“ Was it vou, Coker I grinned Potter of the Fifth.

“Well, the chap doesn’t say how Lis life was saved,” zaid
Coker. i
“ Bhouldn’'t wonder if it was Cloler,” said Frank Nugent.
In fact, L think it's jolly likely.”

“Do you?" said Coker, very pleased.

Nugent nodded solemmnly.

“Yes; vou might have saved his life withoub knowing it
quite easily.’™

“1 don’t quite see how,” said Coker doubtiully. *Ilow do
you make it out, Nugent?”

“Yes; I'm blessed if I see it, either,” said Johnny Bull,
in surprise. ' How on earth do you make that out,
Franky "?

“ Quite simple.  Buppose Ceker met him on the read, say,
without noticing him specially—-"

“Yea?? said Coker, greatly interested.

“ And suppose the man was looking straight at you—
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““ And you turned your head before he saw your face

Y Well

“ Then he would have passed you withent sccine your
face----""

“Yes??

“ And
gravity.
system.”

There was a yell of laughter from the juniors, and Nugent
seudded off just in time, as the infurinted Coker made a
rush at him.

It was not likely that the Colonial travellei's life had been
saved in the manner Frank Nugent suggested, but it was a
puzzle to guess how it had been saved. If he had fallen
into the river, good swinuners like Wharton or Mark Linley
might have fished him out, only they hadn’'t. He might
have been walking over the level-crossing, when a Remove
chap rushed up just in time to warn him that "the express
was  coming, onJl_sr it hadn’t happened. Bome  gullant
youngster might have saved him from Farmer Johnson’s
black buli, but if so, he would surely have remembered it,
and noborfy in the Remove could recall sich a circumstance.

What was ‘the danger from which the Colonial traveller
had been saved? It was certainly very careless of him not
to have specified the circumstances,

Indeed, every fellow in the Remove might have invented
a story of a hair's breadth escape if he had so chosen, for the
Colomal traveller had plainly stated that he was leaving
England the same day that the letter was written, 70 he
would certainly never be on the spot to deny it.

The fellows asked each other questions, and all of them
were trying to think of some heroic deed done and forgotten.

Some of them, it is to be feared, were also trying to
malke up a plausible story; perhaps trying to convince them-
selves before they started trying to convinee others.

As Bob Cherry observed, twenty quid was not to be
sneczed at, especially just before breaking up for the Christ-
mas holidays.

Lots of things could be done with twenty pounds.

A new footer and complete footer rig-out, for instance, or
a new bike, or a stunning feed to wind up the term beforoe
breaking up. Or a trip abroad during the holidays—that
could be run on twenty quid.

It was a large sum of money to a junior schoolboy; and,
of course, the fellow who had saved the (‘olonial traveller’s
life was entitled to it. Even Lord Maulevercr said that there
would be nothing derogatory to a fellow’s dignity in aceept-
ing that handsome Christmas present. Most of the juniors
did not bother about the dignity in the matter, though.
They thought chiefly of the banknote, and whether they
could possibly lay a claim to it
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that saved his life!” said Nugent, with owllike
** Otherwise, he might have died of shock to the
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Wharton strode over to the touch-line to speak to the crowd of Highcliffe fellows, whose lovks showed only too |
plainly that they meant mischief. ** Look here, what's your little game, you chaps ? ' he cried, (See Chapter ) |

“The Co. ought to bag that twenty somehow,” Bob Cherry
remarked thoughtfully. * *“ I suppose you didn't pull the
man out of the river, did you, Wharton ?"’

* No,” said Harry, laughing.

“You might have let it slip your memory, you know.”

“ Hardly !

“Did you save him from a mad bull or an escaped lion,
Johnny "’

“ Not that T remember,” grinned Johnny Bull,

“Well, you haven't got much of a memory, you know.
You forgot that you were going to do half my lines yester-
day.”’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Nugent may have rushed forward at the critical moment
and dragged him from under the engine of the London
express ! suggested Bob.

“ Must have been sleep-walking when I did it, then,” said
Nugent, with a chuckle. ““1 don’t remember it.”

“ Did you save anybody’s life last week, Inky?”
¢ :][-Iurruc Jamszet Ram Singh shook his dusky head sorrow-

ully.

“The regretfulness is terrific, my worthy cham, but T
cannot say with truthfulness that I did. T sheu'd have been
delightfully pleased to save the life of the honourable and
ludicrous Celoninl Traveller. Dut it was not z0."

Bob Cherry rubbed his nese thoughtfully.
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“And I suppose I didn't, either,” he confessed. I

suppose a chap couldn’t do it and forget all about it? I'm
sorry we can’t have that twenty quid. We could have had
a stunning spread with it.”

“But who on earth was the giddy hero?”’ said Harry
Wharton.

“T wonder.”

T say, you fellows

The Co. turned towards Bunter. Billy Bunter’s eyes wera
glistening behind his big speetacles, and he looked exeited.

“Ilallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Dob. ¢ Have yon
spotted the winner, Bunter?”

“ You fellows scen that letter on the board?’ asked
Buanter, !

“ Yes, ass.”

“ 1 suppose I'm entitled to claim the money?”" said Bunter.

There was a roar from the Famous Five.

“ You !

Banter nodded.

“ Yoz, me ! You chaps know what 2 plucky chap T am——-

“I1a, ha, ha!”

“If vou think you're going to do me cut of my reward
vou're joliv well mistaken!  T'm the chap, and all other
elaimants are spurious.”’

“ When did vou do it?7 grinned Bob Cherry.

“Last Wednesday,” said Bunter, “ while you fellows wers

(1]
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gone over to Courtficld to play fsoter, you know. I {ook
& walk along the river.”

“Go on!” said Wharion.

“ Well, suddenly I heard a fearful shrick, and I looked
round and saw hum struggling in the water. To throw off
my jacket was the work of a moment. ”

* Yes, it generally is in sueh cases—anyway, in books,™
said Nugent. ** What else did you do? Throw off your
waisteoat 7

**No; I planged into ihe raging flood

“ Hear, hear ’?

1 seized him by the collar and swam ashore with him—-

* You can’t swim 1" yelled Johnny Bull.

“ Well, I—TI ecan swim a bit, you know,” stammered Billy
Buanter, rather taken aback, having forgotten that somewhat
important circumstance, ‘ and—and under the influence of
--of a noble devotion, yvou kuew, I—I swam better than
usual. I dragged him ashore

** I suppose the water was ¢old 77 asked Bob.

“ Yes, very.”

“*Very sharp, in fac

“Yes, awfully sharp.”

it _'\nd”lhat was how you came to cut your clbow I’

**ThY

* The Colonial traveller says that the giddy rescuer cut
his elbaw,™

“ That—that was dene on a fragment of the iee,” said
Bunter,

* The river wasn't [rozen last Wednesday I velled Bob.

“ Ahem! I mean I cut my elbow on—on—-on a branch.”

* Let's see the cut 1™

“ The—the cut ! stammered Bunter.

“Yes. Pull up your sleeve and show us the cut.
post vou've still got it 77

* Ye-e-e5, of—of course.”’

" Well, show it to us.”

“1 deecline to show it to chaps who doubt my word!”
etammered DBunter. “I—I refuse to do anything of the
gort ! IT—[—7

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter retreated. followed by a vell of laughter.
Bunter went directly to his study, and locked the door, and
a few minutes later a velp of pain might have been heard
by anyone who had passed the door of No. 7 in the Remove
passage. DBut when Billy. Bunier canie oul of the study
again he had a eut on his arm just below the elbow—an
indubitable proof that he was the fellow who had saved
the life and carned the undying gratitude of the Colonial
traveller.

1

"
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Heroic Skinner!

110 was it ? . :
W Who was the hero who was hiding his light under

a bushel ?
It was a most intercsting question.

Peter Todd, who was quite anxious to secure the twenty-
pound banknote for No. T Study, questioned his study-mates
on the subject at tea that evenmg., Alonzo Todd shook his
head =adly. He hadw’t saved anybody's life so far as he
was aware.  Billy Bunter had—or he said he had—but Peter
declined to listen to him. Tom Dutton, the deaf junior, did
not make a claim, but Peter questioned him. Dutton was
just the chap to go into the river to pull somebody out, and
if ho had done it, it meant glorious times of plenty for No.
7 Study till the school broke up.

“Was it you, Dutton ¥* Peter bawled in his ear.

" Yes,” said Tom Duiton, in surprise, looking up from
his ham and eggs; *‘ certainly 1"

Potor Todd’s face was irradiated with delight,

“My hat!  Dutton, old man, why didn’t you say go
before 77

* Eh”

“Why didn't rou tell me?"” shouted Peter.

“ You didn't ask me. Besides, what does it matier 177

Y Matter? It matters twenty quid I

Dutton laid down his Lknife and fork, and starved at Lis
sidyv-leader in astonishment.

*What are you talking about? e demanded. * Who's
going to give me twenty quid for chewing %

“Chewing 1" gazped DPeter.

“Yrs You asked me if I chewed.”
“Oh, you ass! Oh, rou fathead!” roarcd Peter. “1
4 1y

eaid was it you !
“Yes, of course I chew when I'm eating,” said Dutton.
© I think you must be going porty, Peter. 1llow could T cat
withont chewing 17 1 i
“Did yen save the Celonial traveller's 1fe®? shricked
Tuter.
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“ That's & whopper ! said Duiton promprly. * You've
never seen me eat with my knife! Besides, vhat's cating
with a knife got to do with chewing i

** Haven't you seen the letter 77 .

“ I don’t think it’s better. I think it’s a dirty trick, caiing
with one’s knife. I'm sure I nover do it!?

“ITave you seen the letter:” yelled Peter with all ihe
force of his lungs. * Did you save the life of the Colonial
travellor ¥’

“OL! said Tom Dutton. “ No, T dide't!  And don’t
rave at me like that; I'm not deaf |7

Peter Todd groaned.

“Well, if you'ro not deaf I rever saw a doorpost that
was. I sav, this i3 rotten! This study ought to bag that
twenty quid semehow.”

*“ This study is going to bag it ! sail Bunter. glowering
over his spectacles. I tell you I saved the man’s Nife, and
I've got the cut on my arm to prove it.”

“Rats 17

“ Il tell yon how I did it. He was walking across the
level-crossing—you know the level-crossing between here and
Courtfield 7—and the espress was coming. T rushed for-
ward and seized him in my arms, and carried him Y

Carried him ! gasped Peter,  ** Carried a full-grown
man—and those Colonials grow to a big size, too!”

“ Dragged him, T mean—dragged him out of the wav of
the cxpress just in time. The engine grazed iy arm, and—
and cut it s

* Oh, erambs 1™

“ And there's the eut!” said Dunter, pelling up his sleeve
and displayving an undoubted cut on his arm.

Alonzo Todd blinked at the eut in surprise.

" Dear me!” he aid, while Consin Peter snovied incredu-
lously,  ** Dear me, T am very gratiiied to hear this, Buntoer.
Tt proves that you are not merely a funk, as T have always
supposed. My dear Peter. T think you should accept Bunter's
story as veracious.  Fven the most unpleasani persons may
have some good qualitics, my dear Peter. I have certainly
never observed any i Bunter before, and I am tenly arati-
fied.”

“You silly chump!” said Dunier unaratefully,

* My dear Bunter .

* That cut hasn't been made more than @ fow hours.” said
Peter, seanning it. " Shut up. Bunter, Yeu haven't brains
enough to start in business as an Ananias.’’

= Oh, really, Tedd

“ When did it bappen, my dear Bunter??

“ Last Wednesday afternoon.”

“But T owas with you all last Wednesday aft.s
ron did not leave the school, Bunter,” said Alonze

* I—I mean Saturday, of course,”

* But you did not mo out on Saturday. cither. Lont vou
remember—it was raining, and you stayed in?

T haven't a very good memory for dates,”
“ Tt was Friday, when T eomie to think of i

** Liars ought to have good memori
mented Peter,

“I'm going to claim that twenty quid when the school's
assembled for it to-movrow,” said Bunter defiantly,

Peter chuckled.

“You'll have to give chapter and verse,” he said. © The
exact time the train passed, you know. and if it turns out
that there wasn't a irain at that time on the level crossing,
what are you going to say theni”

Bunter's jaw dropped.

** Besides, you've already told the other fellows that you
saved the Colonial traveller’s life by pulling him oui of the
river—Cherry told me !’ grinned Peter.

I decline to take any notice of what Bob Cherry says,”
said Bunter, with a great deal of dignitv. I know I'm
going to claim that reward.”

Peter Todd grinned, and left the study. ITe locked into
No. 1, where Harry Wharton and Nugent were at tea.

“ Found the giddy hero yet:" he asked,

Wharten shook his head.

I say, do you think it could have heen the Boundee?!
asked Peter. ** He's the only chap who hasn't Leen asked.”

" Might have been. He's got pluck encugh,” said Whar-
fon. ** But he'd have said so. Hic =0’ the chap to hide his
lizht under a bushel.”

“ Well, no.  But it doesn’t scem to have been anybody
vise unless it was Bunter. Bunter says he dragged the man
from under an express train.” '

* Ha, ha, ha! After he had drageed him out of the river
or before?” yelled Nugent.

* The viver was the fivst edivian—the express train je tho
second,” grinned Perer. ** Lie's got a cut on his arm now 1o
orove if. 1t was made about a couple of hours azo, 10 judge

© the look of i’

* Ha, ha, ha !

asked Alonzo.

ngon, and

Bunter,

7y
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“The Bounder's in Coveniry,” Peter remurled. * 1 sup-
poze a chap could speak to him to ask him whether he's the
giddy hero, though?”

Wharton shragged his shoulders.

“ Buit vourselfI'" he said.

“Thanks. I will!"” said Peter imperturbably.

And he looked into Vernon-Smith's study. The Bounder
was alone there, with his feet on the fender, and smoking a
cigarette. Ile Stared gloomily at Todd.

* Iixcuse my speaking to you, as vou're in Coventry,” said
Pceter politely. ‘I suppose you've scen the leiter on tho
ucticeboard ¥

The Bounder nodded.

“ Are vou tlie giddy hero?”

“ind oot!” .

“That's what I'in trying {o do”" said Peter, with un-
diminished politencss. " Ave you the noble youth?”?

“ Go and cat coke!”

And Peter had to retive unsatisfied.
when the door was closed.

I wonder how many claimants there will be?’ he mur-
mured,  *f Half 1lie Forin, I dave say. Well, I sha’n’t be one
of them—ha, ha, ha!”

Teter Todd possed Skinner in the passage, and brushed
against him.  Skinner uttered a sharp exclamation,

* Liook out, vou ass!”

“Tlallo. what's the matter now?” asked Tedd.

“You hurt my arm—the cut there!” Skinner caplained,
Tt 1su't quite well yet.”

Peter stared at hin.

“ You've got a ent on your arm, have you?” he asked.
“¥es” gaid Skinoner calmly., I -got it in saving Lhat
chap’s life—the Colonial traveller, you knaw.”

“Ob, my hat! You've never said anything about it
befare.”

“Well, a chap doesn’t like to mention those things,”” said
Skinner modestly, “ 1t looks like brazeing, vou know.
There didn't happen to be any Greyfriars chap there to see
me, and I never referred to it. But I think T'm entitled to
mention it now—now that the man wants to make me a
Chiristmas present of twenty guid.  Don’t you think s0¥”

“Oh, cortainly! Ilow did 16 happen?”’

“T was strolling across Farmer Johnson™s land last Saturday
afternoon, you know—when his black bull—you know his
black bull—="

“ 1 haven't been iniroduced 1o him,” =aid Petler.
I've scen him.”

“ e was there. T saw him rushing upon a chap—a Colonial
chap I thought he was, as he had a sunburnt face and—and a
Puﬂ'alo ]}‘ill Iat on. I rushed up, caught the bull by the
101N i

“ Yes, that’s a proverb—always tuke the bull by the horns!™
said Peter gravely,

“And dragged  him aside.  Fortunately, he fell down, and
the Colonial chap got away, and—and so did L7 spid Bkinner,
** But one of the horns vipped up my sleeve, and cut my arm.
I've still got the jacket with the sleeve ripped.”

“ Good ege ' said Peter cheerfully.  *F Was it after Bunter
pulled him ont of the river, and before Bunies rescued him
from tho express?”

v 1

Eh

The Bounder grinned

“ But

“ There scems to be a horrible amount of danger for
Colonial traveilevs in this country,” said Todd, with a shake
of the head. * The way they fall into rivers, and wallt nnder
express trains, and geb into the way of ferocious bulls, is
really unnerving. It's jolly lucky for them that there’s always
a Greyfriars chap standing by to rescns them in the nick of
time. Don’t you think so?”

* Look here, you silly idiot !

“ Sorry—no time, I'm going to ask Snoop how he rescued
the traveller”

“ Snoep " yelled Skinner.

“ Certainly. Don’t be greedy. If you rescued the Colonial
traveller, why shouldn’t Snoop have dene the same?” de-
moanded Peter. “ Ile may bave walked into lots of dangers
that afternoon last weel, and SBnoop may have yanked him
out of one of them. I'm going to ask him, anyway.”

“ ¥ou blithering idiot!”

Peter whistled, and walked away to Snoop’s study.  Ile
was 1'(‘21“_\«’ (_"Il'l'i()‘.l'.i 't('l knﬂ\\’ }lt‘-\\' TI]-'ITIIV 1{.[‘”[(]\'0 ('hi]Il."' ]]-']d
reseued the Colonial traveller that famous alternoon. A list
of them, with the particulars of the rescoe, would make in-
teresting reading in the colummns of the ** Greyfriars Herald,”
Peter considered.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
More Heroes!
NOOP of the Remove was in his study.

S He was stunding by the table, and he swung round
with a start, his face changing colouy, as Peter Todd
came in.

Peter srinned as he noted that Snoop’s sleeve was volled
Tueg Macyer Lisrary.—No., 305.
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up, and that he had a penknife in his hand. There was a
streak of red on the blade of the peoknife. In a moment the
sleeve had volled down, and the penknife had disappeared
into Snoop’s pocket. Peter Todd did not appear 1o have
ubserved them.

“T've come to hear all about it,” he remarked.

“Ih! About what?' stammered Snoop.

“ About the way you rescued the Colonial traveller?” said
Feter genmally.

Snoop stared at him.

* How did you know I did it?* he asked.

“Well, you're just the chap who would, you krow,” said
Peter, adding, under his breath, ** I don’t think !”

“Well, I wasn't going to say anything about it until the
sehool assombled to-morrow, for the Christmas present to be
handed out,” said Snoop. * But I don’t mind telling vou,
Todd. Tt happened last Saturday.”

“ And you never said a word?” exclaimed Peter admivingly.

“Well, a chap wouldn't care to brag of those things.” said
Snoop. It happened like this. T was walking through
Courtiield, just where they've putting up these new houses,
you know. I dare say you've scen them.”

“T'vp seen them,"” assented Deter.

“71 noticed a chap with a sunburnt face walking just in
front of me."”

“Was his hiead transparent?? asked Peter, with interest.

“1Iis head! 'Pransparcnt? No, said Snoop. ** What do
you mean?”’

“1 thought it must be, if you noticed that his face was
sunburnt while you were walking behind him,” explained
Peter.

“Oh, don't be funby! I noticed his face when he—he
lnoked round.  WeTl, just then a man dropped a hod of bricks
from the scaffolding, and cne of the bricks came right down
it his head.”

“Uosh ! said Peter,

“Well, it would have given him an awful cosh, killed him,
perhaps, but I yushed forward, scized him by the arm, and
pulled him aside in the nick of time. The brick grazed my
arm, tore my sleeve, and cut me just below the elbow.”

“ (ot the cut?” said Peter.

“Look!”

“noop pulled up his sleeve; there was undoubtedly w cub
there.  Peter gazed at it, duly impressed.

“Looks rather fresh, considering,” he remarked. A

It broke out again when I knocked my arm to-day,” said
Snoop casually. . S

“Jally clean cut for a brick, too! TLooks just as if it
might have been made wilh a penknife ! said Peter thought-
i.'nlir_\'.

Snoop turned red.

“What do you mean?’ he demanded angrily.

“ Nothing.” said Peter aivily.  “ Nothing at all.  But that
Colonial traveller must have been jolly glad to get out of
itngland, after the frightful dangers he ran here in a single
afternoon !”

“If you doubt my word—"" began Snoop. 2

“ My dear chap, 1 know you couldn’t tell a lie if yvou tried,”
snid Peter amicably,  *It's not in your nature.  You'll lend
me a quid ont of the twenty, won't you?”

“Oh, rats!”

Peter Todd chnckled, and quitted the study.  There were
alveady three eluimunts for the Colonial traveller’s Christmas
present, and Peter wondered how many more there wonlid be,

He decided to give Bolsover major a look in. e found
Tiolsover major in his study, looking very thoughtful, with an
expression on his face as il he had just suffered some kind
of a pain.  Peter was not surprised to see o penknife on tho
table, and a red smear on the blotting-paper, as il the pen-
knife had just been cleaned there.

“Does your arm still hurt:” asked Peter sympathetically.

Bolsover gave a start,

“AMy grm ! What do you mean, Todd?”

“Wasn't it you who saved the life of the Colonial
traveller, and got a cut on the arm doing it?” inquired
D'eter.

“ 1 don’t see how you know anything about it, as I've never
mentioned it to a soul in the school,” said Dolsover.

“Then it was you?”’

“Yas, it was, a5 o matter of fact, T don't see why T
shouldn’t say so. as the man wants me to aceept a Chri-tmas
present of twenty quid.” :

“Fow did it Tappen®” asked Peter, as softly as a eooing
dove,

¢ Runaway horse,”” explained Bolsover. Tt happenad last
Thursduy. I'd been down to Uncle Clegg’s in the village,
you know, for some tuck, and there was a runuway horse in
the road as I came back.  The Colonial chap wus \\'il”(irl[:}

1
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across the road—didn’t see ithe gee-gee—thinking about home,

perhaps, and that kind of thing.”

P" And you rushed in in the nick of time——"" suggested
eter,

* Exactly.”

“ And pulled him out of the raging flood—"

* What

1 mean, you seized the express by the arm

“ What are you getting at?’ demanded Bolsover testily.
“1 grabbed the runaway horse by the hit, and dragged him
away just in time. Otherwise, the Colonial chap wonld have
been knocked down and killed. Something grazed my arm
and cut it; I hardly noticed what it was in the excitement of
the moment *

“You hardly would,” agreed Peter.

*“The man was very grateful,” said Bolsover casually.
“0F eourse, I didn’t think much of it; any chap would have
done it. But he was very grateful—wanted to know my
name, and all that. I didn’t tell him my name, but he got
out of me that I belonged to the Greyfriars Remove. The
mauiter had really slipped my memory, but when I saw the
notice on the board—" ’

“Naturally, you brushed up your memory a bit,” said
Peter.  “1 think the Government ought to do something
about it. It's not right that Colonial travellers should run
such awful risks when they visit the Old Country. Ialling
into rivers, walking into express trains, gétting in_ front of
wad bulls, and blundering into runaway horses—it simply
raises your hair to think of it!”

“1 don’t know what you're talking about,” said Bolsover
testilv,  “1 know I saved the man from o runaway horse,
und 1'm entitled to the Christimas present.  But you needn’t
say anything about what I've told you. Todd. It's quite
possible that some rotter might make a claim, you know. I
don’t want to have to argue it out with another chap before
the Head to-morrow.”

Y Not o word!” agreed Peter.

He chuckled as he left the study. 3
vaiting for him when he came back into No. T,
Idindeed at him eagerly,

“1 say, Toddy—"

“Hallo!” said Peter. “Have you thought of a third
oidition?  The raging blood and the tearing express are a
bit thin, you know, and they don’t agree with one another.”

“T’ve been thinkin i

“Good! What's the latest lie? asked Peter cheerfully.

“Oh, veally, Todd! Look here, we want that twenty quid
in this study, don't we?” said Buater persuasively.

““Yes, if it belongs to this study.”

“It’s occurred to me that some other liar—I mean, some
liar may lay claim to the quids,” explained Bunter, *'In
that ease, it would be a jolly good thing to have a witness.
Of course, as I'm telling the exact truth, it wouldn’t hurt you
to say you were there, would it?”

“What!” roared Peter.

“Now, do be reasonable,” urged Bunter. “ Twenty
pounds 1sn't picked up every day. Quids don’t grow on
every bush.  Suppose you were there when I did it—7

“You didn’t do it, and I wasn’t there !

“Ahem! You might have been there. You might have
happened to take a walk in that divection, you know; and—
and as you might have done it, I don’t see why you can’t =say
that you did do it. 1¢'s the same thing, you know. You
can be a witness; and then, if any other chap elaims the quids,
vour cvidence will-— Yah—oh—yaroooh—ow! What are
you doing, you silly idiot?”

“I'm giving you a licking,” said Peter Todd grimly.
“You rotter!  You want me fo become as big a liar as you

LH

Bunter

are ! Take that—and that—and that !
“Ow—ow! Yow! Yah!”

Whack! Whaek! Whack!
“Yaroooh! Ow! Yah! Help!”?

Billy Bunter tore himself away, and fled from the study
g’uaring. And, though he did not give up his idea of claim-
ing . the twenty pounds so kindly offered as a Christmas
present by the unknown Colonial traveller, he quite
abandoned the scheme of getting Peter Todd as a witness in
hiz favour, Peter was evidently determined to be unreason-
able on that point.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
No Pals!
YEJIINUA -SMITH had passed most uncomfortable days of
ate,
He would never have supposed that a sentence of
“(Coventry ”* could be such a severe infliction, if he had
not experienced it.
. No one in the Remove addressed a word to him, or answered
if he spoke,
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Fellows in other Forms were not much inclined to be
bothered with him; and, indeed, most of them agreed with
the Removites in condemmning him, when they knew what he
had done.

The Bounder, too, was too proud to go about sccking for
society. He drew sullenly within himself, and endured his
punishment grimly.

But he found it very hard, and agninst the fellows who
E{_‘ld been his own special associates his feelings were very

1tter.

That Harry Wharton & Co. should be down on him was
natural.  They were his old rivals and enemies—and they
had, too, high and honourable natures, as the Bounder had
tn admit to himself, and they were disgusted with his conduct.
There was reason for them to be down on him. And fellows
like Russell, Bulstrode, Ogilvy, Penfold, Mauleverer, and
others, who did not belong to either of the rival parties in the
Remove—they were right enough in condemning the Bounder
and punishing him.  Smithy admitted to himself that he
eould not expect anything else from them.

But his own special friends—that was the worst of all
What right had they to be down on him? Bolsover major
was a bully, and nonc too particular in his ideas—it was
altogether too * thick’ for him to set up in judgment on
the Bounder. Snoop was a sneak and a telltale, and mean
cnough for anything. He did not really care what the
Bounder had done, and he only went'with the rest.  Skinner,
too, was as big a rascal as Vernon-Smith himself. For
Skinner to pretend to be shocked at anything Vernon-Smith
did was simply a joke. And Billy Bunter, who had been
willing to toady to the millionaire’s son to any extent—that
even Bunter should raise his hecl against him was the very
last straw.

And the Bounder could not help sceing that his whilom
friends were far from displeased at his bad luck.

He had been overbearing enough to fellows like Snoop and
Bunter and Skinner, who had courted him for his money,
and now they were glad to be able to retaliate in kind.

The position had changed.  Instead of the little circle
courting the Bounder, the Bounder bad had to appeal to
them, and they had taken delight in showing him that they
had the upper-hand now.

And so it was that Vernon-Smith felt far more bitter
towards Bolsover, Skinner, Snoop, Bunter, Stett, and a few
others than towards the Famous Five,

His own friends had been as bad as himself, if not worse,
and it was bitterly galling to be eut by them as well as the
vest of the Form. If they had stood by him, it would
have been something, at all events, and the other fellows
would have come round in time.

Whether it was from secret malice or cowardice that they
abandoned him made no difference—they ought to have stood
by him. And, indeed, there was some justice in the
Bounder's view of the case.

Half a dozen fellows sticking to him would have made
the sentence of “ Coventry? null and void, and after the
first day or so the rest of the Form would have looked on
with indifference. Harry Wharton & Co. would have been
eompelled to interfere personally to enforce the sentence,
and that would have made a personal matter of it, and put
matters on their old footing—the Bounder & Co, against the
Fumous Five.

But his friends had failed to stand by him, and the Bounder
was keenly anxious to make them sorry for it.

He looked into Bolsover’s study that evening, while the
Remove fellows were all discussing the letter of the Colonial
traveller and the twenty pounds.

Bolsover looked at him grimly.

Of Smithy’s former associates, Bolsover was the only one
who really condemned him, m hiz heart—but Bolsover was
sitcere enough in that. He thought that Vernon-Smith had
acted like a cad, and ought to be punished.

* I want to speak to you,” said Vernon-Smith very quietly.
“1 want to give you a chance, Bolsover.”

* To give me a chance ! said Bolsover, surprised into speak-
ing. * What are you driving at?”’

“I've stood this for some time now,” said Vernon-Smith,
still very quictly. “ I know it’s not casy for you to stand
against the Form. But you're not afraid of Wharton like the
rest.  Will you drop 1t77?

“ The Coventry, do you meani™

i YOSA’,

“Can't be done.””

“You can drop it if yvou like!”

“The sentence-of the Form is till the end of the term,” said
Bolsover doggedly. ** It's only a few days now, and you’ll
Lave to stand it, Smithy 1"

* IFrom you, as well as the rest?”

* That's it,” =aid Bolsover, with a nod.

“You knew what
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yvou weore doing when you did it. It was a dirty, caddish
thing. Youn knew that.”

“ ¥ ou've never done any dirty, caddish things, T suppose?”
said the Bounder fiereely. W Tio are vou to set up m judg-
ment on anybody?  You bullied and ill-used vour young
brotiier when he first came to Greyfriars, till the kid ran
away from school.”

Bolsover Hushed crimson,

“ 7T treat him well enough now,” he saul.

“ You're a rotten bll'l\—‘f‘)ll make t]n:- fags' lives a terror
to them—and you set up to judge me!” exclaimed Vernon-
St

*Thanks! Will you get out of my study?

“Then you won ' dmp it
© After your pohtc remarks?
cmh:.dll\ fNol
*You'll be sorry for ju”

il i you mean that vou won't lend me any money. von
needn't.” said 'Bul-,m er. 9T expeet to have a good bit of
pocket-money soon.

Vernon-Smith burst into a harsh ]aurrh

“ Are vou elaiming the twenty quid

“Why not 77 said “Bolsover defiantly. T did it, and why
qlmu]dnt I have the Christmas present from the Colonial
chap?”

The Bounder locked at him very enviously.

"\Ou saved the man's life?" he asked.

“Yes, I did.”

“0h, my hat!”

“ T don't want to talk to vou,” said Bolsover. ‘ Cleayr out!
T'm not going to say another word. You ean hook it.”

Vernon-Smith left the study without another word, either.
There was a grin of malicious satisfaction on his face. Some-
how or other he seemed to be gratified by the information
that Bolsover major intended to claim the Colonial travelles's
twenty pounds.

e looked for Skinner next.
him,
bhim.

* Only one w orcl,

* Let me go.

“ Are vou going to claim that twenty guid?”

s &{‘% II

“T thought you would.
to me?”

#No, T don't!” said Skinner. “ You'we always been too
jolly high and mighty. Now yowve been brought down a
peg or two, and serve you right. Go and eat coke’

He jerked his arm away and walked off. Snoop was coming
down the passage. At the sight of Vernon-Smith ke went
into hiz study and slammed the door.

Tha Bounder went moodily downstairs.
there, and the Bounder “1')01\(‘ to him.

+ Kxpecting a postal-order?’ he asked:

* Yes—if you can lend me a quid, T'll let you have it back
out of my pastulﬂﬂm to-morrow morning, or out of the
t\‘ont\' quid said Bunter.

‘80 you're claiming that?”

 Of course T am—I saved the man’s hife.”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter scowled over his spectacles.

“Don't you talk to me, Smithy. You're in Coventry.
Rats!” And Bunter rolled away with a contemptuous sniff.

Vernon-Smith found Stott in the common-room.  Biott
looked very uneasy as he came up, and began talking to
Morgan.

“1 say, Stott—"" began the Bounder.

Stott went on speaking to Morgan, apparently not hearving
the voice of his former friend. The Bounder gave him a fierce
look, and walked away.

He returned to his study and sat down wearily to his pre-
paration—alone.

“Only a few more davs!” he muttered. * T shall make a
fresh start after the Christmas holidays, anyway. But those
rotters " Mis eyes gleamed. ** The cads—to desert e
like this! The rotters! They'll be sorry for it—to-morrow !”

And a evnical smile came over the Bounder's face az he
thouglt of what was to happen on the morrow.

Pl

snid Dolsover major sar-

But SBkinner did not speak to
He stared Vernon-Smith in the face and walked past
Smithy caught him by the arm.
Skinny,” he said.

And you don't want to speak

Billy Bunter was

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Many Claimants!
CHOOL assembles after lossons to- dat " Bob Cherey
remarked on the following morning. = I wondor——""
He paused.
* How many claimants there ave going
tho l\wnh' pounds ¥ said Wharton.

IIuln Whavton frowned, e sincevely wishiod that
famous letter of the Colonial traveller had never reac
Grevfriars. The doctor, in the innocence of his kind heart,
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imagined that the matter would reflect eredit on the Lower
TFourth and on Greyfriars generally.  Wharton, for one, did
not shave his opinion,

Wharton was pretty certoin that there would be more than
ene claimant for the prize. 1t was quite likely that there
would be half a dozen.

Only one of them, of course, could be tinthful and honest.

The rest would be *f spoof.”™

And the result would be that diseredit would fall upon the
whole Form—ibat the rest of the school would laugh at them,
and jeer al them, as a sct of spoofers,  IHarry W 1..ut0:1, in his
mind’s eye, could already sce the resuli—the chuckles and grins
of Coker of the ¥ ifth, and Hobson of the Shell, and lempio
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth—the derision of the fags in the
Lower Forms. IHalf a dozen self-declaved heroes, elaiming
the Christmas present of the Celonial traveller, ‘would bo
more than enough to bring ridienle upon the Form they
belonzed io.

And if there were rival claimants, the matter would have
to be gone iuto and exar nined—amid the laughter and scoxn
of the other fellows.

“It's rotten!” said Wharton.

“ The other chaps will grin at us if there’s a whole gang of
claiments,”” said Bob Cherry reflloctively,

Lt | .‘s}lcll]i] jolly well say so. It will be a
the school.”

“They'll nickname the Remove the Heroes, or the Noble
Youths " groaned Frank Nugent. * Young Tubb asked me
this mornmg if I was a Noble Youth or a Iero, and I bumped
him.'

“ Ha, ha, ha!

“T wish the man had kept his blessed fwenty quid to him-
self ' growled Wharton. It will make us all look silly
asses !

“And some of us look rogues, too,” said Johnny Bull
“* Every chap who claims it without bun'r entitled to v will
be a swindler.’

“ And it won't be pleasant to have the other fellows saying
tlml we've gnt half-a-dozen swindlers in our Form.”

* Rotten !

“The rottenfulness is terrific!”

¢ Buill, there’ll be a certain amount of credit in having the
hero in the Remove,” said Marvk Linley. ** After all, it isn’c
every day that a chap risks his life to save a stranger.”

“And the giddy glory of the genuine hero will mfl.ko up for
the disgrace of ]m\'m" the °1)(:0f015 in the Remove,” Bulstrode
remarked.

“ harton looked worried.

* Ye-g-es—perhaps !"

fWell, the chap must be one of us, vou know. The Colonial
traveller says plainly in his leiter that it was a Remove chap
who saved his life.”

“Then why haven't we heard something of
Harry abruptly. * I don't understand it.
spoof all through.”

“But why should a perfect stranger give away twenty
1ourda to spoof us?"”’

“ That beats me!” Wharton eonfessed.

“ Practical jokers don't pay so heavily for their little jokes,”
said Tom Brown, with a shake of the head.  * Besides, whera
does the joke come in? Showing up a number of chaps in
the Remove as spoofers wouldn't be a joke—not for a stranger,
at any rate, and one who can’t be heve to see the fun.”

“ That's quite true. 1 suppose it's genuine, but—hut—-"
Y Oh, it's genuine enough "% zaid Bulstrode. *“The bank-
note proves that."

“DBut I wisl: it had never happened.
the end of it

But Harry Wharton’s private wishes on the subject didd nat
count.  The whele sehool, seniors and juniors alike, looked
forward ongmly to the assembly after lessons, when the
“riddy hevo " was to Le brought to light, and mtscntod with
*hn‘ handsome Chrisbmas present of the Colonial traveller.

Chipping on the *»u]J‘]LcI had already started. Coker & Co.
of the Fifth bhegan by addvessing the Remorvites as Noble
Youths, and the other fellows took it up. Harry Wharton &
Clo. were soon fed-up with it, but there was no way of stop-
ping it.

After morning lessons, when the Remove came oul into ilie
Close, there was a chivrup frem Coker & Co., of the INifth,

* Here come the giddy Heroes !

“ Bichold the Noble Yonths !

# 0Oh, shut up!” rearved DBob Cherry,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

"IIO“ many of you saved the Colonial fraveller’s life:”

“ Noble, noble vouths!”

Bob Cherry stooped for a handful of snow, and delivered a
snowball into the countenance of the great Coker, filling his

13

standing joke in

A P.?,id
It looks to me like

We shall never hear
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mouth, which was open to emit a roar of laughter. Coler's
roar changed into a gurgle of suffocated wrath,

“ (3roo—hooh—gooh 1

“ Give 'em somo  more,”’

1

said  Harry Wharton, ¢ Pile
in!

Ceker, Poiter, and Greene rushed weathfnlly upon the
Removites. Snowballs showered upon them from all sides, and
they were simply bowled over.

The juniora rolled them in the snow, and left them, and
Coker sat up, breathing hard, crimson with rage.

“Ow, ow! The little beasts! Il pulverise them. Tl
epiflicate them! Ow, ow !”

“ Groogh !” groaned Potter.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!

More snowballs rained upon the heroes of the Fifth as thew
serambled up, and they fairly had to run for shelter, whizzing
snowballs following them right into the house

“ They won’t be so funny again!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

The order had been posted on the board for the schaol to
azsemble in Big Hall aﬁer lessons, and at the appointed time
the Grexfriars fellows erowded in.

The whole school was there.

Sixth and TFifth, Shell and Fourth, Remove and the fag
TForms, were ranked in the big hall, with the prefects walking
up and down and kecping more or less order.

There was a buzz of exeited talk in the.crowded hall, while
the fellows waited for the Head to come in.

Who was the lucky man to be?

That was the great question.

And how many elumants were there going to he? That
was another question that interested the fellows immensely.
Speculation on that point produced much merviment. It was
certain that the Colonial traveller's life had been saved aunly
once, and only by one person—so if there was more than one
claimant, the whole proceeding beeame farcical instead of
solemn as it should have been. Harry Wharton, as he
thought of the laughter that would greet the appearance of
two or more claipnants, frowned with annoyance. He did
not like to give the other fellows a chance of scoring over the
Remove. Indeed, it almost seemed to him that the letter had
been written, and the whole affair planned, for the special
purpose of making the Remove look ridieulous, and for show-
ing up as *‘ rotters” all the fellows who were mean cnough
to make a false claim. But that was really a wild theory;
and it could not be supposed that a complete stranger to
Greyfriars could pessibly ?mvc had such an object in view.

It had leaked out that there would be more than one
cluimant. Tho intended elaimants had kept their own counsel,
to some extant—but such things will leak out. And it was to
be observed that glares of deliance were cxchanged between
fellows who found themselves to- be rivals for the Colonial
traveller’s Christinas present.

“ Silence ! called out Wingate, of the Sixth, as the ITead
entered the hall by the door at the upper end.

The buzzing died away.

Upon the dais, the Head stood with Mr. Queleh. The zood
old zentleman surveyed the erowded hall with his accustomed
benevolent glance.

“ My boys,”’ said Dr. Locke, “T have called you together
upon a most extraordinary and gratifying oceasion. You have
doubtless all read the letter which was placed upon the notice-
board yesterday. You are awave that a boy i this school—a
member of the Lower Fourth Form—has distinguished himself
by heroic conduct.”

“ Hear, hear !” murmured Coker, of the Fifth,

“ Shut up, you ass!”’ whisperad Wingate.

“ This boy—modest as becomes a  really brave lad—has
hitherto concealed his act of heroism from public knowledge,”
continued the Head.  ** He has preferrved to hide his light
under a bushel, so to speak—to blush unseen. I approve of
this—but the time has come for that boy 1o stand forward.
The gentleman whose life he so nobly saved desires to acknow-
ledge his gratitude.
present which he wishes me to bestow upon his brave rescuer.
Thero can be no objection to the lad in question accepting
this gift—I approve of it entirely.”

There was a buzz. ;

“ T now call upon thoe boy who, ene day last week, risked
his life to =ave that of a stranger, to stand forward,” said the
Head. .

A breathless pause.

Then Skinner of the Remove came out from the ranks of his
Forni-fellows, and walked calmly up tho hell

The Head's eves fell upon him, with a slight expression of
surprize. He would certainly not have supposed that Iavold
Skinner was a hero.

= Skinner ! he exclaimed. .

“ Yes, sir!” said Skinner smoothly.

Belare the Iead could speak again, there was quite a bustle
in the Remove ranks.
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Thies juniors detached themselves from the Form, and
hurriedly followed Skinner up the hall.

2 They were Bolsover major, Sidney James Snoop, and Billy
Junter.

All three of them were looking exeited.

Dr, Locke frowned,

“What do you boys want?” he exclaimed.
not interrupt. Please go back to your places.”

* But I'm the chap, siv !’ said Sroop.

“ What !

“T'm the fellow, sir,”’ said Bolsover major,

“ Wha-a-at !”

“Oh, I say, you fellows! TI'm the chap who saved the
man’s life!” howled Billy Bunter. * I'm th chap, sir, and
the twenty quid belongs to me !

Four claimants!

The Head gazed ab them blankly.

And from the whole school, in spite of the presence of the
reverend and respected Head, there came a sudden yell or
irrepressible langhter,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“You should

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Believed!
D I. LOCKTE frowned and raised his hand.

“ Bilence I he exelaimed,
“ Ha, ha, ha !’
“ Bilence, T say!” )

The Head's eommands, and the anthoritative voices of the
prefects, succeedod in restoring . silence at last.  But the
follows were still grinning.  All the solemnity of the scene had
vanished. Four claimants to a deed that could only possibly
have been performed by one person seemed to the school to
be i stibly comic. The chances were, as Coker whispered
to Paotter, that all four were spoofers.

Silence being restored, the MHead spoke again, with an
exceedingly stern glance directed upon the four self-declared
heroes,

“This is a very scrious matter !” he exelaimed. “ Am I
ta understand that all four of you claim to have performed
the action mentioned in the letter of the Colonial gentle-
man?”

“ 1 did it, siv,”” said Bunter,

Tt was I, siv”’

“ Tt was me !

“ Me, sir!”

“ Don't all speak at once,” said the Head severely * One
thing is eertain, that three of you must Le making a false
claim.”

“ Or four "’ murmured Coker.

And there was a chuckle in the ranks of the Fifth, which
drew o severe frown in their divectjion from the Head.

“ Pray keep silence! This is not a laughing matter! This
ineident, which I hoped would vefleet eredit upon the Lower
Fourth and upon all Greyfriars, appears to be likely to have
the veverse effect. Three boys, at least, seem to be base
enough to lay claim to a distinction to which they are not
entitled.” :

The four claimants glared at one another.

“ However, the matter must be gone into,”” said the Head.
“ T must carefully examine the claims of cach boy before
awarding the Christmas present. Fortunately, there is a
means of identifying the genuine elaimant. Each of you will
roll up his right sleeve, and show me his arm,” d

“ Vs, sir 7

“ Certainly, si

“T'm ready, sir

“ Look at my arm, sir!”’

Four sleeves were promptly rolled up. TFour right arms
were exposed to view, And four cuts just below the clbow
were exposed to the astounded gaze of the Head.

Dr. Locke could scarcely believe his cyes.

He adjusted his glasses cavefully, and looked at the tell-tale
marks upon the four right arms—each of which provad its
owner to be the genuine person—or proved him to be a spoofer
gifted with considerabe forethought.

Y Extraoedinary I’ the Ilead exclaimed, in  amazement.
“Alr, Quelch, what do you think of this? All four of these
boys have the same mark on their arms—the mark by which
the Colonial gentleman decfared that the identity of his
reecuer could be proved.”

Thern was another roar from the assembly. The discovery
that the four claimants were all provided with proofs of
identity made the joke :eem richor than ever.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Coker. “ The awful spoofers!
T wonder the whole giddy Form didn’ts make cuts on their
blessed arms, and go (o, in claiming the reward !”

*IIa, ha, ha!
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Bob Cherry took a stump of pencil from his pocket, and scrawled on a sheet of impot_p_ape_r: “ Bed-tim: Loder's |
Then he held-it up to Vernon-Smith, who glared at him as if he would eat him.
growled the Bounder. **Haven't you got a tongue? " (S:2 Chapter 8.)

waiting.”

“You silly ass!”

“ Silence I

“ Order !

The Head’s frown was deepening. Mr. Quelch was looking
portentously wrathful. Doth the masters were beginning to
wish that the Colonial traveller had not been %o grateful,
and had left his rescuer to blush unseen. Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, wa= seen to sinile. He remarked to Mr.
Capper, of the Fourth, in a whisper, that he was glad the
distinction had not fallen on his Form.

“This is extraordinary " said Dr. Locke, in a tone of
preat severity.  ‘f At lJeast three of you bsys must have
deliberately made those marks, in order to prove a false
claim.”

Again the claimants looked inclined to eat one another.

“1 will question you in turn,” said the Head. “I warn
you to tell the truth, the whole {ruth, and nothing but the
truth, Bunter, come forward!™

The Owl of the Remove rolled forward.

“You declare that you are the boy mentioned in the
Colonial gentleman’s letter, Bunter?”

“Oh, certainly, sir.”

“Kindly tell me exactly what happened, and when and
where.”

“Tt was last Friday, sir,” said Bunter glibly.
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“I had

gone out for a stroll, and went over the bridge on the Sark,
sir. You know the old stone bridge, sir—"

“Yes, yes! Continue !

“71 suddenly heard a ery for help. I looked over the
bridge, and saw a man hanging upon it by his hands, sir.””

“Not by his feet!” murmured Coker, and the I'ifth-
formers chuckled.

The Removites, who had Treard Bunter’s previous accounts
of his expleit, simply gasped.

The reging flood and the express train had evidently been
abandoned by the fat junior, on sccond thoughts, for a more
probable story.

“The man lad fallen over somehow, sir,” confinued
Bunter calmly. ** ITe was just losing his hold when I saw
him. The agony in his face s

“ Never mind that. Tell me exactly what happened.”

“ I sprang upon the parapet, sir, and held down my hands
to him, and caught hold of him. By sheer force 1 pulled
him up. 1 was very nearly pulled down into the river, sir.
If 1 had been I shonld have been drowned. As it was, I
scraped my arm on the parapet of the bri(l%ro and cut it
But I got him up, sir, and—and saved his life.”

The Head regarded him serutinisingly.

“1 hope that is true, Bunter.”

“ Every word, sir.”

D. pud, wit contain a s2iendid “HARRY WHARTON'S CHRISTMAS NUMBER.” Rickisa
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¢ And what time did this happen 27

“ Friday afternoon, sir.”

“You say you went out for o stroll after lessons?"”

“ Exactly, sir”

“Then you must have gone out after the gates were
locked, as the gates are closed at dark, and it becomes dark
very early now.”

“ Ye-eg, sir.”

#Yery well; T will inquire of Gosling whether he opened
the gotes for you.”

Bunier's jaw dropped.

o '[_ ]

ilxcuse me, sir. I—I got out over the

wall.”

“You broke bounds!” exclaimed the Head.

“Ye-us, sir.  Under the cirenmstanees,. I—T considered that
I was justified in breaking bounds, sir, as a man’s life was
in danger.”

There was a shrick of langhter from the whole school.
PBuntei was an incorrigible Ananias, but he was the clumsiest
fibber that ever fibbed. He could never possibly construct
a story that would hold together, and, as seon as he was
called upon to give particulars, he could always be relied
upen to flounder and conviet himself. The Head’s frown
beeame quite tervifying. X

“ Ag there was a man’s life in danger " he exclaimed.

“ Ye.g-es, sir. The—the Colonial traveller; you know,”
stammered Bunter.

“What! Do you mean to tell me that you knew before-
hand that this man was hanging upon the bridge—before
you left Greyfriarst”

“1Ta, ha, hal”

“ gilence! Answer me, Bunter!” NS

 Yes—I mean, no, sir,” stammered the fat junior. * You
—you see, sir, [—I—I—"

T see that you are speaking falsely, Bunter !”

“7, sir! Oh, no, sir! I—I never told a lie in my life,
sir, end I don’t think I should know how te.””

“ 7 am satisfied, Bunter, that your whole story is false.”

“0Oh, really, sir] After the way.I risked my life to save
the chap, sir, plunging into the raging river—I mean, spring-
ing beforc the rushing express—that 1s, the—the bridge—"
stammered Bunter, growing confused.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Gilence ! You will stand aside, Bunter !
for having made a false claim !”

“ But, sir, I—]—J—"

“ Enough! Stand back !” o

Wingate dropped his hand upon the fat junior’s shoulder
and jerked him away. Bunter’s claim had been disposed of.
The Head fixed a stern glance upon the othey three. Snoop,
and Skinner, and Bolsover major were looking. and feeling
somewhat uneasy now. They certainly looked more like
culprits than heroes at the present moment.

] trust,” said the Head, in a deep voice, * that I shall be
successful in discovering whose claim is just in this matter.
I may state that each of the claimants who is proved to be
speaking falsely will be severely flogged. Snoop, you may
now come forward,”

And Snoop, looking as unlike a hero as it was possible for
anybody to look, came forward, with a very visible shaking
of the hands and kunocking together ol the knees.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Snoop Has No Luck!
H LL cyes were fixed upon Snoop.

I ¢hall flog you

Nobody in Big Hall believed for a moment that
sSnoop had risked his life to save that of any traveller,
Colonial or otherwise. Sidney James Snoop was not

at ail likely to do anything of the sort. But all the fellows
were interested to hear what sort of a story he would

ut up.
P N}.sw, Snoop !” said the Head. “ You declare that you
are the boy mentioned in the letter "’

# Yes, sir,” faltered SBnoop.

The example of Bunter, and the siern glance of the Head,
had a disconcerting effect on Snoop. He began to wish that
he had not thought of putting forward that claim to dis-
finction: But it was evidently too late to retreat now. He
]:mdldto go forward with it, and make out the best case he
could.

“If voar claim is genuine, you have nothing to fear,
Snoop,” said the HFead, not ankindly. ** You need not be
nervous. The strictest mvestigation will be made, and you
need have no uneasiness that strict justice will not be done.”

As a matter of fact, Snoop was uneasy that strict justice
would be done; but he could not very well admit it.

“ Yes, sir,”” he stammered.

“ Tell me how it happened, Bucop,” said the Head. * First
of all, what day was at?”
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“ Last Saturday, sic.”

“ At what time?"”

“ About three in the afternoon, sir.”

“What happened "

“1 was” walking through Courtfield, sir, where they're
putting the new houses up. A man on the scaffolding
dropped a brick on the head of the Colonial chap—I mean,
it would have fallen on his head if I hadn’t ruslied forward
and pulled him back.”

“T'm ! said the Head, looking keenly at Sncop. “ The
letter states, however, that the rescuer risked his life.”

“Yes, sir. The brick hit me instead of him, and if it
had hit me on the head it might have lkilled me, sir.”

“Counldn’t have knocked his brains out,” murmured
Nugent. ““If he kad any brains he would have made up a
better yarn than that.””

“Quite so, Snoop,” sald the IHead. * And how did this
accident cause the cut on your arm?”’

“That was where the brick bit e, sir.”

“And cut yout?”’

“Yes, sir. [t was a broken brick, I think, with a jagged
edge, and it cut my arm where it hit me. There was a
bruise, too, but the gruisc has gone away.”

“To cut your arm in that manner, Snoop, the sharp edge
must have cut through your jacket as well.”

“Ye-es, sir.”

“ Then you can produce the jacket with the sleeve ripped
by the brick 7

Snoop caught his breath.

“ The—ihe jacket, sir!”

“Undoubtedly. In the first place, I cannot quite under-
stand how the edge of a brick, however jagged, could cut
your arm with a clean cuf, apparently like that made by a
penknife. But most certainly 1t ¢ould not have reached the
skin without cutting through the jacket.”

“ Of—of course, sir.”

“ Feteh the jac’ket here.”

“The fact 13, sir, I—I gave it away to a beggar,” said
Bnoop. “I tﬁought it wasn't any good with the sleeve
ripped open, sir.”

“You gave a jacket away to a beggar because the slecve
was cut "’

“ Yea, sir.”

“Indeed! But the cut must have gone through the sleeve
of the shirt as well. You did not, I presume, give away the
shirt d@s well as the jacket?”

“ The—the shirt, sir?” starmmered Snoop.

“¥eés. Kindly fetch the shirt here, and I will examine
the sleeve.”

Sidney James Snoop gasped for breath. As he said after-
wards, he didn’t know that the old duffer was going to
understudy Sherlock Holmes when he made his claim.

“JI—I gave the shirt away 4oo, sir,” he muttered. T
didn’t think it was any good, with the sleeve torn, and it
was a pretty old one, as it happened.”

“That is very unfortunate, Snoop.”

“I—I never thought there wuuldp be any inquiries about
the matter, sir, you sec,” Snoop explained, regaining
courage. ‘I never supposed that I should hear anything
about the man again. I just did what any fellow would have
done, sir.”

“1 hope that is the case, Snoop, for your sake.. It
happens, Illmowcver. that the house-dame-keeps a list of clothing
belonging to the juniors. She will know whether one of your
jackets is missing.”

Snoop's jaw dropped.

“1 will send for Mrs. Kebble, and ask her to examine your
wardrobe,” said the Head. ‘‘If a jacket is missing, I shall
regard your statement that you gave one away as correct.”

Snoop's face was pitiful to see at that moment.

#1—]—I——"" he muttered blankly.

“Well, Snoop, do you wish me to send for Mra. Kebble?"’

“Tt—it wouldn't be any good, sir,”’ gasped Snoop. “Ik
happened to be an old jacket that I was wearing, one I cast
off last term, sir, and happened to put on because—
because——

“Why did you happen to put on a cast-off jacket on that
particular occasion, Snoop!?”

¢ Oh, it—it came handy, sir, that's all!™

“Is it a custom of yours, Snoop, to put on a cast-off jacket
when you go for a walk in Courtfield on a half-holiday?”

““Oh, no, sir!”

“ The house-dame will know the extent of your linen also,
Snoop, and will be able to tell me whether a shirt is missing.”

“ It—it was an old shirt, sir,” said SBnoop, in despair.

“ A cast-off shirt?” demanded the Head, in a terrifying
voice.

“Yes, sir”

“Do you expect me to believe that, Snoop?”’

“Ye-ps, siv.”
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“Thon you overrate my powers of credulity, Snoop,” said
tho Iead, with crushing saveasm. “ I cannot possibly believe
angthing of the kind.”

f It—it—it’s true, siv”

“Tt is not true, Snoop. You did not foresce this question-
ing, and you were not prepared for it, or I have no doubt
sou would have had a more plausible story prepared.
Neither a jacket nor a shirt will be found missing from your
wardrobe, and therciors vou cannot have given them away,
as you state, Nor do I believe that such a cnt as that on
your arm could be made by a falling brick. If necessary, 1
would send for Dr. Pillbury, and ask his professional opinion
upon the point. But it i not necessary. You have spoken
falsely, Snoop.”

Snoop was dumb.

His story was too lame, and the Head did not believe him;
indeed, when he thought of it afterwards, Bnoop wondered
how he couid have had the nerve to offer Dr. Locke such an
explanation. It was the besi he could think of on the spur
of the moment, but it certainly was not good enough.

Dr. Locks waved his hand.

“Stand aside with Bunter, Snoop. You have lied to me.
You have endeavoured to claim a distinction and a reward
to which you are not entitled. You are a bad and un-
serupulous boy, Snoop. You will be flogged.”

SBnoop, looking ruite sickly, joined Bunter. His claim was
disposed of now, and there remained only Bolsover major and
Skinner.

“ Bolsover I

“Yes, sir.”

“Kindly give me your explanation.”

Bolsover major stepped forward with a firm step. He had
much more nerve than Snoop, and though he \vis[:cd_he was
well sut of the affair. as he had to go through with it he
went through it with coolness and nerve.  His manner made
a better impression upon the Head and the school generally
than Snoop's.  After all, Bolsover, bully as he was, had plenty
of pluck, and it was not impossible that his claim was
founded upon truth. At all events, it was between him and
Skinner, and the fellows considered that the chanees were in
Bolsover's favour. He was certainly more likely than
Skinner to have risked his life for a stranger.

The burly Removite met the Head's sharp glance calmly.
The attention that had been bestowed upon SBnoop was now
all transferred to Bolsover major, but the bully of the Remove
did not.seem disconcerted by the fact that two hundred and
{ifty pairs of eyes were lixed upon him.

“ My hat!” Bob C‘herry murmured. * Looks as if Bolsover
is the man, to my mind. He's got plenty of nerve, anyway.”

“Now, DBolsover!”

And amid a dead silence, all the fellows craning forward
to hear what he said, Bolsover related in his turn his thrilling
talo of heroism.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hero!
OLSOVER major spoke with perfect coolness and self-
B possession.  He was satisfied that, even if he could not
prove what he said, at all events no one could disprove
it, so even if he did not get the bank-note, he was not
in much danger of getting the flogging.

He explained concisely how he had rescued the sunburnt
gentleman, undoubtedly the Colonial gentleman who had
written the letter, from the runaway horse in Friardale Lane.

Peter Todd was observed to nod his head at every sentence.

** Just as he pitched it to me in his study yesterday, when
he made it up,” Peter Todd murmured. ‘* Bolsover ought
to bo a journalist.”

There was a chuckle in the Remove, instantly silenced by
the prefeets.

“[ am glad to say that your story bears the impress of
truth, so far as I can judge, Bolsover,” said the Head
graciously. * I must, however, make the strictest investiga-
tion, as Skinner also makes a elaim.”

“Quite so, sir,” =aid Bolsover easily.

“ When did this happen?”

“Last Thursday, sie.”

At what time?”

Bolsover major considered.

*It must have been between hall-past twelve and one, sir.
walked down to Friardale after morning lessons, and I was
coming baek when it happened.”

“Where had you been in Friardale?”

“ Unele Clegg’s tuckshop, sir.”

“¥You made purchases there?”

“Yes, sir; six jam-tarts. 1 brought them back with me,
and we ate thein after dinner, sir. I gave some to Ogilvy
and Russell, siv, and they will remember.”

“You are willing that Mr. Clegg should be referred to,
anil asked whether you actually visited his shop at that
time?"’

-
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That part of Bolsover’s story, at all cvents, conld bo
substantiated. IIe had certainly paid that visit to Unclp
Clegg's tuckshop, and purchased the tarts. LEvidence to that
effcet would not be lacking.

“Was there anyone in the voad at the time you stopped
the yunaway herse, Bolsover?™”

“1 did not seo anyone, sir.’

“No one belonging to Greyfriarst”

““ Not that I noticed, sir.”

“ Do vou know to whom the horse and cart belonged!’

““ No, sir. After I dragged the horse aside, I ran to help
up the gentleman, who had fallen into the road. The horse
dashed on.”

“ And what caused the eut on your arm?”’

“] think it must have been a part of the harness, sir; but
1 didn’t sce. I did not know it was there till afterwards, 1
was so excited; but the Colonial gentleman called my atten-
tton to it, and asked me if I was hurt.”

*“Tha cut must have been made through the sleeves of*
jacket and shirt.”

“Of course, sir.”

“Then you can produce them?”

“1 think the shirt is in the wash, sir/’
calmly. *But I am wearing the same jacket now.
has been sewn up.”

There was something like a sensation among the fellows at
this statement. Either it proved the justice of Bolsover's
claim, or that he had foreseen questioning, and deliberately
cut and sewn up the sleeve of his4acket to be in readiness.

“ Show me your sleeve, Bolsover.”

The junior held up his arm for inspection.

“The cloth has certainly been ripped up and re-sewn,”
said the Head. * Who sewed this up for you, Bolsover?”

“I did it myself, sir.”

“Indeed! It is customary for-the juniors to ask Mrs.
Kebble to get their mending done for them.”

* Yes, sir; but in this case I thought I'd do it, as it would
have led to questions being asked how it came there. I
didn’t mean to say anything about the matter at all, as it
would have sounded like boasting.”

The Head pursed his lips thoughtfully. Bolsover's story
hung tegether excellently well, and proof, so far as propof
could be had, was there.” At all events, there was no detail
lacking. The school looked on with breathless interest,
wondering what the Head would say next. Certainly there
seemed no means of disproving Bolsover's statemeénts, true
or false as they might be.

“I am glad to say, Rclsover, that your explanation sounds
quite true to me,” said Dr. Locke, at last. “If there were
no other elaimant, I shouid have no hesitation in awarding
you the Christmas present offered by the Colonial gentleman.”

“ Thank sou, sir."”

“ But before I decide I must hear what Skinner has to say.
Stand aside a moment!”

“Very well, sin.”

Bolsover major stood aside. His look was quite satisfied,
and he cast a triumphant grin at Snoop and Bunter. He
had beaten them, at all events.

¢ Skinner !

Skinner advanced into the limelight, so to speak. 8kinner
was quite as cool and collected as Bolsover. He faced the
Head's searching eyes with perfeet ealmness.

“The matter lies between you and Bolsover, Skinner. Ona.
of you is making a false claim, and I must decide which.
Kindly give me your version.”

“It huppened on Baturday afternoon, sir,” said Skinner.
“1t was all owing to Farmer Johnson's bull—the black bull
that attacked some Greyfriars chaps, sir, some time ago.
1 was crossing by the footpath close to the field, when I
heard the bull bellowing. I looked through the hedge, and
saw him rushing vpon a chap—a gentleman with a very
sunburnt face and a Panama hat.  The man didn’t see him,
1 suppose, or perhaps he didn't know how ferocious he was,
bheing a stranger.  Anyway, there was the bull rushing upen
him, and I nipped through the hedge just in time, and sprang
between them!”

“Indeed! And then?”

“1 came at the bull from the side, sir. I've read that a
bull don’t see well sideways, sir, in some book about Spanish
bullfights, so I thought I had a chance with him. I
grabbed him by the horns, and dragged at him, and he went
over on his side just as he reached the gentleman. The
man was knoeked down, but he got up and ran, and I ran, too.
We both got over the hedge just in time. Then I found
that one of the horns had rvipped up my sleeve and cut my
arm.

Dead silenee greeted Skinner's story.

It was quite as plausible as Bolsover major's—excepting
that no one who knew Harold Skinner believed for a moment
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that anything would have induced him to enter the field
where Farmer Johnson's black bull was kept. .

And one thing was certain—either Bolsover or Skinner was
lying. The Colonial gentleman’s life had been saved only
once—nob twice—and if Bolzsover had vescued him from the
runaway horse, SBkinner had ecertainly not vescued him from
the ferocious bull.  And if, on the other hand, Skinner had
rescuecdd him from the ferocious bull, Bolsover major had
certainly not rescued him from the runaway horse.  One of
the two stories was a cleverly-concocted fabrication—if not
both of them.

Dr. Locke was evidently puzzled.

“Where is the jacket you were wearing at the time,
Skinner ¥
“I've got it on now, sir.”
¢ Show me the sleeve.”

Skinner calmly showed the sleeve.  Undoubtedly there was
tear in the cloth, which had been sewn up again,

“Who sewed this for you, Skinner?”’

Y Btott, sir.”

Sensution!

If Stott had sewn up that sleeve for Skinner at the time it
happened — befare  the sColonial  traveller's letter reached
Greyfriars—it was proof positive of the truth of Harold
Skinner’s story,

N

Dr. Locke was visibly impressed.

“One moment,” he said. “Why did you not take the
jacket to Mrs, Kebble to be sewn, Skinner?” .

“1 didn’t want to say anything about the matter, siv. Some
of the fellows might huve thought I was gassing—ahem !—1
mean, boasting I

“ But yon must have told Stolt.”

“He cams into the study, sir, while T was sewing up the
sleeve &

AL what time?”

“ Just after I got back to Greyfriars, siv.””

“On Baturday?”’

“ Baturday afternoon, sir.”

“ And you told him what had happened?”’

“Well, I had to, sir,” said Skinner. *‘ He asked me what
had happened. I was pretty dusty, and there was a bad cut
on my arn, and he thought 1 had been in some acecident. So
I told him about it, and asked him to keep it dark. I dido’t
want to look like a swanker, siv, making a lot of what I had
done, 1t wasn’t very much, after all.  Any fellow would
Lhave done the same.”

“1 suppose Slott will corroborate what you say, Skinner?”

“1 suppose so, sir. I haven’t spoken to him about it since,
Eut I suppose he hasn’t forgotten,  He sewed the sleeve up

A,
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A party of lucky Magnetites interrupt their ewn merry Christmas festivities to minister to the needs of a ragged

girl and boy, to whom Christmas otherwise would bring but litile good cheer.

A good turn which illustrates the true

Christmas spirit!
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Four sleeves were rolled up, exposing four right arms to view. And four cuts just below the elbow were exposed

to the astounded eyes of the Head!

Dr. Locke could hardly believe his eyes.

“ Extraordinary ! he exclaimed.

** Mr. Quelch, what do you think of this? All four of the boys have the same mark on their arms—the mark by
which the Celonial gentleman declared that the identity of his rescuer could be proved!” (See Chaptsr 16.)

for me, because my arm was stiff, siv, and I couldn’t hold the
needle very well.”

“ Btott, kindly come here.”

Stott of the Remove came forward.
from Peter Todd.

“Bkinner’s a deep’ un!
you bet!”

And the Remove fellows generally took Peter’s view of
the case; but the rest of the school were impressed  SBkinner,
ai all events, was the only one of the claimants who had a
witness—or who had had the forethought to provide a
witness, as the case might be.

“You have heard all that Skinner has asserted, Stott?”’
asked the Head.

*“Yes, sir,”” said Stott firmly,

“ Do you remember the circumstances?™

“ Yes, sir”

*“ Skinner’s statement is correct?”’

“ Every word, sir.”

“You found him with his arm cut and his sleeve torn in

Tue MacG¥eT LisrarY.—No. 305.

There was a whisper

Hc's going halves with Stott,

his study last Saturday afternoon, and sewed up the sleeve
for him?¥”

“Yes, sir.”

The Head looked searchingly at Stott, but Stott’s heavy
face was quite impassive.  And the good old doctor was far
100 simple-minded to guess, as Peter Todd had guessed, that
the two raseals had concocted the story between them, with
the intention of “ going halves’ in the Colonial gentleman’s
iwenty pounds.

There was a burz from the school. Bolsover’s face had
leost its look of satisfaction. He realized that matters were
becoming serious for him.  That Skinner would have a
witness to his story he never dreamed. Skinner was, in
fact, the only one of the four claimants who was rnualified
by natural cunning and unserupulousness to make out a good
case,

¢ Bkinner wins it} murmured Coker of the Fifth.
true, too!”

There was a
major.

“ Looks

bush again as the Iead turned to Bolsover
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Steps In!
R. LOCKE'S brow was very severe.

He believed Skinner's story, corroborated as it was
by the evidence of his Form-fellow. It followed that
he had no alternative but to disbelieve Bolsover.

“ Bolsover!” he rapped out.

“ Yoz, sir,” faltered Bolsover.

“YWhat have you to say now?!

¢ Skinner’s lving, sir.”

“Do you still declare that you have told the truth, and
that you rescued a gentleman from a runaway horse?”

“Ves, sir,” said Bolsover major. “0Of course, it’s pos-
sible that the man T rescued wasn't the man who wrote that
letter. He may have been' a different man altogether.”

“T am afraid, Bolsover, that the occurrenee did not take
place at all.”

“T don't see why you should believe Skinner any more than
me, sir.” said Bolsover major sullenly. = *! Everybody knows
that Skinner is a coward, and wouldn't risk his little finger
to save anybody !’ ;

“Gilence '™’ said the Head sternly.  * You will not clear
vourself, Bolsover, by casting aspersions upon a boy who has
proved himself brave and generous b

Bolsover snorted.

““'The least you can do now, Bolsover, is to admit that you
have fabricated this story, in the hope of receiving the
reward " said the Head sternly.  *‘ Doubtless you hoped that
the modesty of the real claimant would prevent him from
coming forward in public to claim his just due i

“T know Skinner’s lying, sit. Ask anybody in the Form—
they'll all tell you that he's a rotten funk! Ask any Remove

chap if he thinks Skinner would face a wild bull.” I¥s all
rot "
“There is evidence to prove Skinner’s story. However,

as it is barely possible that you may have aided some other
man in the way you have described, Bolsover, I shall let
vour case stand over for a little.  Strict investigation will
be made as to whether there was a runaway horse in Friar-
dale Lane between half-past twelve and one o’clock on
Thursday afternoon last week. If there was, others must
have scen it, and the owner of the horse can be found.
Rather than commit an injustice, I will take any amount of
trouble to ascertain the exact facts; but if your story is proved
false, vou will be flogged like Bunter and Bnoop, Bolsover.
You may go back to your place!”

And Bolsover sullenly retreated.

“ And now,” said the IHead, ““an _act of justicc may be
done, and I cannot express how glad I am that we have been
able to arrive at the truth. It is very fortunate, Skinner,
that Stott knew of this at the time, otherwise you would have
i‘)un tho risk of being disbelieved, like these three unserupulous

oys !

4 Oh, sir!" said 8kinner.

1 am satisfied of the truth of your story, Skinner, and I
am very glad that the facts have come to light. My boys,”
cbntinued the Head, looking towards the Remove, “if it
is true, as Bolsover has stated, that you have a poor opinion
of Skinner’s conrage, I trust you will now alter that opinion,
after the proof he has given you of the contrary. He has
acted very bravely and very nobly!”

“Perhaps!” murmured Peter Todd.

41 shall now bestow upon Harold Skinner the generous
Christmas present offered by the Colonial gentleman!” said
the Head.  * I should be glad to hear cheers for Skinner, who
has brought credit wpon his Form and upon his school !

“ Hurray ! shonted Coker of the Fifth.

“ Bravo, Skinner!”

“Hip. pip, hurray "

The Head's words removed the last doubt in the minds of
the Greyfriars fellows, If Dr. Locke was satisfied, there was
no reason why they should not be.  And if old Skinner had
proved himself a hero, there was no reason why he shouldn’t
have his meed of praise, So all the school joined cordially
in the cheering. seniors and juniors alike.

Poter Todd closed one eve significantly. He was not
convinced. And a grim. cynical smile was upon Vernon-
Smith's face. It had been there during the whole of the pro-
coedings. '

The Bounder evidently didn't believe in the genuineness of
any of the claims pur forward for the Colonial traveller's
twentv-pound note,

¢ Skinmy's the giddy hero!”
don’t think:!”

“He's o eleverer Har than the others.” said the Bounder.

“ You shut up!”’ said Bob Cherry indignantly. * Skinner's
made out his case. hasn't he? You go back to Coventry!”

And Bob joined more enthusiastically than ever in the
cheering.

s Hurrali! Hurrah !

Tur Macxrr LiBrary.—No. 305
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“ Bravo, Skinner!”

The doctor held up his hand for silence, and the shouting
died away. Skinner was looking very modest, as became a
true hero who suddenly found himself the observed of all
observers, and admired by everybody.

 Qkinner, 1 shall now present you with the Christmas
present forwarded to me by the (‘clonial gentleman, at the
same time commending you for your courage, your generous
lielp to a stranger, and your modesty !’

“ Oh, sic ! murmured Skinner.

The Head tool out his pocket-book, opened it. and revealed
the erisp, rustling banknote.

Skinner's eyes glistened. Billy Bunter gave a faint groan.
He had looked upon that banknote as practically his own
property, and it was very hard to see it pass into the hands
of a rival Ananias.

At that moment Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars,
stepped out of the ranks of the Remove, and advanced coolly
up the hall.

All eyes were turned upon him.

What the Bounder could have to say at that roment was
a puzzle to evervbody. But it was quite evident that he had
something to say.

Mr. Queleh waved his hand to him.

“ (o back to your place, Smith,' he said.

“ Excuse me, sir, I have something to say about this—some-
thing that the Head must hear before he gives Skinner the
banknote."

“ Nonsense! Go back!”

“If you please, sir—""

“ Return to your place, Vernon-Smith!” said the Head
severely. I presume that you do not initend, at this late
moment, to make a claim to the banknote.”

“ Certainly not, sir. I only wish to point out that Skinner's
claim is false!”

“ Nonsense !

“1 ean prove if, sir!”" said the Bounder calmly.

Dr. Locke hesitated. Skinner’s eves turned on the Bounder
with o savage gleam. He could not see how the Bounder
could upaet his cunningly-contrived story in any way; but he
was vaguely uneasy. He was afraid of the Bounder.

“If you really have anything to say, Vernon-Smith, T must
hear you,” said the Head, at last. * But be brief. What is it ?"

“T can prove that Skinner’s story is false, from beginning
to end, sir,” said the Bounder, and his words caused a buzz of
excitement in the hall. It is as false as the story told by
Bolsover, Bunter, and Snoop!”

“What 1"

“ There is not a word of truth in anything they have said,
sir. They did not rescue a Colonial traveller from danger,
for a very good reason.”

“ And that reason?” said the Head sternly.

¢ There never was any Colonial traveller to rescue, sir.”

“ Oh, my hat!” said Coker.

¢ The plot thickens!" grinned Peter Todd. *‘ What did I
tell you, you fellows?"”

“Begad! Look at
Mauleverer.

* Silence!"" exclaimed Wingate.

“ Vornon-Smitl, what do you mean by making that wild
and foolish statement?’ demanded the Head angrily. * Yon
are perfeetly well aware that I received a letter from the
Colonial gentleman, which was displayed on the school notice-
board. You are aware that this twenty-pound note was sent
to me as a reward for the Remove boy who saved his life!”

Vernon-Smith smiled grimly.

T am aware, sir, that the whole story is a hoax from begin-
ning to end.”

S 8mith!”

“ And I can prove it!"

“ Unless you do so. Smith, you will be punished most
severely for having spoken in this manner,” said the Head
stevnly.

“Very well, sir. T am willing to take that risk. There
never was any Colonial traveller to be rescued,” said Vernon-
Smith deliberately. *° That letter, and that i.vunknot(', were
sant to you for a certain purpose. That purpose was to show
up those cads in their true colours. T should have thought
thers would be more claimants for the banknote. Buf those
four I knew would claim it—and now they are shown up!”

#1 do not understand you, Smith. Youv speak as though
you knew that that letter was to be seni to me.”

“ T did know it, sir!”

“ You knew it beforehand?”’

“Yes, sir”

‘I cannot believe vou, Smith. Give me proof of your
statement. Do vyou mean to tell me that you are acquainted
with the person who wrote that letter?”

“* Yes, sin”

Skinner's face!” murmured Lord
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“ Vou can prove it??

 Quite easily, siv”’

There was a buzz. ITow the Bounder was going to prove
his statement was not clear vet, but his words carried convie-
tion with them, Skinner's face was almost green. Bolsover,
Snoop, and Bunter were grinning. They had been proved to
be false claimants, and they were cxtremely pleased to find
their hitherto successful rvival in the same boat.

Dr. Locke drew a deep breath.

“Very well, Vernon-Smith,” he said, “ I will give you an
opportunity to prove what you assert. You say you know who
wrote that letter.”

“Yes, sin”’

“ Then who was it?”

“ Myself, sir!”

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Hoax !
PIN might have been heard to drop in Big Hall.

H In dead silence, craning their heads forward to hear
what the Bounder would say, the Greyfriars fellows had
listened to hear the name of the unknown person who

had written that famous letter to the Head. i .

The Bounder’'s reply came out sharp and clear in the still-
ness:

Y Myself, sir!”

The silence lusted a moment longer—the silence of stupe-
faction.

Then there was a roar.

“ Smithy !

“ 1t was a hoax "

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ The Bounder!"

** Ha, ha, ha !’

Dr. Locke's face was a study fol a moment. Whatever he
had expected the Bounder to say, he certainly had not expected
him to say that. That any G%'e-yfriars fellow should coolly
stato that he had worked off a tremendous hoax on his head-
master and the whole school—that was far beyond the limit !
The Head did not wish to believe it, but the Bounder’s tone
carried conviction. It was only too clear that he would be
able to prove what he stated.

“ Yernen-8mith " gasped the IHead at last, finding his
voice. ' You wicked, unscrupulous boy! Are wou aware of
what you are saying?"”’

“ Quite, sir.”’

“ You say that you wrote that letter?”

“ Ves, sir.”

“ Prove your statement

“ Certainly, sir. You have there a banknote for twenty
pounds, which has not been out of your possession since 1t
came here in a registered letter, sir.”

“ That is true.”

“1 can give you the number of the note!”

“ You—you can give me the number of the note!” stam-
mered the Head.

“Yes, sir.  No. 008642648!" said the Bounder, reading
from a number written in pencil on his shirt-cuff. *‘Is that
correct, sir?’

The Head glanced at the hanknote that he still held in his
hand.

“ It is correct,” he said.

That settled it. The banknote had not been seen by any
eyes at Greyfriars, excepting Dr. Locke’s and Mr. Quelch’s,
since its arrival. The Head knew that it had been locked up
in his desk all the time. It was impossible that the Bounder
could have scen it since its arrival at the school. It followed
that e had seen it before it was posted to Dr. Locke.

“ My father sent me the note, sir; I asked him for it!”
continued the Bounder. “ My father always keeps the
numbers of his banknotes, so if you care to refer to‘him, he
will tell you that that note was sent to me.”

S Boy I

K o hya\'c also the receipt from the post-office for the regis-
tered letter,” said the Bounder, taking it from his pocket.
“If you care to examine it—"

The Head waved it aside.

I

“1 do not require any further proof, Vernon-Smith. It is
only too unhappily. evident that your statement is true. This
banknote, which belongs to you, will be returned to you. Take

!’

The Bounder took the banknote with perfect coolness, and
crumpled it carelessly into his pocket. That the affair had
been a practical joke had seemed impossible, because a prac-
tieal joker would hardly have spent twenty pounds on a jape.
But it had cost the Bounder nothing, as was now evident.
As soon as he chose to make his explanation, the banknote was
returned to him as a matter of conrse.

Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon Skinner, turning away from
the Bounder for a moment. Harold Skinner was quaking,
and fervently wishing that the floor would open and swallow
him up.
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“ Skinner!” The Head's voice was deep and terrvifying.
* What have you to say now?"

Skinner mumbled helplessly.

** N-n-nothing, sie!"”

“Do you still hold to your wicked story of rescuing &
Colonial gentleman from Farmer Johnson's bull?” ;

L i N-n-nunno, sir!”’

“You will be flogged for your unserupulous falsehood,
Skinner. Bolsover, I know now that your story also was
gltldt?}?md]y false. All four of you will be publicly flogged.

ott I

“Ye-c-es, sir]” gasped Stott.

i You lied in bearing witness to Skinner’s statement.”

I—I—I-—" stuttered the unfortunate Stott, with a
glance of fury at Skinner. *“I—I did it to oblize Skinner,
sir. He——he suggested to me to go halves in the twenty
pounds if we could get hold of it, sir.”

“You will be flogged, like the others; you are equally
bad. You have borne false witness, Mr. Queleh  will you
kindly send for Gosling 7"

“Certainly, sir!” said Mr. Quelch,

And the five culprits quaked miserably. They knew whab
that meant, and they already scemed to feei the birch
lashing upon them. = There was to be no delay in their
punishment. Whatever happened to Vernon-Smith, he had
succeeded in his object—the four friends who had failed
him in his extremity, the four unserupulous young raseals
who had assumed lofty airs of scorn over a fellow no worse
than themselves, were shown up as plainly as could be, and
the finger of secorn would be pointed at them as it had never
been pointed at the Bounder.

“And now, Vernon-8mith,” said the Head, and his voice
was deep and almost terrible, I will hear what you have
to say in extenuation‘of your conduct. You have dared to
play a wicked and absurd hoax upon your headmaster.
You have placed me in a most intolerable position. What
have you to say ?"”

“I know you’ll punish me, sir,” said the Bounder steadily.
“1 knew 4vhat 1 was risking, and I'm not afraid. 1 had
good reasons for what I did. The Remove have sent me to
Coventry, and I don’t care if I leave Greyfriars.”

*“You understand, then, that I shall expel you for this ack
of gross disrespeet ?”

I suppose so, sir.”

“ You can hardly expect anything eclse, Smith."”

The Bounder’s face hardencd.

“I don’t expeet anything else, sir.,  I've been sent to
Coventry by my Form, and I'd rather leave Greyfriars than
stund it—or than cringe to the other fellows to make it up
with them. Those four fellows always pretended to be my
friends, but when I was sent to Coventry they deserted me.
What I did was wrong—I own that—but I was carried away
by my temper. The Form were all down on me—and I
didn’t complain of that—X should have been down on any
chap who'd done as I did. But these fellows ought to have
stood by me. They weren't any better thasr [ was What
right had they to desert me, and put onairs of superiority 7
The Bounder’s voice was ringing and bitter. “I made up
my mind to show them up—to make it plain to all the school
that they were hypocrites when they pretended to be down
on me—and I've done it. I knew they'd make up claims to
that banknote. I knew that every fellow in the Remave who
was a cad and a liar would try to get hold of it, so I was
certain of them. I shall have to leave Greyfriars, but L
don’t envy them. I'd rather be kicked out, than stay here
as they're going to do—with every fellow in the school
knowing that they are liars, swindlers, and cheats !

The Bounder ceased.

There was silence in Big Hall.

The Head broke it.

“Am I to understand. then, Vernon-8mith, that vou have
done this for revenge upon the boys whom you rcesard as
false friends?”

“1 did it to punish them, sir—and all the Remove, too, in
a way. They know now that I'm not the only black slicep
in the Form, at any rate.”

“¥ou have acted wrongfully, wilfully, and with a cunning
far beyond your years, Vernon-SBmith,” said the Head
slowly. ** Your only excuse is that you scem to have acted
under a sense of wrong, and that the four boys you have
exposed are undoubtedly very bad and unserupulous. Dut
I cannot pardon you for your gross disrespect to your head-
master.”

“1 don't expect it, sir.’”

“You will leave Greyfriars this evening, Smith.”

The Bounder's face paled a little.  He had expeeted it,
and he preferred it cither to Coventry, or to the humil[nlig%l
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of seeking the good-will of tlie other fellows. DBut it was a
hard blow.

But the Bounder, with &ll his faults, was game to the
backbone. He set his teeth, and answered qulctl} and
steadily :

“Very well, sir!”

And the Bounder turned and walked to the door, followed
by all eyes in the hall. And there was something like ad-
miration in the glances of the Greyfriars fellows. The
Bounder's step was firm, his head was erect. There was no
limit to his nerve; mnd at all events he cut a very good
figure in comparison with the fellows he had so bitterly
exposed and humiliated.

The Bounder disappeared. Gosling entered as he left;
and then followed the punishment of the false claimants.
An the presence of the assembled school, the four young
rascals and Stott were hoisted in turn upon the school porter's
back and soundly flogged, and loud sounds of anguish were
heard in the erowded hall as they received their punmhment
-one after another,

‘Then the word was given to dismiss.

Bolsover major, Skinner, Snoop, Stott, and Bunter crawled
away, fecling as though life were not worth living. Their
pumishment had been severe, and they were likely to feel the
‘effects of it for some days to come; but more hllhn than the
Jashes of the birch was the scorn and contempt in the faces
‘of their Form-fellows. In comparison with them, as Bob
Cherry remarked, the Bounder might be rega eded as a
giddy saint.

And towards the Bounder thie feelings of the Remove had
undergone a change. The cool nerve with which he had
worked off that tremendous hoax upon the Head and the
whole school, and the coumnge with which he stood his
punishment could not fail to evoke admiration among the
juniors:. And his punishment was so severe that nobody
wanted to muko it heavier; and by tacit consent the sentence
of “Coventry” was dropped for the few hours that yet
remained to Vernon-Smith at Greyfriars.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Exit the Bounder!
ERNON-SMITH was a little pale, but quite calm, when
V he came downstairs later with his coat over his arm.
The trap that was to take him to the station was
waiting outside, and Gosling had already placed his
boxes in if.

A crowd of fellows had assembled to see the Bounder
start.

Most of them were sorry for him.

After that hoax on the Hoad, Dr. Locke could not be
expected to pardon him, but all the fellows felt that his
‘punishment was hard.-

Indeed, Coker of the Fifth, in iim kindness of his heart,
even 'plopo';erl a deputation to the Head on the subject, to
beg the Bnundel off. But nobody was inclined to back up
Coker in ‘“ deputating ”’ to .the Head. The Bounder had to
go, and the fellows could only show him their sympathy by
shaking hands with him, and wishing him good luck and a
merry Christmas.

The Remove fellows, who had all agreed in sending the
Bounder to Coventry, were as cordial as the other fellows
now that Vernon-Smith was going.

Only four of them stood aloof—the four false claimants to
the bunknote, whose punishment had been publicly ad-
ministered in Big Hall. Bolsover major and Skinner, Billy
Bunter and Sidney James Snoop‘ rejoiced in the Boundurs
downfall, as far as they were in a condition to rejoice at
all. It was the one consolation for the smart of their
flogging.

The Bounder, with his coat on his arm, and a cool and
steady expression on his fase, went to Mr. Quelch’s study as
soon as lic came downstairs. ITe knocked at the door and
opened it, and Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, with a somewhat
peculiar expression on his face.

* You are going, Vernon-Smith ¥’

“Yes, sir. I've come to say wuod bye, if yon would care
to say goud bye to me.

“I am glad to epeak to yvou before you go, Smith. T am
wvery sorry that it has come to this,” said the Remove-
mmder l'[ul{‘tl\' “ After your outrageous disrespect in play-
ing such a prank upon your headmaster, Dr. Locke had no
altc‘matuc iut to expel you. You must sec that for your-
self

“y suppose that's so, sir.”

“You have acted wrongly all along. T have been making
some inquiries, and I am now aware of the grievance your
Form-fellows had against you. They were fully justified m

gending you to (‘aventr}, for what yvou did, Vernon-Smith."
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“T admit it, sie.”

“Yet it is very unfortunate. You have shown so many
signs of improvement—I was in hopes that you would
become a very creditable member of the Form. ¥You have
very great natural gifts, if you cared to use them in the
right way. I hope you will have better fortune elsewhere.
And T cannot forget, Vernon-Smith, the brave .urtiml which
caused me to pardon you tho last time you were in trouble.
I am sorry you are going.’

“You are very kind to say so, sir.”” The Bounder hesi-
tated. “I suppose there's no charfee Eor wmne—to come back
next term, I mean?"’

“At present, I fear—mone. The Head is. naturally,
greatly incensed. By your trick you placed him in an in-
tolerable position. It was wildly reckless and unjustifiable,
though I quite understand your desire to punish the false
friends who deserted you. Yet it would have been better to
treat them with contempt, Smith, and taken no active
moeasures for their pum-hm(‘llt above all, moasures of this
wild and reckless kind.”

“I know I've made a muck of my chances here, sir, and
it's no good saying I'mr sorry for it now that I've got it in
the neck,” said th_p Bounder. ‘““If the Head lets me come
back next term, I'd try to do better.”

“I think you would, Vernon-Smith; and for that.recason

I shall approach the Head on the subject, after some days
have clapsed. You may be assured, at all events, that you
have @ friend here who will do his best for you, an(l, if
possible, brmg about your return to Greyfriars: That is the
best I can say.

For once the hard face of the Bounder softened; he was
moved. He had not expected that kiridness from the usually
quiet and severe Form-masteg.

“Thank you very much, sir,”” he said. “I shall hope for
the best. And—and I want to say that I'm sorry for all the
trouble I've given you while I've been here.”

“That is all forgotten, Vernon-Smith,”” Mr. Quelch held
out his hand. ‘“.Good-bye, my lad; and I hope to see you
again at Greylriars.”

“Thank you, sir!| Good-bye!”?

And the Bounder. left the study with a lighter step and a
lizhter heart.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on the steps of the School
House as he came out. Wharton was looking a little uncom-
fortdblc‘, but he spoke what was in his mlnd

“T hope you'll believe I'm sorry youw're going, Smithy,” he
said. “I can’t say I'm sorry we sent you to (ovcntlv,
because you deserved it.- But' I'm rud]lg sorry it's come to
this, Give me your fist before you go!

The Bounder hesitated one moment, then he held
out his hand.

“May as well part friends,’”” he said. T admit I acted
like a rotter in leaguing with the Higheliffe chaps against
you. It was my rotten temper, I suppose. Well, we all
malke mistalkes at times, and I've got it in the neck over this.
Good-bye !

“ Good-bye and good luck !

“The good-luckfulness is terrific, my worthy and ludicrous
Smithy.”

The Bounder shook hands in iurn with all the Co., and
then stepped into the trap.

A crowd of fellows watched it as it rolled away in the
December darkness.

The Bounder was gone.

Harry Wharton & Co. turned back into the honse with
clouded faces. They had not liked the Bounder—his ways
had made it scarcely possible to like him—yet they knew that
they would miss him from his accustomed place. They were
sorry to see him go.

and

“ Well, it can’t be helped.’” said Bob Cherry at last. * He
knew what he was doing when he hoaxed the Head.”
“We may see him again during the holidays,” said Whar-

ton. “ His father has talen a pl’me near my uncle’s house
at Wharton Magnus. I think I shall be gad to sce him
again.”

“ Bame here.”” said Nugent. “ He was a bounder—a
thorough bounder—but he had his good points. Jelly few
chaps would have the merve to do what he did—or the
cheel ! If we see him again we'll let bygones be bygones.”

b Y(‘w rather !”

« The ratherfulness is tervific.” .

The next day the Bounder's place in the Remove Form-
room was empty.

That day there were four gloomy faces in the Form—the
faces of the four claimants for the famous twenty-pound
note. The four self-declared heroes, the doers of the deed
which had never been done at all, were longing for breaking-
up day, so that they could get away from the mockery and
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“Gentlemen of the jury,” wound up Morgan eloquently, “I claim that my witnesses have proved the prisoner's

guilt,”
speaking !

And the prosecuting counsel sat down—on the floor!
(See Chapter 6.)

Someone had removed his chair while he was

derision of their Form-fellows. They hoped that the story
l\:’f}uld have died a natural death by the time next term
egan.,

Boisover major felt the shame of it more keenly than the
others,  He was far from being wholly a rascal. Stott
wanted to make out that he had acted purely out of friend-
ship for Skinner, but his explanation was scouted. It was
known quite well that Skinner had promised him * halves”
if he succeeded in bagging the Christmas prescent of the
mythical Clolonial traveller.

Skinner and Snoop kept silent, and avoided their Form-
fellows as much as they could.

Billy Bunter, however, appeared to labour under a sense
of injury. To the astonishment of the Removites, he per-
sisted that his story was true, in spite of the proof that the
supposed Colonial traveller had never existed, and was only
a figment of Vernon-8mith’s fertile brain.

Bunter naturally found no believers, but he repeated his
assertions so often and so emphatically that he came almost
to believe them himself.

Tue Macxer Lisrary,—No. 305.

But Peter Todd, who felt keenly the disgrace Bunter had
brought upon No. 7 Study, adopted a drastic method with
him. When Bunter eame into No. T to tea that day there
was a cricket-stump lying on the table.

Peter held up his flinger at the fat junior.

“ Now, Bunter,” he said, ** you've been lying all day, and
the time has come to chuck it. Do you savvy ?”’

*“ Oh, really, Todd, I've told the whole truth, you know!
You fellows ought to know what a truthful chap I am. I
can’t help it if Smithy hoaxed the Head. But I Lnow I
plunged into the river—I mean, I rushed before the express—
that is to say, I yanked the chap up when he was hanging

on the bridge—""

Peter rose to his feet.

“ You still stick to that?" he asked.

“ Yes, I do.”

“ Then you’ve got to unstick,” said Todd. * I've sorted
out a ericket-stump to help you. You're going to tell the
truth, if it costs me that stump. I'm wiliing to break it
on you if necessary.’”

et ali ol Rt s 1 o ompicaint, it “HARRY WHARTOR'S CHRISTMAS NUMBER.” %chivas
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* Look

“ Collar him !’

“ Lemme alone !” roared Bunter, as
collaved him, and slammed him_on the
wards “ [-~I—— Oh! Yah! Tlelp!”

Whack, whael, whaek !

The dast rose from Dunter’s tight garments,

(LX)

Todd
carpel

and Dutton
face down-

“ Now then, did you rescue the giddy traveller?™ asked
Peter, pausing with the stump in the air

“Ow! Yes! Ow! Yarooh!”

Whael, whael, whael !

“ id von perform that giddy rescue?”

“0Ow! No T dida't! Yow!”

“Was it all lies from beginning to end

“Ow! Yes! Ow!”

“ Do you admit that vou are an Ananias, a "\[umlml 0L,
and a Houm-monf and a journalist all mllod into one?’

“Ow! Yes! Ow! Apything rou like!” groaned Bunter,
* Beast ! Ow "

Y Good ! said Peter, laving down the slomp,  * Mind, if
you tell .mntlwr whopper this terra, Tl stump you again!”

0\\ ow, (I\\'

And aftcl that nothing more was heard 'of William George

Bunter’s heroic exploits.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Buuter Too!
TIIL following day Greyfriars broke up.

It was a keen, snowy December day. The juniors

made their preparations for departure in great spirits.

The Famous Five were all going together to Harry

Wharton’s home for the Christmas holidays, and Hazeldene,

of the Remove, was going with them. The party numbered

six, but according to Billy Bunter it ought to have numbered

seven. Billy Bunter had spent a vacation at Wharton Lodge,
and he intended to spend his Christmas holidays there.

Bunter often related glowing acecounts of the glories of
his own home, but it was observed that he was mever
anxious to spend vacations there, and he was a famous
fisher for invitations.

Wharton, who was very good-matured, sometimes allowed
the fat junior to inflict himselfi upon him, but this time he
was very firm, Bunter's conduct on the occasion of the
Bounder's hoax had disgusted the chums with him more
than usual, and they told Lim in the plainest of English
that they wouldn’t have him.,

Buat Billy Bunter was blessed with the thickest of skins.

When the chums of the Remove came down to start that
morning Billy Bunter was waiting for them. He collared
Harry Wharton at once.

“ Your boxes are in the brake,” he remarked.

- *"Thanks !

¢ 8o's mine.”

“ What !

“1I thought I'd tell Gosling to put it there,” explained

Bunter. “ You see, I'm really not the chap to desert my old
EI_J}S at l'_‘hris’rmas-timc. You really didn’t think that of me,
id you?

\\_harton glared at him.
“If vour box is in the brake I'll jolly soon pitel it out,’
he sand.

0O, really, vou I\nou" I lnm\ you were only
w nmﬁ ‘Ulfl said I wasn I!( mr;mg, said Bunter.
a joke of eourse. e, he, ke !

“You can ‘he, he, he! as much as you like, but vou're
not coming.” said Havry. ** You are a beastly spoofer and
liar, and I donw't want you !’

* That s really a little joke, vou Lnow,’

»

joking
“T can take

murmured

Bunter. “ I never really intended to take the tw enty-pound
note. The fact is, I knew all along that Sn: ithy was zpoof-
ing—

“EhE”

“ And if the Head Lad given me the banknote T was going
to hand it back at once to SBmithy, vou see.’
b Oln‘ my hat!” {-j'wulnfwl Bob Cherry.
‘Time we started " said Buater. © OfF course, T must
come.  Didu't ITazel say ﬂ:’tt his sister was coming to vour
p]a(‘o lat{'r on, Wharton®

““ll[ I ought to Le there, yvou know, Mariorie will
eXPect to see e, Xnn wouldn'y like to disappoint M: arjorie
llnzv!dmiv would you

“Rats !

“You knrow jollv well that Marjorie \\cm{ l.UiJ-Jllt'l it a
holiday at all if T'nu not there,” said Bunter. * No need for
wou chaps to be jealons, either. It's not my fault i girls
like me. Some fellows are born with a w ar w |fh thein, you

klio\r. _I don't brag of ir, but there vou arve! It's o wav
[ RN
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Bob Clerry drew a deep breath.

“ 1 don't want te slaughter you on the
tomu Bunter,” he said, 111 mea=ared tones,
better chut up.”

Biih Bunter blinked at him,

“You go and cat coke!
Harry— W

last day of the
‘but you had

I'm talking to my old pal
ST old pal ITarey? vou if you dan't cheese it 17 growled
Wharton, ** Come on, vou fellows ! Good-bye, ]'.i[!le'_'\'. old
man! Lots of luck ! Good-bye, Tirow nex ! Come on !

The C'o. were catching an carlier tramn than most of the

fellows. They piled into the brake, which already contained
their luggage.  Gosling. the portl-r. and Trotter, the page,
stood by with unusually sweet smiles, in expectation of

d. and the Famous Five

Christmas tips, Good-byes were
departed from the old school.

Bunter blinked after them through his big speetacles and
glunt{\rl

Not gone, after all?

“T'm going

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ This is only
“ He knows T =h:
joke of his to make me wallk.
vou next term 7

“ They've shoved vour
Bunter started.

Bunter blinked at the trunk. 5

“ Never mind; my pals will lend me anything T want.
Ciond-bye !

* Ha, hia, ha !

And Billy nllrlh‘! rolled away towards the zates.

The brake dashed at a good rate down the lane, between
the trees gleaming white with snow. Harry Wharton & Co.
were in great spirits,

When thev reached the station, a smart motor-car was stand-
ing outside, and Ingeage was being taken in by the porters,

* erinned Bulstrode,

Wharton's litile joke.” Buater explained.
Ul got to the station in time.  It's a little
CGood-bye, you fellows! See

box out!™ wvelled Tom DBrown, as

“lerhd:ﬂ'e (Ihup» going 17 rrnmlml Bob Cherry. “We
shall sec our dear Ponxonb\' agsin before we go. That's his
name on the huuL vonder.”

* Good egg !

The Gw\'fn.u:. juniors poured into the station. On the
platform were the Higheliffe chums—Ponsonby, Gadsby,

Vavasour, Monson, Merton, and another. They looked grimly
at the Greyfriars fellows, and seemed a little uneasy. They
had not forgotten the last meeting, with Harry Wharton &
Co. on the Courtfield football- glound

The Greyfriars fellows, and the Highcliffians as well, had
driven to Courtfield to catch the express.  And the express,
when it came in, was erowded. The juniors made a rush for
the train. Bob Cherry, by accident or perhaps not by acci-
dent, came into Ponsonby's way, and the Higheliffe leader
stumbled over his foot and rolled on the plqtform There was
a crunch as he bumped on his silk topper.

“ You rotter!” yelled Ponsonby.  You
purpose,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Funny, ain't 1t %
up a footer mateh!

There was one empty carriage as it happened and all the
juniors were making for it. Thete was quite a tussle outside
I-Lm'v Wharton & Co. had not forgotten the
spoiled footer mateh, and they were quite pleased at an oppor-
tunity of scoring off the Highclifians before they parted. Six
ologa.nl' \'oulhf-—-lm longzer ('lt'gant—‘-;:l’u\\1(!(1 on the platform
as the Greyfriars fellows evammed themselves into the train.

Ponbon.bv ‘\hurgcrod to his feet.

“ Rush "em !I'" he shouted.

¢ Stand back there I voared a porter.

“ Idiot I" said Ponsonby. \{ e've got to catch the train,
haven't we "

“ Come on!” howled Gadsby.

The carriare door was still open—and the Higheliffians made
a ruzh. P'(:h Cherey's big fist came \‘hl(nllﬂ‘h the doorw ay, and
Gadsby sat down on the platform again.  Then a bag de-
scended upon Vavasour's beautiful silk hat, and crushed it
down over his ears.

“Come on!" sang out Johnny Bull
xou can get m"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

The ]m:‘tm‘ slammed the door.

Ponsonby & Co., red with fury.

search of other places.

But it was too late,

The express was in motion. and it valled out of ihe station,
and the Highelifians weee loft standing on the 1:!‘1tf0m1 dis-
hevelled and furious, snd shaking ]1r‘|‘ fists at the grinning
faces of the Grevfriars Co. in the carviage window.

“ Lost the train, poor kids ! chunekicd Bob Chesiy, £
think we can call Ilm count square now,  Thiz is where we
smile! Tia. ha. ha!”

did that on

* As funoy as mucking

o4 chackled Bob.

“ Lots of room—if

vished wlong the train in
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“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

Ponsonby & Co. branlished their fists. There was a sudden
yell as a fat figure came tearing on the platform. .

“ T say, you fellows, wait for me! Stop that train! I'm
zoing ! T say E

 Bunter '’ roared Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha " f

The express rushed on, and the last the Greyfriars fellows
saw of Bunter, was the fat junior being kicked along the
platform by Ponsonby & Co. They had no special quarrel
with Bunter, certainly, but they were glad to wreak their
wrath upon somebody belonging to Greyfriars—and Bunter
had arrived in the nick of time for that, if not for the train.

Bob Chervry sank back into his seat, gasping with merriment,

* Poor old Bunter! I wonder how much they will leave of
him??

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

It was a merry journey. And a wam welcome awaited the
party at Wharton Lodge, from Colonel Wharton and his sister.
Miss Wharton's kind face always lighted up at the sight of
hiz nephew—and she was glad to see his comrades. i—Ia_mrry
Wharton & Co. sat down to a *‘ spread ’ with keen appetites,
and in great spirits. 'They were enjoying themselves, and the
excellent fare Miss Wharton had provided, when there were
sounds of arrival—and a voice was heavd in the hall. b

* Having lunch, are they—all serene—U'll go right in. I
lost the train, but Harry is expecting me.”

The juniors simply jumped.

* Bunter " murmured Bob Cherry.

* My hat !

The door opened, and Billy Bunter came in—with an
cffusive smile on his face, though with a rather uncertain
expression in his eyes.

© Bunter I ;

“¥es!  Sorry I lest the train—T did my best,”  said
Bunter. I was ragged at the station by a zang of High-
cliffe rotters, you know. But I came on, all the same. You
didn’t think I'd leave vou in the lurch wover the Christmas
holidays, did you? Not my old pals! How do you do, sir?
You remember me—DBilly Bunter, of Greyfriars, top of the
Remove Form? 8o jolly glad to see you again, Miss
Wharton! Ripping to be tog&ther like this for the vac., 1s0't
it, you fellows? Yes, I'm iather hungry—thanks !”

And Bunter sat down to lunch,

Wharton gazed at him speechlessly. In the presence of his
unele and aunt, he did not like to eject him ** on his neck.”
Billy Bunter had had his way—by sheer impudence.  He
staved !

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER,
Home for the Holidays!
“ ¥ SAY, you fellows!”
l * By-r-rer-r I

“ Bmithy's heve ' i

It was the morning—a bright and crisp winter morning,
“Hly Bunter joined the chums of the Remove in the grounds
with some excitement in his face.

“T've seen him ! he said.  “‘ 8mithy, you know. He's
jnst ridden by the gates—jolly good horse, too.  Those

beasily millionaire bounders do themselves down jolly well,
don’t they 1

“1 knew he was staying near here,” said Harry.

* I spoke to him,” said Bunter. ** Under the circumstances,
heing (lihrisl,mas-!inw, too, T thought it was up to me to over-
lock his rotten conduet, and know him. shouldn’t mind
seing over to his place, to show there's no ill-feeling—he has
ripping feeds, you know—but the rotter just stared at me
as if he didn’t know me, and rode on.  Just fancy a chap
who's been expellad from school, riding the high horse like
1!1-_11;‘.', I'd have given him a jolly good licking, only—only

“ Only he'd have given you one instend,” suggested Bob
Chervy,

* Oh, really, Chervy—*

* Blow Smithy !"" said Nugent. “ Marjorie aviives to-day.
I'm going down to the station, for one.”

* Bame heve IV

* You fellows needn't trouble,” said Bunter, blinking at
them. “T'll meet Miss Hazeldene at the station. She’d
rather see an old pal than you chaps.”

Whiz !

Smash !

A snowball from Bob Cherry’s hand canght the fat junior
full upon his fat little nose, and broke there. Bunter sat
down in the snow with a vell.

“Ow! Beast! Ow! Yah!”’

* Ha, ha, ha!”
~ Bunter serambled up fuviously and rushed towards Bob
Cherry, with his fat fists clenched, and wrath gleaming behind
his spectacles.  Bob pushed back his cuffs and waited for him
calmly—and Bunter slacked down.

“Well, I don’t want to make a row in Wharten’s place,”
said Bunter, on second thoughts. **I hope I've oot betier
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manners than that, Bob Cherry, whatever you may have.
Otherwise, I'd wipe up the ground with you.”

“ Don’t mind me,” =aid Harry, langhing. T give you full
permission to wipe up the ground with Bob, if the order isn’s
too big.”

“ Same here," said Bob.
ground. Start in!”

“Ahem! T ean overlook a joke!” caid Bunter, with a
feeble smile. “ But, as I was saying, my old pal Marjorie
——" He dodged just in time to eseape a whizzing snowball
from Nugent, and roared. ** Look here, Nugent, you ass,
stop it! I don't like it!”

I don’t suppose you do,’”* agree:d Nugent. “ But you'll
web a snowball every time you mention Marjorie’s name.”

“ Why, vou ass—you fathead!” roared Bunter indignantly.
“ Marjorie’s my old pal Yaroop I

Three snowballs smashed on him, and he sat down once
more. The juniors walked away, leaving him gasping in the
SPOW.

They walked down to the station through the fresh, keen,
morning  air, and met Marjoric when lher train arrived.
Marjorie and Miss Clara, her friend in CLff House School,
arrived together, both looking very bright and charming., As
they walked. down the old High Street of Wharton Magnus,
they met the Bounder. Vernon-Smith was in riding-clothes,
and he was chatting with a horsy-looking man as he camo
along. He pauszed and raised his cap to the Cliff House gitls,
and nodded to the juniors, and \\'ulilieti on without speaking.,
Hazeldene paused.

“ I want to speak to Smithy I"* he vemarked.

And he left *he party and joined Vernon-Smith.

Harry Wharton’s brow knitted a little as Hazel walked down
the street with Smith and the horsy-looking man.  Marjorie’s
bright face clonded.  She had never liked her brother’s friend-
<ship with Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars. It had
brought trouble enough upon Hazeldene, and trouble enough
upon his sister,

There were a good many stories current in Greviriars of the
wild doings at Vernon-Smith’s place during the vacations,
But for the recent untoward happenings at Greyfriars, Hazel-
dene and Bolsover major would have been Vernon-Smith’s
guests for the Christmas holidays.

And’ the thought that their old connection was to
recommence, while Hazel was a guest under Wharton’s roof,
troubled the girl's mind greatly.
~ But, as it happened, there was nothing to fear. Vernon-
Smith's eyes gleamed like steel as Hazel joined him in tho
village street.

“ Rather a surprise to sce you here, Smithy,” said Hazel.

“And a bigger surprise for you to be so chummy,” said
the Bounder coldly. **It wasn't quite like that.when I was
in Coventry at Greyfriars,’”

Hazel coloured.
= ““Well, it was by order of the Form, you know,” he said.
“You did a rotten thing, and you were sent to Coventry.
You've left Greyfriars now—mo good raking that all up
again. 1'm willing to be friendly 1f you are.”

“T'monot!”

“ Ahem!

“When 1 was down, I wanted my friends to stand by me "
said Vernon-Smith bitterly. “They dide’t, and 1 made
them squirm for it. I was surprised-that you weren’t among
the claimants for the twenty quid, along with Bolsover and
Snoop and Skinner and Bunter. [ expected you'd be one of
them. I wish you had been, and got it in the neck like the
rest ! You didn't speak to me at Greyfriars when I wanted
)-t)Iu to, and I'm not going to speak to you now ! Go and eat
coke

And Smithy walked away, leavirg ITuzeldene staring after
him with a flush in his face.

Harry Wharton & Co. and.the ClLiff ITouse girls were half-
way to the lodge when Fazel rejoined them, looking very
moody.

“Smithy’s very bitter about being sacked from Grey-
friars,” he remarked uneasily. * I--1 thought 1I'd speak to
him, buihe doesn't want to have anything to do with us.”

“Sacked I exclaimed Miss Clare.

“Yes; and serve him right 1

“How did it happen?” Marjorie asked. “1
Lknow.”

The juniors explained.

* And we're rather sorry,” Wharton added. * 1le was an
awful bounder, but he was a goad sport in some ways, and we
haven't forgotten what he risked to help ns win the 8t Jim's
match.  We're sorry he's sacked.”!

Marjorie nodded, but she did wot say she was sorrv. She
could not be sorry to know that the Bounder's dangerous
influence was removed from the neighbourhood of her weak
and wayward brother,

“Tere I am, and here's the

L1
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*# Hallo, hallo, hallo!

herry.

And the subject of Vernon-Smith was dropped.

Billy Bunter came tramping up with a frowning face.

“¥You fellows walked so fast I couldn’t keep up with
you!” he growled. “IHow do you do, Miss Marjorie?
Jolly glad to see you again, Miss Clara! You koew I should
be here?”

“ No," said Marjorie.

“ Couldn’t desert my old pal IHarry for the Christmas
holidays,” explained Bunter. I had to refuse Mauleverer—
vou know, Lord Mauleverer? He begged me with tears in
his eyes to go home with him to Mauleverer Towers, but I
stuclk to Harry. i

Here's Bunter!” exclaimed Bob

Friendship comes first, you know!

*“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

““The river is frozen as hard as a brick,” went on Bunter.
“We can get some skating there this afternoon. I'm rather
%lda’h at skating, and I'll take you round, Marjorie, if you
ike.”’

Marjorie did not reply.

“Ne, you won't!” said Hazel. “You can’t skate, and
nobody’s life would be safe with you, you fat duffer !”

*Oh, really, ITazel—"'

“We'll get some skating after lunch,”” said Harry Wharton.
“You'd better keep off the ice, Bunter; you can't skate !”

Buuter blinked at him indignantly.

“T'm" jolly well not going to keep off the ice!” he
exclaimed. " I'm going to show you cheps how to do figure
skating. Unfortunately, I've left my lovely new skates at
Greyfrinrs—a Christmas present from a titled relation. But
you will lend me some skates, T suppose 7™

“T ean lend you some skates, but I can't make you able
to stand up on them!” said Harry, laughing.

“*“You’'ll sce this afternoon!” said Bunter, with a snort.

And that afternoon they did see, though what they saw
was not in the least what William George Bunter intended
them to sco.

THE TWENTY-FOURTH CHAPTER.
On the Ice!
“ [PPING good ice!"” said Bob Cherry enthusiastically.
“ Splendid !

R It was a clear, bright afternoon. The river was
like a gleaming steel mirror, frozen hard over its
whole surface. Only in one place, by the opposite bank, was
thin ice, and there a board appeared above the frozen

surface, with the word, in large letters, * Danger!”

Billy Bunter sat down on the bank te put on his skates.
Bunter fancied himself as a skater; but, as a matter of fact,
he never could learn.  But he was determined to show
Marjorie that she would do well to trust herself 1o his
guidance. Having donned the skates, he stood up cautiously
on the ice.

¥ Look out!” said Bob Cherry, with a chuckle.
is slippery, you know.”

Bunter grunted.

“Tt—it feels rather slippery,” he murmunred.
skate all right, though. Ow!”

Bunter's right leg suddenly shot away in advance, and at
the same moment his left leg beat a sudden retreat to the
rear.

The fat junior threw up bis hands with a wild yell, and
collapsed.

Bump!

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

0w, ow, ow "

“Don’t put a strain like that on the ice!" shouted Johnny
BL‘IJIO ‘:,}\'c want to skate on that ice, fathead !”

w!

Buater made a desperate attempt to rise, but his feet ran
away, and he rolled on his back and roared.

The sight of the fat junior turned turtle made the juniors
fmlll. _Marjorie and Clara were laughing—they could not
wlp 1t

“Deasts " yelled Bunter. *““Groo! I'm as good a skater
as any of you—ow, ow!—once I get on my—ow !—fect!
Can’t you come and lend a chap a hand? Ow!”

Biob Cherry slid on the ice, and bent over Bunter, and
Johnny Bull seized him on the other side. With a combined
effort they yanked him up, Bunter’s legs beating like flails.
It was fortunate that the ice was very thick in that spot, or
Billy Punter would eertainly have beaten it through.

The fat junior clung to them frantically.

“D-d-don’t leggo yet!” he gasped. “I'm not quite on
rcr'1y Jtdect yet! Ow! The beastly ice is beastly slipperyi

]

“ That ice

“I—T can

“Chuck him ashore!” growled Johnny Bull.
“Yow! I won't go ashore! I'm going to skate!
THE MacyeT LiBrARY.—No. 305.
“THE GEM ”’ LIBRARY.

Every Wednesday.

I'ma

Our Gompanion Papers.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND” 30- LiBRARY, “gh2¥

better skater than you are, any day! Ow! Somchody’s
pushing my feet away!”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Yarooh !"” roared Bob Cherry, as Bunter's foot came with
a crash on his leg, in the wild efforts that fat junior was
making to get a footing. “Ow! I'm lamed!"”

He let po Bunter,

“Oh, hé]pl Rescue 1"

Bunter threw both arms round Johnny DBull's neck.
Bunter was not a light-weight, and Bull, sturdy as he was,
bowed under the burden. His skates clattered, and he very
nearly went over, but he righted himself and slid on.

“Hold on to my arm, you giddy =ass!”’ le growled.
B E(Si’t]ﬂ:ﬂ'ucatu me! Gerroff my neck !

“ Leggo my neck, you howling duffer !’

Johnny Bull wviolently unelasped Bunter's arms, and
pitched them off. Then he seized the floundering Owl of
the Remove by the back of the collar.

“Ow, ow! IHold me up!” stuttered Dunter.

-g-going 1"

“I'll hold you up!” growled Bull. “Kim on!”

And he skated off, still grasping Bunter by the back of the
neclk, and propelling him along. They went along the
frozen river with a rush, followed by yells of laughter from
the other fellows.

Johnny Bull was a first-class skater, and he had no difficulty
in holding up Bunter and propelling him along. But he
went at o rate that made the fat, unwieldy Owl or the
Remove gasp,

“G-g-zo slower!” gurgled Dunter. *‘T shall f-f-find my
f-f-feet son! I'm only a b-b-bit out of p-p-practice ™

“ Look-out ! shouted Wharton from the bank.

A gliding figure, coming along at terrific speed, appeared
on the ice. It was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Gresfriars.
He was a splendid skater, and he was coming down the
frozen river at full pelt. He did not know there was any-
body on the ice, and he was certainly going at too reckless
a speed to sce them in time if they were there.

Harry Wharton's shout of warning came too late. The
Bounder, unable to stop himself as he spotted Johnny Buil
and Bunter, rushed right into them.

Crash!

It was a terrific collision.

Johnny Bull had te let go Bunter as he spun backwards.
Billy Bunter sprawled helplessly on the ice, roaring, and
Johnny Bull went whizzing away blindly, zigzagging on ono
leg, and making wild endeaveours to right himself.

The Bounder staggered from the shock, but found his
feet, and skated on, laughing loudly as he raced up the
frozen rives.

Johnny Bull ran into the bank and collapsed into the
frozen rushes, and rose again, shaking a furious {ist after
the disappearing Bounder.

“Youn s=silly ass!” he roared. “(‘ome back, and be
pulverised ! I'll wipe up the river with you if you come
back, you frabjous ass!”

Apparcntly the Bounder did not consider the offer zood
cnough. At all events, he did not coms back,

Billy Bunter wriggled ashore on his hands and knees, with
gasps and grunts and snorts of fury. He demanded a help-
ing hand to begin again; but helping hands were lacking.
The junioes had come there to skate, as Nugent remarked,
not to drag a porpoise about.

Harry Wharton and Marjorie were alrcardy making figures
on the ice, and Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh had started witi
Miss Clara. The nabob’s dusky face was glowing with satis-
faction, and he conflided to Miss Clara that his joyfulness was
terrific. Nugent and Bob Chierry followed them, and so did
J(:lﬂmy Bull, when he had disentangled himself from the
rushes.

Bully Bunter sat up on the bank, and regarded them with
enraged eyes through his big spectacles.

“ Beasts " he growled.  “ Sheer rotten jealousy, that’s what
it is! They don’t want Marjorie o ser what a jolly good
skater T am. Pah! But I'll show ‘em!”

And Bunter advanced upon the ice again, holding on to
the bough of a willow while he “ found his feet.”

Bob Cherry shot past him like an arcow, and gave him a
playful dig in the ribs as he passed.

“ (Going at last, Porpoise?’ he called out cheerily.

“ Go and cat coke!”

Nugent whizzed by, and tapped Bunter on the car.

“ Look out for the thin ice!"” he said. * Don’t go ncar the
notice-board.”

“ Rats!” . .

Billy Bunter did not even see the notice-board. Tt was right
across the river, and the Owl of the Remove was short-sighted.

The skaters were travelling up the rviver now, and Bunter
wag left alone. He quitted the aid of the willow at last,
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and ventured out on the ice. e soon fonnd himsclf going,
aud was satisficd that he was all right at last. Bu% his satis-
faction was short-lived. For in a few scconds he made the
additional discovery that he coL.]l not stop.

ITe shot away acvoszs the river, in a curiously bent attitude,
at a pace that took his hreath away.

“Ow!” he gasped. “Ow! G-g-good heavens!
marrer? Help! Oh, help! Five!?

The other fnilo“fa and the CUff House girls, were a]mo-”
out of sight. But down the river another figure appeared in
sight., Tt was the Bovnder returning. Vernon- Smith, his
face flushed with exercise and the keen winter
coming along like an express.

But he slacked down as he saw Bunter.

“Look out? he shouted. ‘' Bunter!

Wharrer-

Stop, von idiot!

You re making right at the nsze -board! You'll be on thin
,

* Buntey,

ice in a tie The Bounder’s voies vose to a yell.
are you mad? Stop 1”7

Bunter would have given a great deal {o stop, but he could
not.

He whizzed rvight on.

“Bunter! Danger!” yelled Vernon-Smith, his own face
going pale as he saw the Owl of the Remove rushing to
destruction,

Right on rushed the unhappy Owl of the Remove. He saw
his danger now, but he could not aveid it. His face was white
with fear, his eyes staring wide behind his spectacles. He was
too unnerved even to make an effort. Right at the warning
board he dashed, and over he went. The jco was already
cracking under hlm with.long, ominous cracks that sent the
chill of deadly terror to Bunter's heart, And as he went over
there was a terrible erash of breaking ice.

C'rash, crash, erash!

The black water bubbled up over the shattered ice. Thers
was a heavy splash, and Billy Buater disappeared into the
river.

A white, tervified face gleamed for a moment upon the
surface of the black, bubbling water.

Then Billy Bunter was gone!

Vernon-Smith stocd transfixed for a moment,

He was the only fellow anywhere near the scene of danger.
The others had scen what had happenad, and they were speed-
ing back, but they were far off.

Vernon-Smith's faco was white and sct.

The hideous gap in the dee, the black water surging below,
the Jloating fragments, e emed to swim bofore his eyes for a
second. In that second the head of the submerged junior
appeared for a moment, with eyes wildly staring with terror.
Then it vanished again.

Bunter was under the iee!

“JI—T1 ecan’t save him!”

Vernon-Smith mnim'{ out the

words. ‘“ The fool ran into it himself! I'm not going to die
for Inrn' It's death to get under the ice! The fool! I won't
do it!

The words came fram Vernon-Smith’s lips. but not from
his heart. For even while he was speaking he was tearing
off his skates to dash to the rescue. Black sheep, bounder,
blnhgumd evel, but he had a heavt as brave as a ]IOI]‘\,
and it was in such a moment as this that all that was best in
the Bounder’s nature came to the surface. He had faced dive
peril before, and had never shrank from it

“ I won't doit! It's too much! I won’t!”

But the generous prompting of the heart was too much for
the eold, eautious, ealculation of the mind. Vernon-Bmith
was rushing towards the gap in the ice even while he spoke,
and as Harry Wharton came tearing back he saw the Bounder
plunge in,

Splash!

A plunge in the water, bubbles on the surface, dancing
feagments of broken iee, and silence—stillness as of death!

THE TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER,
By Luck and Pluck!
ARRY WHARTON dashed up, breathless,
But he was too late!
Bomewhere under the frozen surface Bunter was in
the grip of the icy water, somewhere there, in the
blackness, the Bounder was fighting for his life and the life
of another.

Wharton's face was white.

*Oh, good man!” he muttered.
go i alone.”

Bob Cherry’s grasp on his amn dr:
time.

' No good ! he said tersely.  “ Stay where vou are! We
can help them when they come up.  The Bounder's a wander-
ful q.\lmmr-r"’

Bt

*IEs too late. You could stevor find them !

It was only too trae. Wharton conld do nothing—nothing
bub wait with heartracking anxicty for a sight of the
Bounder,
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Where were they?

Round the widening gap the juniovs and the girls gathered
with white faces,

They smashed the hole larger with their skates to help the
Bounder to return, and Bob Cherry skated off top specd
to the bank for the pole and rope placed there in readiness-in
caso of accidents

The seconds passed.

In the horrible anxicty
centuries !

Would the Bounder rize again?

Where was he?

Had the current swept him away far heneath the ice, away
to death in 1]]1‘ icy depths of the river, with the boy he was
trying to save?

Tt was only too Jikely.

Powerful swimmer as he was, how could the Bounder stem
the current thab ran under the ice, how eould «ven his iron
frame endure the bitter cold of the water?

And he had gone in to save Bunter. one of the {ellows he
had risked so much to punish at Grevfriavs. Ile was risking
more now to save him,

Would he ever rise?

Wharton set his teeth.

“T'm going in, Bob., I must——"

* Look out!”

A head appeared on the water: the dark head of the
Bounder. The juniors gasped with relief and joy.

Wharton, kolding the rope. plunged recklessiy in.  The
rest of the skaters held on to the rope.

Harry Wharton's grasp was upon the Bounder at once.
Vernon-Smitly's face was like chalk, he was numbed with the
cold, but there was something in his grasp.  As Wharton
seized him and supported him, Bunter’s head came over the
bubbling water.

Bunter's face was white and stiff, his spectacles were gone,
his eyes were closed.  Alive or dead, Vernon-Smith had saved
him from the freezing waters.

“ Pull!” gasped Wharton,

The jumors dragged on the rope. Marjorie and Clara lent
their aid. Wharton eained the edge of the ice, with the
Bounder in his grasp, the latter still holding to Bunter.

Ready hands helped them out.

The Bounder was still conscious as he was dragged on the
]"f\

“%mm\r]nng like his old eynieal smile flickered on his lips.

* Close thing that!” he muttered,

* Smithy, old man, it was ripping—ripping !

** Oh, rats!”

And with that characteristic reply the Bounder closed his
wyes, and sank back on the ice unconscious.

* Quick—to the house!” exclaimed Wharton.

Vernon-Smith and the Owl of the Remove were raised in
the juniors’ strong arms, and rushed off the river, and up to
the house.

The alarm of the accident had alrcady spread,
Wharton met them half-way,

He took Bunter into his strong arms, and earried him into
the house, and the juniors carricd in the Bounder.

Tn a fow minutes they were tocked up in bed, vith hot-
water bottles at their feet, and the blankets piled on them,
and Colonel Wharton was 1:-]nplmning for the doctor,

Bunter was living, He had had a fearfully narrow squeak,
but he was living. The Bounder—the expelled junior of
Groyfriars—had saved his life!

By the time the medical man arri\ed to attend his
patients, the Bonnder was sitting wp in bed. In another
bed close at hand Billy Bunter was breathing stertorously.

The Bounder was still white, and his eves had a strained
look, but (:Ihm\ncr\ he was quite himself,

“IT'm d]i right,” he said, when the doctor asked him how
he felt. <Al -;t'r‘L‘l‘(,‘—Utll_\, a hit queer. T'm not going to
be ill.”

The meadical man smiled.

“You have o splendid constitution to thank for it,”’ he
s “1 am afraid the other lad will not get over it so

seconds  seemed  howrs,  years,

' pasped Bob,

and Colonel

“Put there is no danger:” Colonel Wharten  asked
anxioasly.

“ Na (l.mgm, bai care will be needed.”

“ Both nh.lll have the hest of care. Vernon-Smith, von
must remain my guest for a time,”’ said the Colonel Lindly.
“1 have dlw.nl\ tvlephonml to your father, and I have no
doubt he will be here soon.

“ Horry to give yvou a lot of trouble, siv,” zaid the Bounder,

“ Na trouble I could take would be too much for so hrave
and generous o lad,” sad the colonel. “But it iz no
trouble.”

“No fear!”

said ITarry Wharion, “Smithy, old mean,
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vou're a giddy hero! Tt isn’t cvery chap who'd have gone
under the ice—espeecially for Bunter !”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“* You would have,” he said.

“I—I hope so; but, as it happens, yeu did and I didn't,”
said Harry, *“ and it was ripping of you!"”

“The rippingfulness was terrific!” said Hurree Singh
softly.  “ We are prond of our honourable and esteemed
Smithy ! And il anybody should proposcfully suggest send-
ing bim to Coventry again, I shall puncih his ludicrous
head !

Vernon-Smith grinned.

“ Bunter aasn't worth the trouble, especially considering
what a cad he was to me at Greylriars,”” he said. “I'm
blessed if I know why T did it. Silly impulse, I suppose.”

“ An impulse, but not a silly one, I think,” said Colonel
YWharton, with a smile. * Your school should be proud of
you, Vernon-Smith: Dr. Locke willk be very pleased to hear
of this, too.”

“ Not likely, sir. I don't belong to Greylfriars now, you
ee,’

“You have left?”

* Sacked !” said the Bounder tersely..

Colonel Wharton looked astonished.

“Bypelled! You! I should have supposed that sach a
lad would be a credit to his school ! the old gentleman
exclaimed.

“*You don’t know me, you see.” said the Bounder coolly.
“T've never been a eredit to anybody or anything.,  've
always been a black sheep, and I've got it in the
What surprises me is that I didn’t get it in the neck before.
T don't complain——  lallo. there’s Dunter waking up!
How do you feel, Tubby ?”

Bunter groaned.

“Grooh ! Where's my speetacles 7

“ Yop've lost them, Bunter,” said Colonel Wharton gently,
# Lie quiet, my lad, and don’t speak now. You must rest.”

Buanter blinked at him,

“It was all Bob Cherry's fault,’”” he said. ‘“ITe ought to
have stopped me. T fell into the water. It's a whopper to
say I-can't skate. T canskate as well as any of them—better,
in faet. They're jealous of me because [ put ’em in the
shade, you know., How did T get out of the water?”

“ Yernon-Smith rescued you.”

“Did he? T don't see why he couldn't have stopped me
before I fell in,” said Bunter peevishly. * If I saw a chap
in danger I should stop him.”

“1 was too far off, fathead!” said Vernon-Smith.

“ Did you get wet?'" asked Bunter.

“No. It was nice and warm and comfortable in the
river,” snorted the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Well, I shouldn’t have got into danger if my pals had
stuck to ‘me,”’ said Bunter. © I think it was rather rotten of
Wharton, after fairly forcing me to aceept his invitation,
to come here for Chrisimas! And while you were about it,
you might have fished up my spectacles. They cost seven-
and-sixpenee.””

“T had enough trouble fishing you up, wou fat idiot,”
said the Bounder, “and I didn’t think of your blessed gig-
lamps !’

* Thex're worth seven-and-six

“Yes; if I'd had any sense T should have fished up the
spectacles instead of you,”” said Vernon-Smith. “ You're
certainly not worth seven-and-six !” :

“Well, under the circumstances, I shall expeet Wharton
to pay for the spectacles.
consider that it was his fault.”

“You shall have a new pair
of spectacles, Bunter,” =aid
Colonel Wharton, who was
vegarding the fat junior with

L1

utter amazement.  He  had
expeeted  words  of  fervent
gratitude  from  Bunter ad-

dressed to the Bounder, who
had risked and nearly lost his
Life to save him. But he did
ot know  William  George
Bunter,

“ Thank you, sir! I've pot
a buemp on my head. I sup-
po=e it was konocked on the
“ snid Bunter.  That's
e Bmithy; he  was
clamsy.”
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#0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

# The hatfulness is terrific, my estcemed chum ™

Colonel Wharton's brow grew stern.

“ MHave you no word of gratitude or acknowledgment for
the boy who risked his life to save yours, Buunter 7’ he
exclaimed severely,

Bunler grunted.

“0Oh, I don’t suppose there was much danger,” he said.
“ Smithy wouldn’t have run into danger for me. 1 suppose
he's piling it on. He played a rotten trick on me at Grey-
friars, [ know that, and they sacked him, and serve him
jolly well right {7

And- having -delivered that valuable opinion, Billy Bunter
closed his eyes and went to sleep.

“Worth while going in for bim. wasn't it?" said the
Bounder, with a eynical grin. “1f L felt strong enough, I'd
get up and-kick myself.”

“ Never mind Bunter's ingratitude,” said the colonel
“We at least know how {o appreciate your action, Vernon-
Smith. And I think it may have consequences of which you
do-not think at present.’”’

Then the Bounder was left to repose.

Colonel Wharton’s lasi words had puzzled him consider-
ably, but the next day he had the explanation of theu.

That day the Bounder was downstairs. though Bunter still
kept his bed.” Buuter had no objection to passing a few days
as an invalid, with kindness and care on all sides, and living
on the fat of the land. Tut the Dounder was strong enough
to go down, and down he went. Wharton had asked him to
pass the vacation at the Lodge, and Vernon-Smith smilingly
agreed—indeed, the Bounder was so cordial and asrecable
now that Bob Cherry confessed that he hardly krew him.

A letter arrived for Vernon-Smith that day.

He looked at the superseription in surprise.

“That’s the Head's fist I he said.

Wharton's face brightened up.

“Dr. Locke! CGood egg! I think it's good news!"

“ Blessed if I know what it can be about, unless old
Quelehy has been putting in a word for me,” said Vernon-
Smith, puzzled. * He said he would.”

“ Perbaps someone else has,” smiled Harry.

Vernon-8mith opened the letter. His face lighted up as
he read it, and he gave a shout:

“Good egg! Hurray!”

““Good mews?' asked Marjorie cordially.  Marjorie's
opinion of the Bounder had censiderably improved since
the rescue of Bunter.

“Oh, ripping! Read it out, Wharton !”

Wharton read out the letter.

It was a brief note from Dr. Locke. It stated that he had
keen informed by Colonel Wharton of Vernon-Smith’s gallant
action in risking his life to save that of a schoolmate, and
that, under the circumstances, he had rescinded his judgment,
and the Bounder was free to return to Greyfriars at the
beginning of the new term if he cliose so to do.

“I'm so glad!” said Marjorie, sincercly enough.

“ IMurray !”” shouted Bob Cherry.

And the juniors joined in a ringing cheer.

The roar of their veoices brought the colonel in, and as
soon as he heard the good news he congratulated the Bounder
heartily.

“1 owe it all to you, sir,” said Vernon-Smith gratefully.
“I didn't know you had written to the Head. The Head's
a brick, too! I'm jolly well going back for the new term-—
what-ho! My pater will be delighted. He was awfully hard
hit at my getting the sack.
And I'm going to be a bit
more _careful next term.”

“You owe it to your own
pluck,” said Colonel Wharton.
“You have fully made up
vour fault, my dear boy.”

“And I'm going to be jolly
careful after this!” said  the

Bounder.

And he spoke sinmcerely
enough.

The good nows for the
Bounder  was  heartily  wel-
comed by all the Co. And it
brightened the Christmas holi-
davs for all of them.  That
Christmastide was a very

happy one for the chums of
L Greyfrinrs.
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“Drop that gun in the water, or I leave you!" said Jim ; and Grimple was forced to obey. Then, turning on his i
side once more, Jml swam on, (b'fc prge 42.) i

THE FIRST CHAPTER. “ Mo, it is not that, Gratlon. Your fl!}}(l is woll—in fact,

i v T had a letter from him this morning. It is to acquaint yon
dim Gratton—A Hard Blowl with the coutents of his letter that I have brought you

HE door of the Fifth Form-room opened, and the Iead-  poe
master entered. He whispered a few words to the The Head paused, as though le did not guite know how
Form-master. and then looked av the boys. to proceed.
5 " {{'l'il{t‘,t““-' he '-'51”'_:”.- : “ Gratton,” be said suddenly, * vou remember when yon
Here, siv!” answered a faiv-haired, square-jawed boy of o0 stroking the ht against Belding's last term Liow,
about seventeen.  He was one of those bread-shouldered, when they began to (F aw away from you coming muml the
determined-looking ft‘“U“'-“-,“'hO you know jnstinetively would bend, vou gritted your teoth, and wan the race for ns?’”’
e & ¥ ? 2 g A +
net ** stand Ay BOREEDSC. x r 4 Yu sir, indee Wl I do!” ~d|d Jini, his eyes gleaming at
Y Come with me, Gratton,” said the Head. * Mr. Bishop 1]1(‘ remembranece.
will exense you. And I have somcthing to tell you.” ‘ Well, I want vou to do that now, my bor. Keep a firm
Jim Gratton rose and followed Dr. Martyn, who walked haold on vourself, for you've got to stand np against a hard
on without speaking until he reached his study. At the door  hlow.” The Hed “1 paused f‘" a moment, and then eon-
ko turned, and put his hand on Jin's shovlder, and walked  tinued: * Gratton,” he said, T heard from vour father this

with him into the room. morning, and he wants me to tell you thal you will have
“ Gratton,” he said, I had hoped van wounld have stayed to give up all ideas of ente rll‘g the Army.”
with me some time yet; -but, my box, I have some bad news *Give up the Avmy, siv!” said poor Jim, in dismay.

= owanted me Lo enter his old
can?"’

for you.” ] "\\'h_v, father has alv
* My father, siv Y began Jim, regiment ! What can he
Tue Macsxer Lisrary.—No. 305
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“ My boy, your father’s regiment was one of the erack
regiments, and to be an officer in a crack regiment is an
expensive business. He wants me to tell you that he is now
a poor man. When your mother died, he set his Leart on
making money for your sake, so that you should not have
such a hard time as he had when a young man. He tells
mo in his letber that practically all his money was invested
in a South American gold mine, but that it has been steadily
doing worse for some years. A few days ago he heard from
his manager out there that the capital is all gone, and that
tho mine is hardly paying its way.

““ Now, Gratton, I know how yon have set your heart on

oing to Sandhurst, and I know, too, that you would have
gone credit to your old school there. But I know more than
that—I know that you will be a eredit to us wherever you
go, even though it 1s only to an offico in London.?”

** An officé, =ir?"”

Poor Jim! His heart sank.
dearest hopes had been erushed to earth.
dad !
denly came in his throat was going to choke him,

Dr. Martyn then went on to explain that Colonel Gratton
felt he could not come up from his home in Yorkshire as
this blow had made perfect quict necessary to him, but that
he had written to a prosperous business man ho knew in
London, who had replied that if Jine would be at his office
at nine o'clock on Monday next he could start work at tweunty
shillings a week.

And to-day was TFriday! To-morrow he wounld have to
leave the old school and all his chums—not to go to Sand-
hurst, but to a stuffy office.

In five short minutes all his
And the poor old

Every boy in the school went down to see Jim off the next
day—tho Head gave them special permission to do so—and
guch cheers had not been heard for many a dav as suddenly
echoed through the building when the train slowly steamed
out of the station.

Jim sat back in his seat, fecling very sick at heart, and
it is more than likely that he would have succecded in making
himself thoroughly miserable had he not been roused by the
words:

“ Hallo, young shaver!
yourself !

Jim pulled himself together and looked at the speaker—
tho only other person in tho carriage. He was an elderly,
jolly-looking man, very sunburnt, and with a closely-cropped

rey beard. Jim was thinking of something to say, when
tho other continued:

“ Getting into trouble? Well, you're not the first boy to
be expelled—no, not by a long way!”

Jim, who was glad of somcbody to talk to, cxplained that
he was nol being expelled, and told the stranger all about
his troubles.

He of the sunburnt face grew serious, and then broke into
a loud laugh.

“ You in an office!” he roared. ¢ Might as well put you
in a prison, and expect you to make good there! I know a
man when I see one, if I don't know anything clse, and
yotljr(lr_,cllt out for a soldier or a sailor, I'll bet my boots
on 1k!

“Well, I'd jolly well give anything not to go into that
rotten office! I hate the place already!” said Jim sadly.

“ You just keep a stiff upper lip, my boy, and things will
como all right. You're not the kind that gets sat on. By
the way, my name's Captain Roper, s.s. Hyslop. What's
yours ¥’

“ Jim Gratton.”

“Well, then, Gratton, you come right along to the dining-
car with me and have lunch. It’ll buck you up a bit. Hallo!
we're stopping. I suppose this is one of the places where
they punch holes in your ticket. Tot of rot. I ecall it!
Sha'n’t have any ticket left soon. And I had to pay enough
for it, too!”

The restaurant-car was right in front of the train, and as
Captain Roper led the way along the narrow corridor they
were continually jostled by, pmr!:in getting on to the train
from the platform of the busy junction at which they had
stopped,- and got separated.

Suddenly Jim heard the captain’s voice, loud above the
siation din: %

“Take your hands off me, you dirty sneak-thief! Take
your hands off, d'you hear, or I'll—"

His voice suddenly ceased in a gasp. In one quick glance,
Jim saw Roper fall to the ground, and a seedy-lnoking man,
with a tweed cap well over his eyes, snateh a fat wallet from
his coat-pocket. The thief got out on the platform, and,
quick as lightning, Jim was after him, rearly knocking an
old lady over in his excitement.

But Jim was much the faster of the two, and caught his
man just as he was reaching the station cxit. The thief
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turned, and, seeing Jim only a yard or two behind him;
drew from his hip-pocket a murderous-looking little * life-
preserver 7 and aimed a swinging blow at the boy’s head
before he could pull up. Jim Gratton ducked, bub his hat
flew off, and he felt a sharp, stinging pain burn ats way
across his head; and then—well, then he landed that fellow
a pood, clean * welt ™ on the * point,” sending him on his
back, and it was not*long before the wallet had changed
hands—or, rather, pockets—once morve.

When Jim had got the pocket-book safely stowed away, he
relieved his prisoner of the life-preserver, and let him get up.
The thiel eved Gratton for o moment or twe, but did not
soom to think it would be a healthy undertaking to attempt
any more fighting, and, with one quick loek round the
slution, slunk off.

Jim picked up his Lat, and made Lis way back to the teain.
The whole incident had only taken about four or five
minutes, and when he boarded it Captain Roper was only
just recovering from the hit below tue belt dealt him by
tho pickpocket.

“ Here's your pocket-book, sic!” Rl 11
hasn't been away long, has it?”

* Do yon mean to say you got it back? Shake, my boy!”
And thoe captain did his best to put Jim's arm out of joint.
“But you are bleeding, sonny! Come along and have a
wash, and then tell me all about it! Thank goodness, the
train’s started again! Let me see, wo were on our way to
Iinch when that low-down bag of bilge-water got the drop
on me. Here we are, Gratton! Pop in and bathe your
head, and follow me on {o the dining-car.”

As they sat over their meal Jim told the ecaptain what
there was to tell—which did not take long—after which
Il].opnr asked him more aboub himself, which Jim told him
also,

“ Anyhow,” said Jim, laughing, “ I've got a keepsake of
this business,” and drew from his pocket the life-preserver.

When the captain saw the wicked little weapon he wanted
to stop the train and go back to look for the owner, but
was pacified by Jim telling him that he had thoroughly
enjoyed the adventure.

He little theught as he sat sipping his coffee in the com-
fortable dining-car how useful the if{‘-pl‘{!ﬁl‘l‘\'i:'r was going
to bo to him, and before so very long, cither!

“ Look here, Jim,” said tho captain, * do you really wang
to dodge going into this office of yours?”

“1 do indeed!” said Jim.

“ What would vou like to do?”

* Anything in the open wir: I don't care what it is.”

““ Well, there’s precious little use in England for a fellow
who hasn't got any money, old son. Why doan’t you have a
cut at something abroad?”

The idea almast took Jim's breath away.,

“ Abroad?” he gasped, with gleaming eyes. 1 wish T
could! Oh, T should love it!”" Suddenly his face fell.
“ But travelling costs such a lot, and I've only got five
pounds in tho world.”

“ Oh, well, whether it costs a lot or not just depends. If
you want to travel in a brass-bound, plush-lined sort of cross
between Madame Tussaud’s and the National Gallery, it
does come expensive certainly. But if you're not afraid of
a bit of coal-dust and a few blisters, it neodn’t cost you more
than the price of a mouthful of cold air!”

Jim was still in the dark.

I see you don’t understand poetry,” said Roper, laughing.
““1 mean, that if yon have got a backbone as well as a wisf-
bone, and really want to go abroad, you can work a passage.
That’s what I mean. I'm only pottering round the coast
just now, or I'd take you.myself. DBut a friend of mine is
skipper of a megt-ship lying in the next berth to me at the
docks, and if you like I'll take you on board in the morning,
and try to fix you yp. He's sailing to-morrow night for the
Argentine. . What i&}‘ou say i

Jim felt quite dozed for a moment, Certainly, he thought,
adventures seemed to be springing up all round him. His
mind was soon made up, however.

“T'll go,” he said.

““ That’s the sort ! Waiter, bring the bill please! Yes, I'm
paying this trip. Hurry up, old fellow-my-lad, with your
fignring—here’s London oneo again!”

They hurried back to their carriage, and by the time they
had collected their things the train had pulled up.

“ Got anywhere to go for the night?” said Roper, in his
quick way.

“No,” said Jim, beginning to feel rather miserable all of
a sudden.

“ Come along, then, and see what my old woman can do
for you. Here—taxi!”

In they jumped, and almest before Jim knew what had
happened timy were in the heart of London. A litile later
he saw the tall masts and funnels of ocean-going ships, and
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heard the buzzing, fussy sound that comes from the busy
little tugs. A smell of tar was in the air, that scemed to
bring a fecling of freedom and adventure with it.

They got out of the taxi, and made their way, followed by
three or four men carcying their things, throngh a perfect
maze of careo that lay about by the water’s edse, until sud-
denly Jim saw, written laige on a lifebuoy on the deck of
cne of the ships: *ss. Hyslop—London.”

* Here we are, sonny ! Nip on board while I pay off these
men !

Several sailors came off, and took charge of the luggaee,
and Jim walked across the planks that joined the ship to the
land.

The captain soon joined him, and led the way below to a
cosy little saloon, where they discovered his wife sewing.

“Here 1 am, von see, old girl,’” said Roper. ‘Y And here
is a voung friend of mine. Jim Gratton. who has saved us a
lot of money to-day; but I'll tell you all about that later on.
The great thing is, can vou fix him up for the night 27

“ Why, of course T ean, Tom, and glad to do it! But what's
brought you here, Mre. Gratton, if you don't mind me
asking ¥

“Well, my dear,” said the captain, answering for him,
“ that's a long story that I'll tell you another time, But Jim
here is going to work his passage to the Argentine on Johnny
Sullivan’s meat-ship, sailing to-morrow.”

“Work his passage—ch?"” said Mrs. Roper, looking at
Jim. ** Well, many a good man’s done that before now. But
here comes the tea, thank goodness! 8it down, Mr. Gratton,

and make yourself quite at home !”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
On Board the Hyslop—The River Plate.

OR quite a long time after he woke in the morning Jim
thought he was still dreaming, and not until Captain
Roper eame into his eabin with a cup of tea for him
did he vealise where he was.

“ Now then, son, it’s eight o'clock, and breakfast will be
aeady in less than half an hour. Nine o'clock will be about
the time to catch Johnny Sullivan, so don't waste any time—
that is, if you still mean to sail with him.”

“ You bet T do!”" answered Jim.  “ Here’s a letter T wrote
last nizht, before I went to sleep, to the dad. telling him that
I was going to work my passage. Oh, and I told him I was
roing to call myself Jim Winter, as I thought he might not
like his name associated with a mere tramp, and I told him
to write to me at the G.P.0., Bucnos Ayres. I supposc 1
shall wet the letters all right 777

“ Bless you, yes! DBuenos Ayres
the world. Well, I'm glad you h
zsomehow, I should have been dizapp

“ No fear of that!” laughed Jim.
turn back when T've started.”

After breakfast the two walked round to the Merry Maid—
Captain Sullivan’s boat. They found him standing by the
wheel-house, watching some coal come ahoard.

“ Hallo, Tom, my buck! How goes it?
eldest round to see me?”

“ Get on with your fooling, John! This is a young friend
of mine who is a bit down on his luck, and who wants to try
and change it in South America. How do you like the look
of him as a passage-worker 77

Sullivan, who was a tubby little man, with a shrewd, fat
face, by way of an answer, grabbed ai Jim’s hand and
examined it

“ Soft as a babky’s,”” he said, throwing it away from him.
“ What do you think you could do on koard ?’* he asked.

“ Anyihing you told me to,” answered Jim promptly,
though he felt very nervous all the same.

“Fum! Well, all right. Bring your traps on board; you
can start at onee.  Got a mattress and blankets 7

“ Blankets? No, I haven't.”

Y Get em, then,”” said Sullivan.
you to get your hair cut, too.”

“ There you are, my boy,” said Roper, as thoy left the ship.
“ Soon done, wasn't 1t?  Yeu musin’'t mind Johnny Sullivan’s
mannez. He's a real white man underneath., Tl fix you up
with a mattress and blankets; don’t you bother about that.
But nip off and get your hair cut, and post your letter to your
dad, Tl get vour things taken on board for you. I'll tell

is onc of the finest cities in
n't changed your mind;
nted if you had!”

“T'm not the sort to

Brought your

“And I should advise

‘em to dump them in Johnny's saloon; he won’t mind. You
can take some duds ont of my slop-chest to work in.”
Jim thanked him, and went off to zet his hair cut. Before

he posted hi= letter he added a note, telling his father the
name of the boat he was sailling in. When he had dropped
it into the letter-box, he felt that he had eut the last link
with his old life.

He returned {o the ITyslap, and found Captain Roper wait-
ing with a couple of suits of ** dungarees,” four *“sweat-rags,”’
and a pair of thick boots,

* Heve you are, Jim, my boy. Not exactly Dond Street.
are they, but vou'll find "em nseful on board, and they'll save
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Jim thanked him as well as he was able, and went into his
cabin to change.

When he came out arain Raper laughed, and called to his
wifo,

“ Here, mother.
change artist.”

Mrs. Roper came out and shook him by the hand, and
wished him * Good-luck ! For the life of him, Jim could
not help the tears springing to his eyes.

“ Therp, there, my lad,” said the captain kindly. “ You'll
mob used to saving ' Good-bye’ before you've finished your
travels. DBut it’s a beastly word, for all that, so I'm only
going to say ‘au reveir,) for we shall mect again, never
fear!”

Jim gripped the hand of the kindly sailor, and, shouldering
his bundle, containing the other suit of ** dungarvees ™ and the
suit he had just taken off, left the Hyslop, and boarded the
Merry Maid, that was fo be his home for many weeks.

“Thizs way, young feller-me-lad!” called out a burly man
in a peaked cap.  ** Your quarters are for’ard there, not in the
saloon, this trip, ye know! Get a move on! Dump yer duds
on a spare bunk, and come aft again; there’s some coal to be
shifted I Then, as he saw Jim looking round, wondering
where he was to * dump his duds,” he ealled to a sailor:

“ Hi, Bowtle, take his nibs to the fo'e’s'le, and stow his
gear for him, and then send him down to No. 2 hatch.”

Bowtle jerked his head in the direction of the bows as a
signal to Jim to follow him, and walked for’ard. The ship
seemed all on one side to Jim, and he found it difticult to walk
straight.

He found the fo'c’s'le a very different place to the snug
little cabin he had slept in on board the Hyslop. It waa
small and stuffy and dark. The bunks were in two tiers, and
Bowtle advised Jim to grab one of the top ones near a port-
hole, which he did.

. By Bowtle's adviee, he made his bed and left his bundle of
clothes lying on it, so that there should be no doubt about the
bunk being owned, after which his new friend guided him to
the hatch. Here he met the bo’sun, the man who had first
spoken to him, who told him to climb down through the
hateh., Jim ot down, and found himself surrounded by coal
on all sides.

The bo'sun pointed to a square hole in the deck, and,
telling him to try and fill it with coal, left him.

Jiﬂn pickad up a shovel that was lying handy, and started
work.

At the end of half an hour his arms were aching horribly ;
at the end of an hour his hands weve terribly sove, bot he stuck
at it. By the time another hour had passed he felt as if his
spine had been kicked by a mule, but that hole in the deck
was no nearer being full than it was when he started. Poor
Jim! Ile did not know that the hole was simply a shaft
down to the bunkers, and that as fast as he pitched the coal
down it, it was shilted by a trimmer working n the bowels of
the ship.

Then he heard Bowtle’s voice calling to him ¢

“ Come on, young 'un—grub-time "

Gladly he dropped the shovel, and onee more made his way
for'ard to the fo'c’s'le, wherve the found his future com-
panions gathered ronnd o small table that had been let down
from overhead.

Nobody took any notice of him; they all eontinued talle-
inz to each other, 2o he sat down on the corner of a bench
and helped himself to a pieee of tough meat that he would
probably have turned his nose up at a couple of days pre-
viouely, but which he now devoured with zreat joy.

When he had eaten. and, what is more, enjoyed his food,
he oneée more resumeil his shovelling, and by the time he
knocked off had eleaved away most of the coal.

The suilors were all very nice and friendly to him when he
reached the stuffy fo'¢’s'le again, for though he did net know
it, the word had zone round that the passage-worker ** wasn't
a slacker, anyway 17

Jim was not sorry to get his clothes off and roll himsell up
in his bunk. The bed was hard, the blankets rouzh, and the
air stufTy—but how he slept! Not even after a hard Soceee
mateh had the night ever passed so unconsciously or so
swiftly.

In the morning he was so stilf and sore that he felt as
thongh he would never be able to use his muscles again, but
he forgot all akout that when, on going on deck, he =aw the
coast-line of Old Fneland slipping past.

Ho was at sea !

ile stood. thinking of all the changes that had come upon
him in the last three days, bud was suddenly roused from his
drcaming by the bo’sun calling to him to ¢ a broom and
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join in * swabbing down” the deckas, This got rid of the
stiffness, and by the time ho knocked off for breakfast he
felt as fit as a fiddle.

After breakfast he was put on to wash down the paint-
work, which kept him busy till the middle of the day.

None of his jobs during the trip were pasticularly heroic,
vet, ull the same, Jim began to feel more of a man than he
had ever felt before, and he would not have changed places
with anyone.

One day, just before they sighted Madeiva, the mate asked
Jim to pull up a bucket of water. Jim had often seen the
satlors do this, and thought it looked easy enourh, so getting
a bucket, and making a leneth of line fast to the handle, he
hieaved it overboard. But he had forgotten that the ship was
travelling about as fast as an ordinary motor-'bus, so that
when the bucket hit the water he felt li= arns being pulled
out of their socketa.

e hung on like grim death {o that rvope, and was only
saved from being pulled over the side by the mate catching
him round the waist.  When the mate could speak wirhout
langhing, he explained to Jim the proper way to fill a bucket.
Taking the lino and bucket he put the latter over the zide,
and lowered it until it almost touched the water, but not
quite, Fle then swung it to and fro, until it was possible, by
letting the line slip throngh his fingers, to shoot the bucket
some vards towards the bows. The bucket, of. course, filled
at onee, and eould be pulled up before, or as soon as the
line became perpendicular—that is to =ay, before it got behind
him and dragged in the water.

Jim thanked him, and felt that ke had leavned something
nmore.

A weck passed in doing odd jobs on deck, ab the end of
which time Jim felt quite at home.

Tlien, one afternoon, at about three o'clock, the mate came
to'him and told him he was to work in the stokehole for the
rest of the trip. One of the trimmers, he said, was an old
fellow who was a bit past the work. and who needed help. He
told Jim he could knock off Lill cight o'clock when he would
have to start on his new job.

Jim went back to the fo'c’sle feeling rather scared. as he
had always heard the stokehole spokan of as a terrifying and
awful place.

“ However,” thought he, “T knew T was going to have a
rough time, so it's no use grousing.”

When cight o'clock came he made hiz way to the heart of
the ship.  Down, down, ever so far he went, on an iron
ladder that was so hot it burnt his hand.

“If it's like this all the time,” thonght Jim, “T shall not
be.able to stand it!”

But he did not know that between the deek and the stoke-
hole there ds no ventilation, so that, of course, the heat is
tremendous.  But in the stokehole itself hie was glad to find
that a big ventilator kept a current of aiv running through

all the time. The atmosphere was more than warm even
then. )
Three firemen, stripped to their w wore  standing

about. and wished Jim ** Good-cvening I°

“ Old Joe,” the trimmer, whom he had come to help, was an
aged veteran, bald-headed and vound-shouldered, older than
Jim's father. He came down to the stokehole about two
minutes later, and, telling Jim to follow him. crept through
a dark hole about the size of an ordinary fireplace.

Jim found himself in a dark place. surrounded by coal—
mountaing of it! There was one litile, very smelly lamp to
seo by, and Jim was kept busy for the first few minutes
dodging lumps of coal that came huriling down as the ship
rolled.

Suddenly he heard a fireman ratiling his shovel on the iron
deck of the stokehole—a sign that he needed coal—and then
the worl started.

The coal had to be chucked through the hole by which he
had entered, when it was again taken by a fiveman and thrown
on to one of his three fires. There were nine fires in all and
three fivemen. Old Joe and Jim had to keep one of these
firemen continually supplied with coal.

The shovelling that he had done the first day he cume on
bourd had been a pienie compared to this. During the former
he coald take an occasicnal vest, but now he had to keep at
it, or the firemen's shovels started rattling.

Old Joe was about done for, poor old chap. and the firemen
hinted darkly that this would be his last tvip. iz career on
that boat, at any rate, was brought to an cnd very shoitly.

The ventilator was also nsed as a shaft, up which the azh
bucket: were hoisted when the time comes for raking the
tives and pitching the ashes overboard,

These buckets are heavy, weighing, perhaps. half a hundeed-
sreight, and during the time they are being used the men are
forbidden to stand under the ventilator., Old Joe svstemati-
cally ignored this rule whenever he got a chance. and so it
happened that one evening an ash-bucker came ombooked and
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fell, erushing his foot. Jim was, therefore. obliged o work on
by himself, but the firemen saw he was not a slacker, and
gave him a few tips that made the work very much ecasiex,
though they had no sympathy to waste on old Joe,

One evening Jim said to one of them:

“It's jolly rough on old Joe having his foot hurt. I suppose
Iﬁc’ll, get something for that when the ship gets howe, won't

e?

The fireman spat in disgust.

“ Get something? Get a jolly good hammerin’ for being
under the bucket; that's wot ‘e ought to get!”

In fact, Jim found that so used were the men to hardships
that very little notice was taken of any kind of misforlune.
except the loss of a pipe. That was always considered really
serions,

One day, between waiches, he was on deck watching the
captain’s Japanese steward washing up the dinner things. The
ship wae in the tropies at the time, and the heat below in
the stokehole was awful.

He was surprised to see a fireman come up on deck amd
fall down in a fit. Tt was heat apoplexy. The only notice
the steward took of the poor chap was to glance ai him, and
say:

** Have secn one cat have fit just the same !

Jim, however, ran to him, and poured some water over his
]m“d'.]”“d when he canie to limself again helped him fo the
ocslin

The time soon slipped away. His hours were ¢ four on anil
cight off.” That is to say, he trimmed in the stokehole for
four hours, and then had eight hours to himself. Thiz mads
the days pass very quickiy, and he was quite surprised when
he discovered that they were steaming vp the smooth wateis
of the River Plate,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Beach-combers—An Adventure in the Boxing Booth!
£ ELL. good-bye. my boy!" said Captain Sullivan.

W * You've worked thundering well, and have sarned

vour passage ! When I see old Tom Roper next you

can bet your shirt 1 shall give a good report of you.
And if ever vou want to get home the same way, and the
Merey Maid is here—well, just you walk on board, that's all.
But you'll be going home first-class on a Royal Mail boat. or
T'm a Dutchman! Well, good-bye once more! The ship-
chandler’s launch is waiting for you."”

As the little launch drew away from the Merry Maid the
firemen came to the side, and cheered.

“ 8o long, voung 'un! Think of us when you've made vour
fortune! Don't forget the old Merry Maid!” And so on.

Jim felt quite sorry at leaving, for though he had had a
rough time of it, the men had all been very nice to him, H.
had learnt a lot, too, and was harder and fitter than he had
ever been in his life before.

As the launch neared the shore, the ship’s chandler. who
was an Argentine, but spoke English, came up to him.

“ Ever been here before?”’

“ Nop,” said Jim. *“ And I want to find some lodgings as
clicap as possible.”

* Right! I know just the place for you!”

fle was as good as his word, too, for direcily thoy got on
land he helped Jim to get his hoxes to a lodging-house, kept
by an old Irishwoman. The room Jim was shown into was
beautifully clean, and only two dollars—about 3s. 6d.—a day.
which is dirt cheap in Buenos Ayres.

Jim agreed to take the room by the day, and paid one day
in advance. He felt that he might strike a job at any momen1.

When he had put his box under the bed he went out to
look round.

e had not gone far when a .dejected-looking Englishman,
in ragged clothes and old boots came up to him. Tn spite of
his down-at-heel appearance, this man spoke English like an
educated man.

“ Ah, good-afternoon!” said he.
Englishman.”

Jim, who was feeling just a litile bit lonely in this strange
land, where nobody seemed to talk English, was glad cnengh
to talk to a fellow-countryman. and his life on the Merry
Maid had knocked all the snobbishuess out of him.

“ Yoz, I'm English all right.”” he said.

“ Been long in this couniry?”

“Two hourz,” answered Jim, laughing. * And T was just
off to try and a find job somewhere, Where had I better rry,
do vou think?”

“You come along with me. T've got o pal who will fix vou
up! By the way, what's your name? Mine's Riley —Houes
John 'm generally ealled.”™

“Mine's Winter—Jim Winter !”

“ Right-ho ! Come along, Winter ! T'll show you somid

I'll bet rouw've never zeen before”
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Chatting about all sorts of things, * Honest John * led Jim
along the banks of the river beyond the houses and docks,
until they came to a part where its banks were still in their
_original state, wild, and about twelve feet high. Jim followed
his guide down a steep path, and suddenly found himself in
the presence of a dozen or more of the roughest and most
desperate-looking men,  Not till then did he realise that he
had been trapped.  Trapped, like many another ** tenderfoot ™
has been by the most contemptible and most unscrupulous
men on earth.

Jim was in a den of beach-combers !

However, he had enough sense not to show that he realised
the sort of men they were.

s guide smilingly addressed the ragged
blackguards.

My friend
England !

The drink-sodden loafers vese to their feet, and gathered
i‘o::;:d him, shaking him by the hand, and patting him on the
HLCK,

Tn a moment Jim realised that he was being hustled, and
stopped back quickly, but net quickly cnough. A sound of
thunder seemed to deafen him, as ene of the gang dealt him
a blow with a elub. He remembered looking and sceing their
evil [aces grinning at him, and then—oblivion.

gathoring of

Mr. Winter, gentlemen; just arrived from

That night the moon shone down on the docks and the
shipping, shone on the mighty River Plate, shone on the
Merry Maid, lying peaccfully in mid-stream, and also on the
slent, motionless form of Jim Gratton, as he lay where the
heach-combers had left him, beside a refuse heap.

But he was made of tough matorial was Jim, and slowly
Lbut surely consciousness returned to him.

Tle sat” up, and spent a quacter of an hour trying to
remember where he was. and how he had got there,

Then he remembered! Rising unsteadily to his feet, he
folt in his pockets. They were empty. His watch, too, had
been taken, and even his cuff-links, the last present his
old dad had given him,

He staggered down to the water, and bathed his face and
head, and then slowly made his way towards the lights of the
town.

Thank goodness he had paid for one night’s lodging, at any
rate!

By keeping along the side of the river he eventnally found
his lodgings, and, taking no notice of the landlady’s exelama-
tions of surprise, went wearily to bed and to sleep. Next
day he went out, tived and sore, to look for a job, no matter
what, that would e¢nable him to earn the price of some food
and a night’s lodging.

He had not gone far when he found himself walking
behind iwe well-dressed men. and his heart bounded as he
heard they were talking English.

One of them was a short, thin man, dressed in black, office-
looking clothes; but the other was tall, broad-shouldered,
and wore tweeds.

It was he who was speaking.

““Noj; an Argentine boy won't do. They are too cxcitable.
T want a voung Britisher, and I'm hanged if I know where
to find him ! he was saving. 1 don’t care tuppence
whether he can speak Spanish or not !

“ Ves: that's all very well.” answered the little man.
“But where are you going to find your precious young
Pritisher? Now, an Argentine would be easy enough; and,
as you've only got a couple of hours, I should advise—"

“Ryxeuse me,’ said Jim, stepping up between them,
eutting the little man’s speech short, and addressing the
other, “ but if it's a voung Britisher you're looking for, who
can keep his head and not get excited, iry me! I don’t care
what I do!”

The big man looked him up and down for a moment or
two, then burst out laughing.

“By Jove!’ he roared.
believe in wasting time, at any rate, young fellow.
your name

“Winter—Jim Winter !

“ (Come along in here, then, Winter. and have a coffec
while we talk things over! Good-bye, Johnson; sce you at
Palermo this evening ! he called to the little man.

They sat down at a small table. and nothing was said
until after the waiter had brought the coffee, and, Jim was
glad to see, some sandwiches also.

Then his new friend turned to him, and said suddenly :

“By the way, my name's Upjohn. You say you don’t
mind what vou do—is that right? Help yoursclf to =and-
wirhes, boy ! Tuck in!l”

“That's quite right,”” said Jim, at the same time biting
into a sandwich.

“Well, I'm just beginning fo make o bit of-money after
a jolly rough time; but T can’t run the show on my own
any longer, and I should think vou would do to give me a
hand.”

“ What is the job? asked Jim.

“Well, it's not what would be ealled classy,”
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Upjo],}n, laughing; “and I dare say you won't care for it.
“Don't you?" asked Jim. * What is the job, anyway ?
I'm broke, and must earn some money somehow or other !

TUpjoln glanced at Jim, evidently taking stock of his good,
well-eut clothes,

“ Nobody would think so to look at you,” he said. " How
long have you been out here?”

Jim told him.

“Tt hasn’t taken you long to get broke, my boy. ITope you
haven't been playing the fool 277

Jim laughed.

“Tve been a fool all right,” he said, * but not knowingly.”
And he proceeded to tell Upjohn about his adventure with
the beach-combers.

Upjohn whistled.

“So yowve been up against Honest John and his gang,
have you?? he said, ‘Then let me tell you, my son, that
vou may thank your stars you are alive and kicking at this
moment ! That collection ‘of cutthroats have thrown more
than one dead man, alter they have been through his pockets,
into the river!”

e was silent for a moment or two.

“ However, you're not in the river, but you are biroke,
which is not quite so bad, but bad enough. I’ve been broke
myself, and I know what it's like—get on with the sand-
wiches: I don’t want any—and I know that anything’s worth
while when you're like that. So I'll tell you how you can
carn five dollars a day if you care about the job."” 4

“Ilshnll care about it, whatever it is!” answered Jim
cagerly.

‘!?I want someone like yvou to come and give me a hand in
a boxing show I'm running. You may not have much to do,
or, on the other hand, you may have the very dickens of a
tite—it all depends.”’

“low do you mean?” asked Jim.

s \Well,”” said Upjohn, “these fellows get so exciled over
the fights, and they mostly have more moncy on the result
than they can afford to lose, though it is the excitement over
the fights that nakes the trouble.”

“Why, what do they do?”

Upjohn laughed.

“What don't they do, you mean? A sparring malch—ié
may be quite a tame affair—will be going on, when perhaps
two inen, in the interval between the rounds, will start an
argument, and before you know where you are, they’ll whip
out their knives, and vou're in for a rough house !”

“ And where do I come in?"” asgked Jim, laughing.

“Well, in that case, you would have to try and get the
two who were serapping outside. It doesn’t matter so much
if they mangle (:acll other in the strect. But, as a matter of
fact, T can't tell you what you'll have to do—you will have
to do what you can when the time comcs. By the way, you
and T will probably be the only two white men in the place.
Well, T must be getting off I

He took up o newspaper.

“Here,” he said, pointing to an advertisement, * that’s
the place. Be there at six o’clock to-night, will you?”’

When they reached the door of the cafe, Upjohn suddenly
stopped, and, pulling out his purse, said:

“You'd better take a day's pay in advance. T expect
vou can do with it. Kecp away from the beach-combers this
iime!” he added. laughing.

And he went off, leaving Jim g:u,ing at the five-dallar hill
as though it had dropped from the skies.

Ile spent the rest of the day walking about the city, and
looking at the shipping in the docks. =~ Tverything had
happened so quickly, and he had had so litile time to think
things over, that he still felf at times as though he ought to
be at his desk in the Fifth Form-room.

That evening at six o'clock he presented himsell at the
daor of the boxing show, where he found Upjohn.

The ring was raised in the middle of the room, and the
ceats were in tiers all round it, At half-past the erowd began
to eome in.

The greater part of the audience was composed  of
Argentine and Italian werking-men, dark-skinned, and
dressed in shirts and loose trousers called * Bombachos.”
TJim noticed that practieally every man carried a knife.

Just before the first fight took place a DBritisher eame in,
and teok a seat that happened to be vaeant close to the ring.
He was a quecr-looking fellow, and, though unmishiknbﬁ,f
Tiritish, his clothes were evidently the work of a native tailor,
and he wore the black sombrero of the Argentine.

Jim could not see whether he. also, earried a knife or not.
1Te was to malie that discovery later.

Nothing happened during the first three fights, which were
all between natives, though the exeitement was tremendous
sl bets were made and several small quarrels took place.

But during the interval between the third and fourth ﬁgh;
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Jim felt that there was an axf of expectaney and suppressed
excitement throughout the audience,  The Britisher, in
particular, showed signs of intense excitement.

The reason for this was obvious the moment the opponents
entered the ring, for one was an Argentine—almost a nigger
~—while the other was a Britisher. Al the end of the third
round it was clear that the latter was getiing the worst of
it, and the Britisher in the audience was shouting impreeca-
tions at the coloured man and geiting into a frenzied state
of excilement,

The rooment they stepped into the ring at the commence-
ment of the fourth round he stood on his seat, and began
shouting to the white boxer, in English and Spanish :

Y Kill the black beast! Don't let yourself be wiped oub
by a nmigger! Kick him, if you can'it hurt his head ! and
so forth, until the Argentines sitting round him began to
look at him in a threatening way.

Secing this, Jim went up to him and told him to sit down
and behave like a gentleman. The only answer he received
was a vacant glare that showed he had either been drinking
or was carried away by the exeitement, or race hatred.

At that moment the white boxer was being severely
punished by the coloured man. and, brushing Jim on one
side. the Britisher, shouting a foul expression at the whole
Argentine nation in general and the coloured boxer in
particular, tried to get into the ring.

Jim held him and tried to force him back inte his seat,
while several of the Argentines got up and came threaten-
ingly towards the exeited man.

‘Before he quite knew what had happened, Jim felt
something burn its way across his cheek, and knew that his
countryman  had triet{ to “knife” him! The excited
audience gathered round while the two struggled together.

The fight in the ring stopped, and everyone hecame
absorbed in the duel between the two Britishers. At last
Jim managed to get his man to the ground, and, by foreing
his wrist backwards, succeeded in getting the knife away
from him. Upjohn came hurryving up, and, taking the man
by the shoulders, shool him like a rat.

“We must got this fool outside, Winter, or we shall have
the police in I By Jove, he's unconscious ! Catch hold of his
feet; T'1l take his head !

When they got him outside, Upjohn called a cab, and,
almost throwing the unconscious Dritisher inside, told the
driver to clear out with him, and not bring him back!

When they regained the hall, Upjohn, who spoke SBpanish
perfectly, made a speech to the audience that quieted them
down, and the fight, which was the last of the evening, went
on, and, incidentally resulted in a victory for the coloured
man.

As soon as the hall was empty, Upjohn told Jim he had
better clear out and have his face seen to, as it was bleeding
very freely.

“¥ou might be here at nine in the morning, Winter, if
.‘.'0}:{ feel all right; I want to alter the chairs a bit,” he
said,

Jim went back to his rooin and examined the wound, which
proved to be nothing worse than a long, but not deep. cut.
Anyhow, it did not keep him awalke, for he slept dreamlessly
till morning.

When he got to the hall at nine o'clock he was surprised
to find the man who had ecaused all the trouble on the
previous night, talking to Upjohn.

As Jim joined them Upjohn said:

“Well, we had better leave it for Winter to deeide. It's
like this, Winter, Mr. Grimple here i

‘““No, no, Mr. Upjohn; this is my say!” interrupted the
uther,  “* See here, young fellow, I reckon you saved me from
getting killed last night by the men in the hall. I don’t
know what came over me, but I can't stomach seeing a
black man getting the best of a Britisher, and as sure as
Fate, if it hadn’t been for you, I should have made trouble
for myself 1"

#You didn't make things too nice for Winter, as it was!"”
growled Upjohn,

The other frowned slightly.

‘' Now, Winter,” he went on, “you scem to be a likely
sort of youngster, and are the sort of man I want out at iny
place, so if you care to come with me, I'll start you at two
hundred dollars a month and your keep.  What do you say ?”

“ What's the work ?” asked Jim, trying to think where he
had heard the name of Grimnple before.

“ I manage—well, I own—a gold-dredging proposition up
North, and I want someone whe won't stand any nonsense
1o look after the niggers—see? You seem to be the right
zort for that job,”” he added, rubbing his head.

“By the way,” said Upjohn, “ what i= ike name of vour
gold oulit, Mr. Grimple "

“The Santa Rosa, and & fine little busivess it i3, too.”

The Santa Rosa Gold Dredging Compang Jitn could
hardly believe bis ears. That was the name of the coneern
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that had swallowed nearly all his faiher’s fortume! And
Grimple—yes, now he remembered!  Grimple was the
manager’'s name !

S0 he owned the mine. did he?

“ Yes, T'll go,” said Jim, tryiug to :pealk as carveles:ly as
possible.  “ When Jdo you want mo to start?”

“ To-night, with me. 8o if you mean to come yon had
better get off and make any arrangements that may be
necessary. Come round for me at the Northern Railway
Station at six o’clock to-night. Well, 1 must be off. Good-
bye. Mr. Upjohn! T shall sce you to-night, Winter!"’

When Grimple had departed, Upjohn turned to Jim.

“1 dm{t like the lock of that fellow, Winter.”

“Nor do L, said Jim.

“Then why on earth are you going right into the wilds
with him? It’s a nasty part of the country round about that
mine of his.”

Jim looked at Upjohn’s honest face. and decided to tell
him all about the mine, and how his poor old dad had been
told that it was a failure.

*“ The SBanta Rosa a failure!” cried Upjolm. ¢ Don’t you
believe it!” He thought for a moment. ** My hat!" he
cried at last. ““ This is like something oul of a book! It
looks as though you were going to be rather a nuizance to
Mr. Grimple I

“1 hope so,” said Jim grimly.

Upjohn became thoughtful again.

“ How are you off for money, my hoy i he asked, looking
up suddenly,

Jim laughed.

“1've got ten dollars forty cents left out of the fifteen you
gave me yesterday.”

“ Good heavens, vou must have more than that! Loeok
here, come along to the bank with me! I'm going to lend
you five hundred dollars. You'll be able te pay me buck,
there’s no doubt about that.” Ie laughed. * And when
you want a new manager, perhaps you won't forget that
what I don’t know about gold-dredging is precious little.”

Jim thanked him as well as he was able as they walked
towards the bank. He also told Upjohn his real rame, and
who his father was.

“ Gratton—Colonel Gratton? Tsn't he the man who led
the famous charge at Mooifontein "’

“Yes: that's the pater,”” zaid Jim proudly.

“Well, then, I'm only too glad to be able to help my old
eolonel’s son! I -was a Tommy under him—got into trouble
at home and enlisted—the same old story, you know !

_\then Upjohn had handed Jim the five hundred dollays, he
said

“ Now, Gratton, the first thing you've got to do is to buy
a good revelver and five hundred vounds. Get a small
automatic pistol. 1t won't show under your clothes. And
if there is anything I can do for you at anv time, write to me
at the Dritish Olug, here. Now, good-bye, Gratton, and the
best of luck!”

Jim_ went and bought a revolver at once, and spent the
rest of the day secing the sizhts of Buenos Axres. He also
wrote a letter to his father, simply telling Lhim that he had
got a job up-country, and that he might not be able to write
for some time.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Up-country—Grimple’s Brutality—Father and Son.

IM found Grimple waiting at the station for him in the
evening.
“Oh, here you are!” he said. A good deal of his
friendliness of the morning had disappeared. ** Cut
it rother fine, haven't yout"”

“It's five to six now. ¥You told me to me here at six,”
said Jim shortly.

“Oh, did I? Well, come along! 1've taken two sleeping
bunks. We've got to spend two nights on this train.”

As soon as they steamed out of the station, Grimple said
they had better get some food, and led the way to the
dining-car. Iie remained, after he had finished ecating, sit-
ting at the table drinking, so Jim—who never drank any-
thing but water--rose and sought hiz bunk.

Two hours later Grimple staggered along, talking to him-
self, and threew himself on his bed, which was below the one
Jim was in.

 Asleep ¥ he called.

Jim did not answer.

“ Sound asleep I muttered Grimple. and remained silent
for some time. Then he rose from his bunk, and Jim could
feel that he was standing looking down ar him.  “ This
young guy will do as well as anyone elze to take my pluce—
and the curses—when the time comes for mie to elear out !
e continued, and lay down onee more.
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“ A hundred and fifty thousand pounds!” he murmured
sleepily zeveral times, and then fell sound asleep.

Jim rose early in the morning, and had some coffee in the
dining-car, while Grimple snored on. he ecarly morning
sun shone down on the rolling prairie, and Jim would have
given a lot to have had his old pater sitting opposite to him.
How he would have enjoyed it!

Grimple hardly spoke to him that day, but continued
drinking at intervals throughout the remainder of the
onrney.

The train pulled up at Santa Rosa at seven o'clock the
next morning, where a light waggon, with a team of six
horses, was waiting for them, in charge of an Indian.

Grimple, taking no notice of the man’s salute, ordered him
to put their things on board, after which®' he mounted the
box, and, signalling Jim to jump up behind, drove off at a
gallop. At the end of about two hours they arrived at
their destination.

The dredge was working, and Jim was glad to sce that
there was an Englishman on board of Ler.

The camp consisted of two corrugated-iron buildings, one
a large one containing provisions, and the other composed of
three small rooms—two bed-rocins and a sitting-room. There
]\\'r.-rr‘ al:o eight or mine ragged tents, in which the Indians

ived.

“ Shove your things in here, Winter,” said Grimple, open-
ing one of the doors.  * You and Gibson will share this room.
Go down to the dredge when you've fixed yourself up, and
tell Gibson I want to see him.”

Jim lost no time in delivering the message to his room-
:11;1.1];(‘__ as he was anxious to see the sort of man he had to live
with.

He found Gibson an elderly man, with a strong, sunburni
face and keen, grey eyes. Ile told hima that the boss wanted
to see him. “And a fine temper he’s in, I'll bet!” said
Gibson. ‘“ Always is when he comes back from a holiday.
You a friend of his?”

Jim explained that Grimple had brought him out to look
after the natives,

Gibson whistled.

“ Now what’s his game, T wonder? Look after the
natives! Poor devils, it’s little looking after they want!
They are scared to death of old Grimple, and no wonder!
Ah, well, I'll go and see what he wants, anyhow.”

Jim staved away from Grimple all that day. He stayed on
the dredze with Gibson and tried to remember the names of
the natives. The two Englishmen had their meals in their
room, Grimplo preferring to have his in solitary state.

That night, when they were both rolled up in their truckle-
beds, Gibson suddenly said:

“Look here, Winter, you take my advice and hop it!
This fellow Grimple is a regular rotter, and I am sure he is
up to some shady business or cther. 1'd go myself, only I've
been here so long now that I think T'll stay on till I find
out what his little game is.”

Jim was going to tell Gibson how Grimple had robbed
his father, when he heard his name being shouted excitedly
outside.

Pulling on a pair of slippers, he ran cut in his pyjamas, to
see Grimple standing, in the moonlight, over the cowering
form of the Indian zirl who looked after the house.

*“ Here, Winter! Bustle along! Think T want to wait oot
here all night for you?’ he bellowed. “ Here's your first
job! Take this whip and thrask the nigger!”

Jim walked up to "u'iu and took the whip.

“ What's the matter with the girl 7" he asked.

“The matter with her! What the blazes has thal got to
do with you? You give her a good hiding! That’s what
I'm paying you for!”

“T want to know what you want her thrashed for.”

“Well, hang you, if you want to know, this black beast
has forgotten to make my bed! Now get on with it!”

“1 see,” said Jim, looking him straight in the eyes.
* That’a the sort of man you are, is it 7"’

“* What do you mean, you young pup?”’ foamed Grimple.

“T mean that you're nothing but a low-down bully!”
retorted Jim promptly. “ I mcan that, before I'd thrash
these poor things at your bidding—not te mention a girl—
I'd starve on the praivie! And [ mean that while I'm here
I'll not let you do it either! That's what I mean!”

“ (vive me back my whip, you twopenny smug-faced idiot,
or it'll be the worse for you!” roared Grimple, with the old,
mad look in his eyes.

“P'Il give you back your whip, but remember what I
said 17

Grimple took the whip, and, grasping it firmly, hit the girl
a savage blow with it.  Bhe fell prone on the ground,
moaning.
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This was too much for Jim. He literally sprang at the
bully’s throat, and the two rolled on the ground.

Grimple managed to twist himself on top, and, as he held
Jim down with one hand, he hit him over the head with the
butt end of the whip.

Jim let go of the bully’s throat, and with both hands
caught ut the wrist that wielded the whip. Bit by bit he
bent Grimple’s hand backward till, with a curse, he was
obiiged to drop it. g 5

The pain also caused him to loose his grip of Jim's throat,
and in a fraction of a second the positions were reversed.

As soon as Jim found himself on top he grasped the whip
and sprang to his feet. He then proceeded to thrash Grimple
for all he was worth.

The thought of his father at home breaking his heart over
the supposed loss of his money gave him the strength of three
men, and Grimple was soon howling for mercy.

Jim left him on the ground, and walked back to his reom
with the whip.

Gibson had been standing in the doorway watching the
whole business.

“ My word,” he exclaimed, as Jim came up,
it now! The boss’ll murder you to-morrow !
tip and clear out!”

“Not 11" said Jim, and proceeded fo tell his room mate
what he knew of Grimple’s ** little game.”

“ But he knows your name, doesn't he?”

“My real name’s Gratton,” said Jim. *This brute doesn’t
know that T am anything to do with the man he is robbing!”

Gibson whistled softly.

“The plot thickens!’ he exclaimed joyfully. “ But sup-
posing he kicks you out to-morrow, as he's sure to do? That’ll
vather upset your plans, won't it?’

“J hadn’t thought of that,”’ said Jim. “ Well, anyhow, I
can’t help it. I have done what was right under the circum-
stances, and I'm going to sleep now. Good-night !’

Gibson’s propheey proved correct. Before they were up—
almost as soon as it was light—Grimple stormed into the

“you've done

ou take my

room. He looked as though he had been walking about all
night. He shook Jim roughly.

““ Get up, you skunk, and clear out! Do you hear? Clear
out before 1 put a bullet in you!"”

Jim shook his hand off. i

“There’s no train to Buenos Ayres to-day,” he said.

“T don’t care a hang whether there’s a train or not!  Out

you go, vou Psalm-smiting young cub, within half an hour, or
it'll be the worse for you!”

Gibson put his Lead out of his blankets.

“Jf Winter is slung out to-day, I go with him,” he said.
“And youll find it rather a job to run the dredge without
un enginecer,” he added. )

“0Oh, that's the way the wind blows, is it?" =aid Grimple,
snarling.

“Yes, that's the way,” answered the engineer.

“ All right ; the young lout can stay till to-morrow mnorning.
But ’—here he turned to Jim—* don’t let me sce you in the
camp after sunrise to-morrow, or I'll turn the niggers you're
so fond of on to you to chase you to the station!”

*Strong words from a weak stomach don’t frighten any-
body " said Jim, getting out of bed.

Grimple left the room hastily.

“We'll see about that!'" he said, as he went out, slamming
the door.

“Thanks very much, old chap !’ zaid Jim to Gibson, as soon
as they were alone.

“Pon't see thet T did much good.
morrow, anyway !”

“T'm not so sure,” said Jim thoughtfully. ** Let's go down
to the dredge; we shall be more private there.”

There was still some time before work would commence, so
when they reached the dredge Gibson made some cocoa from
the stores he kept on board, and the two were soon having a
sort of breakfast in the little engine-room.

“ What does Grimple do with the gold??
denly.

“Takes it up to Buenos Ayres himself about every ten
l]}'.l_\“-‘;_. ,[ suppose he banks it in his own name, the dirty
thief I’

* And where does he store it while it is here?”

“(h, he's got a huge safe in his room, big enongh to take
thousands of pounds’ worth of dust! There are drawers full
of papers, too, and no doubt there are documents and things
of your father's amongst them that would prove him to be a
thief at once !” i

“ iibson, have you got an Indian we could trust to go into
Santa Rosa to send off o telegram?”

“¥es, rather! In any case, they’ll be willing to de any-
thing for you after what you did last night!” j

“Well, then, I'm going to send a wire to that chap Upjohn
I told you about, asking him to send up some 'tecs from

11

You've got io go lo-

asked Jim sud-
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Tuenos Arres to arrest Grimple. I don’t suppose we could
trust the local police; they have probubly been squared!”

“ By Jove!” Cibson thought for a moment. *‘ It would
be safer to wire from Torrino, the next station. I'll go and

wake up old Pedro, if you'll write the wire out. He's the
father of that girl you wouldn’t thrash last night. Here's a

[1E)

pencil and some paper; write it out as guick as you can!

Jim wrote out his wire and handed it to Gibson, who
said :
“ Tl tell Pedro to wait for an answer.
time, but the boss'll never notice that he's away.
better stay here; I'll be back in a few minutes.”

ribson went off, leaving Jim alone, who, to pass the time,
took up a piece of waste, and set to work pelishing up some
of the valves and things.

But while Jim and Gibson had been plotting together,
Cirimple also had been busy,  He was of the sneaky type, and
when he had watched the two safely on to the dredge he went
into their room and examined Jim’s box.

Something about the boy, that very likely he could not have
explained, had- struck him as being out of the ordinary. and
he micant to see if he could find out something more abont
him.

Jim's box was unlécked—it is considered very bad form to
lock your things up when you are sharing a room—and one
of the first things Grimple came across made him curse and
look nervously towards the dredge.

It was a photograph of Colonel Gratton!

He dived his hand into the pockets of a coat, and pulled out
a letter in the colorel’'s handwriting—which he knew only too
well l—addressed to ““Jim Gratton, Fzq., Poste Restante,
Duenos Ayres.”

Glancing once more towards the dredge, he thrust the lelier
and vhotograph back in the box, and left the room.

‘5o that young cub is the old fool's son, is he? What on
earth made him come across me in this way?’

He was striding up and down his own room, mnHorfn% to
Limsell. A stiff dose of raw spirits seemed to pull hi
{ogether a little.

“1'd nearly forgotten!
feave the camp to-morrow!
never leave here again !

Just then he saw Gibson leave the dredge, and, thinking he
was going to rouse the natives, which he knew would take a
little time, he put on his hat and went on board.

Jim, busy with his polishing, did not notice anyone conie on
board, and was therefore surprised to hear himself being
kpoken to by Grimple.

“ By the way, Winter,”” he was saying, “T've come down to
apologise to you. I'm afraid I quite forgot myself last night
and again this morning. I've got a beast of a temper, 1
know ; but you mustn’t take everything I say quite seriously !”
He held out his hand, of which Jim took no notice. “ And,
of course,”” he went on, “I don’t really mean you to go to-
morrow ! You just stay on here, and we shall get along
tamonsly !

Jim, who was trying hard to understand the reason for this
sudden change, answered not a word. Grimple turned to go.

“ A=z a matter of fact,” he said, I want vou to come with
me this morning fo prospect a claim a little higher up the
viver. It will be a good chance for vou to learn something
of El:c business, so be ready in about half an hour, will
vou?

He then left the deedge, and a few minntes later Gibson
returned.

“It’s all right.” he said.  “ Old Pedro is on Lis way now,
and the wire will reach Buenos Ayres in about an hour and
a half.  When we get a reply depends on whether Upjohn
:ji in the club or not. Now, what's the next thing {o be

one:”

Jim then told Gibson what had happened since he left the
dredge, which made the latler  become  very serious and
thoughtful.

“1 don't like it, Jinr, my boy ! he said. using Gratton's
;‘"iu‘lfhun name for the Lest time. I dow't like 1t a little
sir !

Neither spoke for a moment or two: then—

':I shall see it through now.” said Jim slowly.
Giimple may be teving to be decont !

“Don't you believe it!” grunted Gibzon,
gon. haven't youl”

Jim nodded.

= Well, take it with you. and don’t turn vour back to Lim
for a sccond—not a second. mind! T know this country and
I inow Grimple better than yon do!” :

They shook hands, and Jim left to join Grimple.

The two started off aloag the river-bank, carrving shovels
and pans. It was a scorching hot morning, quite sultry
enotigh to make talking a nuizance. so that neither spoke.

Jitn was careful to let Grimple lead the way. and mile after
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mile passed in perfect silence, as they drew furtlier and
further away from the scanty civilisation of the caump info
the wild, overgrown bush. i A .

The uncertainty of what Grimple might be going to do,
the silence and loneliness of the scenery, began at last to get
on Jim's nerves. Suddenly a piercing shriek rang in his
ears, and something soft brushed past his face. His nerves
were thoroughly ou edge, and Jim, with a gasp, started and
fell as a huge, sleepy owl flapped lazily across the river.

In a second Grimple was on the top of him, his crafty face
lighted up with a look of fiendish joy at this, to him, unex-
pected picce of good luck.

“The last card’s with me, you dirty young sneak!” lLe
snarled.  “Daddy’s boy is goiug to feed the fishes!”

Jim was powerless to move, yebt a strange calin had come
over him. Having something certain to face had braced his
nerves,

Grimple, his eyes shining with the light of madness, spat in
his face.

“VYou'll come skunking round me, will you? You'll do
the fine gentleman, and bo the niggers’ darling, will you?
You, you flabby chip of that old military blockhead! Oh, I
know who you are all right, so you know what to expect, don't
vou, my pretty boy?  Did you think T asked you to come out
i{or]a walk with me for the pleasure of your company, you
ool 1"

He raised one hand, and drew out a knife.

“T meant thiz for you, but the river is better; there are
things in there that will finish you much better than I
could I”

Then Grimple became in a2 moment like one possessed. e
struck Jim in the face and over the head; took him by the
throat, and chook him till the boy was half dazed. Then,
gripping him round the arms and body, dragged him to the
edge of the twelve-foot river-bank.

Jim took one despairing look round, and noticed that there
was an island about twenty yards from the shore. In a flash
new strength seemed to come to him. If he had to go
Grimple should come with him.

With a sudden movement he managed to zet hiz arms round
the madman's body—one mighty heave, and the two crashed
down the rotten bank into the slimy river,

Jim was a powerful swimmer, and had nothing to fear from
the water, but what had Grimple meant by * the things in the
river 7 Ilis thoughts, however, were taken off himself by
a gurgling ¢ry from his would-be murderer.

The two had separated as they toppled over the bank; Jim,
with the instinet of a swimmer, had struck out immediately,
but with Grimple it was different. As he saw his enemy
clutching madly at the plants and gvass that zvew on the
bank his heart leapt within hin.

Grimple could not swim. )

“ Help me, Gratton—help me !” panted the drowning man.
“1 can’t swam 1"

“ Seems to me,” said Jim grimly, “ as if the Iast card’s not
with you, after all.”

“ Never mind about that.
Heaven I

The plant he was holding on to came away from the loose
earth, and, with a scream, he disappeared.

When he came up again he was crying and choking with
fear. Jim noticed a branch of a tree floating down the stream.
A sudden idea entered his head. He swam to it, and, keeping
hold of one end pushed the other within reach of Grimple, who

Ieip me, dor the love of

" caught hold of it wildly.

““Hold on!” said Jim shortly, and swam out into mid-
stream, taking Grimple with him. When he was well away
fl'ol“f\l the bank he stopped swimming, and floated on his
back.

“ What are you stopping for, you fool I”* shrieked Grimple.
“ Do you want the alligators to get tha two of us?”

“ You didn’t mind about me much a few minutes ago, <id
vou?’ said Jim. “F Anyhow, I'll tell you what I've stopped
for. Pull that knife of yours ont and hold it up in the air, you
dog!” Grimple did so. “ New drop it in the water!”  And
Grimple meekly obeved. Still Jim did not move.

“ Go on, man—ego on!” whined the thief.
¢ “FHa;]f a minute! I want to see vour vevolver follow the
anife !’

“ T won't do it—I won't do it!” he scieamed like a peevish
child. * Besides, the cartridges ave all wet now !

“ Don’t be a fool, Grimple! Do you think T don't hnow
enough about guns to know that revolver cartridees are water-
proof, you idiot? Drop that gun in the water. or I leave you
to drown!™

And Grimple was forced to ober. Jim, once more turning
on hiz side, swam on. The man was completely in his power
now, but he did not mean to give him a chance to get away
or do him further injury of any sort. :

In a few move minntes they reached the i=land and

(This story is concluded on page 43.)
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CHARACTERS.

HARRY WHARTON, Captain of the Remove,
FRANK NUGENT

BOB CHERRY - His Chums,

JOHN BULL J

HURREE SINGH, the Nabob of Bhanipur.
VERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyfriars,
BILLY BUNTER, His Ally.

PSS ASLAPL NS NP NN\
SCENE 1. Nueext: Upon the coming Christmas vae.
Harry Wharton's Study. My mind was sweetly musing.
(WxarTON furiing a [fushed face from the fireplace, at which he CHERRY : 11 can’t be helped, but pass the Lam,
is kiteeling, frying eggs) : And I'll commenee the carving.
Buck up, and buzz sbout there, Bob ! That soap-dish there will hold the jam—

Your lazy limbs want oiling ! i e Ye gods! T'm simply starving |
I've shoved the kettle on the hob, WHanrox (cising, the eggs being finished) ;
And soon it will be boiling. The close connection with the grate
Crerry : Well, give a chap a giddy chanee,* Has made my faee quite ruddy.
I've set the chairs out ready. My word ! there’s not a ﬁmgle plate—
But look at Frank—he’s in o trance ; We'll ransack someone’s study !
y! BuLn : Just drop the eggs upon this dish ; o
(Nugent stiggers towards the table in a dreamy maoaner with a 1'll get some plates from Fisher Fish. Exit-
pile of plutes, which tottey for an instant, thea foll over with WHARTON (turhing the eggs into the dish with velish) :
a crash.) ’ 1 like a really ripping egg,
BuLn: To jugele in a way so rum There's nothing q_\llte 50 (ll:(‘lrnl._;
Is scareely scientific ; * And ’pon my soul,” faid Uncle Clegg,
Navon {holding his ears): “ The things was laid quite recent 1™
The dinfulnezs, my worihy chum, NABOB (whn is *“"km{}' toast at the fireplace) :
Is really mwost terrific | Bananasz in 8 luscions bunch
NucuxT (riucfully surveying the wreckage) Content my humble wishes :
I've done it now ! This blessed =pill At tea or at the worthy hmch
Will get me in bad cdour. 3 They form the finest dishes.

We may not mind, but someone will— (Re-enter Dull with a pile of plates, which are disteihvted, and
The plates belonged to Loder! the [east commences.)
Waarrox : If he should come vpon your tracl: Cnpnrry @ These epgs among the finest rank,
A poker he'll be using ! So prithee do not tarry;
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But pass the bread-and-butter, Frank,
And pour the tea out, Harry.
WaaARTON (rising, after serving the .reu)
Here's health {o us, the Famous Tive
Of good old Greyfriars College !
“To lead the way we’ll always sirive
In every branch of knowledge.
(A woslemnly raise their cups and drink the foast.
DBunter vs descried peeping into the study.)
NuceNt (thremtentngly) :
Intruding porpoize, off you trot !
BunteEr: Oh, what a ripping feed you've got !
WaHARTON : We want no uninvited seum !
Bunter: Is that the way you treat a chum ?
NABOB @ The beastful Bunter is a ead—
His hateful presence makes me mad !
Bunter (edging further into the room) :
I =ay, vou fellows—just one tart!-

Suddenly

WhARTON ¢ Vamoose !
CHERRY : Absquatulate ! !
Buon : Depart ! ! !

Boxten (looking longingly at the feast):

Cfome, don't be cads 1 A bun will do—
Or else o piece of—— Ow! Yarooh!

(Cherry hurls a loaf at Bunter's head, and the fat junior retrects
from the study in wild disorder.)

WrArTON (laughing) :

You are s splendid marksman, Bob,

That shot was jolly clever:

But why not make a perfect job

And floor the worm for ever ?

Resume ! T'm hungry as a hunter.

Thank heaven we've seen the last of Bunter !

(All sit down and resume tea.)

Veice rroM WITHOUT ;

ah! Beests! Cads| TRotiers !

{Cherry and the Nabol vush from the voom, and a scuffle is heard
outside., After a few scconds have elapsed they veturn to the
study, dragging Bunfter along by the cars.)

Wiartoy (sternly)

Just hold him for a tick, my lad= !
Now, Bunter, did you call us eads ?

BUxtER (gasping and spluttering) :

O, no! I nover said a word!
"Twas comecne else you must have head.

WaanrToxn (angrily) :

Beware, you blessed Ananias !
No seum of your sort dare defy us |

BusTer (in fones of injured innocence) :

Alas ! my word is always doubted.
I know 'twas someone else who shouted.

WHARTON (furning fo the others) :

I really feel inclined to clump him ;
But, on reflection, why not I.nlmp him ?

OrHERS (in chorus):

Yes, bump him !

Buxzer (g:mdy alarmed) :

Hands off, you eads ! Or else I'll tell
The Head, and Mr. Quelch a3 well !

(Bunter is seized by the Famous Five, and bumped three times on
the floor, Jr!f‘znq and struggling.  T'hen he is bundled uncere-
moniously from the study.)

WHARTON : Now we have bruised and bumped the beast,

We'll recommence our ripping feast.

(Bunter reappears in the doorway, dusty and dishevelled.
of the feasters tmmediately seize an available missile.)

Buxver (malevolently) :

The way you chucked me out was neat;
But weit, you cads ! REVENGE Is SWEET !
Fxit.

BuL:

Bump him !

Each

SCENE 1L
Vernon-Smith’s Study.

The Bounder is lounging comfortably back in an aormchair,
smohng. and scanning o sporitng paper. On o table near
at hand s a glass eontaining eotents of a suspicious churacter,
Suiddenly a double-knock sounds on the door.,  Vernon-Smith
jumps up in alarm, sweeping the glass from the table in so
doing, and throws the cigarelte into a corner of the room.
The knocking is repeated with greater wviolence. He waves
the paper frantically to and fro in an endeavour to remove all
traces of smoke o then, controlling his countenance with an
effort, he mutters ;

Gocd heavens ! what a frightful din !
I mustn't lose my nerve. {Louder) Come in!

(Finder Dunter.)

Swirn (angrily) :

Be off, you hase, intruding beast !
You're always spying, da-h you !
And if you came to find a feast,
To smithereens 'l smash you !
Tur Maexcr Liprary.—No.
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BustEr: Oh, S8mithy |
I'm sorry I
By (aside) «

What car the silly idiot mean ?

No signs of smoking ean e seen !
Buxter (advancing info the stvdy) :

I've gneﬁod the rotten tricks you play,

And p'r’aps may let vou off with lenienee,
Which just depc'uda, But, ANYWHY,
A keyhole is o preat convenienee !

BarrtH (seizing a cricket-stump) :

You spy ! I'll thrazh you till yow're dead !
BUNTER (refreating with an amiable smile) :

Good-bye | T off to tell the Head !
ByrvE (Furriedly)
Come back, you idiol ! Don’t be si
Would tarts be very tempting, Billy
T feel that I could go great guns
But, mind, they must be twopenny cnes !
(The Bounder tosses Bn.mrr a coin.)
BunTER (about (o depart)

Thanks, Smithy | Now I'll have some fun

As well as Study No. 1

I suppose you're joking ?
I disturbed your smoking.

BUNTER :

BAMITH ¢ What’s up with W h.uton and Bob (hmr\‘ ¥
Are both the rotters making merry
Brrrer: I chaneed to pass the study door,

And through the kevhole looking,
I quite collapsed upen the floor,
So fine a feed they're cooking !
But did you have the nerve to atop
And help the rotters scoff it ?
BuxTeR (movrnfully) :
With lusty kicks they made me hop,
And meant to keep me off it !
SMITH (grinning):
I guess you beat a sad retreat |
But what has Wharton got to eat ?
Sardives, and jam, and eggs, and ca'e,
And doughnuts quite delicious ;
"Tis done in style, and no mistake,
And makes me jolly vicious !
Byire (edying closer to Bunter) :
Then why not rob them of their feed,
And make the cads look =illy ?
A steady nerve is all we need,
So will you help me, Billy ?
I'mm game ! But afterwards, I fear,
The pair of us will rue it!
And, by the way, it is not clear
How you intend to do it
{Vernon-Smith paces to and fro for a moment in deep
Then he gives a atart.)
My word 1 we'll have the cads on toast,
As sure a3 I'm the Bounder !
We'll institute a piddy ghost !
What project could be sounder ?
Buwrer (doubtfully) :
No doubt 'twill give them fits and staris,
And make the rotters dread it ;
Yet how a ghost can get us tarts
Is more than I can credit.
"Twill make them in & frightiul funl,
And stop their hearts from beating ;
And when the cads have had to bunk,
We then commence the eating.
Bunter (doubling up with laughter) :
Ha, ha! the plan is simply prime—
For nerve it can't be ?zmtan.
But if you don’t dress up in time,
The grub will all be eaten !
Some paint and powder, and a sheet,
And then you'll see a transformation !
I think the dodge is really neat—
It makes me jump with jubilation !
(He prances delightedly from the room.)
BuwTer (throwing himself into a chair ond kicking wp his heels
with merriment) :
Ere long my stomach will be packed
With ham and ecges and buttered toast ;
And trouble, if the wheeze won't act,
Will fall on Smithy—he's the ghost !

SCENE III,
Harry Wharton's Study.
(The feast iz proceeding merrily, and the chums ave i Iigh feather.)
Cuerry (leaning back in his chair with a condented sigh) :
A hetter feast could not be found
In all the country far and wide !
( Wherton offers him the toast.)
I could not ecat another round—
My inner man is satisfed,

BMITH :

BuxTER :

DusteR :

thonght,

SMITH 3

BuMITH §
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Wrerst (shaldig Lie head as the plate of fvast i@ poeesed do him) :
1f any more grub I endeavour to pack
T bound to be blessed with a bilious attack !

Waantox
Brixn:

NAROD @

ALY :

WHiRTON ©

CHERRY @

Will no one finish off the tosst ?
Conte, now, do justice to your host!
My little Mary’s ™ far too full,

=0 1o more, thanks, for Johnny Bull !
Your good and worthy English dizh

Gives strengthfulness to ‘cvery sinew !

1"l make =0 boldful as to wish

That =uch repasts may long conlinue !
(=]

Bravoe, Inky !
But what of all this extra grub ?
It seems o rotten shame to waste it ;

Where can we put it 7—there’s the rub,

We don't want Bunter here to taste it.
1'd scalp the piddy pglutton !
Let's give the grub to Todd and Dutton.

No fear!

WHanrrox (slapping Cherry on the back):

iHe viscs to his feet, just s the door i8 throun open, and Vernon-
Smith, clad in a long white sheet, and with his features
powdered and rendered ghost-like by a snow-white beard,
enters the room. Wharton staggers

baek aghast, while his chums remain at the table,

Not bad for Bob !
1'll fetch the fellows in this minute.

A scens of panic enkues.

terror-stricken eyes at the strange apparition.)

WHARTON : What ¢s tho thing, for goodness’ sake ?

UBERRY (rubbing his eyes):

Great Scott! you chaps!

WaaRTOY ; This is a most uncanny visit,

GHosr @

Witanrox :

Gnosr :

And mekes me creep !
Withhold your tongue, infernal fool !
1 am the ghost of Greyfriars School!
While lurking in the gloomy cloisters
I thought me of sardines and oysters ;
And seeing both are on this table,
Depart as fast as you are able,
That I may speedily enjoy
A ueal of fish instead of boy !
1f this is meant to be a hoax,
Depart, my friend, with expedition ;
It must be one of Smithy's jokes—
You cannot be an apparition !
Insulting infant, get thee henee,
Or face the fearful eonsequenco !

WHARTON (furning to his chums):

CHERRY :

United we stand—divided we fall !
1 don’t believe it’s a ghost at all !
1f not, what ever can it be ?

BuLL (seizing a lump of butter) :

(Bull hurls the butter with deadly precisica, and it sirikes the

Fghost full in the face. He starts back with a well.)

Stand back a bit, and you will see !

NuceNT (laughing) :

It’s clinging to his face like mud !
'The thing, no doubt, is flesh and blood.

Wuartoy : Advance, the five so good and famous !

AL

(The speetre backs away in clarm, but s seized and borne fo the
overpotered,

floor,

struggling  fiercely.

A measly ghost shall never shame us!

Never!

He is sooi

Wharton wrenches off the beard

and

BalvH

NUCEST:

(A seufling noise is heard witheu,
and Cherry dashes from the room.
After a few seconds he returns,
dragegiing

outer parmends, then wullers
an evelamation.)
Waarrox : I knew the thing was all

eollar.)

CHERRY (rolling hiy victim on the [oor

There’s something in it ;

Amn T awake ?
(The * ghost ' utters a series of low moans.)

What ever is il ?
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Buxyrr (sitting up, and adjusting his glasses):

*Twas Smith alone the plot did hateh,
For I've been playing in a mateh.

WearToN {incredulously) :

NUGEST :

BaTH :

WHLRTON :

BuivL:

BusTER:

Waanroy :

(Cherry and Nugent proceed to lay Bunfer across the table,

You worm ! you eouldn’t kick a ball,
And couldu’t run, or even crawl !
Xo doubt beneath the bar ho saf
And watelhed the skylark soaring ;
And as the porpoise is so fab
He kept the rest from scoring !
Te's not heen near the football field ;
It's no good, Billy—=all’s revealed.
Does anyone posscss a cane—
Effective, strong, and supple ?
I think we will impart somo pain
To this delightful eouple !
1've got one in my study eupboard ;

It’s quite an age since Buuter blubbered !
(He leaves the room, and rvelwrns shortly after with a r-rme.)

Iold on! You know I'm very weak,
And if you hit me I shall shriek,

Or else will go and fetch the Head,
And you will sll be flogged instead.
Although you may ereate n babel,
We mean to hoist you on the table
And flog as hard as we are able !

while

Wharton bends the cane into a_convenient shape.)

WHARTON :

I think I'll give him three or four,
Although he merits quite a seore.

NABOB (stepping forward):

NUGENT :

Waantoxs @

SMITH :

WHARTON

The Christmastidefulness is. here,
A time of peaco and goodful cheer ;

And though my worthy ¢luns may scoff,

1 would suggest we let them off.
[ ean't help thinking Tnky's right ;
Boesides, the eads have had o fright.
A licking each is what they need
Without the slightest question ;
Instead, we'll give them both a feed
Through Inky’s kind suggestion.
1 thank you, Wharton,
Your sportsmanship is simply grand!

(shaking hands):

Your thanks to Inky should be given,

“I'is he who for your cause has striven.

BuxTeR {arated at table) :

Buirn:

CHERRY &

I say, you chaps, these tarts are greal
The feed is going down first-rate !

Tho porpoise takes away my breath—

Uno day he’ll eat himself to death:!
I reckon Smithy nust be deft,
Or else there will be nothing left !

Here's my hand !

Sarrn {folning Bunfer at

the table) :

Thiz pie looks absolntely prime,
But ere I start upon a plateful

L'l wish you

a myth ;

The spook, you chaps, is
Vernoun-Smith !

(The others crowd round
thireaterningly.)

Hands off, you rotters!
Lemume go !

‘T'was ouly just o joke,
you know !

It was a plot to bone cur
feast—

A poor attempt, to say
the least.

Bunter alony by the

i oa fieap):

I found this crafty worm
outside,

He constituies the second
vietim ;

With Smithy lhe became
allied

Becanse we  previously
had licked hun.
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chaps a cheerful time,

And, honour bright, I'm
very grateful !

In sampling this delight-

Buxrer:

ful dish
I also will express the
wish

‘That all you chaps may
he supplied

With  quite . & ripping
Christmastide !

{ Vernon-Smith and Bunier continue
thetr weal, while the others all join
hands.)

Wrarroy : Then here’s to us, the

Famous Five

Of good old Greyfriars
College !

To lead the way we'll
always strive

In every Iwanch of
Lknowledge !

o Wharton’s vemarks T
would  say " Heer,
hear !

May yeur faces with fun
soon bo ruddy !

Wuoanrtox: And I, in return, give

SMITH ;

the grandest  good
cheer
To the Speectre ¢f No, ¥
Study !
CURTAIXN.
45
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Our Grand Serial Story!

By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.
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READ THIS FIRST.
Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry 0'Rooney,

Gan-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co,—the stalwaris of the millionaire’s famous submarine, the Lord of the Deep.
there is a rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions again, i

Atter a period of inaction

Meantime, the millionaire himself is

devoting alt his attention to a curiously carved narwhal’s tusk which he has picked up in an East-End curio-dealer's shop. The tusk proved

to be hollow, and to contain some gold coins and a small wad of parchment, which bears a strange message from the sea.
mysterious floating island inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines o go in search of.
All hands board the Lord of the Deep, and the adventurers at last catch sight of ** Mysteria.”

phantom island ‘* Mysteria ’ in_ advance.

The mgsteriou island—bare and ghostly-looking—appears to be floating iu the sky. It
e The millionaire determines to start in pursuit of the floating island at once, but a terrific volcanie

never a mirage without & substance.

eruption occurs, in the course of which & blazing fireball falls on the Lord of the Deep, passing through her from deck to keel

This tells of a
Thurston immediately christens the

It is & mirage, but, as Ferrers Lord points out, there can

The millionaire

runs the submarine aground in the bay of the nearest island, and sends Ching-Lung and Thurston with a party of men in Lhe launch to cut some
logs. On landing the party are conironted by a curious flgure in 2 red tam-o'-shanter, who warns them thet the island belongs to Germany,
They ignore the warning, and Redcap—by name Julius Faher—returns with & party of razged-looking ruffians, and forces them to leave the

island by swimming, under cover of the fog.

Subsequently, Ferrers Lord leads a night expedition on *o the island, and succeeds in recapturing

the launch. By dint of his unparalleled ingenuity and bhard work, Hal Honour, the engineer, succeeds in repairing the Lord of the Deep sufficiently

to allow her to leave her dangerous situation in the island harbour.

As they are steaming along one day the bank of fog zhead suddenly parls,

and there, not a leagne away, appears Mysteria—the weird island. A continuous booming, caused by the cracking of shrivelled weeds, comes

from the floatin
The landing-p

island, which also gives forth a disagrecable odour,

v find the island to be an evil-smelling swamp, with little sign of life.

Before sunrise the next morning, a move is made to explore Mysteria.

They catch a glimpse of a terrifying monster which

inhabits & biack lake, and then Barry creates a diversion by falling down a deep tunnel, and iniurinﬁi his head Ching-Lung and the millionaire,

plter extricating Barry, explore the tunnel, but a loud roar from the interior causes them to beat a

asty retreat, and return to the submarine.

(Now go on with the story)

How Hal Honour, Prince of Engineers, Set Out to Blow the
Skull off Mysteria, but had to Retire Defeated.

For a day and a night Mysteria had played them no
tricks, but the double watch was still kept. Thoe sea was
practically a dead calm, but that curious booming sound had
not disappeared, small as was the surf that broke a rainst the
weedy shores of Mysterin, The same mists gathered over the
island at dusk, hiding her from view. At intervals strange
noises startled the men on watch. Still, there was nothing
exceptional to report, and when the dawn came the island
was still lying off the submarine’s port quarter, invisible
owing to the fog, but still there.

“ 1 shall want you in the morning, Ilonour.”

Ferrers Lord spoke from the bridge that spanned the
engine-room.  Although the enzines were silent and motion-
less, Honour sat smoking in the huge leather chair that over-
locked his steel fuvourites.  He secmed to find as much
pleasure in them as a true artist finds in a beautiful land-
scape, or a collector in a splendid old print or a picce of
ancient china.

The man of silence smiled and podded.
ready.  1lis blue cves looked the question:

“ For what?”

“Ty cut a hole through the roof of Mysteria," said the
millionaire. * To light up the cavern [ spoke to you about.”

Hal Honour nedded, and waved a * good-night 7 with hLis
hand. Though he seldom spoke, he was familiar with almost
every word in the English language except two.  ** Failure ™
and “ impessible  he had erased from his vocabulary and
Lis mind.
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“I'd give something to know what Hal thinks about all
the time, Ferrers,” said Ching-Lung, as they turned towarda
their cabins. “ He squats there like a sphinx, and looks as
solemnn as a brace of them.”

“1 think I know, Ching.”

“What 1"

Ferrers Lord laughed, and shook his head.

* Sverets ave secrets, Ching, even from you.  Harold
Hongur will astound you one day.”

“And 1 suppose you won’t help at all?”

“Who knows? We have many schemes on hand.  Adios,

amigo Ching, and sweet dreams attend your slumbers.”

“ Adios, senor,” said Ching-Lung, in soft Spanish. * For
goodness' sule, though, don’t wake me up in the middle of
the night!”

It was so hot. and the stench exhaled by the island was
so unpleasant, that Ferrers Lord telephoned to the deck to
submerge the submarine. Now that he had wvisited the
island, the millionaire felt confident that he would not lose
her except in the case of a viclent storm that might break
through and flood the ecavern. The baremeter, however,
promised a long spell of fine weather, although in such
latitudes it was not greatly to be trusted. The mercury was
very steady, but the thermometer stood unplumuhtl\,"higl:.
Sll, under present conditions, the millionaire thu-u-_':hl- it
unnecessary to stand guard over Mysteria. )

And Gan-Waga, who had more than missed his watery
couch, was highly delighted. i

“What?  Another midnight jol
as Joo switched on his clecrrie Light.
the time?”’

" zroaned Ching-Lung,
S WWhat the deave s
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© Pust seven, sir,” answered Joe. Y We ain’t rise to the
top yet, sir; that’s why it's dark, sir.”

“ Rizen, Joe—risen,” said Ching-Lung, taking his coffee-
cup. ** Your granunar, Joseph. is dreadful. Anyhow, the
coffee looks pretty decent, so I'll forgive the grammar for
once. o it's past sevem, like yourself? Give me another
lumip of sagar.”’

Joe cbliged, and Ching-Lung went for his dip. The ascent
of the Lord of the Deep left them high and dry just as
Can-Waga was teaching the Prince of Kwai-hal how to light
a cigar under water, for there was pothing that amazing
Eskimo could not accomplish in the element he had made his
GWiL.

“YWhat rudeness!” said Ching-Laung, as the tropical sun-
shine, flashing through the portholes, dimmed the gleam of
the eleetrie light. 1t's a leb easier to smoke outside, all the
rame ; and there's frozen sahmon for breakfast.”

Gaa chortled, for he Liked galmon.

“Den I gets cressed quicks, Chingy,” he grinned, “and
talks to dem salmouns.  Salmons good ‘nough butterfuls,
Love dams.”

Mysteria Jooked brighter and clearer than it had ever
lookes, but the pale island—a rotting corpse—was ugliey an
mare repeliant in the sunshine. And the stench was more
intolerable.

“1 suppcse yeu'll want to go and examine the site before
l‘-munm}cing opcrations, Hal?” said Thurston,

“ N

“You mean you'll drag your tackle there withent inspect-
ing the place?”

e \Ves"}

“Well, you're such an odd kind of fellow that I expect
vou'll turn up trumps,” said Rupert. ** You have always
done so up to the present. We expect marvvels from you, so
don’t disappoint us and lose your reputation, old man.’’

Hal Honour smiled. He knew himself even better than
ihe others did. He had never failed yet.

When breakfast was over, a gong boomed through the ship.
The unfamiliar call to arms was quite unexpeeted, but it was
answered instantancausly. In a maoment the deck bristled
with armed men, standing line behind line. Ferrers Lord
stepped out, and the Hashing bavoneted rifles saluted him.
A smiile evossed his lips as he answered the salute. The Lord
of the Dcn]I) wis 1o mere exploring vessel, but a fighting
ship unexeelled in the history of the world.

o Dismiss ! eried Prout.

The sound of drilled feet beat against the decl as the men
swiang past.

“ By lhokey.” gaid the delighted steersman, “‘we aint
ho#l_\p fightin® for a bit, but do they forget 1?7 Who said
TR

‘01 niver did, bedad,” grinned Tarry, ¢ CGood luck to
thinm, the gallant bhoys! Hurrco!”

This time Joe and Maddock joined the landing-party.
Tn addition to their rifles, some of the men carried spades;,
and crowbars.  Honour scanned the hill through

They ontered the forest in single file. The ffies had
found the decaying island at last, and they rese in buzzing
RWATINS,

“ This place will be too hot to hold us very soon,” said
Ching-Lung. **The flies and the smell will drive us away.”
“Then we must hasten matters,” answered Ferrers Lord,
“for I mean to cxplore the cavern if it is humanly possible

to do so. Mind lads! This is one of the stinging kind.
Bon't touch it!”
“'Wara shocks!” cried Ching-Lung. “If you start

rraking friends with that chap, you'll get electrocuted!”

* Bedad,” remarked Barry O'Rooney, who had suffered,
*a hissing-hot lump of ivon is a gintle lamb to play wid
compared to that baste. Ut can boite loike a sharrk, and
burrn loike a little veleano, bad luck live wid ut for jver.
i say, Ien, how’d you loike the scenery in the parrk?
lsn't ut a sight for sore oies, alanna?”

“It's the ugdest thing Oi eves seed barring your face,
souse me!” enapped the polite bo'sun, “and that's sayin’
wummat.”

After this mild rebuff, Barry thought he would keep
quiet and think for a time. He did not like the way the
others gigegled.  The men evineed some excitement when

they reached the edge of the black pool, hoping fervently.

that they might get a sight of the creature that inhabited
it, and also a shot at it.

“ Forward [

Tervers Lord knew that they must waste no time. The
process of decay was going on so rapidly that the island
would soon become a death-trap, Barry sighed as he fell
relnetantly into Ching-Lung’s wake.

“Why sighest thou so dolefully, friend Barry?” asked
the prince.

* Faix, 01 wanted to shake hands wid the swate eraytur,
and stroke ut's silky whiskers,” answered the boy from
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Ballvbunion, “and p'v’aps inveite ut back to tay. Ut sames
so cold and lonely }for the poor dear down yonder.”

“ Maybe youw'd like to take it tc bed wi’ you, by hokey,”
suggested the steersman.

“0i wud wid joy av ut had swaliowed Tom Prout and
the blayguarrd was insoide ut,” retorted Barry. “ Oi'd kape
the intilligint darlint in lnxury for leife, and fade ut on
champagne and oysthers.’”

Naturally, they made much faster progress than on the
previous day, for they followed a well-marked route. In
two hours they were at the ecene of Barry’s accident, the
tunnel that gave access to the cave of terror and mystery.

“ Now, Hal,” said Fervers Lord, * we have come to our
{imit. The rest is a terra incognita to meé—an unknown
and.”

He tapped the side of the cliff that stood in their way
like a wall. The oar-shaped leaves of the submarine irees
pressed against it so closely that they were unable to guess
at its height or to catch even a glimpse of the eky.

““ An auger,”. said the engineer.

The tool was placed:in his hand. He drove it into one of
the trec-stems, and bored a hole. From that he passed to
another and another. Ferrers Lord pressed blasting cart-
ridges into the holes, and Joe rammed them with clay, and
brought the fuses to a centre.

“Run!’ said the millionaire,

He stooped and zpplied the flame of a match to the fuse,
and the men dashed away. Four minutes passed, pnd then
a crashing roar rumbled through the forest, shaking down
rotten leaves and snaky weeds. They ran forward. The
trees had been shattered to fragments, and a hole, forty yards
across, had been torn in the matted roof. Through it the
gloriows sunshine powred. They stared upwards with
eager cyes,

“ Higher than I fancied,” said Ferrers Lord. *Six hun-
dred feet at least.”

It was six hundred feet to the first ledge, and probably
the hill sloped still higher above that.

“Why not blast through the cliff at the side here?”
asked Rupert. * Wouldn't that do equally well?”

Both the millionaire and the engincer shook their heads.

“Why not, then? Is the rock too thick?”

“On the contrary, Rupert, I have a notion that it is too
thin,” answered Ferrers Lord. ‘“To blast it might be to
bring down the whole cave like o pack of cards, and knock
the bottom out of Mysteria and all our plans. That ia
also Harold's idea, I am pretiy sure.”

The man of silence nodded again.

“If yowre thinking of busting the show, please give this
child due notice,” said Ching-Lung. “ I don’t want to be
a flying-machine at present. 1t strikes me you mean to be
rude enough to Myateria as it is without busting her alte-
gether.”

The cliff looked utterly inaccessible, and they could not
tell how far it oxtended on either hand. Barry stared up
and down.

“ U0t sames to me.” he remarked, *‘to use that lovely
worrd invinted by Bill Shakespeare, whose aunt used to _do
our mangling whin Oi was a blue-oied, golden-haired choild
at Dallybunion, that we're flummoxed!” :

“Anybody got a balloon or a hairship in his pocket,
eouse me?’ grinned Benjamin Maddock.

Hal Honour smoothed his beard with a thoughtful air.

“Can you overcome the difficulty, Harold?”

“With time. Time i too valuable. Find another way.’™

He swung his axe over his shoulder, and turncd back
into the forest, slashing a path for himself and the others
as he went.

“11al is right.”” said Ferrers Tord. *‘We have no time
for building ladders. Mpysteria will soon be a festering
heap of poison, and then goodbye to all chance of unveiling
her scercts. We must find another way.”

“But you could invent some kind of a breathing appa-
ratuz,” said Thurston—*" something to overcome the fever
germs 77 )

“1 could, but not in a mement. I noticed to-duy thak
the island is rapidly lesing her buoyancy. She is nemly a
foot lower in the water than she was yesterday, according
to my marks, and 1 expect lier to subside more every day
than that. Sunshine is doom and death to her, but raim
would prolong her stav under the sky. Once the water
makes its way into the cavern, she will go down like a
bullet.”

“ 0Or blow to Lits, Tovd!” observed tho engincer.

(This grand serial will be continued next Manday.
Order early.) P
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(Continued from page 42.)

serambled on shore.  Jim was pretty well winded by this time,
and Grimple was too shaky to do anything but swear in a
feeble sort of way, so that neither spoke for a few minutes.

“ Don't see the sense of coming on to this hanged island,
anyway " said Grimple at last.

“Well, vou will in a minute,” said Jim.

“ YWhat are you going to do¥"’

¢ Mind your own business ! said Jim shortly.

Then, when he felt quite fit again, he walked down to the
water's edge and surveyed the opposite bank for a suitable
landing-place.

“ Hang vou!"” shouted Grimple, rushing down to him.
“ You're not going to leave me here, are you?”

“That's right,” said Jim; “at least, till the police arrive.”

“ You sha'n't get away !” yelled Grimple, coming up to him
in a threatening attitude.

Jim did not trouble to say anything—he landed the man
one on the chin that sent him on his back in the mud, and
dived once more into the river. Thoughts of allizators filled
his mind, and he swam as he had never done before; never
stopping till he had crawled safely up on to the opposite bank,

How long he lay there he never knew. Ife was roused by
a shout from the river, and, looking down, saw two canoes
coming to shore at the same spot at which he had landed. One
contained Gibson, Pedro, and a lieutenant of police ; the other,
two more Indians and three policemen.

Gibsen and Pedro came up to Jim, and rapidly rabbed him
all over as he was still almost uncenscious, and the licutenant
gave him a few drops of brandy from his flask. Then Gibson,
answering Jim's unspolken question, told him how they came
to be there,

“ Upjohn must have been at the club, for his snswer
arrived about two hours after you had gone. He told you to

apply to his friend Licutenant Goenzalez, whom you sec liere

GRAND NEW FEATURE. No. 8.

NOW ON
SALE.

—-the lieutenant bowed—** at Santa Rose. T then sent Pedro
to the lientenant with the telegram, and a note from myself,
telling him that you had gone off alone with Grimple.  Ile
came out at once with three of Lis men, and we started im-
mediately in canoces to find you. And a jolly good job we
did, too, or you would have had fever for a certainty. Now, T
suppose wo must take that rotter back to camp and look after
him. However, licutenant,” he said, laughing, * that’s your
job, thank goodness!"

Tho officer, without saying a word, signalled to Pedro and
his men. In another five minutes Grimple was sitting, hand-
cuffed, in the bottom of the canoe, amfl in another hour the
little procession arrived in the eamp.

There they found another, and this time a very long, cable
from Upjohn, telling Jim that he was starting that night for
Santa Reosa, and that he had cabled Colonel Gratton to como
out immediately and put things straight.

Grimple was taken off to the police-station to await the
arrival of Colonel Gratton,

When Upjohn arrived they turned out the contents of the
safe, and found sufficient evidence to conviet Grimple even
should Colonel Gratton decide to remain in England.

In course of time, however, the old colonel arrived at Santa
Rosa, and Mr. Grimple found himself journeying to the
prison near Buenos Ayres.

Colonel Gratton offered the post of manager to Upjohn, who
gladly accepted it.

“ And vou, my boy,” said he to Jim, “ what about you?
I suppose you will go into the Army now, old chap?"”

“I'm not sure, dad,” answered Jim dreamily. “ I think
I'd like to stay here for a bit, and then do some more travel-
ling in other parts of the world.”

“Well,” said Upjohn, laughing, * you've a glution for
adventure, and no mistake! But one thing is certain, vou
seem to be born with a knack for getting out of trouble, and
that's worth a zood deal !

“ Indeed, it is!"” said the colonel, as he grasped his son by
both hands. “ A great deal IV i

TilE END.

—

OUR WINTER EVENING PROBLEM CORNER.

PAPSARNS AL NPT NGNS PAPT NPT NI NPT NG Ny

EAH NG 2D XSS,
This week there is quite a difficult problem set, and it will prove a severe test of skill' to my chums, Below, in the

second column, you will find a series of tangled lines.
they finish at the six points at the foot of the puzzle.

The lines start from the numbered points on the left-hand side—
Which line finishes at which point?

You should begin at the

numbered starting point of each tangled line, and carefully trace your way along its whole length until you arrive at its
correct finishing point at the bottom, Here you should fill in the number which marks the starting point of that particular
line. Next Monday’s issue of THE *“MAGNET ” LIBRARY will contain the correct solution of this puzzling problem,

1. CORCEE TINWAGE | CEORCE WINGATE.
2. 0BB HERGRY BOB CHERRY.
3. ROBLOVES BOLSOVER.
4. ILLBY RUNBET | BILLY BUNTER.
5. ROTCOD COKLE | DOCTOR LOCKE.
{6 NuwUNGL WUN LUNC.

7. YARRH WONHART
8. RM CHQUEL
9. NFKRA TENGUN

HARRY WHARTON.
MR. QUELCH.
FRANK NUGENT.

10. ROLD LEVERRAMUE | LORD MAULEVERER.
11. NOYNJH LULB JOHNNY BULL.
12. LENDZEHAE _ AZELDENE.

This is how last week’s form should look when
correetly filled in,

L

it

tod

w5

L

Ho. 9 PROBLEM MEXT MOKDAY.

i

Printed and Published by the Proprietors at The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, L

nid.  Agents for Australia: Gorden &

Gotel, Lid., Melbourne, Sydney, Adeinide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.Z; for South Afvica; Central News Apency, Lich, Caye Town and

Jobannesburg.

Subseription, Ts. per annum.
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EDITOL...

WHOM TO WRTE TO?®

-
= “THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
% THE FLEETWAY HOUSE 2
& FARRINGDON STREET LONDON.EC|

E==x® OUR TWO COMPANION PAPERS =
| A [“THE GEM" LIBRARY

= EVERY WEDNESDAY

[‘i”rms PENNY POPULAR

EYVERY FRIDAY.

The Editor

is always

pleased lo

hear from

Il hisChums,

at home or
abroad.

HEARTY CHRISTMAS GREETINGS TO ALL
MY READERS.

It is cnly a matter of days now before we shall all be
phinged into the busztle and geiety which ha: been
associated from time immemorial with the Christmas
seazen.  Our thoughts are busily cccupied with the
choosing of present: and Christmay cards, or the planning
of fes ies. At the rame time, even in this busy
season, there are few of us who do not look forward
t3 an cceadional quiet hour by the fire with our favourite
story-paper—and this is where the

GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF THE
“MAGNET” LIBRARY

eomes ine Sepscnable reading-matter of the Lest kind
is whet T have aimed st providing in this special issue ;
end I shall be well vepa’d by the thought that'1 have
succeeded, perhaps, in addicg my quota to the Cli-tmaz
happiness of my reader-chums  this festive seoson.
However this may be, from” my heart T wish all my
chums the old, old wish—plenty of gocd cheer and

A VERY HAPPY CHRISTMAS!

FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“HARRY WHARTON'S CHRISTMAS
NUMBER!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In thiz grand long. complete school {ale. the chums
of the Remove Form ot Creyfrises decide 1o bring out a
Christmes Xumber of the Forn newspaper—* Tha
Greviriars Herald.””  This deeizicn is more casily arrived
at than carvied out, however.  In addition to the wsual
trouhle with importuneate contributors, a rival Editor
appears cn the seone, cousing all sorts of treuble,  In the
end it is endy by much burving of miduight oil that

“HARRY WHARTON'S CHRISTMAS
NUMBER! "
actunlly makes  it:  appearanec,
Duon’¢ miss this =tory—it i< a grand
one !

A READER COMMENTS ON
OUR LATEST SCHEME.

In commenting en my schewe
for & new Halfpenny Companion
Paper t3 the * Magnet ™ Librery,
which, o: the rewdt of o readsr’s
supggestion.  and  the  * posteard
vote 7 {aken thereon, T prop
put before you early in the
Year, & keen * Magnetite 7 signing
himeelf J. L.D. of 'oplar, makes the
fellvwing remarks :

" Whatever you do, Mr. Editor,
you must et Frank Richards, to
write a school story for our new
Companion Paper.  With a ratt-
ling Fronk Richands story, sud a2

ot of Tnnnorows pictures in it, a halfpenny comnj
to the gocd old Masxer would go simply like
believe me, there is not the slightest doubt about that ! 1
expect Mr. Richards is busy enough a5 it is, hut vou
simply must get him in the new paper somehow.”

I am inclined to think that the majo
Y Magnetites 7' will azree with J, L. D. on thi
which Le cmphasises so greatly; and to reassure my
Poplar chum, and !l who think a3 he does, T may say
that I have already determined to do as he suggests.
At the present time, Mr. Frank Richard: and I are husy
* plotting & plot " which will, T hope, result in o series of
school stories which will ereate tlie right sort of sensation.

For the present, however, I must ask my readers to
await developments a: patiently a3 they ean.

HOW TO SAVE MONEY.—No. 2.
(Special Article.)
Have a Goal.

Now T should like to sugge:t another plan to people
why want to fave meney but who find  difficulty in
doing so. The plan will be snecered at by the very
superior people who ere sbove being very fond of the
ol things of this world.  Yeu ean deseribe the plan
in three words : Have a geal. Do you not remember
how easy it wa: to rave money when you were a very
sl child 20 you hed set your mind on getting some-
thing you considered neecess ary to your own happiness 7
You soved your pennies until you got it, end then when
vou havl saved enough for it, very likely you found that
it wo something eloe vou reslly wanted.

Adopt the some plan now when you want to rave
neney. Fix o goal,  Celeulate how Iing it ought to
toke Ly rave, foy, £6. Don’t be wmizerly, but make up
vour mindd t9 forega little Iuxuries until you have £35 you
e ool yvour own.  You will probably find thet the be:t
plan.is to pub something by regule-ly every week, and
never ta oearry any large sum with you. If you find
thet you ean cllow yourcelf fifteen =hillings a week,
hegin each dey with cnly helf & crown in your poeket.
1f yen do not spend it alL put the balanee sway, and teke
another hall-crown cn the next dey. You heve then
saved money.  You will socn find that you will et into
the habit of thinkine that vou must not luok ot anything
which easts more then hell & erown.

A few word: of sdviee. Save for a holiday.  Den't
teke it av o motter of eourze. 1t i true that o holiday
is a nece=sity, but the everage person is not usually
eontent with a mere changs of air. He want: amuse-
ment: of some kind, end not all the amuzements of o
holiday resort are actuelly necessary.  Den’t be miserly.
Don’t talk to anyhedy about your poverty when you are
seeretly soving money and are there-
fore not so poor after sll. Don’t allow
the raving of money to be the sole
object of your life. Be chieerful with
vour friends end fenmily even if yon
do have to give up little loxuries.
Laostly, beware of false economy
when you are spending meney.  As a
rule, it pays to get a gocd article by
giving a gocd price for it, and MLy
nomen who has refused o spend
meney o s much needed holiday or
en o doefor’s fee when he hies Deen
out of health has lived to d
that the sum he attempted t
hie has lost a hundredfold.

i
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PAIN BROS'.
XMAS PARCEL,
THE 1913

’J."Iw 1913 V'BIG-

LUE"
PMGEL con.
tains 12 of the
choicest of
X w l.,mwls,

I3 FREE GIFTS

of lovely Xmas Cards [all 25 are Fooklets), & will Le sent by return, §
post free, on Approval, for 143 Postal Order, or 1/4 in Stamps, Satis-
h,otlun or Mouey Back. Don't miss this Bargain ! The ** Biggest
rm rih.” Just fancy ! All the following Art Treasures s—
H 2.~ TW0 REAL GELL‘ULOID CARDS,.ALONE WORTH
n‘gm‘f HALF THE 1/3, both Beantiful Flo 4] l=r~|s,m Mo 35
Sparklingly Jowelled & Gold-mountel Maste i3 o, 4 Charme
ing View of Conntry, Cottage, ele. No. 6. ut Old Eoglish De-

IN EVERY
N0, 6. Bmbossed ].’lm-s) Design.  No. 7. Lovely

PARCEL.
ed Design,s Nos. 8 to 11 - Four Beautiful’ Flunl il

{113
Ne Pretty Country View.- (Nos, 1,8 & ro illustrated in msm;\hm-\ In addition, we give entirely free
of charyge 13 FREE GIFTE bf Xiwnas Cards (inaking 26 Cards in all—the 13 alone be worth more than the
small amount charged for the entire pureel) & Include De ightful Floral, Choice View, , Buperb Gold-mounted,
Artiatie Gold-gmbossed, ete., Designs,
ALL %5 ARE GUARANTEED GOQD 1d., 24, 3d. & 4d, BOOKLET XMAS CARDS, all arc finished wl ith
Silk Cord or Ribbon Bows, & have Seasonable Greetings, wnostly In Gold, & well-chosen Verses or Quotibi
wpaces for writing pames. Severanl are the favourite Art- mrt« ment Cards, & all are different, Loy are ﬂnnj,g
or 4 tustes,
FREE ENVELOPES.— s you trouble & expense, envelopes are inetuded free, for all cards that will not go fn envelopes of ordinary slze.
fPDR A FURTHER ASBORTMENT (F XMAS CARDS, write for Illustrated Catulogue, post free.)

o N W W W W W W T W Vo Vo WalVaV a Vv aVavavs AVAV AUV U W W VeV eV eV W eV AV Ve P Ve Ve

IT'S WOURS FREE. A SIGNED GUARANTEE.

Yes, it's youra free for the asking—our NEW BARGAIN CATALOGUE(with PRETTY ART

\ COLOURED CALENDAR for 1914—Dog & Banner Design}, illustrating Thousands of the With all goods we sapply we send A Signed Guarantee to
¢ Rigrest of * Big Bargaing By Post,” for Now, Xmas'& After, from Gd. to £5 each. - Rolinble Totuin Yoni Money in l"]ug‘l. §f goods are hué‘ in every way satis-
¥ Watchea fron 2t Reliable Clogks from ! 9/, Jewellery, Musical Instruments (Inelading faetory to you.

L Tatest improved Gramophones at Walf-Prices, from “1-’ & I}uuhle s:dijl Recordn from, 1)),

T
utlery, Domestic Articles, Novelt

et Pancy Goods, Toye T
FPust-cards, te, It also containg I‘EE LII’IONIALS & N3 o R s iay i
Prop s a lotter or st mdL Loduy for this TILE T0 BARGAIN BUYING & we-will mnuam NPIG5, The **rite-Lite” Powerful Electric Pocket

Lainp, new, I,ur-q_ frmproved sh imitation crocodile leather [

sgnd:it by retuin, post fred, toany address ** On Earth.” It will repuy you a thonsandfold !

Tonl. nickel-plated ends & ‘large Powerful Bull's exe.
-pical exmnples of our GREAT VALUE are here shown, We guarantee safe de- ;. e
A Gives B, brilliant flashes, Guaranteed, Bize 21 by 4}
otiirn post)of all goods to junr door, & take all risk T0U RUN NJ RLISK. 104, postage 2d, extra, Woeth 26, - Re i1l Lntterics, 6d. g

RaVAVAVAVN post free,
BARGAIN HP?S ** Misg A
Traisy Pain. ‘ery pretby —amm
undressed Doll,  Has curly 3
hair, real hair eyelashe
breakable head & wasl
leather body,  Goes tosl
Prr ey Height 14 ins. 13 m
BARGAIN NPET. Pretty Bird (por 4 Further Assortment,
'1"\:, II‘-“H\_R}:D(;'!" qlli-“‘:]."ﬂ' S werite for Illustrated Catas
teal silver, 1/-; 5 it = i
gold mountz. 173 all | v, 4k logue, post free.)
Either post frie. (For a Further
Aisortment, ~write for Tilistrated BARGAIN NPI12 Genl's
talogn oak: fraa; strong Pigskin leather Purso |
Catalogue, p ! {tan), It & 6 snfety pockets &

TOOT-TOOTS

ASIT RUKS ALONG.

ulnl. mun IlIill.\Lmu
croeodile lenther, ||Lr.1<1 BARGATN NP183. The * Tont Tont "
Motor & Chaafepr, eoloured wetal
clockwork toy., Runs along & toot-
by & h Loots antomatieally as it goes.  Large
by 8 ins, wivin ‘v - size 9 by 4in . ~173 post froe. . (For
1/3post free. Worth  pyrther Assoriment of Toys, ete,

&8, write for 1lustrated Catlalugue, post

by 2} inw
en closwl.

for years,

HND-PRINTED

BARGAT

* Right-Time" ]Ia\lf Frica

Lever Watch [GEN].S
nyleas), Extra strong

works, dust-proof cap &

K is.ht "hc]m] Silver Case.

The . cheafiest  Telinhle ARG i

watch wade.  Praised by A MNI1TL . A won-

i Cashe priee,  derfol offer] | Hand -‘painted DnLLlEs

»post + freg.  Post-card  Album, Fountain

; i, Niekel - ‘Silver  Pen & B0 superior - Penny (8-e

* Right s Thue ™ Keyless Coloured View Fost-cards, all

BARGAIN NPuy BASORIN NP16S, The - Astound:

0 Large 11 - merked ing" Box of Gent's Jewellery.
gitch, cash price, 3/3  different.  Albnm issize 11} by a’escnptiun Medal, with for full-size articles, all Gold- cm-cd
tiree. Warranted Per- 8 ins., & in mude to hold 250 {a feft of engraving. Si; ing, {like Gold) & well- ﬁan\!od Watch
fect Timekeepers. --_[I'o:_"a cards, 1/8 the entive lot, post t . to top of ring. lid Chain, Medal, Pencll Case,
Further Assortinent, write free.  (For a Further Assort- ap of gilver, 1/3, of Silver & Btuda, Tice I"ill Tie -Clip,
fof Ilustrated: Catalogue,  ment, write for Dlustrated Cata- fifystration ) with reul told shield, Tie Pin & Expanding Ring
post free.) logue, post free.) 2 Either post free. post free.  Wonderful valm
PAIN BROTHERS..;:55irs' nou: HAS TINGS, Eng. (5%
“PRESENTS HOUSE,” y g-  7339.
PO ey S SEChERL.
H = 1312-15
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