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A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfiriars School,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Peter Todd on the War-path !

W ATS 1"
It was Peter Todd, of the
Remove Form at Greyiriars,

who uttered this ejaculation.

Tea had just come to an end in Study
No. 1 on the Remove passage,

Harry Wharton and Frank XNugent,
who shared that apartment, had been
entertaining =everal guests to a livst-rate
spreadl,

Bob Cherry, Johony Bull, and Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh, Nabob of Bhanipur,

the other three members of the Co.
known as the Famous Five, scarcely
vonited as  guests, It was o pretty

general habit with them to take tea 1n
No. 1.

But Mark Linley, Peter Todd, Sampson
Quiney IMey Field, known as Squiff
owing to the fact that life 1s brief—though
it might have puzzled him or another to
prove that Squiff is a shorter name than
Fireld—Tom Brown, Piet Delavey, and
Herbert Vernon-Smith were alzo assem-
bled there,

“You're Toddy 1™
reprovingly.

Err]h, go and eat coke, rou fathead!”
answered  Peter,  with  guite  nnusnal
moroseness of tone, * I'm getting fed-
np !’

p“f"m vou onght to be!” growled Johnny
Bull. It would take Bunter himself to
put away a bigger whack than you've got
vourself round, Toddy, for all you're =0
slommy 17

“Raot' T haven't
than you've done!” .

“Sha'n’t argne about that, my pippmn.
"Tain't worth while, 1 freely adnpet that
F'in fed-up, in that senze, if 10's any
benefit to von to know it "’

“It'z not ! snapped Peter,

“ Right-ha! Have it the other way if
vou like.,  Wharton aml Nugent have
done ns too jolly well for me to want to
guarrel—until T begin to feel a pain inside
my  waistcoat, anyway. If vou'll eall
again about that time, I dare say T shall
he ready for a row—that is, if you're still
pining for one, of course !”

“Who anva I'm piming
howledd Peter,

“You don’t sound verv peaceful, any-
wav. old s=on.” remarked Squtt,

Poter looked around him and scowled,
This waz the more noticeable becanse
Peter Todd, who was quite a  good-
tempered individual, was not in the habit
of scowhng,

His long. lean face wiaz not handsome,
It Jacked the sunniness of Bob Chorry's
physiognomy. or the giglish beauty of
Frank Nugent’s face: but it seldom wore
an unpleasant look,

“What the merry dickens is the matter,
Toddv?" azked Bol.

“Frvervthing 1”7 snapped Peter.

“The fedupfulness of the estecmed and
disgusting Todd must be dndeed torrifie
f the atterfulness extendfully
reaches——"

“Oh, dev oop, or el=e talk Engli=h ™
broke in Peter. “ You can o vou hike.
That broken lingo of yours is  just
swank

Inky searcely looked pleased,

ride, sanl  Souilk

wolfed any  more

for a row ¥’

It might

o N ] A

be true that he could talk proper English
if he chose, but certninh— it was not
swank that kept him from doing so. -

“What's bitten you, Toddy? This
ain't at all your usnal style,” said Squilf.

“I've told you. 1'm jolly well fed-up,
and that's all about it !"

“*But what with!" aszked
wrinkhng his brows,

** Ham, sardines, tongue, salmon, tarts,
cheesecakes,  sultana  cake,  dough-
nuts .

“0Oh, dry up, Browney, for goodness
spke! 1 don’t want any of yonr
funniosities!  And 1 don’t mean grub;
you know that jolly well!"

“Don’t pull a long face, Toddy,” said
Delarey lazily,

“You leave my face alone!
good a face as yours any day!"”

“ Better, old chap. =0 much more of
it, vou know,” replied the Africander,
with a friendly grin.

Peter snorted.

“What is really the maiter, Toddy¥”
asked Wharton,

“1 was waiting for vou to ask that,
Wharton! It looks a bit off, I know, to
vigg a chap in his own study, after he's
just stood you a princely tea: but F'm
fed-up, aid that's all about "

“Natural result of the prineely tea,”
said Bob, grinning.

“Dry up, Bob! There's something on
Toddv's mind, and the sooner he gets it
olf the better,”” Mark Linley saud,

“There's an alternative, Linley,” re-
marked the Boonder. *Todd might
retire without saying it, and I'm not at
all sure whether that would not be his
best line, ™

Peter Todd loocked at the Bounder
very narrowly.  He could see that the
ma jority of those present were not taking
him seriously,  But Wharton was, and
«0 were Vernon-Smith and Lanley, Al
three saw that something had gone wrong
with his temper., Perhaps the Bounder
angd Mark guessed what 1t was,

Good fellow as he was, Peter Todd was
not quite free from the vice of iil-::lnn.cg.-.
He was unquestionably one of the ablest
juniors i the ﬂmm;n.'-?--g'ﬂt‘:ld at games,
well up in elass work. and given to nsing
hiz brains in more ways than most,

Vernon-S8mith, who in his time  had
been hard up cgainst Wharton _and the
Famous Five generally, could well
understand that there were occasions on
which Toddy found it rather bard to play
a consistent second—-or  sixth—fiddle  to
thom,

And the conversation at tea had run
rather markedly on the last exploit of the
Remove leaders—in which. as it chaneed,

Nugent,

1t°s a=

nicither Poter nor the Bounder had
sharcodl.

There had been no bragging. It was
not Harry Wharton's wav to brag. But

—well, there 11 was! The ronversation
had =cemed to indicate that, on the whale,
the Famous Five were rather remarkable
dividuals, and thar their acknowledged
leader, Harey Wharton, was nnouestion-
ablv. IT !

The Bounder had noticod it himself,
Perhaps quiet Mark Linley had noticed
. Tt i= even possible that the Three
(olonials—as Grevfriars was gotting info
the habit of calling Squiff, Tom Brown,
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and IMiet Delarey—had noticed it loo,
Hut}thny woild not be likely to mind
ENHEELE 4

They had the Colonial way of assuming
that the company they were in musc
necessarily recognise them as being as
good as the next man—if not a trifle
hetter. It 1s a frame of mind that need
cause offence to none, and is uncom-
monly gratifying to the possessor of it.

*This is the long and short of it!”
rapped out Peter,  * You fellows talk as
though No. 1 Study was head and
shoulders above all the rost, Tt i20’t that
vou brag—at least, not openly: but the
notion’s there all the time.”
~ *Clean off the rails, Toddy!" said
Squil,  “ For my part, I'm open to back
No, 14 agamst any blessed study of them
all! Wgnt say you, Bull?”

“You're right, Squff!" growled
Johnny Bull.  *Toddy’s talking rot, and
he knows it !”

“ My only Aunt Sempronia | What about
No. 137" demanded Bob Cherry, * That
ain’t exactly a back number in the way
of studies—eh, Inky?—ch, Marky$"”

“Hear, hear, Bob !” said Mark,

“The hear-hearfulness is terrifie, my¥
venerable and Indicrous Marky !" purred
Inky.

“Oh, you chaps—I was reckoning you
all in!"” returned Peter. with some heat.
* At least, not Field or Linley, but you
Five,  It's the Famons Five this, and the
Famons Five that, till—"

“Poor old Todd gets a fit of the green

sickness ! grioned Tom Brown, “Go
and take a liver pill, Toddy! That's
what you need!”

*Then vou've got yvour back vp against
s, Toddy " said Harry Wharton, very
ety

Poeter  hesitated & moment
answering : but it had to come ont.

“Yes, 1 bave, if you put it that way "

before

he spnapped.  “1'm not running  vou
down, voun know. You're all decent
chaps, But——"

“Can't =ay as much for you, Todd, at
the present moment,” said Johnny Bull,
who was given to candour that was often
posttively painful.  *“'Tain’t the decent
thing 1o woll a chapls grub and then
ronid on him like this!"

“Poor old Toddy ! He can't IIEI];Il him-
self " grinned Bob Cherry.  “It’'s the
grecn-eved imonster working in him 7

“Oh, ey up. you twol" protested
Harry., * There's nothing at all in that.
We've all had tea with Toddy before now,
and there 1=n't one of us that wonld have
shied at talking to him as .ﬂtrui’ght a5 we
wanted to divectly afterwards !’

“Thanks, Wharton!” said Peter,
“*You've got morn sense than some ol
these shvicking asses, if vou do ride the
high horse a bit too much—and too often !
Az for von, Cherry, and vou, Bull—oh,
hang it all, 'm jolly well fed-up with the
whole erowd of yvou!  You're =illy sheep,
not it for anyvthing but to follow Whar-
ton’s guldy lead !

“Toddy's got "em agam !’
Saift.

“He sonnds like Skinner in a wax.”
said the Bounder, who, sharing a study
with the ecad of the Remove, had had
plenty of oppoetunity to learn his little
wAYE,
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“3iinner be boiled!" hooted Peter.
“'m not going to be insulted by being
compared with that rat!” _

“ All right—don't be insulted,” rephed
the Bounder equably. * You can do just
as vou like about that, anyway!"”

Vernon-Smith evidently had no notion
of quarrelling with Peter; and, for that
matter, it was not with him Peter felt
like quarrelling. He would have been
glad of the Bounder on his side; but he

knew there was small hope indeed of
that.

“Tadd thinks he'd make a belter
skipper than you, Harry,” said blunt

Johnny Bull.

“Toddy's like Bruce's spider.” gaid
Tom Brown. ‘He's had more than one
shot at making No. 7 top study; but he
don't know when he's licked.
try, try again—if it busts hum!”

“Now, I always thought Toddy was
pretty fly myself,” said Delarey. _

“ Ah, he hasn't gone in for lunacy since

ou came, old scout!” said Squiff.

“Ia that the game, Toddy?"” asked
Harry Wharton. ;
“Well, and suppose it is?"™ snapped

Peter.

Really, it had not been. Peter Todd
had come to tea quite in his ordinary
good temper; but he was thoroughly
enraged now.
would probably see that there really had
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He'll try, |

In his cooler moments he |

not been anything much to get his wool |

off about. He had not been kent out of
anvthing intentionally ot of malice. He
had just happened not to be there, that
wasz all.

And he certainly would not have put
forward as a grievance.the fact that the
Famous Five went about without him.
Ng fellow in the Remove was more
sturdily independent than Peler. He had
his own interests, and in some of them
these good chuma of his quite naturally
did not share, nor did he ask to share in
all of theirs.

But Toddy had a good deal of natural
doggedness, and it was fairly aroused
Now,

They wanted to know whether he was
going to buck against Wharton.

They should have their answer.

Yes,

And when Peter Todd bucked against
anybody or anything he bucked hard.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Gage of Battle!

LT ILL vou howling idiots shut up
v‘f and let me speak to Whar-
ton?" rapped out Peter,

“ Query, which of us are the
howling idiots? And are the rest allowed
to go on talking while you give Wharton
the priceless benefit of your eloquence?”
asked Squff,

“There ain't any rest ! retorted Pefer.
‘4 At least—well, Linley and the Bounder
aren't such asses as some of you. And
I'm not sure that the Rebel 1.

“The Rebel" was Piet Delarey's nick-
name, Delarey murmured politely:

“Thanks, awflly, Toddy!"” The
Bounder only smiled that caustic smile
of his, and Mark Linley neither spoke nor
smiled.

¢ Heo here, Wharton, I don't say you're
a bad skipper,” said Peter. *In fact,
T'll go so far as to say that you are a
pretty good one. But you ain't the only
possible one, wyou know. There are
other pebbles on the beach.”

“J have never dented it," said Harry,
looking Toddy straight in the face. *1
don't deny that you would make a good

"’kiﬂg”-, ﬁl!’r that's for the Form to
decide, 1an't 1t? It's not a matter vou
and I can settle between us, If I re.

signed, it doesn't follow that you would
step into my shoes.”

r

i

kil
| n“-“p

Peter Todd

One Penny.

.'

l:‘j!- I "_;':.

N

speaks out.

(See Chapter 2.)

“You haven't anv notion of resign-
ing " said Peter grimly.

“Not at present. [ see no reason for
doing so. But if I find out that the
Form wants me to, I sha'n't hesitate.”

“What's the giddy use, Toddy " de-
manded Bob Cherry, beginning to look
seripus now. “We all know there are
some chaps who are always up against
Wharton—Bolsover, Skinner, and that
measly gang. But they ain't your sort,
and they would bar you every bit as much
as they bar Harry. They haven't any
use for a decent chap.”

“(Oh, it's all right, Bob,” said Johnny
Bull. “Toddy's shaping jolly well for
getting down to their level.”

Which was, on the whole, about the
nastiest thing ha could have said. Peter
fairly glared at him, but answercd not in
\'f'D["l'fﬂ.

“Toddy isn't counting on them," said
Tom Brown., “It's from Study No. T
his backing is to come, of courze.”

“0Oh, my eye!” gpoared Bob. ‘' That
blessed erowd of freaks—Dutton and the
Ow!l and poor old Lonzy 1"

Peter Hushed angrily,
hastily :

“What's the matter with Dutton, I'd
like to know? He's as decent a chap as
any ol you!”

“Dutton’s all right-oh,” said Squiff —
“that 18, if vyou only want him as an
ornament | Ie's all right to look at, and
to listen to. He doesn't use swear words,
and he doesn’t talk ‘bigger rot than the
rest of us. Put 1 should say that a first
lieutenant who can't hear a giddy word
you say would be a bit of a frost, Toddy.”

Peter knew thet well emough. Tom

and retorted

l?uttr_‘-n‘la unfortunate deafness was a ter=
ribly big handicap.

“ For all that, Dutton’s miles ahea ?!
Alonzo and that fat ass DBunter,” said
Frank Nugent.

“What's the matter with Lonzy? He's

as good as any of you!"” snapped Peter.

Peter Todd always stuck up for hid
cousin, the mild and eccentric Alonzo
but it was going rather far—even fog
Peter—io rank that gentle and guilelegs
youth as the equal of the ruling spirif
of the Hemove.

“ Better ! said Tom Brown cheerily.
“Lonzy's as harmless as a gldﬂg lamb.
And, of course, he's got a vote, though I
don't feel so sure he's got know-how
enough to put his cross against the nama
of the chap he wants to vote for. And,
anyway, he ain’t exactly a——="

“You leave Lonzy alone, Brown!"

“T always do, Toddy. He ain't tha
sort uf”chup for whose company 1 quita
VEAarn.

"~ “Bow-wow!" remarked Dob Cnerry,
“You must admit Bunty's a hopeless
case, Toddy."

“I don't admit anvthing of the sort
I'm going to make a man of Bunter yet!™

2 i"inh a cricket-stump?”’ asked the
Bounder,

“You cut it, S8mithy! "Tain't your
bizney how 1 keep order in my own
study, s it?"

“Certainly not. Can’t say I should
relish the job. You're welcome to it,

Todd.”

“ Anyway, Bunter's better than
Skinner.”

“ Possibly. But Skinner, though ha

Tuz Micrver Lisuany.—No, 477,
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shares my study, is not under my paternal
control.™

“¥ou'll never make a man of Skinner.”

“My dear chap, I don't go in for
attempting impossibilities.” .

Peter turned away from the Bounder.
E_here was no change to be got out of

1m.

“*Well, that's the size of it, Wharton,”
he said. “If I can get enough of the
other fellows to back me up, 1 shall call
for a new election, and take over your
job if I win it, There's no malice ; but—
well, of course, it would be rather absurd
to pretend that we're still friendly in
the cires, wouldn't it?" :

“1 suppose so,’” said Harry. He spoke
rather wearily, and Frank Nugent and
Mark Linley L)th noticed that ]ge looked
more worried than the occasion seemed
to call for, They were not inclined to
take Peter's rivalry very seriously.

“There's my hand on 1t,’" said '{'ﬂdﬂj‘.

““And here’s mine. No malice on m
ide, either, Todd. And I'm not at ﬂﬁ

Ye that I shall be sorry if you get what
gnu’ﬁ playing for. It isn't all violets,

eing skipper of the Remove.”

“1 say, Harry, old scout, are wyou
stckening for anything?” asked Bob
Cherry, in sudden alarm.

Harry Wharton laughed, but the laugh
was rather a strained one.

“I've made up my mind,” began Peter,
ot feeling quite sure that he did not
rather wish he had not, now that it was
togfhte to go back on his declaration of
WAarT.

“And now you've made it up, you'd
lﬁa%&r take it outside and bury it!” said

o,

“QOh, no! Too drastic!” grinned Tom
Brown. “It only wants disinfecting,
that's all.”

Peter glared at them. Then he looked
round, with g vague half hope of findin
at leagt one supporter among the sma
crowd.

His eyes fell upon Delarey’s face. Piet
Delarey was not called ** The Rebel ” for
nothing, It was not only because of the
lying story put about that his father had
been in the De Wet business that the
name stuck. He was just a trifle lawless
at times. He and Mr. Quelech did not
hit it at all. and once or twice already he
and Wharton had come slightly in
collision, though on the whole tﬁey were
good friends.

““Are you on my side, Delarey ?” asked
Peter bluntly.

“*Not at present, Todd. T'll let you
know if I change my mind later on,”
answered the Afrikander coolly.

And, with a loud snort, Peter Todd
departed.

—_—_

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Study No. 7 and Its Inmates !

i AROOOGH! Lemme  alone,
Toddy! Ow-yow! Chuckit!”

Such were the words that

g came to the ears of those left in

Study No. 1 the moment Peter Todd had

left 1t, closing the door behind him with
a slam,

No need {or any of them to ask whose
dulegt voice that was.  All knew the
tones of Billy Bunter. Peter had caught
him spying again,

It was no surprise to Peter., He knew
all about the Owl's nasty little tricks,
But it was a bit trying to his already
mrﬁ:]}r-!ried temper, coming as it did so
goon after his announcement that he still
cherished the unlikely project of making
a man of Bunter.,

“You—you fat reptile!” hissed Peter,
“You slimy toad! You sneaking por-
poise!  Just as I was sticking up for
you, too!"

Tue Macgxer Lierany.—No. 477,

“I—I—I wasn't deing anything, Teddy

_realllv I wasn't!” burbled the Ow], *
—I only Iﬂh:rpﬁ-ed tut—tut—ip——"
“ Admire the scenery, I suppose, or tie
our watchchain in knots, or eat your
otlaces, eh, you eavesdropping Prue-

saan? Come along with me!”

“I—I've got an appointment, Toddy.”

“You're coming along with me, por-
poise! Blow your appointments!”

“I—I won't—there! I ain't going to
be ordered about by you any longer!
I'm on Wharton's side, I am, and I think
I shall change back into Study Neo. 1.
Yaroooogh! Wharrer doing? Ow-yow !
I ain’t coming, I tell you! Can’t you
hear me?" :

“ Your mistake, porpoise! You are!”
said Peter grimly.

And Bunter found that he had to.
Peter had grabbed one fat ear, and evi-
dently meant to take that with him at
least. On the whole, the Owl thought it
advisable to go with his ear.

Inside Study No. 1 the fellows looked
at one another and grinned.

“Rough luck on Toddy!"” said Squiff.
“There's one of his hopefuls. Toddv's
a rare ome to stick at a job, but I don't
believe the chap’s born who could make
anything out of Bunter.*

“Except & perambulating tuckehop,”
aug%eatgd Tom Brown.

“Off it, Browney! He's that already.”

:" {‘Iﬂ, ha, ha "
‘It's a pity about Toddy, though,”
%’a" iarton. . .

said Harry

“Rats! Toddy can't do a blessed
thing !"" said Jobhnny Bull,

- “He's tried before, and what did it
amount to!” added Frank Nugent.
“And it will be a ditto repeato this
time,"” said Bob,

“I wasn’t really. thinking so much
about what he can do,” Harry confessed.
“Only that it's a pity to quarrel with an
out-and-out decent chap like Toddy.”

“He quarrelled with you, Harry, not
you with him,” said Mark Linley quietly.

“All the same, it takes two to make a
quarrel,” remarked Vernon-Smith. * But
my opinion, for what it's worth, is that
on the whole this isn't half such a bad
thing. We've had enough peace and
quietness to be gomg on with, and if
Todd really gets a move on him it cught
to liven thimgs up a bit."”

But Harry could not look at it in the
same way. He had more at stake than
the Bounder, and he hated being on il
terms with a chum.

Meanwhile, Peter Todd was leading
the howling Bunter down the possage
to No. T.
~ “Leggo, Toddy! T don't want to go
in there; and, what's more, 1 won't go!”
wailed Bunter,

“ Your mistake, porpoise!
go ! answered Peter,

He kicked open the door.

Tom Dutton and Alonzo were both in
the study. It was a wretched-dav, and
the bright firelight scemed cheerful and
welcoming to Peter. Not so to Bunter.
who had ﬁlia own reasons for desiving to
keep clear of Tom Dutton just then,

Dutton was writing lines,  Alonza,
with both elbows on the table, chin on
palma, and a corrugated brow, wae a2b.

Yeu wiil

sorbed In a learned tome lent him by
that mignty genius Shkimpele eof 8t
Jim's. Alonzo was a simpier egcul than

Skimpole—no more than a humble dis- |

ciple at the feet of that great master,
Perhaps Skimmy understocd ss much 2s
fifty per cent, of

crumpet’s  monumental At

wovks,

rough guess, Alonzo may have under. |

stood one-fiftieth as much a5 Skimmy.
But Alonzo struggled on, with Jdevotion
worthy of a better cause,

The deaf junior glanced up and eaw
Bunter.

He was on his feet in an instarni,

Profceser Baimy- |

Bunter made an attempt to get behind
Peter Todd. The attempt was not alto-
gether a  suoceasful ope. It rather
resembled a  hippopotamus trying to
find cover behing a giraffe. Part of
Bunter was {mrneﬂal&d,gbut most of him
may be said to have lapped over,

The situation was further complicated
by the fact that Peter refused to let
go of the Owl's ear. On the whole, it
showed some resolution on Bunter's part
to get even partially behind a fellow
who held him grabbed by one ear. But
he did it somehow, and it was plain that
he was more afraid for the moment of
Tom Dutton than of Peter Todd.

" Keepimoff, Toddy!” gasped Bunter.

Tom Dutton made in to the attack,
&nc‘l got a grip on Bunter's other ear.

“Groooh! You'll pull my head off

hewéean you! Yooop! Don't!™
“BServe you right, you swindlin
clam! What's the row, Dutton?” o

“Eh?” asked the deaf junior,

He was hanging on to Bunter’'s fat ear
with such intentness that one might
have imagined that, knowing hiz own
hearing apparatus defective, he clierished
a notion of bagging the Owl's and doing
something weird in the grafting way.

“Yaroooh!” howled William George
Bauunter.

Alonzo looked up from his book.

My dear Peter, what has the un-
fortunate Bunter been doing?” he asked
mildly. *Constans$ association with him
has naturally gone far to convince me
that his actions are not always ruled by
the dictates of conscience, but—"

“Ring off, Lonzy, and don’'t be a
bigger ass than you jolly well can’t help
being! This dishonest oyster doesn't
know what conscience means|”

“Uh, really, Toddy! You ought to
be ashamed to take away a fellow’s
character like that!”

“Your character, yon bladder of lard!
Your character, you lump of blubber!
You ought to be giddy grateful to any-
ohe who'd take the thing away in a
dustegrt and bury it!”

“1It ig to be admitted, I fear, my dear
cougin Peter, that the moral character
of our study-mate is not of an elevated
nature,” said Alonze mildly. *“But I
deprecate the theory that personal
violence is likely to have any uplifting
effect npon 1t.”

o did Bunter., In fact, Bunter knew
that personal violence, however fully
deserved, had the effect of making him
feel positively Hunnish., But Bunter
was not grateful to Alonzo.

“Hats, you chump!” he said, "1
ghould think my charac—"

“Oh, dry up you porpoise!” snapped
Peter, tweaking his captive's ear,

“Our Uncle Benjamin would be
shocked—nay, disgusted——*

“(th, blow Uncle Benjy! Put the old
back-number in a wheelbarrow aud tret
lim along to a nice new cemetery |” said
Peter. * You're dead in this act, Lonzy,
eo don’t you go forgetting it! What is
the row this time, I%uttﬂn?”

“Cow? I dom’t know anything about
any cow, unless it's the one that died
of the tune the fiddler plaved her, or the
other one with the crumpled horn. DBut
what are you gassing about nursery
rhymes for, Toddv? It's my half-crown
T want. and I jolly well mean to have
it, toa!l”

“Oh, carry me out to die!” gasped
Peter.  * Nursery rhymes )"

*Uur Une—-"

“fur Uncle Benjy be fried in—in
innter fat, Lonzy! If you mention his
pome  again I=I'l do something

| desperate!”

“Ow-vow! Yaroooh! Lemme elcne,
Durten, vou rotter!”

“(rive me my half-erown, you fat

| 1lset ! I know vou had it!”
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“Y didn’t! T swear I dido’t! T mean
it's rio good talking about paying it back
yet! .But 1'll pay you when my postal-
order comes! 1 shouldn't wonder if it
comes by to-night’s post. It's a long time

overdue, vou know!"”
“It is'” said Peter, giving the Owl a
shake, *It's been overdue since before

I came herc—before old ass Lonzy came,
for that matter. But you don't mean
to gay you've been sneaking chink after
the lesson you had a few weeks back?”
“No, T don't—I haven't! Yaroooh!
Leggo my ear, Dutton! I never saw

vour measly half-crown !”

Alonzo held up his hands in shocked
amazement.

“0Oh, Bunter, Bunter! When I my-
self—7"

“Bo it was vou who
was i1t, Lonzy? Right-ho! Just wait
till I get vou alone, that's all! I'll—
Ow-yow! Yooop!”

“Yes, that’'s about all you will do!”
said Peter Todd. *Anyway, you had
better not let me catch you meddling
with Lonzy! What's this about half-a-
crown, Dutton?”

“1 didn't say anythin

Ave me away,

about Tom

Brown, Toddy! Han om Brown!
No, I don't exactly mean that.
Browney's all right. But it's my half-

crown ['m thinking about!”

“Bo—am—I!" howled Peter, at the
top of his voice. *Oh, crikey! What's
a chap to do with a thieving porpofse,
an utter idiot, and a deaf donkey on his
hands?”

. Somehow, Tom Dutton caught that,
after the manner of deaf people when
they arc not intended to hear.

“I'm not deaf; only a little hard of
hearing,” he sald, with dignity, * And
as for being & donkey—well, T ain’t
donkey enough to let this fat sweep
collar my money without fetching him
up to the scratch, anyway!”

“Then Bunter's been bagging vour
chink, Dutton?"

- “Think? I don't%are what you think,
Peter Todd! You may think I'm an
ass, but that don't prove there ain't two

§IR

of us!
' “My only aunt! My saintly Uncle
Benjy! This is8 enough to make veason
totter on her throne!”™ gasped Peter.

“Yaroooh!” howled Bunter, as Peter
shook him b one ear and Dutton by
the other.

* Has—this—rotter—been—honing——"
“I don’t care a row of pins how much
he moans! Just you let go of him, and
give me an innings!”
* “ Did — Bunter — steal — vour—eash "
howled Peter.

“Yes! Why didn't vou asik me that
before, fathead, instend of talking
nursery rhymes, and calling me names,
and gassing about this fat beast moan-
ing? I'll make him moan!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Financial Transaction ani a Reeruit !
e OW, then, porpoise! What do

N vou mean by boning Dutton’s

cash?"”

“Yow! I dida't bone if,
really, Toddy! Only borgowed it, wou
know !”

“That tale's no go! Tt won't wash!
Dution didn't know he was lending von
it, I suppose?" -

“Yes, he did! T told him!
haps he didn’t hear,
if EE‘H deaf, I suppose, is it?"

But per-
It ain’t mv fault

."“Oh, tubby, tubby, you'll live to be
hanged! I'm sure you will!”

“He may not have properly undes-
stood,” went on Bunter., {ancying he
Ii'-”mimd signg of relenting in Pater
odd. “ But you can't Blamis mie far that,
My throat's rather delicate. and 1 can't

-
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be bawling at him all dawy long. It's my
opinion that gdeaf chaps should be edu-
cated privately, They're a nuisance at

a school I

*“0Oh, you needn't talk about your
brother who's a private, you fat rotber!"
said Dutton. “{NE know all about that
game now!”’

“There you ars, Toddy! How can
a chap be expected to make an ass like
that understand anything?”

Dutton had now released Bunter's left
ear, and, with a hand behind his own
right ear, was tryving hard to follow the
converaation. Dutton had a great deal
of faith in Peter Todd, though he had
none whatever in William George
Bunter.

*8it down, you pilfering porpoise, and
don't you stir till I tell you you may!”
snapped Peter, pushing the Owl into a
chair as he spoke.

Bunter sat down with suddenness and
a groan, as of a pure spirit wrongfully
suspected.

“I suppose this thieving oyster went
to your desk and collared the little bit
of oof 1"

“Roof, Toddy?
with the roof?
about it.”

“ Stole—the—half-dollar—out—of—your
—desk !'"" shouted Peter.

“You needn't shout tha place down,
Toddy! Just speak clearly, that is all
I want. I told you before I ain't deaf,
only a little hurj of hearing!"

“Oh, lor’!" gasped the head of Study
No. 7, in desperation.

" Besides, I don't believe you did any-
thing of the sort! That ain't your line!
It was Bunter!”

Peter had produced half-a-crown from
his pocket, so Tom Dutton’s mistake
was not altogether an unnatural one.

Bily DBunter’s greedy little eyes
gleamed behind his big spectacles. It
was not very often that Peter Todd, the
son of a struggling solicitor, was in
funds. Ho had to be pretty careful, and
Bunter considered him mean.

“Oh, really, Toddy, you might have
told me wvou had some chink! Then I
shouldn’t have tak—I mean I needn't
have borrowed from Dutton. I'd much
sooiler be in your debt. Though I am
compelled to associate with Dutton, I
have never regarded him as a pal, like
you, Toddy!"

“0Oh, you ring off!" hooted Peter.
“ Look here, Dutton, you chump, Bunter
bagoed it! But—"

“What did you want to make out
you did fer, then, fathead? Of course,
he ought to be bumped! But it'a him
I want half-a-erown from, not you!"

“Catch hold of this! I'll jolly well
ane that Bunter cashes up to me next
time he has any ecash!" howled Peter
in Tom's ear. * Anyway, if you're stony
vou need some, and I suppose you ain’t
too proud to borrow from me, are you?"

“I'm stony, too, Toddy!"” said Bunter
piteously. “And it's a heap harder for
ma to bear than it is for Dutton! That
stands to veason. If you've got half-
a-dollar to lend, you'd much better hand
it over to me. Of course, I only bor-
rowed Dutton’s money. I told him I
was going to, I am surprised at myself
now for not being too proud to ask
such a mean beast. But I did ask him,
didn’t I Lonzy™" .

“My dear Bunter, ready as I always
am to oblige you in any way consistent
with the dictates of my conscience, 1
really cannot——"'

“Oh, ring offy Lonzy! Wea all know
that vou did it with your little chepper,
and that vour name ia Norval! Let's
zet on with the washing—do!"” '

“But, my dear Cousin Peter, my name
ia ot Norval, and I have no little
chopper.  Buch inaccurate statements

What's the matter
I haven't heard anything

One Fenny. i

must not be
lenged, I—

“You'll get bumped if you don't ring
off | Here, Dutton, freeze on to this!”

But before Tom Dutton could take the
outstretched coin Bunter's fat hand had
grabbed at it, and Bunter's fat fingers
would have closed upon it had not Peter
been too quick for him,

“Oh, really, Toddy! Lend it to me,
and I'll owe Dutton the half-dollar till
my thai-nrd-:«r comes "'

“And when will you pay me,

L'.I.&ITI ?!:r

e E.iﬂ you? But—but you were going
to cash #ip for me, so there isn't any
question of that! And I want the cash

g:stﬁfunw”much more than Dutton does.
o if—

“You fat spoofer, 'if I let you have
this you'll be owing five bob! Dou't
you seg that?"

““No; I don't see it at all,” replicd
Bunter crossly. “I don't think you're
very good at figures, Toddy., 1 owa
Dutton half-a-dollar, and you were going
to paz‘hu'n it. If you.paid, I shouldn't
owe him anything. If you hand over
the half-dollar to me, 1 shall still own
him half-a-dollar—but only till my.
ggf&tu]-qrdar comes. - I shouldn't think of

ing in the mean beast’'s debt a mo-
ment longer than necessary.”

Peter Todd stared at Bunter. . Tha
Owl really seemed to believe that his
method of reckoning was correct,

“And where do come ini"” asked
Poter,

“Oh, really, Toddy, I didn't think von
wanted to make a profit out of it!”

“Is. Bunter to have this, Dutton®”
howled Peter.

“Kiss?  What, Bunter? I shouldn’t
think anyone would be potty enough to
wani to do that,” said the deaf junior.
_“That's all he knows!” smirked Wil-
hiam George. “ All the girls—"

“Oh, cheese it, both of you! Catch
hold of this half-dollar, Dutton! That
makes  pilfering wodigal  porpoise
straight with you, am& when he gets any,
cash—if ever—he can settle up with me.
I'll take the interest out of his trousers
with 'a ericket-stump 1"

“No, you won’t, Toddy!” said the

allowed to pass unchal-

you

Owl coolly.  “ Because, if you do, I
sha'n’t back vou up, and then where will
vou be, I'd like to know?”

“Back me up in what, you idiotic

"incubus?™

to be skipper instead of
Wharton, and making No. 7 top study,
of course! You can't do that unless we
back you up, so you'd better be civil to
me and Dutton, anyway. Lonzy won't
matter; he's surh a worm."

Peter had almost forgotten his pro-
jected campaign in the effort to put the
financial affaira of No. 7 on a sounder
footing, A lurid gleam came into Peter’a
eves at this remnder of it,

“I knew you were listening, you fat
toad ! he said.

Alonzo lcoked mournfully at his cousin.

“Beware of ambition, Cousin Peter!"
he said solemnly, “ By that sin fell the
angels !

“Go and pick 'em up, then!” rapped
out Peter. “Haven't I as good a right
to be amhitious as any other chap? T'm
not saying Wharton's a statesman—I like
Wharton. But a change of government
i a jolly useful thing—we all know that.
Now then, vou-—you obtuse oyster, I'm
jolly well going to settle with you for
sneaking round study doors and listen-
ing at keyholes!”

“Oh, really, Toddy, I can't think how
you can be so suspish! Bovause a
chap’s’ bootlace comes vwndene——""

“Enough to make anyone suspish
when the chap's wanrir;%' button boots!™
gaid Peter grimly, “But I'm intlined
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Jo let you off this time, porpoise, on
gondish that you mend your ways at

once, and back me up for all you're
worth—not that that's much, at best!”
Billy Bunter disregarded the slight.

He rubbed his fat hands together, and
emiled a fat and oily smile,

“I'll do that, Toddy, you bet!” he
paid. “I1've got no end of ﬁnud schemes
for getting even with those rotters!
There's my ventriloquism, you know.”

“That might be useful,” paid Peter
thoughtfully, “though I don't quite see
bow ; and, anyway, it's not a scheme——""'

“You ean't wait to let a chap

lain 1" said Bunter peevishly, *1
think you had better understand from
the start, Toddy, that if you want my
help you've got to treat me with more
respect, 1 insist u}xsn that !

eter Todd simply gasped. _

“I've another dodge—raiding their

rub!” went on Bunter, imagining that
fn had produced an impression. 1 don’t
mean once in a way—that’s no real use,
Kcep on rnid'ulg; it! Blockade the beasts
—like our Fleet's blockading Gnrman]}v B

“Rotten! Clean off the rails!”
enapped Peter.

“What's that about pafls?” asked Tom
Dutton. *“ Have you gone back to your
nursery rhymes about cows, Toddy ¥

The door opened at this moment, and
Dick Rake appeared, : ;

" Hallo, Tpu-drlyl Meeting of insur-
pents?" asked Rake cheerily.

“What do you mean?”
Peter, :

“Oh, it's no secret, ¢ld scout! Squifl
and Browney have been telling us all

demanded

about it in the Common-room. Quite
a good notion, I reckon—nailing good!
I'm on, for one. Wharton 18 a decent

fellow ; but there is such a thing as get-
ting into a blessed rut, and that's no
sort of use. I've been thinking for some
time of having a go at him myself. But
you're first in the field, and 1 fancy jou
would make the right sort of skipper,
po I'll back you up!™

Peter Todd was pleased. Rake was
the right kind of supporter. He counted
for something in Sm Remove, for he
wis a lively, plucky, go-ahead fellow,
with notions of his own.

“Right-ho, Rake! Jolly glad to have
you ! %uttnn 15 all serene; but Lonzy
ain’t much rcal use, though he means
well, and as for this porpoise—"

“¥You can’t expect to make a silk
purse out of a sow’s ear, Peter!”

“Don’t be rude, Rake! You needn’t
puppose that you are going to take
second place in this affair, I'm next in
command to Toddy, ain’t I, Toddy®”

“Yes—I think not, clam! No, Rake;
you can't do that. But if you get a
whple pig to operate upon——"

“1 sﬁa'n't back you up if you insult
me, Peter Todd!”
digmty.

“Consult you? T don’t know who'd
be ass enough to consult a fat 1diot hle
you !" said Dutton.

“1t’s a scratch pack, Toddy !” grinned

said PBunter. with

Rake. “A vote cach when 1t comes to
the election—that’'s about ull they arc
worth.”

TR

oddy knows where to come if he
hbvants to comsult anyobody,” went on
the deaf junior, who had not heard a
word of what Rake said.
+ “Yes; but it's a bit of a drawback
that a megaphene is needed—especially
when you can’'t borrow one, and haven't
the funds to buy one,” said Peter drily.

Peter really thought a gocd deal of
Tom Dutton ; but there were times when
he found him every bit as trying as
Bunter,

“Who's erying?” asked  Dutton,
“ Bunter ought to be, but ke ain’t.,”
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“Yah!” squealed the Owl, putting the
table between himself and Tom. *You
couldn't make me blub, you—you howl-
ing gatepost!”

“Bunter, Bunter! My Uncle Ben-
jamin would be shocked—nay, disgusted
if he heard you alluding in that unfeeling
way to the affhiction of a study-mate!
Pray, Bunter——"

“ What

“8Sha’'n’'t!” hooted the Owl.
have I got to pray for, ass?’

“0Oh, let's get out of this, Toddy!"
said Rake. *Come and have a talk in
the Close.”

“Good idea!” said Bunter.
along, Toddy!”

“This,"” said Peter Todd, "is where
you exit, porpoise !"

L1 Eh?!?

“You ain’'t on the stage in the next
scene, that's all.™

*Oh, but, Toddy—""

“Rats! 1'm on, Dutton. Stay where
you are, tubby. If I eatch you within

a hundred yards of us I'll make you sit
up, I promise you!

“ Come

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Darkness !

HE dark Close was deserted, for
there was a bitter mip in the air,
and out-of-doors had few attrac-
tions at that hour of the day, in

any case.

“1 mean this thing seriously, Rake,”
said Peter, as they paced up and down
together.

Lights twinkled in many windows. Now
and again searchlights stabbed the cloudy
sky. The old historic school lay under
the pall of night ; and for the life of them
the two juniors could not help feeling a
bit like deep and dark conspirators.

“So do 1, old chap,” said Dick Rake
soberly. *““Not but that T reckon on
getting =ome fun out of it, too.”

“The first thing is to find out who
will back me up,” said Peter.

“That's so. Well, I guess T know a
few. But, see here, Toddy! 1 want to
make one condish with you., It may be

a bit late to say so mow, p'r'aps, but
I'm not in this if S8kinner and that gang
arde,

“Wouldn't touch 'em with a barge-
pole,” answered Peter promptly. 1
want this thing on the equare, and
there’s no getting a square deal if
Skinner's in it.”

“Right-ho! That scitles that. We
can count on Wibley. IHe's a bit fed-up
with Wharton just now, over that

squabble in the Dramatic Scciety.”

“Wib's pretty useful.™

“He is!  And I've a scheme for get-
ting the mosé use out of him. But that
will keep. Then there's Hazel. He's
sulky with Wharton again about some-
thing. I'm not dead sure what., You
know Hazel.”

“T do; and I can’t say I value him
so high as Wib."”

“atill, he counts one. Desmond’s all

vight. He's come in i only for the sake
of & row. He loves "'cm—almost any
sort !

“That's three. 'What about Kipps§™

“Yes, I can work him. Not 0 =sure
about Russell, or Newland.”

“We sha'n't get cither of than,™ said
Peter.

“There's Delarey.”

“No go! I did think he might. Hc's
just the sort of chap to get on lus ear
at Wharton's lordlmess. But he and
SBquiff and Browney are thick as
thieves.”

“We might get Squiff and Browney,”
said Rake thoughtfully.

'* No such h'.f-i 1

“Rats! You can't tell.™

=
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Peter thought he could tell E:]?uiE
was almost like one of the Famous Five.
He had taken Johnny Bull's place in the
little band of stalwarts when Bull had
been away from Greylriars for a time,
And Tom Brown had always been on
pretty good terms with them.

“You see,” said Rake, *“the only
thing that’s really the matter with
Wharton is just the thing that may up-
set those chaps any moment. lle is a
first-class chap every way—and he knows
it! I'm not uayinﬁ he brags. He's too
proud for that. But he's got a good
opinion of himself and his own 'udpr
ment, and he lets everybody gee he has.™

That was true, though perhaps Hake
overrated Harry Wharton's good opinion
of himself, But Peter thought it would
take more than that to bring the three
Colonials into the hostile camp,

“We'll write thern off,”” he said. * The
Bounder, too—and Linley, of course,
And we'll let Skinner and Snoop and
Stott and Bolsover and that Yankee
rotter alone. But that leavea quite a lot
of fellows who may back me up—

Elliott, Trevor, Treluce, Bmith, and
plenty more.”

"“Thing is, how are we going to start?”
said Rake,

“Yes; that is a bit of a puzzle.”

“Got anything up your sleeve™

“Not a thing!"

“Well, I bave. I say,-what’s that?"

“What's what?"’ asked Peter.

“Bounded rather like somebdy sneak-
g behigd us to listen.™

“If it's anybody, it's my porpoise,”
said Peter Todd. * And if it's my por-
poise, he'd better be warned and clear
off, for I've only to catch him at it,
and I'll make the fat criminal wish he'd
never been born!”

Rake fancied that he heard something
like a hollow grogn after those dread
words. But it might only have been
the wind, as Peter suggested.

“There's Bulstrode and Ogilvy,” said
Rake.

* Bulstrode might stand in with us.
He's -got no grudge against Wharton
now, though. Ogilvy won't, unless Rus-
sell does. Not even then, perhaps.
Trust these Scots chaps to stand on their
own feet!”

“1 heard something again!” esaid
Rake, catching Peter by the sleeve.

“It's your nerves, old chap!”

“Not likely! I haven't got any that
1 know of, and if I havo they don’t
make nol:es like a cow groanmng ™

“Was there a noise like a cow groan-
ing

“Near enough. More like that than
anything else I can think of. Some
distance away, you know.”

The mention of a cow naturally took
Peter's thoughts back to No. T, and
Tom Dutton’s absurd notion about nur-
sery rbymes,  Perhaps it was Bunter.
It would be just like the Owl to sneak
after them to listen. ©On the other hand,
it would be hardly like the Owl to leave
a warm, welllichted study for the dark,
cold Close, even to spy.

Peter stood still, and peered inte the
glcom. But ho could neither hear nor
zee anyihing, .

“What's this scheme of yours, Rake®"
he asked.

“ A dodge for making use of old—— I
say, Toddy, it's not good enough! I'm
jolly sure there's somebody listening—
snenking after us! And if it's that fat
ass DBunter, I might as well give the
thing away to the whole school and have
done with it!”

Again Peter listened intently. And
this time he heard something. Ti was
such a sound as a rat might have made
—a eort of squeak, half suppreseed.

“There is somcbody!” he said, and
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moved at once in the direction from
which the sound seemed to come,

But in the darkness it is difficult to
locate sounds.

I’eter had moved twenty vards or so,
followed closely by Dick Rake, when
Bunter's unmistakable squeal from quite
another direction caused him to whip
round.

“Yarooogh! Gerroff |
Help "

Out of the gloom came those familiar
tones, But nothing could be seen, and
Pcter was not sure where Bunter was
until he blundered over him.

Over him—and somebody else! TFor
there were two of them—two spies !

They must have been acting each on
his own, and have collided by accident.
INothing could be more eertain than that
the Owl was very much alarmed at fnd-
ing humself in the grip of someone who
was obviously neither Peter Todd nor
Dick Rake.

“I've got Bunter! Collar the other
rotter, Rake!” cried Peter.

But the other fellow was on his feet,
and Rake's effort to collar his half-seen
form was in vain. He eluded the eager
clutch, and vanished like a phantom in
the darkness.

It was impossible to identify him, Tt
was impossible to track him down. At
least, Dick Rake found it impossible. He
tricd to follow; but within a score of
yarda knew that there was no telling
whether he was following or getting
farther away.

To him it geemed likely that the second
spy, whoever he might be, would make
direct for the School House. But as he
ran towards it he realised not only that
there was no sign of his quarry ahead,
but also that he would only bolt in that
direction if he was as big a fool as, say,
Bunicr.

Ow - yow !
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Now, Dick Rake did not believe that
thers was in all Greyiriars another fellow
who was as big a fool as Bunter. And
Bunter was fast in Peter Todd's grip.
Allowing to the unknown even a small
amount of cunning—a quality seldom
lacked by a spy—it was ﬂiil{ﬂl that he
would lurk out there until those who
were after him had gone inside, and then
steal in behind them. That might give
an off-chance of capturing him, perhaps.
Nothing better than an off-chance, for
there was more than one possible way
111

Rake gnve up what struck him a3 a
hopeless quest, and returned to Peter and
the Owl.

But the gloom seemed to have

ETOWn
denser.

He could distinguish nothing in

if.

“Where are you, Toddy " he called, at
length,

“Here I am, duffer!” came Peter's

voice from quite close at hand. **Can't
you hear the porpoise wheezing 7"

Rake could hear now.

“I-shouldn’t choke him if T were you,
old scout,” he said. *'I don't mean that
I object personally: but he’d make a
E:-c-ast{:,' awkward dead body to get rid
of : so much of him, you know."”

It appeared that Peter relaxed his
gentle grasp on the Owl at that warning,
for out of the gloom sounded the lugu-
brious voice of Willlam George Bunter.

“TUgh! You beast, Rake! Talking
about dead bodies when a chap's just had
a fight with a ghost !”

“ Are you 2 ghost, too, Bunty ?" asked
Peter Todd, *I'm gomng to pinch wvou
to make sure. If you're a ghost you
naturally won't be able to feel "

“Ow-yow! Stoppit, Toddy!
linrt 1™ anlﬂd Bunter.

“He isn't a ghost, Rake,” said Peter,
in tones of satisfaction.

You
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“Bure, Toddy? 1 should pinch hiy
again if I were you."”

“Yow! Don't, Toddy! Don't be s
beastly ungrateful |

“Ungrateful, you burbling bladder of
lard! What do you mean?” ]

“Bo it 13 ungrateful, when I followec
that rotter Cherry out and tracked him
down like—like a sleuth-hound, so thal
he shouldn't hear what you two were
saying."”

“My hat! It was a ghost a momen;
ago, and now it's. Bob Cherry!" gospec
Rake.

“It wasn't any ghost, and it wasn
Cherry,” said. Peter. “Who was it
Bunter? Tell the truth now, or yon'l}
get it where the chicken got the
chopper !"

#“l—I—1 am telling the tut-tut
truth—really, 1 amn, Peter, old man,)
was Cherry; at least, I think it was.
couldn't be quite sure; it's so. beastly
dark, you know.”

“But if you'followed him out—"

“Well, 1 didn’teexactly follow him ou
vou see., I happened to come out aft
him, that’s all.”

“Or before him—which?"”
Petar.

“Well, it might have been before him:
a chap. can't quite sure in darknesg
ke this. Blessed if it ain't worse thay
all the plagues of Egypt!”

“I sea, porpoise! You followed hiy
out, but you ain't quite sure whether br
was ahead of you or behind you?"

“That's it, Toddy. It's plain enougl
if you only give a chap hali a chance @
explain.”

“(Clear as mud!" said Dick Rake,

“And you feel pretty sure it wy
Cherry?” went on Peter, with decepiswy
smoothness.

“Yes, At least—— Yes, I'm neark

snappel

RHEUMATISM

— GOUT, LUMBAGO, SCIATICA.
A REMARKABLE REMEDY,.

l WANT everybody suffering from Rheumatizsin, Lumbago, Neuralgla, Sciatica, or
Gout to send me thelr names and addresses, 8o that I can send t.il E’
Lox of the celebrated URACE Tablets 4o try,
that Ureee does what thousands of so-called remedies have failed to accomplish—
Actually Cures Rheumatism, Lumbago, Neuralgin, Gout, and all Urie Acld complaints.
I am sure of it, and I want you to know it and be surc of it, as
7o,k cured sufferers already are.

You cannot coax Rheumatism out through the feet or skin with plasters or belts,
vou cannot tease it out with Liniments or EKEmbrocations.
Avid—which causes these complaints—out of the blood. This 2 just what the great
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bure it must have heen. Lock at the way
the beast gri?ped me !"

“Can't. That's like what the soldier
gaid, porpoise—it gin't evidence. And if
it wasn’t Cherry, then it was a ghost?”

“Yec-es!” replied the Owl, with
chattering teeth. 1 say, Toddy, let’s
get inside! I'm half frozen, and—and 1
don't like this, yon know. If that was
a ghost, there might be a lot more of the
beastly things about!”

“¥You came out to please yourseif,
tubby, and you'll stay out just as long
as it pleases me!" snapped Peter, giving
the trembling Owl a smart shake, * Now,
I'm jolly sure it wasn't Cherry. Tricks
of your sort aren’t in Bob Cherry's line.
And I know it wasn’t a ghost.”

“Then,” burbled Bunter, it must
have been someonc else!”

IHe seemed to regard this as quite a
huppy inspiration. Peter Todd was less
pleased with it.

“Of course it was someone else!’” he
growled, *“Question is—who1"

“Might have been Skinney,”
gl}stedERﬁke. "

“But I'm sure it wasn't; at least, I'm
almost sure. Though, now I come to
think of it, the voice was something like

sug-

Shinney’s,”

“Oh, he spoke, did he?"”

“No, of course he didn't speak,
Toddy! Don't be so silly! If he'd

spoken I should have known he wasn't a
ghost, shouldn’t 17"

”'Di‘l, he didn't speak, but 'Evlnu think
Fnu recognised his voice, and that it was
ike Skinner’'s? My hat, Bunty, don't
you ever get into trouble that will bring
vou into the law eourts! You'd make
about the finest witness anyone ever saw
-1 don’t think !"

“¥ou chaps do confuse a fellow so, and
it is so beastly dark!” whined Bunter.
“I'm not sure about Skinney: 1 don’t
mind owning that. One the whole, I'm
mclined to think it was Snoop, or per-
hups Fishy.”

“Or the Head, or Quelchy, or Gosling
Go on, Bunter! No charge for
extra shots, vou know !" Fril:med Ralke.

“It wasn't Snoop,” said Peter
decidedly, " Snoop would have squealed.
So would Fishy. It might have beer
Skinner, or Stott. Of course, it is just
possible that it was one of the enemy;
all’s fair in love and war, some chaps
say. But 1 ecan't think which of them,
and I'm sure not Cherry. You come
along, tubby! Beastly cold, ain't you?"

“Yea; I'm ]I:'Erishing, Toddy !” said
the Owl forlornly.

“Well, don't ﬂa in too big a hurry to
werish, becavse as soon as we get back
to No. T I'm going to warm you up
with a ericket-stump !"

The Owl groaned as he went in. Dick
Rake grinned.  Peter Todd looked his
grimmest,

Ten minutes after they had entered the
School House Harold Bkinner, the ead
of the Remove, stole out of the dark
Close and made his way in, unseen by
Anyone.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Rounding Up ‘Skinner !

w KINNER here?” asked DPeter
S Todd, locking in S8tudy No. 6.
“Unless he's under the table—
no,” answered the Bounder.
“You are welcome to look, if you like,
Todd. I assure you I haven’t hidden
him, though.”
Peter grunted. He did not lock under
the table. But he did not go at once.
“1 shouldn’t recruit Skinner, if T were
you, Todd,” said the Bounder coolly,
“I'm not going to!"” growled Peter.
“I've no use for that sort of sweep.”
'THE MAGNET LIBRARY,.—No. 477,

this!” replied Skinner readily.

“No, 1 ecertainly shouldn’t recruit
Skinner,” went on Vernon-Smith, as if
he had not heard. * You wouldn’t care
to be elected by the help of rotters of that
type—"

“Don’t I tell vou I haven't any notion
of asking their help?” broke in Peter, his
voice and his temper rising together.

“And yon simply haven't a dog’s
chance of getting m without "em,” said
the Bounder, quite unperturbed.

“We'll gee about that !"" snapped Peter.

At this moment Bkinner came in. He

ave a start when he saw the visitor, and
e tactica thereafter were a trifle gueer,
It seemed to the Bounder that what he
desired above all things to avoid was
letting Peter see his back.

And for some reason, 1o which Vernon-
Smith had not the clue, Toddy seemed
particularly desirous of seeing Skinner's
back.

The Bounder watched them with a kind
of detached interest.
“Hallo, 8kinner!

Peter,

"“Not likely, on a beastly night like

** Indoors

Been out "' asked

i8 %ﬂﬂt’] enough for me.”

Now, the Dounder fell preity eure
Skinner had been out. His nose had a
distinet tinge of red, and his face showed
the cold, as the faces of fellows who
don’t take enough exercise to keep ther
blood moving freely are apt to do.

Moreover, there was mud on the back
of Harold Skinner, The Bounder could
see it, Todd could not, as yet; but the
Bounder felt tolerably sure that Todd
would before he left the study.

“ Frowsting by the Common-room fire,
I suppose 7"’ said Peter sweetly,

“Well, 1 have, then, if you :{ilm to eall
it frowsting,” 8kinner said, with a
gathering frown. “1 don't see what
bizney it is of yours, anyway, Todd.”

The Bounder was guite sure that Peter
knew Skinner had not been in  the
Common-room, He had made certain of
that, no doubt, before he came along to
Study No. 6.

“Qyuen?r thing,” said Peter thought-
fully. "I say, Ekinner, have you read
any of Wells’ books?"

“Bome of ‘em—whv?" Skinner
turned, stiil very politely facing his ques-
tioner.

“Ever read ' The Invisible Man " "

“Look here, Todd, what m thunder
are you driving at "

“Nothing much, Skinuner.
your gumlty conscience drive
blushing 1"

be blowed! 1

“Guilty conscience
the

I'e-

Don't let
vou to

haven't one !™

“Guilty or
Bounder blandly,

Neither of the two toock anv notice of
him. They were facing one another like
duellists, "’

“Queer thing,”™ raid Peter again.
“The chaps in the Common-room sav
they haven't seen you for the last hali-
hour or more,”

“Who says s0¥" enapped SEkinner,

“Bolsover and Stott, who are by way
of being particular chums of vours; Des-
mond and Bulstrode, who aren’'t; and
two or three more.”

“Looke ag if you must have some rather
special business with me, to go and make
all those inquiries!” sneered Skinner,
whose reddened nose showed up the
pallor of his cheeks now. *“But 1it’s no
go. You and I never did pull together.
Todd, and we're never likely to., You
may as well chuck it ™

Bkinner’'s attempt at bluff was an
abject failure. DPeter Todd stiffened at
his worde. The Bounder could almost
have sworn that Peter’'s long forelock
rose in wrath.

“Pull together !” gnapped Peter. “]

otherwise,”  said

—

e Ny e

should think not! If I ever ecatch myself
wanting to pull with you, I'll go strmight
o my gﬂvernm and ask him to put me
in a giddy reformatory! That's where
you ought to be, you rat |”

There was a moment's silence, during
which Bkinner sat down at the table and
pulled his books towards him.

Vernon-Smith could see plainly now
that his back was covered with mud. But
Skinner had still been careful to keep it
turned away from the visitor,

“Well, I suppose you've said what vou
had to say, Todd !" said Harold S8kinner,
**1 don't care about your insults, because
I don’t value your opinion. But it's time
for prep now, and I think you had better
clear out.”

“Baid all T had to say!” roared Peter,
“Not likeli—uu, nor half of it! What
were you dogging me and Rake m the
Close for, you sneaking rotter? Oh, it's
no good trying to crawl out of 1it! You
ran against Bun—againsi another chap
laying the same game—and he and you

oth tumbled over. You've gol mud-
marks on your back now, you worm!
Isn’t that right, Smithy "

“I must decline to answer, Todd,™
satd the Bounder, “As a troe-blue
Whartonite, I'm a neutral in this affair.
But 1 should recommend a personal in-
spection on your part. No doubt Skinner
will oblize by turning round and giving
vou ocular demonstration that your sus-
llf'il‘-'iﬂllf- are unfounded—to that extent, at
east.’

But even as he spoke the Bounder's
keen eves were fixed on Bkinner's back
with a meaning look, As between Peter
Todd and Harold Skioner, Herbert
Yernon-Smith could not be reahj neutral,

“I'm not going to do anything of the
gort ! said Bkinner, rising from his chair
ﬂ,n-clll trring to back up against the nearesg
wall,

“*Cth, wyes, you are, my pippin!"” cried
Doter,

He scized Skinner by the collar, and
fairly swung him off his feet,

Peter Todd did not look muscular; but
Slkinuer was not the first to discover that
there was plenty of strength in the slim,
lanky Removite, <

Skinner's baek was very muddy indeed,
This was scarcely to be wondered at, for
he had fallen flat upon it in his collision
with Bunter in the darkness, and had
had the Owl's full weight upon lam,
pressing him down into the mucﬁo

‘' Strikes me you'll spare time to shove
on your overcoat when you go spyving
after chaps in the Close mnext!” said
Peter grimly, “ You'll save over-colour-
g your sniffer that way, and if you get
floored it will be easy to rid yourself of
the ineriminating evidence, Take that,
vou sweep !’

Peter had enatched up a ruler, and
seetned to be bent on seeing how muddy
he could make it.

“Help! Rescue!” howled Bkinner,
* Arve yvou gomng—vyarooogh !—to sit thera
and =ee me knocked about like this,
Qmithy, you cold-blooded brute !™

“On the whele, Skinner, I rather think
I am,” answered the Bounder deliber-
ately, ** As a neutral, I suppose I must
not confess to enjoying it. But I really
caunot say that at present the pangs yon
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are ¢nduring cause even mild discomfort
to me"”’ :

“Yooep! Help! {}w-']r,'-:-w ! WMRescue 1"

Whack, whack, whack!

Yeter applied the ruler with great
VIgOUr.

n the passage sounded the heavy
*I:ramil of big feet in a big hurry.

Bolsover major burst into No. 6.

““Help, Bolay!” howled Skinner,

L ‘]‘erJu stop that, Todd!” roared the

LY.

“f’ve just finished,” said Peter coolly.

“Ha, ha! You mean you haven't any
fancy for going on after a chap nearer
yvour own fighfing-weight than Skinner
tells you to stop !

Peter eyed Percy Bolsover up and down
in a way that would have made a
thinner-skinned fellow squirm.

“1 don't know that you are nearer my
fighting-weight than Skinner, Bolsover,”
he said, in a deadly-calm tone. “ 1'm not
sure that Skinner sn’t half a stone or so
heavier than I am, for that matter. Dut
if you mean that I'm stopping because
you told me to, all I can eay is that
you're dead off it, and your absurd mis-
take will be the worse for Skinner !”

And with that Peter, who had not
relaxed his grip on the cad’s collar, re-
commenced operations with the ruler.

Bolsover dashed in, and seized Peter
by the arm. Toddy at once let Skinner
go, and turned to face the bully.

The ruler passed from Peter’'s grip to
Dolsover's. But that was only because
Peter let it go. As Bolsover struck at
him with it, the long right arm of Peter
Todd shot out like hghtning. The bony
fist took Bolsover major fairly under the
chin, and he sat down with painful
anddenesa.

““Oh, well hit, Todd !" eried the rather
unneutral neutral. *“No, you don't,
Skinner ! None of your two to one
hizney here! If you touch Toddy, I =hall
touch you—hard!"” ‘

Bolsover got up, rubbing his chin, and
lupking at Peter with a queer mixture of
resentment and respect.

“It will be more decent if you take
rour licking for this in the gym, Todd,”
fm said.

“Right-ho! After morning classes to-
maorrow, if that suits vou, Bolsover, And
please bring all your little friends along
to see mo licked ! They will enjoy it so,
you know [”

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Comimon-room !

b SAY, Dolsover, 1s 1t true that vou're

I going to fizht Toddy ¥

- Tt was Billyv Bunter who askid

this question, pushing hig fat form

eagerly  through the crowd gathered

about the fire in the juanior Cormmon-
rooin.

Bolsover major stood in front of the
grate, bis thick legs astraddle, his hands:
thenst into his trocsers-pockets, and that
portton of his anatomy which his coor
taiis might have covered, if he had had
coat-tatls, turned to the gemal warmth,

1t did not matter in the least to DBol-
eover that there were others who wonld
have diked a fair share of that gemal
varmtli. Little things of that kind never
c:sturbed the mind of Perey Bolsover,

H: stood there, monarch of ail he sur-
voved ak present, in the absencs of
foilows who might lick him, or might
Lave o chance of domg soaf they went all
L I

When Bolsover had first come to Groy- |

hefry lowt, far bigoor  and
srger than anvone else 1n the Remnve,
liad lovded it over the whele Form,
-'_-"'__-'51 nia supremacy had not gone u-
] Noone 1t ithe Bemove canlid

sionged.
ol him, it seemed. 'That did not raean

frinva, =a
B

h
P
!
L
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that all knuckled under to him: but it
meant that the baser and more timorous
apirits did, while the bolder ones went
warily in dealing with him. However
plucky a fellow may be, he has not much
relish for a hight in which certain defeat
awalts him.

But Solly Lazarus, of Courtficld Couneil
School, had shown that the burly bully
was not invincible, and some of them
had taken the lesson to heart. Nowadays
there were hall a dozen or more juniors
of hiz own Form against whom Bolsover
at his best could not be sure of victory.
They had gone on improving while he
stood still, and their superior activity
and skill in glovecraft made up for his

weight, strength, and far longer reach.

Bob Cherry, Harry Wharton, Squiﬂ'.
Mark Linley, Dick Russcll, Peter Todd,
Pt Delarev, Herbert Vernon-Smith,
Tom Brown—any one of these might
beat Bolsover, though none so outclassed
him as to give him no chance. Bome
of them had beaten him; =ome had
fallen before his big fists, only to try
again and come out on top.

Now he was going to Aight Peter Todd,
and thore was a good deal of excitement
about the coming encounter.

Most of those who crowded around the
bully were to be counted more or less
among his supporters. They were not
YOry Tn:fﬁl supporters. They were liable
to fall away from him in the hour of
defeat. DBut, on the whole, they bar-
racked for Bolsover, as Sguiff would
have put 11; and none of them was ever
quite reconciled to the Wharlon regime,

Sidney James Snoop was there—the
worst  rotter in the Remove., And
William Stotr, who was only Snoop’s
superior by reason of the fact that he
was not surh an utter coward. And
Fisher T. Fish, who ran Snoop hard for
first place.

Bolsover was better than his followers
of this type. Bully as he was, he Lept
some sense of honour, and he had some
feeling, But for the rest—Trevor, Tre-
lnce, and Elliott, and othcrs of their
kind—though they might bow the knee
to  Bolsover, they were really better
fellows than he, with possibilitics of good
in them, and less real inclination to evil.

The bully answered Bunter roughly,

“Go and ask Todd!" he growled.
“You're a particular friend of his, ain’t
yvou ¥

“Oh, really, Bolsover, I'm nothing of
the sort! I regard Toddy as a bullyving
beasi—warse even than—I mean to sav
that 1 shouldn’t think of comparing you
to him, Bolzv, old pal! You'd never
walk into a chap with a ericket-stump
in the crue! way he does, I'm eure !”

“T ain't, then!” said Bolsover
franklv, *“I'd a: gnon walk inte you
with anything that caine handy as look
at won, vou far, gorging clam !
vou want to come nosing round here
cung silly gquestions Y Dido't Todd
I ¥ oat prep that he was booked to
nt me?”

Lald
r, i
3 -
L i 3
¥

E'.jl.

Oh, no: not at nﬂi

One Penny.

“What, Toddy?

ITe was jolly enough—at leazt, he didn’
aay much, but he looked quite the sam
ag usual.  Toddy ain’t afraid of a lout

!rik{'e_—llilm you, Snoop !’ amended Bunteg
astily,

But the lame amendment did not
mollify Bolsover. He caught the Owl by
the arm and twistéd it savagely. 1

1—

M Ow-yow ! Btoppit, Bolsover!
—TI'll tell Toddy of vou!”

““Ha, ha, ha !” cackled Stott.  “ Which
side are you on, Bunty—Toddy's or old
Boleover's ?"

“Toddy’s! DBolsover's a brute! Ow-
jI;':'r'ﬁ'.r 1 dldn't.iénea.n' iltl, :leﬁh, old pal!

m on your side, really | stopmt,
or I shall tell Toddy 1" ’

Bolsover let go of the Owl's arm,- and
gave him a kick that sent him sprawling
three yards awavy.

“You're a double-faced rotter!” he
said hotly. *If I hadn’t friends I could
depend on better than on vou 1 should
be sorry for myself !”

It was a fair question whether Dol
sover’s friends were much better to be
depended upon than Bunter. But they
had at least the cunning to conceal their
unreliability.

Skinner ¢ntered at that moment,

“Ihd you tell Bunter that 1 am going
to hight Todd ?" asked Bolsover.

“Yes. At least, 1 told Desmond and
Mur%au s0, and Bunter was there. 1
wasn't actually talking to him.

“The fat sweep got nearcr the truth
than weual, then!"  growled Bolsover.
“(Get up, Bunter! You ain’t really hurt,
you know!”

“Yes, I am! I'm ruined for life! My
baclbone’s busted, and my epinal column
injured in three places!” groaned the
hapless Owl.

“*Rats! You never had a backbone "
said Skinner. .

He looked round at the crowd, and saw
that all there might be counted as Bol-
soverites—at any rate, as long as the
star of Bolsover was in the ascendant.

“Your chum Toddy has about eettled
his hash now, Dunter,” he gaid *' Utter
ass, | consider the chap. Here he 1s
backing against Wharton, and what does
Le go and do? Make a row with me and
Baolsover, the only fellows who could
help hdm to emash uﬂ that gang. Oh,
he's clean done for himself. has Peter
Todd; und afler Bolsy here has given
him what he asked for to-morrow,
fanecy we shall have heard the last of
Todd v. Wharton,”

“‘5'."!-."1'5. e EI.'U"I"«'].E‘I.{ H-U]F-il‘l"['!]". “ “rl"‘ l:'!l'.'uld
have helped him, and we might have
done—I don't say we would, but we

cmight, Bul that's all off now, of gourse.”

Bunter was sidling tewards the door.

What |

I Bunter had reachod the door now.

“My hat!" eaid Stott. I should saw
| yon chaps are about right. "To-morrow
will about put the lid on it all. Who's
going to back up a fellow who's just
aslied for a thundering good licking, and
oot what he's asked for?™

He

“No: he never said & word about it, | turned,

I've oudy just heard—from' Bkinney, as

a matrer of fact,™

FHarold Skinner was not present, so ]1@1

nat  be aszsked at the moment
whethor lip had tohd Bunter. But, as all
hunew, Dunler's story as to how he had
eolnt e possesstan of information was
very seldom the truth.

“Uloulint ron see 1t in hiz face?”
askod spaop, with a sneering grin,

“Whose fare—=8Siiinner’sY 1 didn't
e told me.”
5, yuu far adiot!

et

Your friend

Nou're talk-
satd  the Ohwl

Aap vwhar in bus face ¥
M |i';';.f"- H[.irii'?p !_“

prriratiy,
ik Y B

propd!

he  jolly uncomfortable at

“Yah, cad=!" bhe said., *Toddy savs
' he wouldn™t touch anv of vou with a
barge-pole ! 1 heard him tell Rake so,
;”UHIT Rake sald he wouldn't stir a hand
| in it unless your measly gang were kept
out, And 1 don't believe ’.l'nﬁd:,' will pet
heked to-morrow. I believe he will Iick
bully Boelsover—and serve him jolly well
right, too!"

Bolsover made a rush. Bheer amaze-
ment at the Owl's audacity had chained
his feet for the moment,

He was too late.  Billy Bunter was
scuttling off as last as his fat Litile legs
would carry him.

“Did Todd really say that, Skinney ?"
|a~.lu-ri Bolsover, his heavy face scarict
| with rage,
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Skinner nodded.

“Something like it,"" he answered. “‘I
wasn't 80 near as Bunterﬂ, and I couldn’t
catch all the rotters said.”

“SBure, an’ that was a I.'I-lt-j‘ entirely,
wasn't it, Bkinney, when ye'd taken =o
much trouble to spy on them? It's sorry
for ve I am!”

It was Micky Desmond who .spoke
He had just come in, with Morgan, Bul-
strode, Hazeldene, and one or two more,

“'Go to Bath, Desmond!” growled
Bolsover,

“Thankin’ ye kindly, Bolsover, but
it's meself that would rather come to the
fire,” replied the undaunted Micky; and
he and his companions forced their way
throngh the throng. Heroes of the Snoop
and Fish type fell back before them.

But Bolsover kept his place, thick lega
agtraddle, hands in trousers-pockets, a
lowering look on his bulldog face.

“Now then, Bolsover!” said George
Bulstrode sharpiy. “There are other
chaps besides vyou who would like a
right of that fire ™

“I'm not looking at it,” replied
Bolsover sullenly. “You're welcome to
look at it all you like;-but I was here
first, and I jolly well mean to stay
hera |7

Bulstrode did not answer in words,
He simply gave Bolsover his shoulder,
and behind him Desmond and Morgan
and Newland and Hazeldene lent their
weight. The bully was foreced out of his
place,

He had to submit. A glance showed
him that he could hope for no support
from those he counted his followers, He
had been kecping the fire from them,
too; and, on tim whole, they were not at
all displeased to see him evicted,

“¥You chaps will sing smaller after to-
morrow !’ he growled.

“Why should we?"” asked Bulstrode.
“You ain't going to fight any of us, are
you? Todd will be a big enongh hand-
ful for one day, I should think.”

“That’s it. You're Toddites, and you
fancy your man’s going to lick me. But
you'll find that you've made the biggest
mistake of your lives!”

“*We haven't declared for Todd yet,”
said Bulstrode, warming his hands.

“Sure, an” I have, thouch!" ecried
Micky Desmond. *I've nothing in the
wide, wide wurruld acainst Wharton:
but Toddy’s a sport, and I'm on his side
entirely, an’ wid all me heart an’ soul !”

“8Bo am 1! said Hazeldene.

That surprised a good many. Hazel
shifted his feet as he spoke, and looked
uneasy. But he had spoken out, and
that before bolder fellows than he had
declared themselves,

““And I don’t mind owning that T am,
too, whatever,” said Morgan,

“TI'm only thinking about it as yet!”
growled Bulstrode. “It zin't so easy to
make up your mind between Wharton
and Toddy. But when it's Toddy v.
Bolsover, my mind don't need making
up: it's made up already !

““Aren’t you going to speak out,
Sheeny 7 sneered Skinner, “You're
Toddite, of course ¥

““As a matter of fact, I'm not. I'm
for Wharton all the way !” said Monty
Newland quietly. “And you'd better
address me civilly next time, Skinner,
unless you're yearning to have your nose
pulled " )

Rake, Kipps, and Wibley came in
together at this moment,

“Three more Toddites!”
Snoop.

“That's s0," said Rake. *Hurrah for
Toddy, and may he lick bullyv Bolsover
into a cocked hat to-morrow '™

“Oh, Jerusalem crickets! Bolsy's
going to make potato-scrapings of him !"
gqueraked Fisher T. Fish.
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“Bure, then, an’ someone must be
after lettin’ the Food Dictator know, an’
Bolsy will get it in the neck for waste !”
grinned Micky Desmond. “It’s the law
to cook potatoes in their jackets now,
Fishy, ye spalpeen!”

“Todd will be cooked, anyway, in his
jacket or out of it "growled Bolsover,

“Oh, he'll take his jacket off 1" =aid
Dicky Rake, “He 1an’t the sort of
bragging ass who talks big beforehand
about what he means to do, yon know,
or thinks he can win a fight by scowling
at the other chap’s very name the night

before it!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bulstrode,
“Got him there,, Rake! Well, I'm
neutral to this extent—I don't care a
ecrap who licks Bolsover! If Toddy
fails, I don't mind having a go at it
myself, or seconding Wharton, or any-
body else who takes it on.”

Bolsover turned on Bulstrode with a
flaming face. A fight then and there
scemed not at all unlikely,

But Skinner laid a restraining hand
on the arm of his furious chief,

“Don't, old chap !" he whispered. “I
know a trick worth two of that!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Counsel of Skinner !

i OW, what are you driving ati”
growled Bolsover, when he
and SBkinner had found a place

where they could talk alone.

This was in Bolsover's study, the osher

occupants of which were absent for the

time being,

“Bee here! I suppose it would suit
your book to be captain of the Re-
move {7 said Skinner,

“What do vou think 7"

“I think t-ﬁ-orc-.'s a chance for you if
you play jour cards right. A good
many of the fellows seem to be up
against Wharton just now.”

“Yes—and backing Todd!” snarled

=

thnﬁjnull_v, “What's the use of that to
me "
“Lota! They won't back Todd after

he's been licked. You know what chaps
are. Not many of them will shout for a
fellow who's down and out.”

Bolsover grunted. He recognised the
truth of this, but he did not quite see
what it had to do with the case.

“That’'s all very fine and large,” he
snid. “‘But it seems to me that when 1
lick Todd I'm only helping to put things
straight for Wharton. Not that T care
much. On the whele, T think I'd prefer
Wharton to Peter Todd as skipper.”

“Rats! You'll bring over a heap of
them when you knock Todd out. And
then your game is to pick a quarrel with
Wharton, and knock him out, too. After
that you put up against him—sec !"

Bolsover saw now,

He stood looking thoughtfully at his
big fists.

“There's something in 1it,” he said
glowly, “I fancy I sha’'n't have a lot of
trouble in smashing Todd up. He's a
good boxer, but he hasn't the weight to
stand long against me. Wharten—well,
ves, I thimk I ecan lick him, too., I'm
game to try, anywayv: but veu've for-
rotten one thing, Skinney, Licking
ﬁ\-’h&rtﬂn don't shove him out of his
place.”

“I've forgotten mnothing,” answered
Harold Skinner, with a touch of icrita-
tion. **The whole thing's eut and dred
in my mind. You do your part, and 1'll
gre Lo the rest,”

Bolsover lcoked at him with a teuch
of suspicion.

“Where do you come in*"” he asked,

Skinner laughed harshlv,

“My hat! Don’t vou think it will be
enough in the way of benefit for me {o

have a pal of my own as skipper, instead
of Mr. Magnificent Meddling Maudlin
Wharton, or long-nosed, straight-laced
Peter Todd? 1 tell you straight, old
chap I hate them both. I'm not sura
which I hate most just now. I've alwavs
been at odds with Wharton; but Todd's
been cutting across my path a deal too
much lately, and I don’t stand that sort
of thing.2

) {:Ahre you dead sure Todd's en the
job ¥

“Of course T am! Didn’t 1 hear him
and Rake talking it over in the Close,
counting up the chaps they could rely
upon and those who were sure to stand
by Wharton? Mind vou, I didn't hear
all 1 wanted to. That fat idiot Bunter
was on the job, too, and he got in my
way., It was beastly dark, and we ran
into ona another. [Ie bowled me clean
over, the fat hrute 1"

“So that was why Todd was gotting
at you! I'd have done the same in his
place, S8kinney !

“I dare say. But you're an ass if yon
call this. spying. I don't. I reckon
myself in a state of war with both the
rotters, and it's fair enough in war."

“Oh, I dare say! Shouldn't do it
myself; but never mind that. How did
you get on to it—Todd’s sctiing up
against Wharton, I mean "

- “"Bome of the chaps who went to-tea
in No, 1 were talking about it. The
réat Peter got fed-up with Wharton's
rag, 1t seems, I suppose it didn't give
him a chanee to pet in enough of his
own, and he let Ay,” snecred Skinner,

“I don’t blame him. DBut I can’t seo
that I've a dog’s chance of being elected
if Wharton doesn't resign, and there's
nothing much less likely than that.”

' Nothing much more {ilmly, you mean,
chump ! It’s only a matter of working
on his pride. Get *a majority of the
Form to tell him they don’t want hin
for skipper, then lick Todd, then lick
Wharton, and after that it's only
making yourself solid with the fellows
and getting an election.”

head

Balsover “scratched his
puzzled way.

""Hold on, Skinney !" he said. “You're
going too fast, and I reckon you're gei-
ting things in their wrong order, too.
I'm due to fight Todd after clagses to-
morrow morning., What time is there
before that to work the chaps up against
Wharton 1™ '

“That is a diffieulty,” admitted
Skinner., “We must get the fight put off

in o

by some dodge or another. Can’t you
sham ill ¥
“No!” roared Bolsover. “Think I'm

going to have it said that I funked that
skinny sweep ?"

“Well, there are other ways, T sup-
pose ! Leave it to me to think of one.”

“Then why shouldn't I thrash Whar-
ton before we start out to get his
r.'gmﬁ]nutiﬂn !

“Hanged if ever T saw go lHink-ﬁﬂaded
a chap as you are, Bolsy! Don't you
see how much more effective a licking
for him will be at a time when he's con-
51derm§ whether he ought to resign or
not? It's just the very thing to force
his hand and make him do it,”

“My hat! It wouldn't me!™

“Ah, old sport, but you aren’t Whar-

ton! You haven't got his silly pride.”
“I've got my own, though!” said
Bolsover huffily,

“QOh, of course! But it ain't the same
silly sort as Wharton's."

“Well, that’s true, too. You're a
deep one, Skinnevy, and I'm more than
half inclined to agree to your plans.”

Very much more than half inclined, as
Skinner could see plainly enough!
Bolsover could show the obetinacy of a
mule at times; but there were other
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times when he was as elay in the potter’s
hands with Skinner,

The cad of the Remove did not press
him to give complete assent at the
moment, Harold Skinner was far too
wily for that.

“Tell you what, old sport,” he said. |

1 shall expect toshave the time of my
life when once you're skipper.”

“8g you shall, 8kinney—so_you shall !
I'll boss the show, and you shall be my
what-d’ye-call-it.”

“ Prime Minister 1" suggested Skinner.

“Rate ! I shouldn’t think you'd want to
be that—not after some of the specimens
we've had! I'd rather be called some-
thing else—something a bit politer. What
was it the old Eastern ju&lnniea called
their right-hand men?”

“Viziers 7"

“That's the word.
vizier, Skinney !”

= L E—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An Awkward Attack of "Flu!

You shall be my

L Y dear Cousin Peter, I am
sure that you are ill!”
“Rats! Leave me alone,

Lonzy, you ass!”

Peter Todd sat in the armchair in |

as close to the fire as he
could get. He certainly did not look
well. So far, Alonzo's anxicty was fully
justified.

“ Will you allow me to peur out for you
a dose of the wonderful cold cure which
our revered Uncle Benjamin go
recommends, Cousin Peter 1™

“Brrrrr! . No, I won't!
poison yourself with the beastly
rive it to Bunter !”

“ But really, my dear Peter

“ Oh, dry up, and leave a fellow alone!
T haven't said I've got anything . the
matter with me, have 1% Just you wait
till T do before you chip inl”

Study Mo, T

GGo and

But the gentle Alonzo was not so easily |
He could nat bear the sight |

choked off.
of anyone suffering. Billy Bunter haod
had much undeserved evmpathy from
Lonzy. And Bunter was not very .oear
to the Duffer’s affectionate heart. DPeoter
was., The guileless Alonzo considered lis
(lousin Peter a person of really remark.
able ability and character,

“My dear Peter, I am sorely aflvaud |
that it is the thought of this regrettable |

combat which 18 weighwg upen your |
mind !
“Oh,” go and eat ccke, you uttor

idiot !

“1 do not for a moment with 1o infer |

that vou fear Bolsover, Cousin Peter.”
“¥Vou'd better not ! I don’t often take

the stump to vou, Lovnzy, but T jolly well |

ehall if you pet inferring anything at all
like that!”

The threat did not mave Alonzo.
was capable of facing the stake itself i a
case in which his affections and his con-
seience were alike concerned,

“No: it is not that., But why, oh,
why, fight at all when a few words would
put the whole matter right? Bolsover 1s

not a person whom I respect or admare. |

I do not even like him, though 1 try my
best to like evervone., He has more than
once been brutal to me—perhaps thought-
lesaly—ves, doubtless thoughtlessiy. Dut
I am willing to ge to Bolrover and reason
with him.”

“ Aas!” rapped out Peter,
would eut you up into liltle pieces, and |
ehould have to flay you alive when you
came back !’

“Jo not, T beseech von, use such
viclent language, Cousin Peter ! T know
that vou have no real love of fighting,
and to me 1t seems that you thould Le
grateful to anyone who made peace Le-
tween von and Bolsover”

“(Oh, shut up, or I'll throw you ALrALE ]
and jump on you!” snapped Peicr,

stuff, or |

He |

“ Boleover |

strongly |

]
[ |
|
|
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Alonzo, with a pained look, got up
from his seat, and went out of the room,

The Duffer was quite right in one
respect.

Peter really had no special love of
fighting. He considered it rather foolish
than otherwise, exrapt when it wae
really necessary.

But he was quite a good boxer, and he
never funked anvthing.

In another respect Alonzo was just
about as far wrong as he could be.

Peter was not worryving about having
to fight the next day. Ie had faced that
prospect quite cheerfully from the outset.

What Peter wae worryving about was
lest he should not be able to fight!

He had had influenza before, and he
knew the symptoms. He tried hard to
persuade imself that |his

present

One Penny. 11

and his brain-had ecemed unusually dull,
He simply could nct remember now one
single, solitary word of the lessons at
which he had worked so hard, either.

“YWhat's the: matter, Toddy, old
chap 7"
It was Tom Dutton now! Why

couldn’t they leave him alone?

And Dutton was taking it very seri-
ausly, too. He had been absorbed in a
book during Alonzo's talk with Peter,
and had falled to catch a word of 1t
But he had looked up and seen his chum’s
face, and next moment he was on his
knees by Peter's side.

“ Nothing at all. Don't worry!"”

“Curry? You didn't have curry for
tea, did you? Beastly stuff, I call it. 1f
it’s that, all I can say iz you'd better not

Peter Todd lashes out,
(See Chapter 6.)

symptomis must be due to something
else—something that would pass in the
night, and leave him fit for next day’s
job,

But Le could not auite manage it. The
gching in all his limbe, the pains in his
head. the skivering fits that came over
him. the bad taste in lis mouth—he
knew all those signs.

Fxcept for a headache, he had been all
right at tea-time—nearly all right, any-
way. 1Te had made a first-class tea, But
perhaps he had been a trifle rusty in
temper, though he wasn't going to make
the ‘Au an excuse for that—not he !

It had been pretty cold out in the Close

with HRake; but at an ordinary fime
| Poter Todd was not a fellow to worry
abeut ecll. PFut in the course of prep

. &
e had eeveral tinies felt a nasty chill,

touch it again, for you look jolly gueer,
Toddy 1"

“1 didn’t I
‘worry "

“You ain’t worrying about Bolsover,
are vou, Toddy? I think you'll lick him
all vight. But even if it—— Oh, rats! 1
know vou wouldn't bother about the
notion of taking a licking! You're ill,
Toddy !”

“Teli yvou I'm
leave me alone !

Alonzo came in again.

“ Cousin Peter,” he said, * I am rather
at a loss ns to my proper course.”

“ Ot 1" enapped Peter, pointing to tha
door. *“That's wour proper couree, I
won't be worried by yvou, fathead !”

“But, really ! Oh, pray, let me explain !
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eay ‘curry,’ said

not ! Bhurrup, and
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Y thought it wisest to consult someone,
rnd I ﬁappened to meet Delarey. I do
not quite understand Delarey; but he has
alway®s been very kindly in all his deal-
ings with me. Ilike him. I do not think
ho would impoze upon me, And wyet
there waoe something so enigmatical—ves,
that is the only word for it—in his smile
when I asked him whether he considered
my plan of seeing Bolsover and en-
deavouring to make peace a good one
that—well, really, 1 did not .

Peter grinned. 11l as he felt, he could
not help grinning. The Remove knew
well by this time that half-cynical smile
of Piet Delarey's., The INuffer's proposi-
tion had tickled the Afrikander im-
mensely—Peter was sure of that.

“What did he say?” he asked.

““IIo replied in words that scemed to
mo to have a double meaning. He said
that it was an uncommonly good idea,
and asked if T had arranged about the
funeral. And Mauleverer, a very well-
disposed person, though not industrious
i any way, said: 'Oh, don't be an ass,
Lonzy, begad!'"

“Jolly good advice; too ! said Peter.
“You leave Bolsover alone, and me.
too! It's all vight, Tom, old chap, don't
you worry. I felt a bit queer for a time;
but I really think it's gone now.,”

And Peter managed to persuade him-
pelf that it had gone.

But it hadn't!

The pains in limbs snd body came on
again inl'il‘ﬂtlj" he was irr bed, His head
was worse than ever, and his mouth
parched and dry, and with a nasty
metallie taste in it

Some of the juniora tried to draw him ;
but he would not talk., And at length
all the rest fell azleep.

But there was very little sleep for
Peter Todd that night, Several times he
dozed off fitfulle, only to wake either
bathed in perspiration or shivering, as if
an ey stream of water were rmmiug aver
hiis body.

And with each waking the pains were
WOrse. At times he felt quite light-
freaded. He imagined himself in the
gim, facing Belsuver, with a horrible
certainty that he was going to be licked,

Peter must have been nearly delirious
when a dream like that seemed eo real.
Fer, fit and woll, ke would never have
donbted his ability to Tiek the bully. He
had done it before, when he firet came to
Greyfrizrs—new bLevs wiip had any fight
in themn genevally haid to stand up to the

bully before they had been many days at
the schoaol.

And he had surprised the Remove by
hiz victory. Some of them seemed to
have forgotten all about that—Bolsover,
for one.  But the burly bully never did
believe that a fellowgwho had licked himg
once was certain b0 do so again., After
having been knocked out by quite a
number of fellows, he had ceased his
attempts to pose as Cock of the Form;
but he did not fear trying conclusions
agamn, That was one of the things that
kept the Form from ranking him as low
as worms like Bkinner and Snoop.

Clang! Clang! Clang!

The rising-bell sent unwelcome
notes pealing through the cold, darl air,
and many a muffled groan sounded in the
Remave dormitory,

Bob Cherry nipped outr ef bed. If
there had been an inch of snow on the
Aocr and a sixty-mile gale from the nor'-
east blowing right down the dormitory
Bob would have tumbled cut just as
checrily.

“Arouse ve, my merry, merry men!"
he called. * Show a leg, my hearties! A
leg each, T mean. Better make it two
while vow're on the job! Roll out,
Bunty, or vou won't have time to
wash !

“Lepime bel™ replied Bunter peev-
ishly. *T1here’s heaps of time yet.™

“lrosay’s the worst old rotter cutside

1is

Germany,” said Harold Skinner. * He
rings tiet beastly bell earlier every
mornmg.

“Rats! As a matter of fact, he's three

inutes, fifty-three and four-fifth seconds
late this morning,” said Beb. * Now,
then, Harry, old scout !

Billy Bunter turned over and went to
sleep again,. Two or three juniors were
tumbling out—Mark Linley and Dick
Rake and Tom Brown. But ncither
Harry Wharton nor Peter Todd moved
yet, and they were generally among the
forcmose,

“Anvtiang
Bob.

“No; but where's the DLlessad hurey ?
You might give a fellow a minute's
grace, old azs "

Wharton spoke rather irritably. Bob
whigtled softiv, but said 5o more.
Johnny Bull got out, rubbing his cves,
Sauift foilowed, and Russell, and Bol:-
ever.  Then, very reluctantly, Harrey
lH-‘;;-."l'CI aowre the bodelothes. . I

Bat still Perer Todd did not move,

Harry 2"

wrong, asked
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On another morning Bob would have
sald things to Toddy. But he could
hardly do that this morning.

Dick Rake crossed the room tc Peter’s
bedaide.

“Anything wrong, Toddy ?" he asked.

“No! I'm all serene |” snapped Peter.

Hizs manner was even less pleasant
than Wharton's had been.

Rake looked down at him.

“See here, old chap,” he began.

“Oh, rats!” said Peter crossly; and
tumbled out of bed, with a vague notion
that once his feet touched the floor he
would be all night,

He was very far wrong indeed, For
his feet had no sooner touched the floor
than he realised that his legs were a

pretty useless pair of things that
morning |

They posttively refused to hold him up.
ITe slid down, clutching at the bedelothes,

“You're ill, Toddy!" in
alarm.

“Got a fit of the funkas, I should say ™
jeered Skinner.

* Dry up, you rotter!" growled Johuny
Bull. ;

A dozen of them crowded round the un-
[ortunate Peter., It was easy to see by
his flushed face and watering eyes that
he was 1ll. They all saw it.

But Skinner and his crew did not want
ta sea it, or fo believe it

“You'd better get back into bed,
Toddy,” said Bob, very gently. * Here,
let me give you a hand, old chap. That's
better!™

Between them Bob and Dick Rake got
Peter back into bed.

Any of those around would have helped
willingly encugh. They had forgotten
all about the quarrel of yesterday now.

“Tell you what, it'a the 'Au!™ said
Frank Nugent.

“Oh, rot! He's funking it 1" squeaked
Snoop,

Vernon-Smith  stepped
mnoop rot belind Bolsover.

“ I you're responsible for these curs,
'd advise yom to stop their wretched
voppmmg, Bolwover,” suid the Bounder,
with curling lip.

“1 haven't said
snarled the bully,

“No, I tiunk it's about time you
did ! rapped out the Bounder.

“What do you expeet me (o say?

“You know that Todd would never
funk anvoue, and wou ought to be the
first to reacnt a lie like that!"

said Rake,

across, and
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The better part of Perey Bolsover's
nature knew the truth of that. But the
worst half was i  the ascendancy.
Skinner had given the bully a whispered
Lip.

*“1 don’t see why,” said Bolsover. "1
don't pretend to be able to judge
whether a chap's a funk or not.”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
In Defence of the Absent !

ICK RAKE and Bob Cherry went

to tell the matron as soon as they

and before the

breakfast-bell sounded  Peter

Todd, well wrapped up, had been taken

to the sanatormam. 'ﬁ;e matron asked

questions as to whether symptoms of "flu

had been observed in anyone else, but

the two assured her, quite honestly, that
they had not seen or heard of any.

“Well, you soon will, that's my belief,"”
said the matron. “ We shall not escape
with one case.”

were dressed,

“Cheerful old dear, ain't she?” szaidq

Bob as they came away.

“Old croaker!"” agreed Rake.
I hope I don’t get 1it, anyhow.™

At breakfagt Alonzo was observed to
wipe his eyes several times. Tom Dutton
looked wvery serious indeed. But Billy
Hlitfﬂt-E!l.' was quite his bright, cheerful
self.

“I say, Lonzy!™?

“VYes, Bunter?”

“Ain't you gninlg

“Well,

to eat your bacon?”

“ I—I—really, have no appetite,
Dunter, Dear me, this is very distress-
ing !

*Oh, don't worry, old chap! T'll clear
it up for you!” said the Owl| generously.
And he proceeded to do so, whab time
Alonzo used his handkerchief so per-
sistently that Kipps, seated next to him
on the other side, shifted as far away as
possible. Kipps did not want the flu,
and he thought Lonzy must be in for it.

Bolsover sat between Skinner and
Snoop, with Stott on Snoop’s other side,
and the three were whispering together
at intervals throughout the meal

Keen ohservers—the Bounder among
them—felt sure that the four meant to
make some move. But there was no time
for anything of the sert between break-
fast and classes.

When the Remove had assembled in the
Form-room, Mr. Quelch had to be told
about Peter Todd's abzence, of course.

“Dear me! I am sorry to hear this
he said. *““Does anyone know what is
the nature of Todd's 1llness?”

“Funk!” came a loud whisper from
somewhere.

“What was that, Skinner!” thundered
Mr. Quelch.

“ Nothing, sir—at least, I heard
nothing, and 1 certainly did not speak,”
lied Skinner.

“It came from your neighbourhood.
[t must have been either you or Snoop.™

“It wasn't me, sir. fnawr spoke,
teally I said Sidney James Bnoop, 1n hot
haste.

“ Possibly you were the gulty person,
Bolsover®”

“T wasen't, then!" replied the bully
sullenly.

“Is that the way to speak to me, boy?
Come out here—you, and Skinner also!”

“1 didn't cheek you, sir!” whined
Skinner,

“No; you lied to me. And that, after
all, is a very gross form of impudence,
Bolsover, you can apologise, and retuin
to vour seat.”

The burly Removite stood stock-still,
silent.

“What does this mean’”
Form-master.

“T can't see what I've got to apologise
for!" growled Bolsover. *“You say you

EE

snapped the

followed them.
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know it was Skinner who spoke, and T
don’t think it is fair play -that you
should try to drag me into it!"

“1 am mot going to punish yvou for
what you have not done, Bolsover., But
when { ask a boy 1n my Form a question,
his answering «civilly and respectfully
should fot depend in any way on whether
he considers f was justified in asking it.
That ie a matter for me to decide. old
out your hand !’

Bolsover took the three hard strokes
with Spartan fortitude, not even winocing ;
but he went back to lhis secat looking
positively Hunnish,
h“Nuw, #E;n]l!.inner, wilw-,t did you ﬁf&él by
the opprobious epithet you applied to
Tﬂdﬂ?EF ¥ ¥

“Bo he is, sir. HHalf the fellows here
know him for a funk.”

Bob  Cherry, Dick Rake, Harry
Wharton, George Bulstrode were on their
feet In an instant. And Tom Dutton
He did not quite under-
stand; but he knew that Bkinner had
somehow insulted Toddy, and that these
fellows were protesting.

“Bit down, all of wou!"” said Mr.
Quelch sharply. “Todd does not need
defending. kinner, you have now
admitted that vou lied to me, by your
attempt to justify your words. Hold out
your hand !

Skinner had double Bolsover's dose,
and did not show a tenth part of the
bully’s fortitude; but he was up to
Bolsover’s level in looking Hunnish, at
least.

** Now, will someone tell me what is the
matter with Peter Todd?” =aid Mr.
Quelch, o )

“The matron says it's influenza, er,”
answered Rake.

“ Dear me, that is bad! I hope that his
will be the only case. Does anyone here
feel unwell?” .

Billy Bunter got up, putting his hand
to lus head.

“I—T—I don’t feel at all the thing,
sir,”” he said pathetically. 1 hardly
slept a wink last night, and 1 had no
appetite for m hrenﬁfnst.""

“That sounds sertous, Bunter,”” said
the Form-master drily. *“Let me see
your tongue.”

Bunter produced a great pink article.
There did not seem much the matter with
it, except that it appeared rather an
over-allowance in tongues for one boy to
have.

“H'm!" gaid Mr. Quelch.
vour symptoms?”’

“I—I don't feel a bit like lessons, sir,”
squeaked the Owl, eyeing the books on
his desk with unconcealed aversion.

*That, Bunter, 13 not a symptom, but
the effect of an incurably lazy mind. 1
can seée no reason to believe that you
have influenza.™

The Owl was disappointed, but he felt
less so when Bob Cherry whispered to
him that fellows who had influenza had
to go for weeks without any solid grub.
Treatment of that sort was not in the
leagt suitable to Bunter's complaint.

Once or twice during classes some
junior found Mr. Quelch’s eagle eye upon

im at a time when he was utterly un-
conscious of offence. Harrv Wharton
was one of those who experienced this,
He flushed when he met the master's
gare.

“ Are you not feeling well, Wharton 1"
asked Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, yes, thank you,
Harry.

“You are quite sure "

“There's nothing the matter with me,
sir, except a bit of a headache.™

“¥You see, Skinney ! whispered S8noop.
“Quelchy won't put up his pet lamb to
construe after that!™

Wharton was not put up to construe,
He would bave made rather a hash of i

“What are

Fi!" ]

replied
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if he had been, for his head eertainly did
ache, and before classes ended he was
finding it difficult to fix his attention on
the printed page befora him. The
black letters seemed to be misty, to
swim before his eyes.

But if his head was bad, hLis temper
was worse. He snubbed Nugent, snapped
at Bob Cherry, sent Johnny Bull off
growling, and very nearly succeeded in
quarreling with Inky—all within -ten
minutes alter twelve o' clock.

At the end of the ten minutes the
Famous Five, none of them in a very
amiable mood, found themselves in the
Common-room.

Lots of other fellows were also findin
themselves in the Uﬂmpannmum. whicﬁ
may have been due in phrt to the fact
that the weather was all against playing
footer with any enjoyment, but alpo
seemed to be partly acoounted for by a
general feeling that there was trouble in
the air.

Harold Skinner's sneers were not worth
taking seriously., Eweryone kuew that
well enough. Yet there was a vagle,
indefinable sense that somebody had to Le
brought to book for something.

But for Peter Todd's dlness they would
have been in the gym by now. But it
would not be surprising if they found
thomselves guinge:hnt way before long.
There was thunder in the air,

Bolsover had taken hiz favourite place
in front of the fire. A bulking, strong
brute he looked,taller and heavier by
far than anyone else there, and with more
than usual truculence on his heavy face.

Around him were gathered those of
his faction—8kinner, Snoop, Stott, Fish,
Trevor, Treluce, and a few more, F aging
them when the Famous Five entered were
half: a dozen or so of the declared
Toddites—Rake, Tom Dutton, Wibley,
Micky Desmond, Morgan, and Hazeldene.

* Hallo, hallo, ballo "' said Beb Cherry.
“What's up?™

“These rotters are making out that
Toddy shammed :ill to get out of fighting
that graven image there!” said Dick
Rake indignantly.

“It's & beaaﬂ;r lie, and they know
it !" replied Bob.

“Of course they know if’s a lie! But
that’s no-reason why they should be
allowed to go on saying at!” growled
Johnny Bull,

“We didn't say it!"” squeaked Snoop.
‘; ..:-!:ll we said was that it leoked a bit like
it.

“That’s all you would say, Snoop, you
cad, when there was anyone to answes

you!" said Frank Nugent con-
temptuously.

“My hat, they're all like that!” said
Bob. * Unless 1t'a Bolsover. le's beén

known to show signs of decency—once in
a wa i L L =

“You ain't wvery ecivi Cherry,
growled the big junior. Y

“Don't mench, Bolsy! Play up, man!
Say straight out what you iﬂnw very
well—that Toddy is no more afraid of you
than he 15 of Snoop. You can’t say mora
than that, unless you ean find a con-
scientious objector instead of SBnoopey !™

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed the crowd; and
Bnoop scowled at the genial Bob.

“You expect me to say that becausa
you wanl me to?' asked Bolsover, in
slow, threatening accents,

“Of course he doean't!” snapped
Harry Wharten, .'"He expects you to
eay it to show that, however big a brute
vou may be, you aren’t a gneaking, back.
biting worm !"

It was not a diplomatic speech, and
perbaps 1t was not wonderful that Bol-
sover's face should flame redly, and that
he should grit his teeth in fury. Tha
compliment implied—that after all ha
was not of the breed of Skinner and
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Bnoop—was too well wrapped up to be
visible to Perey Bolsover,

“What': Todd to do
Wharton?"’ hLe sparled. * You've split,
I licar. He's trying to collar your job.”

“Todd may think he'd make a better
skipper than 1 am. S0 many others
think so—"

““Hear, hear!” chipped in Dick Rake
cheerfully.  And that did not improve
Wharton's temper.

“That’s between him and me. Dut
Todd and 1 have been chums for a pretty
long time, and I'm not going to have
him slandered!™

“I4 it slandering him to eay that he
funks me?” demanded Bolsover.

*Of course it 18 "

“Right-ho! I say =0, then!  Now
whut are you geing to do, Whartoni™”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Knocked QOut!

EFORE Wharton could reply Tom
Dutton had sprung forward, push-
ing wp his cuffs.

“¥You leave him to me, Whar-
ton!"” said Tom. *I'm Toddy's chum!"

The wonder was that Tom should have
heard.  But he had been trying with
almost pathetie intentness to fallow what
was sail, and had got on to enough of
it to understand.

“Nol!" snapped Bob Cherry,
this "

“Yon can’t have things all your own
way, Cherry,” said Ihick Rake. *1
claim that my right's better than yours
or Wharton's, and 1 don't think Dutton’s
up to that chap's weight.”

Nernon-8mith came in just then,

“What's the row!” he asked.

“ Bolsover savs Taddy funks him, and
half the chaps hers want to take Bolay
on. I'm game myself, for that matter,”
growicd Johmny Bull,

“BSame herel” said S2quiff, who had
come in behind the Bounder _

“Count me in, too,” said Tom Brown.

“I'm a bit late, but 1'm another,” said
Piet Delarey,

Wharton glared at them.

“Oh, mind your own
fellows ! he =napped.

The DBoundcr walked in front of
Bolsover, and stood regarding him as one
might some curious freak of nature.

“Well?" snarled the bully.

“1I never looked upon you as a pattern
to anybody, Bolsover-—not even wimn we
were cliummy,” raid the Bounder, in his
coolest manner. " But I never thought
you were quite such a Lor as this!”

It might have been accident or design,
but as he spoke Vernon-8mith put his
lean face temptingly within reach of
Bolsover's heavy hand,

That hand waa raised to strike. Put
Bkinner canght Bolsover by the sleeve,

“No!" he whizpercd cagerly., *“Go
for Wharton 1"

Bolsover hezitated,

“The Beunder can go and eat eoke!”

“I'm on

bizney, you

sgaid Bob Cherry, with a friendly slap on Gane 4 !
! Horry, and it didn't pay.

the Bornder’s back that rebbed the words

of all slfence. 1 bagred this before
him ! '
“How many more of us?' asked

Herbert Vernon-2mith,

“(ih, only Harry ‘here, and Rake, and
Dutton, and Ball a

“And we three,” snid Souiil,

“Oh. vou don’t count! You're too
late.”

“Am 177 asked Bulstrode.

“ Rather "

“Beems to moe that the word is wiih !

Bolsover,” ssid the Bounder. * Qur
friend Todd being luid np, cne of us
takes his place. Tt's quite =imple.”
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with  you, |

——

.a8 ho hesitated yet another voice spoke

Bolsover looked at the small erowd of

champions. The Bounder, cool and sar-
castic.  Harry Wharton, flushed and
angry.  Bob Cherry, genial but deter-

mined.,  Dick Rake, very businesslike
and not at all flustered. Tom Dutton,
perhaps the most angry of them all
Johnny Bull, dogged and lowering.
Squiff, ready and resolute. Tom Brown,
smiling, but no less ready. Delarey,
with the cynical smile that Bolsover
hated. Bulstrode, of them all the one
who was likest to Bolsover himself. And

up—a quiat voice—Mark Linley's.

“*Me, too, please!" said Mark.

Still Bolsover hesitated, Dutton would
have been the casiest bargain.  But he)
did not think twice of that. He was
furious with the Bounder. He could not
bear that smile of Delarey's, though Tom
Brown mirht smile as much as he chose
without Boliover's caring.  All the old
}]‘H_ltt{‘ﬂ]?ﬁ& aganst Linley welled up in

im.,

But again Skinner whispered in his
ear:

“Go for Wharton!”

And Bolsover remembered that Whar-
ton was the one fellow out of all the
cleven of them to lick whom would be
something more than a fistic victory.

He put the matter beyond all dispute.

For he strode forward, and struck
Harry Wharton full in the face with
his open hand,

The other ten could say no more. Even
Tom Dutton drew back, though Tom was
genuinely disappointed.

Bolsover's choice had been made in
such a manner as left no room at all for
aroument,.

A savage gleam was in Harry Wharton's
evcs. He did not roeturn the blow: but
it was ovident that only the prospect of
an immediate meeting prevented lis
doing zo.

“At onee? he sna pred,

“That's the time for me,
gover, breathing hard,

They flocked towards the gym. By the
timo the combatants were ready every
fellow in the Remowve, with the excep-
tion of the two Todds, wns present, and |
there were many of the Upper Fourth, |
shell, Fifth, snd even of the majestic |
Sixth; whils the fags fairly swarmed.

“ Harvey, aldd maa, vou're not fit!” said
Baob, taking his chom apart,

“Don't talk rot, Bob!'"

“You're in the very dickens of a wax:
and that's all against you! But there's
more than thal to it. T do believe you're
booked for the sanny, old scout !™

“Ratz! I've a splitting headache
tirat’s all. Tt won't make any differonce.
As for tominer—oah, 1 dare sav, it’s noro
too sweetk! I can't help that. ™

" rard Bol-

“Bolsover's a pretty big lomp for g
chap who's sickening for—the 'fun to
tackle,” =aid Bob gloomily.

“Who says I'm sickening '

“Quelehy thought so. "

“Queichy be haneed!  He's not a

giddy doctor, is ka?™

“ You've done this sort of thing before,

“ Dry up, Bob, or we shall quarecl ™
“Is vour nn ever coming up to the
aevateh, Cnevey ' asked Skioner, in tones
of paticnt codgnation that made Bob
vearn to punch him.

What more conld poar Beb do? He
felt utterly miserablo: sure In
that hiz chum was bookoed for a licking.
Thoze lLicavy drives of Bolsover's woere

ul |i-|'-."l INLEL I

' He got home a

nasty things Tor a fellow who did not feel
re:ly Ar. Bob o would have faced them !
with rea! pleasure;

bt tien Bob was psat
fit as a fiddle,

Nugent  and Inky were whispering
togothor. The Boundor's eves were on |

Waarton's faco, and the Bounder, too, |

was looking worried. As Harry stepped
into the impromptu ring he moved for-
ward, Herbert Vernon-Smith had moral
as well as physieal courage.

“Wait a minute!"” he said.  “Bol
sover, do you feel quite fit to fight?”

Nearly evervone there wonderad what
he was driving at.

*Oh, rather 1" replied Bolsover., * You,
or anyone else, Smithy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the crowd. Buk
the Bounder did not even flush.

" Wharton, do you?" he asked, look
mg straight into Harry's face.

Now a few of themn understood, and Bab
Cherry blessed the Bounder, inwardly
but very fervently. The next moment
he was cursing Skinner, inwardly also,
and not less fervently, For it was as
plain to him as anything could be that
Skinner knew—had known all along.
Eii]mk of acute disappointment showed

at.

For just one moment Harry hesitated.
e knew that he was really not fit. It
might or might not be the ' But
certainly he felt rocky.

But pride stcod in ﬁj.ﬂ way—pride, and,
it may be, some contempb of his clumsy
opponent. He was fit enough to beat
Bolsover, anyway.

“I'm all right, Bmithy " he snapped.
*What do you ask silly questions for?”

“As I'im to referee, I don't consider
the questions cxactly silly,” replied the

Bounder. " But there's no more to be
said, I suppose.”
Skinner breathed a sigh of relief, and

Bob Cherry choked down a groan. What
more could be said? The Bounder had
satd more than Bob had felt capabla of
saying publicly.

They were ay it!

Bob rubbed his eyes.

Had he made a mistake, after all? If
Harry could keep going like this,
Dolsover would never be able to stand
long against him,

The honours of the first round were 1!l
Wharton’s.  Dolsover did not get in a
single effeetive punch, while he took a
zood many,

But Bolsover cauld take a geod deal
without showing it much.

Ile took more veb in the second round.
Bat he also gave some, and Bob saw
with alarin that every slog Iarry got
told on him.,  He had lost his tenper,
too, and his chance was none the betisr
for tnat.

“Don't be 1n too big a hurry, old
chap!” said Bob, as he sponged Harry's
rut lips at the ond of the round.

“Oh, rata! I'm not going to play
about with the brute! My game's Lo
huock him ont ns soon as posaible. Thon'¢
gas, Bob! 1 want all my breath,"

Perhaps it was the best game, aftor
all. Bob began to think it might be, as
he saw in the third round plain signs
thiat his chum was not up to the strain of
a long fizhr.

DBui--and i* was a big but—DR:clsover
major was not toe fellow to be knocked
out easily when his had 30 much at stak:.

Never had be looked grimmer, more
determined. He took with searcely a
wintee blows  that might have sont a
lighter follow veeling back wavds,

And he took themm freely now, His
guard was too clumsy to keep  out
Whartomn,

In the fourth rovnd, however, it looled
any odds on the skipper of the Remove.
regulay piledriver on
Bolsover's jaw, and the bully toppled over
with a crash. He was up just in time
to save himselt from being counted out,
and only the fact that the end of the
round was near preventad Wharton from
putting the finishing touchos to his dis-
comfiture,

But in the fifth round Bol saw with
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dismay that with that blow—so very
nearly a knock-out—Harry had reached
his highest for the day. He was going
downhill now—fast downkill!

There was little vim in his punches.
They only made Bolsover toss his heavy
head and peg away harder. His guard
had gone all awry. DBolsover was getting
home now,

Yet Harry still struggled gallantly on.
He would not admit to bimself, far less
to Bob, that defeat was looming up
before him.

He could stand punishment—yes, and
go on standing it, though his head swam,
and his loins ached, and his legs felt like
lead under him!

S0 he told himseli. But Harold
Skinner, after the sixth round, said
exultantly :

“You've got him set, Bolsy!"

" %1 fancy 1 have., But I can't make
the fellow out; he's gone all to pieces!
I hope there wasn’t anything in what
Smithy said,” answered Bolsover, with
one of those gleams of rough chivalry
that came to him at times,

They were wasted upon Skinner; but
the cad of the Remove had cunning
enough to say nothing as to what he
thought while his principal was in that
mood,

“Qilly ass!” he muttered. * But he'll
see it differently later on!”

And now Bolsover was driving Harry
all ever the ring, raining blows upon
him, hitting him again and again with
such foree that it seemed wonderful
Wharton could keep his feet.

“Q0h, buck up, old chap!”
Johnny Bull, _

And hardy Johnny's voice shook a bit,
for he saw defeat ahead now.

“(On the ball, Wharton!” cried Squff.

“He's done, Squiff,” said Piet
Delarey quictly. **And he knows it,
tco! But he takes it like a man, by
Jove!”

“You can't go on, Harry,” said Bob
at the end of that round. * It's no better
than a slaughter, 1 knew you weren't
it 1"

“T'm going on,” panted Wharton, 1
owe that to Bolsover. And if you say
another word about my not being fit—
Hang it all, I thought myszelf fit enough
to lick the fellow when I started, and it’s
too late for saving I'm mistaken now "

Too late! The words echoed in Bob's
brain a8 his chum went forward for the
last time—went forward to face a licking
that Bob knew well would rankle, good
sportsman though Wharton was! For
he had insisted on championing Peter
Tadd, and in going under he would feel
that he had let Toddy down. Bob
would have felt the same had the case
been his.  But Bob thought himself wise
cnough to have handed over the job to
another mn such a case,

Too late! Harry Wharton crashed
down in a heap, and lay there, No
chance of his rising! The Bounder
counted—counted ncither fast nor slowly
—amid a dead hwgh., Then, " Out!”
and Harold Bkinner gave an exultant
yell, and from a score of fellows with
heavy hearts came groans of disappoint-
ment that they could not keep back.

*“Oh, it's rotten—rotten!” said Frank
Nugent, with tears m his eyes, * Poor
old Harry! 1 wish it bhad been me
instead !

Bob said not a word, but his arm was
round Harry's shoulder like the arm of a
brother.

“Hanged if I'm not more than half
sarry ! said Bolsover awkwardly, * Have
I damaged him much, do you thiuk,

Cherreyt”
“You'ro not to blame,” =aid PBob.
* You fcught fairly, DBut there's a chap

Y'm going to make st up for this!”

roared
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Catches It Hot!
s SAY, is it all over?” inquired Billy

I Bunter, rolling up to the gym just

as the crowd was coming away,
“Of course it i1s. You're a day
after tha fair, tubby!” grinned Stott,

“ Who won, then? You chaps are look-
ing uncommenly pleased with yourselves,
I must say !"

“Bolsy did—won hands
chortled Snoop.

“ Made potato-scrapings of the galoot !”
chimed in Fishy.

down!"

“Who was the other chap, then?”
asked Bunter, puzzled.
The Owl had missed it all. Someone

else had contradicted Bob Cherry, 1t
was not in the least true, Bunter was
told, that influenza meant a starvation
diet. On the contrary, *' they simply had
to feed you up.”

So Bunter had gone rolling off to see
the matron. He had not yet procured
admission to the sanny, but he had high
hope

8.
‘harton, of course! Your dear
chum Wharton !” sneered Snoop.

“QOh, really, BSnoopcy! Tell me
another—one ecasier to believe! DBolsy
could never beat Harry Wharton [

“ Idiot! He has licked him !" retorted
Stott.

Bunter locked from one to the other
in amazement—almost in dismay.

Billy Bunter was & most curious com-
pound of knave, fool, and something
better.

But _there was so much knave in him
and so much fool that what was left over
hardly got a chance. Yet there were
times when he dimly visioned better
things, and this was one of them.

He had often wanted to =zee Harry
Wharton licked. Gratitude was not
Bunter's strong point. But somewhere
deep down in him, seldom reached, was
a t}z‘eling that in Wharton and Peter
Todd he had real friends=—iriends who
had often done a good deal, in their
different ways, to keep him from disaster.

And now, when he heard of Harry's
being licked, and by DBolsover, tears
actually came into his little piggish eves,
and there was quife an uncomfortable
feeling in the region which his  heart
should have inhabited.

“Why, if the silly ass ain’t blubbing !
sniggered Snoop.

““Nothing of the sort!"” replied Bunter,
with dignity, and passed on.

It had scarcely amounted to crying—
not much more than a dampness of the
Cyes, And the Owl was foolishly
ashamed of it—far more =0 than he had
been of things a bundredfold more dis-
creditable,

But he really bhad felt a genuine meve-
ment of pity {or someone other than him-
self, and so rare a happening s worth
recording,

He went on intoe the gym. Nearly
evervone had gone. In tact, only two
fellows were left—DBolsover and Skinnér,
Battered though he had been in the early
rounds, the burly Removite was not
desperately in need of immediate repairs,
and he had wuaited because Skinner had
something to say to him.

They did not see or hear Bunter
approach. The Owl guessed that there
was something in the way of a secret
about, and he drew nearer, still unper-
ceived, until. hidden by the vaulting-
horse, he could hear every word spoken.

“1 don't believe it!” said DBolsover
roughly. *It's one of your yarns,
Skinney 1" i

Harold Ekinner shrugged his shoulders,

“ Just as vou like, nfd chap!” he said,
“But 1 don't see how you can help
believing after the wav the fellow
crumpled up. 1 saw it this morming in

classes, I've bhed she 'flu myeelf, and

10

zoen other chaps with it coming ony and
I know !"*

“Why didn't you tell me, you rotter?”

“My hat! Wasn't it az.l good as telling
you? 1 gave you the tip to choose himy
didn't I¥ .

“Do you think I'd have gone for him
if I'd known this¥ Not likely 1" :

“Then you must be an ass!™ said
Skinner, with absolute conviction.

Bolsover snorted furiously. He locked
hke going for Skinner, :

‘Bunter hoped he would; but he did
not.

“You deserve a hiding he said
hotly. “1I can’t very well give you cne,
But 1'd advise you not to tﬂ]?nnymle-nlu&;
The Form would jolly well send you to
Coventry !"

Bunter felt almost happy. He -had
many an old grudge agamst Skinner.
Within five minutes of his leaving the
gﬁ"m Bob Cherry should know all about
this.

But Bolsover and SBkinner had to leave
before Bunter was safe, and until they,
went the Owl was on tenterhooks, 3

Onﬁ Pﬂnﬂ Y.

.was but a minute or two, but it seemed

like hours to lem, If he was caught
lurking there the hand of Percy Bolsover
would be heavy upon him.

When Bolsover had stalked out, and
Skinner, looking anything but pleased
had followed him, the Owl came out of
his hiding-place, and eolled off to find
Bob Cherry.

But there was no admittance to No. 1,
Bob and Johnny Bull and Inky and
Frank Nugent and Mark Linley were
there, but no one e could get im,
Speculation was rife. In the ordinary
way, half an hour in the bath-room would
have sufficed a fellow for repairs, cven
i;ftgr such a gruclling as Wharton had

ad.

There must be something serious the
matter when Wharton stayed in his rtudy,
and only his very closest chums were
admitteg.

They gatheredd in the passage—the
greater part of the Rémove.  The three
Colonials were there, and Mauleverer
with them. The Bounder was there, and
so were Newland and Rake and Russell
and Ogilvy and Dutton and Desmond
and Bulstrode and Hazeldene. Little
Wun Lung glided in and out among
them, as anxious as the rest, though his
vellow face wore its customary lmpassive
Oriental loak.

But the Bolsover faction held aloof.

Wingate rame out.  This caused sur-
prise, for it had not been known thab
the Greylriars skipper was inside,

“1 say, Wingate—-""

The captain held np his hand,

“One moment!”  he eaid sharply.
“Ficld, will yau go and azk Mr. Quelch
to come alonp?” : :

“Right-ho, Wingate!"” replied Squiff,
and was off at once,

“Yes, Wharton's dpretty bad,” said
Wingate to the crowd generally. *The
young ass insisted on hehting when he

must have known that he was not fit,
He had influrnza coming on, and he's a
bit light-headed now,.with that and the
emashing he pot!”

“ Bolsover's & hulking brute!”
someone indignantly.

“Rot! Boleover is not to blame, I
don’t =ee how he could possibly have
known t" _

“1f he didu't, Skinney did!" squcaked
Bunter. go

“\What had Skinner to do with 6?”
snapped Wingate.  “You're talking out
of the back <f your mneck, as usual,
Bunter!”

“(h, Skinner was DBelsover’s sceond,
on soo, Wingsute!" explained Bunter
]}ﬂmﬂ}'_

He had been struck guddenly by tho
doubt whether a public disclosure of the
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supposed iniquity of Skener was likely to
be at all to hiz advantage.

2" Whicks of course, makes it vory pro-
bable that Wharton told him secrets,

toesn't it?" e=ald the Bounder ‘sar-
castically.

‘- Wingate grinned, and disappeared into
No. 1. wt some of those present

fastened on to Dunter.

¢ T know what I know,” he s=aid
mjﬁi:u}rmusl{v, but would say no more.
p Mr, Quelech eame hurrying up, and
passed in with no” more than a glance at
the anxious erowd,

“Quelchy was badly upset,” s=aid
Squiff. ** He doesn't like fighting at any
harton,

Hnm, and h& thinks a heap of
Dur fricnd Bolsover had better mind his
p's and q's, I guces, for some time to
come !

The dioner-beil went before the

anxiety of the crowd was at all allayed.
But Johnny Bull, Inky, Mark Linley,
and Wingate came in together a few
minutes late, and then the rest got the
news,
{ Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent had
stayed with Harry, to help in taking
him over to the sanatorium. He was
badly knocked about, and a bit delirious;
but there wasn't any real danger. No
doubt a few days woull get him on his
feet again. Aprd he would have com-
pany in sanny, since Peter Todd was
already there.

v 1I'm not sure either of them is just
the company the other would choose
just now,” said the Bounder.
~ Bunter sneezed alarmingly and copi-
oualy.

" Bunter, aré you also sickening for
tifluenza @™ u.akecr Mr. Capper, who was
presiding, sharply.

' 1—=I—I really—I'm afraid I may be,
sir! But I won't go to the sanny till
I'm sure!” said Bunter heroically,

He really did think that he was in for
& bout now, thongh he showed no loss of
?pp{*tltE'. And, on the whole, he rather
‘ongratulated himself on ggntracting the
disease. If he could only get a few
words with Bob Cherry, and then go off
to sanny, where meither Skinner nor
Eﬂlli‘im-w could get at him, all would be
well. .
Bob and Frank Nugent were very late
at dinner. Bunter loafed about outside,
waiting for them, He was beginning to
wish that he had not caten quite =0
much dinner, and to wonder why his
head ached so. In point of fact, the
symptorns wera upon him at last!

Bob was not too ready to believe the
Owl's warn. But, though it was the
result of spving, the information he had
got hold of fitted the belief Bob himself
had formed—that 8kinner had known all
along Harry was not, fit, but had kept
the knowledge from Bolsover,

“There ain't time before classes,” said
Bob. “But I'll round the rotter up
afterwards!”

Before afternoon elasses were over,

Billy Bunter had alse gone to the
sanny. He really had a touch of in-
fluenza, but it was a slight touch com-
pared with the dose of the devastatin
disease that had fallen to the lot of each
of the other two.
It 15 doubtful whether Bunter enjoyed
himself in the sanatorium. It is quite
certain that Peter Todd and Harry
Wharton did not enjoy thefnselves, not
even when the period of convalescence
came,

And that was partly Bunter's fault.

Before Harry was well enough to talk
the Owl had told Peter how Wharton
had fought in defence of his honour
while unfit. Bunter meant no harm, for
once; but he did harm.

For, quite naturally, Peter was in a
hurry to thank Wharton. Peter was
ready to throw to the winds all his
schemes of ambition, and to go back to
the old friendly terms.

But he tackled Wharton too soon, and
perhaps he said too much—though that

was hardly hke level-headed DPeter
Todd. Wharton was still feeling very
unwell ; he still smarted under the dis-

grace—as it seemed to him—of defeat
at Bolsover's hands. In short, he was in
a distinetly bad temper.

He was ungracious. Peter got huffy.
Bunter put in his unnecessary spoke,
making matters worse, The upshot of it
all was that Peter and Harry, by the
time that both were really fit to talk,
were not on speaking terms. Dunter
sided first with one and then with the
other, made clumsy attempts to recon-
ciles them, and, in general, behaved like
the nuisance he was,

After classes on the day of the hght
Bob Cherry sought out Harold Skinner.
He found him in the Common-room,
with Bolsover and some more of their
crowd. Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent,
and Mark Linley wers with Bob.
“Skinner,” said Bob, “I want you!"
“Well, I'm here!” said Skinner,

Thera was a touch of defiance in his
tones, but he looked uneasy. :

“I'm going to give you the hiding of
your life " said downright Bob.,

“What on earth for?” gasped Skinner.

“You leave him alone!” growled
Bolsover.

* Better stand aside, Bolsover! T'll do
vou the justice to say that vou're not
the cad Skinner is! But if you'd been a
real white man, you would have thrashed
him yourself!”

“Me! Why should I? Skinney’s my
pal! You're talking riddles, vou fat-
head!™

“Do wou want it straight out?”

Hashed Bob.

“Yes, hang you! I'm not afraid of
anything you can say!"

“You fellows, Skinner egged on Bol-
sover to pick out Wharton from the
whole erowd of us when he saw that
f-oor old Harry wasn't fit! A cad's trick,

call it!"™

“Hear, hear!™
fellow there.

“He didn't tell me so,” said Bolsover
hesitatingly.

“1I know he didn't! That's why I'm
leaving you alone, as long as you have
sense enough not to interfere.’

Skinner managed a ghastly attempt
at a laugh.

“Did I force Wharton to fight?” he
jum[‘tad. “How could I? It's elean ab-
surd "

“Of course it is!” murmured two or
three, but not with much conviction.

“¥You couldn’t make him! But you
knew, you rotter, and you did all yon
could, out of your miserable apite
against a fellow whose boota you aren't
fit to black, to work it so that he should
o to a certain licking! And I knew,
ut I couldn't hold him back. And
Smithy suspected, if he didn't know—
that was why he asked them both if they
were fit. And now you're going to get
it hot, and if Bolsover, or anyone else,
interferes, he’'ll have cause to wish he'd
never been born!  Where's that whip,
Johnny ™

And nobody
Bolsover !

cried every decent

mterfered—not even

THE END.
(Don’t miss “THE REBEL ! ""—next
Monday's grand story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by FRANK
RICHARDS.)
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The Editor’s Chat.?
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For Next Monday :
“THE REBEL!"
By Frank Richards.

Sinco “Tho Boy from South Afriea ™
appearrd, numerous lotters hava reached
mo asxing for another story in which
Piot Delarey should play a leading part.
Noxt weeks' thrilling yorn will supply
this want. Delarey and Harry Wharton,
‘without rveal illfeeling pn the part of
eithor, arve brought into etrong opposi-
tion, and the reswlt i1s ‘hat old chums of
Wharton, seeing that the Afrikander is
on the whole in the vight, support him.
Fhwough the story runs, as a second theme,
the uprising of the Form in general
agzainst Wharton'a leadership. Not vet is
Wharton deposed; but ithe party agsainst
him is strengthened. He is placed in a
wvery difficult position, but he shows up
E’_ﬂ‘*’i;l in it, aa you will see. I fool very
iy

doubt that you will all like
“THE REBEL !”
Tue Magwer Lisrary.—No, 477,

THE FOOD REGULATIONS,

It ia possible that before these lines
appear we may be under some sort of a
card system, such as has been put into
foree 1n Holland and Sweden. In Ger-
many, as everybody knows, the card
syatem has long been in force, not only
for food, but for many other” of the
necessities of life.

Some of my readera want to know what
I think of it all. I will try to answer them
briefly and plainly,

It must be taken seriously. There is
no doubt about the shortare; and it 18
up to us all to do our best to see that
matters do not become worse. Some
people, whose thinking anparatus seems
to have gone cn strike, sav: ' Look at
the shops full of stuff! Don'c tell me
there's any ahortage!"”

No good telling them, I supposse. Dut
[ give myv readers credit for more sanse,
The supplics that GII rthe shop windews
have to be continually renewed, In
themselves they mean only o few days'—
perhaps a  few hours'—raguirements,
When the shops are empty it will be too
late to think about guording against being
starved out. Starvation will be hern!

Are the rations enoughl Well, I find

them more than onough, A bit tight on
the sugar, maybe, but with something to
spare ¢n the bread, and quite a lot over
on the meat. Mine is a amall household,
too. In bigger ones it generally happena
that some members of tha family have
small appetites, and that leaves a guite
justifiable overplus for those with a
biggrar storage capacity.

Tho rations are not minimum oneg, yon
know. Thera is no compulsion or request
to live up to them. l’;'cm may eat as
much less as you like!

A prowing boy or girl often needs moro
than a middle-aged man or woman—
cenerally needs more, I might say, DBut
bovs and girls don't alwaya need what
they want., Think that out. There is
guite a big difference between wanting a
thing and needing it. You need your
dinuer, You only want that threepenny-
worth of chocolate-cream, or the like.
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HIRTEEN 18 consmidered by the

l superstitions an unlucky number,
In giving it to Skinner, the writer

of these sketches i3 not likely to

be hurting anyone's feelings at all badly.

There have been many inguiries as to
whether Skinner will ever reform; but

the anly people who so far have expresesd

admiration or lilkang of Slknner as he is
are the few readers who seem to have
naturally vicious tastes, and who read
stories to make heroes of the villains and
eneer at the decent fellows. These say
that SBkinner 18 a far better sort than
Wharton, They are welcome to their
hero !

One does not see much chance that
Skinner will ever become decent. To sav
that Vernon-Smith, Talbot, Levison, Bul-
strode have all developed into fellows of
the right sort is not a good argument.
All four of these had far more of the stuff
of manhoed 1n them than HHarold
Skinner.

Yet 8kinner has had gleams of the light
at times. They have never lasted long;
but they have been enough to show him
not utterly vile—like Snoop, for instance.
e would not know how to say a good
word for SBnoop. But we will leave him
till later,

Skinner i1s a curicus mixture of clever-
ness, cowardice, envy, hatred, malice, and
all uncharitableness, His hatred is not
confined to those who have injured him;
he is quite capable of hating anyone for
Jegpising him. His uncharitableness ap-
plies all round. A friend—if such speci-
mens as Stott, Snoop, and their like are
worth calling friends—is as likely to come
in for it as an enemy. A master is an
enemy 48 being a master. A new boy,
unless it is to Skinner’s advantage to make
up to him, is an enemy as being a
stranger. So all get 1. And, anyway, it
18 far easier and more pleasant to Skinner
to say nasty things about anyone than
the other sort of things!

Let us set down what may be said for
luim, '

Once he sacrificed himself to save Bol-
aover—eo Greyfriars held, at least. The
sacrifice may have been exaggerated.
As | see the situation, Skinner was bound
Lo drop, in any case ; if he dropped sooner
he gave his comrade in nusfortune a
chance ; if he held on to Bolsover's legs
until Boleover had to locse his hold on
the beam, then both must have erashed
tlown together. He dropped sooner., It
needed more pluck, perhaps, than one
had been disposed to credit Skinner with.
But one has heard of far bigger sacri-
ficee. Then he showed something like
decency at the time of the sports tourna.-
mend for the Howell Cup. That was
nnde? the wmfluence of Phyllis Howell,
who had hopes of his complete reforma-
tion, But it was a mere flash in the
pan.

On the other side?

There really is not room to tell it all.
Intrigues with others to blacken the
characters of his c¢nemies, solitary
w«chemes to the same end, persistence in
sordid dissipation, evil influence exerted
npon younger and weaker bovs, cabals
against masters, lies and_cheating and
sneaking ! It is a heavy charge-sheet,

Skinner has ability. He is the pos
sesz0r of a certain morbid wit which can
make others squirm, IHe is no mean car-
toonist, His brains are at least equal to
thoee of any but a few fellows in the
Remove. The Boundér i= his master in

THE GREYFRIA
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No. 13.—HAROLD SKINNER.

‘craft, though the Bounder's wiliness is

now used on the right side, Mark Linley
i= ahead of him for real brain-power.
Perhaps so much cannot be said of any-
one else in the Form except Peter Todd.
This 1#8 in no sensge meant to imply that
such fellows as Harry Wharton, Squiff,
and several others who might be named,
have not good brains. It only means that
Harold Skinner’s are quite above the
il'i."E‘]"ﬂgE.

He used his talent as a ecaricaturist
against Wharton in that fine story *“ A
Split in the Study " ; against Darrell, the
fellow with a past, who was trying his
bhest to run straight at Greyfriars; and
moro than once against masters,

His snobberv is of the most glaring
type. It was the original cause of his
ersecution of Mark Linley, though,
ater, there was more than snobbery in
the rancorous hatred he cherished of the
Lancashire lad. He strove to make Mark
out a thief; he plotted to rob him of the
story prize ; but perhaps the thing Mark.
felt most, until 8kinner g0 nearly brought

about his expulsion, was the chipping
of his father, brought to Greyiriars
by a faked telegram which 8kinner sent.
But Wibley wiped that score out for
Mark, and Skinner was not allowed for a
long time to forget his “Uncle Joseph.”
There was his bitter grudge against
Laurence Lascelles, the mathematical
master, too. He did not score there.
He dogged Mr. Lascelles to the boxing-
booth, and was caned for higs impudence ;
he let the Head know, only to find that
it was not news to Dr. Locke. He stirred
up the other juniors—all but a few of the
more level-headed and loyal—to heckle
the voung master about not being in the
Army. ]me after all, it turned out that
there was excellent reason for that !
Some of Skinner's plots have had good
results. But that has been, almost with-
out exception, an accidental feature of
them, He showed up the Hun school-
boy, Von Limburg, which was guite a
useful piece of work. But it was not
entered upon from any very high motive,
There 1s nearly alwavs cruelty in his
schemece, The getting of an actor to
take the part of Coker's Canadian cousin
was not 8o bad as seme of them ; but his
playing tiger in a rug frem the library,
at a time when a tiger was really locse In
the neirhbourhood, was right off the
ruilé; 80 was his aliemps 6 discredit

L7

One Penny.

RS GALLERY.

Ferrers Locke ; and his exploits as a rival
to Bunter in the art 'Eifp ventriloguism
brought him a public flogging, for he
carried his tricks a great deal too far.
Akin to his feud against Mr. Lascelles
were his intrigues against M. Charpen-
tier, -the pgood-hearted little French
master, and Herr (Gans, the German
master—no Hun, though a German !

Bkinner was one of “The Four
Heroes "—Bolsover, S8noop, and Bunter
the others—who tried to bag the credit
for the plucky rescue of an unknown
Colonial from drowning—credit really
due to Vernon-Smith. And Skinner
went nearer to establishing his c¢laim than
the other three, for he had the evidence
of Btott—carefully coached beforehand—
Lo helf:» him.

I e has been expelled once—for a brutal
seeret attack upon Loder, the blame for
which he managed to fix for a time upon
Wharton, Ie got back by trickery—
small promise for a fresh start, especially
ag the Form knew of the trickery, but,
of course, could not tell He has been
near expulsion & dezen times since, and
has often deserved it when he has not
been near it.

Once he was able to pose as skipper of
the Form, and & sorry fiasco his brief
reign proved,

He 1s mean—a vice particularly hateful
to boys. Mean not only in his spite and
Jealousy, but in money matters also. Do
you remember his charging the Bounder
a spvereign for his place in the Eleven v.
Rookwood—a place he did not really care
nbout in the least? Tt was called a loan;
but, of course, he never repaid.

No one knows Bkinner better than does
Herbert Vernon-8Smith. They have gone
on sharing a study, though all friendship
between them has long ceased. In the
davs when they were friends Skinner
could never understand how it was that
the Bounder would go on with his
schemes up to a point, then stop dead.
Bolsover has puzzled Skinner in the same
way. But the explanation is simple—at
their worst those two had always some
manhood in them !

THE PREVIOUS ARTICLES
IN THIS SERIES

Appeared thus :

No. Neo.
1.—Harry Wharton = = |n 4861
2.—Bob Cherry - = = ,, 463
3.—8eorge Wingate -« « , 468
4.—Percy Bolsover - < ,, 487
5.—Mark Linley - - - 5 @68
6.—Johnny Bull = = - o 470
7.—Peter Todd = - - ,, 47
8.—Rilly Bunter - = = 472
9.—Frank Mugont- - - 4 473

10.—H. Vernon-Smith = - ,, 474

M1.—8. Q. L. Field = =« = ,, 475

12.-—The Earl Mauleverer = ,, 478

MOST OF THESE NUMBERS CAN
STILL BE HAD FROM THIS
OFFICE—1id. EACH, POST
FREE—EXCEPT No. 461,
WHICH 18 3d.

Tie Maigyer Lisnary.—No. 477,
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Author of ¥ Officer and Trooper,”
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The Escape.

Ted stretched out his hand eagerly and took the paper.
He saw a map roughly drawn, with the marginal notes in
cipher. In the centre of the map was a lake. Cape Town
was at- the corner near his thumb, and here and there the
map was shaded to represenet mountains,

“He's making for that lake; but there's precious little to
ghow where it really lies,” he said.

““So far, all we can see is that it's north-cast of Cape Town,”
Bol: rrytimf, “ But whether it's five hundred or a thonsand
miles distant it's impossible to say, for he hasn't drawn lines
for the longitude and latitude. When we have time we may

IN A LAND OF PERIL!

By BEVERLEY KENT,

““Cornstallk Bob,"” A Son ol the Sza,” ete., ete.

A T, .
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“Run and fotch it, Ted. If we load the rifles we are safe
enongh, Faik wouldn't think of taling a gun, and a few shots
from us would acare him, 1 guesa."”

Ted found the ammunition, and thevy loaded up. Then
they gathered the boxes together, divided the burden, and
trudged sway, Striking off at right-angles to the river, they
went for three miles or so, and then, keeping in line with it,
they acttled for the night in a clump of mimosa-bushes.

They were now ahead of the caravan. From this spot they
hoped to be able to see Fatk as heresumed his journey in the
morning. After a hearty meal they lay down to sleep,

thoroughly tired out,

“Banifa !’ thundered Kaasohiki

(See Chapter 20.)

be able to find a clue in those note: in civhier.  DBut just
DOW—-—-"

“Just now we had better hurry up and get hold of that
grub aund those riflea and ammumtion,” Ted put in. * And
the sooner we put a few miles between ws and that rotten

bully the better, I'm thinking. He'll put the Kaflirs on us,
and they'ro nailers at following a spoor.” )
They jumped up and crept from the donga. The moon-

Jight was at once an advantage and a danger; by it they
could see the boxes,” but by it Faik could see them if he
returned. When they found the first box Bob did not atop
to pick it up, but kept running on. Before lone he had
come to the rifles.

“"There's some ammunition fifty varda ahead,” he

gatd.

Agents for Australesia: Gorden & Gotch, Melbourne Spdney. Adelacts,
Caps Town sl Johannasih

.

They awoke at dawn, and started a careful wateh. A coupla
of hours pazsed, and they were surprised not to sce the
caravan wending ita way by the river-bank. Bob went out
to reconnoitre, and returned with the information that the
bullocks wore still our-spanned.

“It looks as if Faik is cornered,” Ted remarked. “We
were pretty useful to him, and ve! the brute couldn't treat
us decently ! Now, perhaps, he won't be able to get on. Ur
is ho tied up, do vou think, for the want of that map?”

“Ha's got tho lav of the map in hi# head by this time,
[ should say: but, atill, he might want the thing.itself,” Bob
auawered, Tnokine VOry Urave.

“And why should he?" Ted inguired.

(Continucd on page 19.)
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““FHe's not the only one who knows about the lake now,”
Bob explained., ““It's hardly likely to euit him that we should
know. And in that case H

They had been talking earnestly. Now he had looked
arownd, and as he did =0 he clutched Ted's arm.

“I'm right!” he gasped. *“He's after us! Look there!”

Ted looked in the direction to which Bob pointed, and saw
three Kaffirs approaching slowly, stopping at times, always
razing down at the ground. he two chums were being
tracked down,

“Grrasp vour rifle and get ready ! Make sure it's loaded ™
Bob continued., * Of course, we won't ghoot them. But a
sehc_}tl or two over their heads ought to scare them pretty
I

The Kafhire came on. It was wonderful to sce how exactly
Yhey kept on the trail. And now, a hundred yards behind
them, Faik appeared on his raw-boned horse, moving at a
wiallk. The lads grinned as they saw him. lle had no gun.

“Wan't e be fair wild when he finds that you bagged the
rifles ! Ted chuckled, * Faix, it will be as good as a play to
see his ugly old face! Now, shall we loose off 7 Those black
chaps are precious close.”

Bob stood up.

“ Hallo!” he shouted.

The Kaffirs stopped. They grinned and clapped their hands,
and looked back at Faik. To them this was lill-ﬂt a hi:ﬁ of fun,
and possibly their sympathies were with the lads all the time,
though they did not dare to discbey the bully.

A3 bo recognised the fugitives, the latter shook up his
horse, and came for them at a canter, brandishing his whip.
He thought he had an easy task before him.

“8o I've caught you, have 17" he bellowed. “ You've had
enough of starving, I fancy! Go for them, boys, and round
them up!”’

“ Halt!” Bob commanded.

The Kaffire ran on.

“Halt!" he shouted.

But they only came on the faster.

Crack, erack!

He raised the rifle to his shoulder
offect was at once startling and ludicroua.
the Kathre turned and sprinted back.

Faik pulled up, staring, as if he could not bring him-elf to
helieve what he had heard. His month was wide open.
Suddenly, with a vell, he lashed the horse, and made straight
for them.

Bob fired again. Ted jumped to his feet, and blazed away,
Faik reined up again,

“You young scoundrels!™ he thundered. * 2o vou've stolen
my rifles? You think that with them you can keep me at
bay "

“What are wvou talking about? Aren't we keeping you
at bay?”’ Ted faughed. “We're scoundrels, are we? You're
wrong thers, though it’s you that onght to know a secoundrel
when wou see him, you ugly old varmint! If it's a bullet
in vour hide you want, just come on!”

Faik's mouth twisted in his furyv. His fishy eves protraded
further than ever.

“You can’t cscape!” he snarled.
certain, and when yvon are dead-heat-——

*Starve ! Ted chuckled. " No fear! Here. Lave a bite
vourself!”  And, picking up an empty bully-beef tin, he
flung it ai the bully.

It hit the horse on the haunches. and the animal besan
to buck. For some geconds Faik had his work eut ont to keep
Liig saddle. Hie face was purple. Shaking his fist—for he was
past speech—he swung round and galloped away, belabouring
the horse cruelly,

Ted shook with laughter, but Bob's face was scrions,  As
in appearanee, &0 also in temperament, they were different,
Bob, dark haired, tall, and with a very powerful frame for
one so young, was of a thoughtful disposition. Ted. about
the same height, fair in complexion and hair, and slight of
ficure and lithe as a panther, was light-hearted and frolice-
some almost alwaye. ut in some things they were alike,
lioth were courageous, true-hearted, and generoue,

Ted turned, wiping the teare of laughter from hiz eves
e was surprised to see the steady, thoughtful light in his
s hhum’s face at such a moment,

“Why, what's up now " he asked. *1 had forgotten every-
thing inemy delight at secing that old villain bowled out.”

“TTe won't be bowled out for long,” Bob replied. = We're
up against a big problem, and we'll have to come to a

and fired wtwice. The
Shricking in terror,

“You'll starve, for
¥
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decision. We have this day before us in safety, and that's
about all we can count on.”

Ted whistled.

“You're not thinking of chucking the search for the
treasure 7 he asked anvionsly,

“No fear!” Bob replied. “We would have a hard job ta
cet buck to Cape Town, and we may as well ehance our luck
and go on. But we're not done with Faik if we keep by the
river, Some night he will catch us unawares.”

“And if we don’t hang on to him, how are we ever to find
the lake?” Ted ‘inguired. “We haven't even a compass to
eutde us, and that map is not of much use.”

Bob pointed to the mountain in the distande.

“It's pretty certain that the river winds in a gorge through
those mountains,” he said. “ Let us make straight for them,
and get ahead of Faik by three or four days' trek, We shall
then be able to wateh for his coming, and by that time he
will think that we have given him the slip completely.

“Good idea!” Ted agreed. *“He will have chuacked
up the job of looking for us; and if we let him pass, and take
up the spoor of the outfit, we can follow him to the laka.
You've a good headpiece, Bob. . I hereby appoint you com-
mander of this expedition !”

He laughed again, and set to work with vigour to get the
boxes containing the food together, Before long thev were
on the march; nor did they pause for a couple of hours,
Then, after a short rest, they went on, despite the terrific
heat as the day advanced. That night they camped some
miles from the river, and early next morning they were on
the trek again.

But not at all times were they in the best of spirits,

There were moments when a great gloom séttled over
them, and they trudged on in silence, %’he mountainsg still
loomed up as distant as at the start. Their supply of food
was running short. They were dog-tired with forced march.
mg and their heavy burdens.

.ach in his heart often wondered if they had not embarked
on a mad adventure that could only end in disaster. But
these thoughts they never exchanged. Ted tried to keep up
his chum’s spirits by jokes and fun; Bab spoke hopefully,
even when he had httle hope, and his voung face took on a
more and more résolute look,

And, of course, these moods of depression did not last long ;
there were other times, especially when they were resting in
the evening, when their natural pluck and cheeriness got the
upper hand, and the future seemed rosy. And once, when at
# bend they sighted the river again, and made certain that
it came from the direction of the mountains, their anxiety
left them. For if they could hang on to Faik's trail they
were bound to find the lake,

B0 for days they tramped, and at long last they came to
the foot of the mountains, which stretched up lofty and with
ragged peaks in stately and solemn grandeur. There thev
camped, and next morning they began the aseent. It proved
even more difficult than they had expected. They were only
half-way up by the end of the day. )

The elimate here was very different from that of the Jains.
A chill brecze blew all through the night, and thev were
glad to gather brushwood and make a fire, Next MOrning
they started at the break of dawn and toiled incessantly,
cager to reach the top and see what lay ahead.

They scarcely stopped to take a meal., Up and up they
went, and about an hour before sunset thev were on the
rrest,  Their hearts thrilled with delight. The panorama
was gorgeous, and they could see the river, like a small strip
of silver, winding its way on beyond the mountains. It lay
about five miles to their left, and in that clear light they
would be easily able to detect the caravan.

“lsn't it scrumptious 7" Ted asked, dancing a fow steps of
an Irish jig in his glee, “We've only to hang on here till
we spot old Faik again, then we'll ereep alone after him
like hungry lions. Fling up vour cap. Rob, and let us hava
a good, rousing cheer ! 1 must let off steam somehow, and
there's no one in this vast wilderness to hear us.”

A mocking langh was the answer., Turning in amazement,
Ted stepped back with a gasp, and nearly tripped over a
stone,

For only ten pares away a giant savage stood, leaning on
g huge axe, hiz aves glinting ferociously,

e ———

In a T.ght Place,

Nevor i their wildest dreams had the two lads seen such
a being ztrange and terrifving in appearance,  Over his
powerful shoulders hung a cloalk. Round s neck was a
string of fibre. to which were attached a couple of score or
so of human reeth, s legs, bare to the ankle, were bound
by fringes of bair. and on his head were ostrich-feathers.
He stood ai least six feet two inches in height, and the long
handle of his hattle-axe eame almost to his shoulder.

“Oreat Beott 1 Ted casped,

The savage stond blinking, Suaddenly he veised the axe,
and begun a zovies of astounding battle-play., The axe swung

(Cantinued on page 20.)
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round his head with a hiss, [t flashed before and afound him

in duzzling strokes. - He eut up and dowp, to vight and lefe.

wued az he swung it he advanced, ouly to step back again,
Finally he flung it up ten feer, bent, as if to allow it to fall
m his head. jumped to.wone side in the nick of time, caught
the shafl umf leart on it again,

“ [ am Kauasohiki. and I thirst for a it 1" he said,

“That's- all right. old sport! Come along with u- and
we'll find you ove in two shakes!” Ted replied, secking to
pracify hin, _

1. am of the tribe of the Wandalyi, wio fear neither
thunder nor the rage of men ! the savace covtinned, = With
this I gmite all who cross my path ! Boee the notehes on ths
ave? One hundred and twenty-fonr ! Before long there will
be two more. Hmuﬁht N s e e, [ win as the wind in
Acctness. und ws the lion at bay. Tt i4 death to face me. and
death to Aee ! Which choosest thou? I have spoken
- Ted waus lingiring hizs rifletrigeer. Boby, owith his lips
compregsed, stood motionleas, .

“You haven't given us mueh choiee, bl Lacd, that I ean
soce 7 Led replied, seeking to gain timne. 1leavken thou
unito me.”  And Bob, hearing this anexpected language from
his chum. torned s hewd involuncarily vy sfare o him. ~ 1L
too, have much to suy.,” Ted coutinued, @ ¥or ol T am the
wonder-worker who makes the thander ! From afar ot 1 stay
thie-bird 1n its flight. and the hippopotamns vvases to wallow
at my¥ bidding. 1f thou bringest death, 1o thon facest death
also, for I am that great king who i3 ®eeare=i of all, 1 10,
have spoken ! DBob, how’s thai for a yarn?”

“You've given him something to puzele our, wnd, un-
fortunately, he doesn’t look aa if be gquite believes von™ Bob
replicd.  *And, whatever you theeaton, be aere and doygt
loose off that rifle unless he comes for us!  Peobably e has
i erowd of his own kidonev around here, and thi shot wouaid
bring them on us like a swartn of mosquitbzs,  Just keep o
stendy eve on o™

“You neerdn't advise that: L' fair tnesmeriaed by the
looks of him,” Ted said. ** Is it gome to sleen he 1 now ™"

Kaasohiki had listened to the lad intently. Now be howed
his head over his axe-handle.  The asteich-Fesitors fhuttervad
in the breezv. For half a minuwe hie otd 2o aric. Then
veri slowly boe raised his head, awd, nivcizg o0 hand mn bis
middle, Le opened his miouth,

“Oolaga! Oola-ga'! Oco-la.ga'”

b alposgsTent

.- Then he leaned over his axe agam.  The cryocareied Jor
aad ‘wide. The lads could ouly stare _ :
“It sounds asz if he's 1 pain,” Ted sand. " Peibaps his

grub hasn't agreed with him. Al the big ralc s kiocked
‘out of him, anvhow. Hallo! HHe's gome to atarr agwn”

The savawe had raised his head, A sl wcas pn hiag
face. '

A am the Lightning that Hashes far oand wide ind oy
voice is as the whispering of the night breese” e said,
“All things do my bidding, for, lo! mv axe - Jdahnagay !
Stay hither, or flit away ! Naught care 1, for vell 1 Know
I am thy master !
<A 0f all the bumptious, bLragging foilows T ever came
across——  Ted began. " But T wish Le would ehinck these
riddles! What's his game, anvhow, Bob?  He spoke about
two more notches on that bLewstlv weapon, ard that Jdon't
sound cheerful. Shall we bid him the tine of day and move
off, or shall we——""

He stopped. - He looked around.

“We're trapped!” he said. “Now T kuow what that
rotten cry * Qolaga’ means !

All around them ostrich-Teathers seemed o be gliging
amidst the bushes. Sometimes a face not unlike Waasohiki’s

raised itself a few inches above the fohage.  Closer and
cloger drew the cirele. Kauasohiki himself paid no heed. Tle

leaned over his axe as if in deep thonzht, but of a sudden
he raised his head and ottered a command,

“Banfa!” he thundered.

At once the other savages jumped to their [oef,

Kaasohiki raised hizs arm.

“ As the vultures ve Linre poie.
arc __*'.ﬁilr]r'r‘. h-ll il _xr‘t,“ boiv ~amil,
dared me. With i will T dea!
face shall Oehr one of von, hooss ve amone vanpsely s
Thus «hall we make weers, ot vt 1 the moreow. Tare the
work for which we hove veelkbhed so far has vor v e dlone,
My cardes hove bheonele the pews, <o gied po Tor the <irife,
that the I"-'I*"-r.x faceal oo with thos awls eves o donn Lo
death., and s belloek's ol ali tisat he hath are nobne ! ]
have spoked D™ ;

e sighed, as i0 full of soreone, amd Dent ovpr his oaxe
again.  Dob amd Tod bwked o v anatlier N 5
understood, and Dub soced hiz choulilers, anel winspe |
to his ehum, '

And, bohald D the prekines
e of the thunder luh
Later ot The other whito.
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SWelre inoa tight coener,” he said guietly, in true British
fashion, * but there may be a way oub of this. Il's a good
job vou did pot loose off that rifle, for perhaps ihese fellows
don't kuow what it is. There's just that chance, and, anyhow,
we have till the morning. They're waiting fof Faik. Don't
artempt a fight just now. We wouldn't have a dog’s chance.™

“Hearken to me!” Kassohiki continned, turning to lhis
followers. * If these whitefaces muke hight, deal with them
like the lins ve are! But if they will go in peace, lel them
follow wie?™ s

He turned and strode vapidly off down the mountain-side.
With axes ruisad, his followers closed in on the lads. Tob
hited Lis hamd _

“We know the greatuess of the Kandalyi tribe and of him
who bhas spoken,” he sald. “We go with ye whither ve
will!  Show us the way, and together we will follow the
great chiief of the axe!” _

He strode forward. careving his mde as if it was a walking.
stick, and Ted, tuking his cue. stepped to his. side. , The
savages rvattled their spears: some picked up the boxes of
ammunition and food, and in a erowd they went down the
mountain after Kaascohiki, who did not once condescend to
look back.

Tuking a line that Lkept the river always in view, they
marched for four miles or 0. Then they turned 4nto a
zarebu close to the water's edge. Here vough kraals had
been built, and before one of these Kaasoluki was alreadsy
seatet.s The other sivages passrd before him in single file;
and Ly a nod he indicated that the two lads were to face
hi.

“ Weep them in sufety 7 e commanded. ' T speak to them
o nure to-dav ! Saomon the medicine men, - for we mnost
arrange abont the work to vighes™

Bob and Ted were led away by a guard to one of the
kemals. The Tader of the guard pointed to the opening, and
drew liis hand across his throar a: a hint what their fate
would be if thev lesituted.  They crawled into the kraal,
whicly was rather like a huee beeluve, and’two of the teibe

_were posted outside, with axes, as seotinels.

“Well, herp's something we didn't reckon on.” Ted said.
* Nice thing tu bear ourselves spoken of as pickings! Fgh!l
But vou were vight, Bob, abont the vifles; they don't know
their value, and. fortvnately, we have a good few cartridges
in our pockets, What's going to happen next, do yvou think **

“I1°s plain enough,” Bob answered.  *“Ther'll go for Faik
first, Scoundrel though he is, wver he's a white man, and
I deead to think of the doom before lim.  And we can’t
warn him. It seems to me that our own chances are rather
poor.” .

1 can't make our that Tellow Kaasohiki,” Ted remarked,
“[ don't believe he has the pluck he pretends. = He's a
luffer, 1 rveckon, and would tarn pretiy erveen if he fowmd

Chimmself on the weak side. - He boasts too much to be a true

man. and it's wy opinion that if firearias are new to lim
he'd rin a mile ar the pulling of the trigge:.”
" % There mav be sorue hope in that.” Bob azveed,

He was thinking havd,

“ Anvhow, as he hasn't zot hold of my rifle, we've a clanes
vet.” Ted satd. “He's zoing o deal with me himself
to-morrow, he said. Then it T go down in the serap it won'™
bhe by his axe. Some other chop will have to manage that.
for T'1l put a bullet into M. Kaa-ohiki before he knows what
I'm about !™

Bob was vazing one of rhe kraal.
arisenr, VFour old savages, with lung, grey beards, were
grouped  before  Kaasohiki,  They were mumbling  and
chanting, aml the rest of 1he tribe, lying e, beat their
heads against the ground.

“Those would, be the medicine-men,”
“They are propheaving about Faik, | fanev. No doulst they
will be asked to decide oor fate al-o. o If the indaba is alront
s, angd we soe our lives are to be tuken, we micht be able
to do something that would steike torvor into them all, 1
don’t want to kili apvone, but we have the right to defend
onr lives.  And if we sond aome bullets into those medicine-
mien, who are o=k hikely thought invalnerable - —"

“Weo'll have too s 3¢ 0iF we cau't ceeape any other way,”
Tod agrend,

“Yes: D' afraud But, stidl,
another chavee may turn ane Al
Thut small chawy =07t o bit ke the et

# And he's vroming hore,”

“Yeso e 15,7 Dob agrecd,

A ladd, very daek o the face, cod withour ane ostrich-
fenthers or other ornaments, was advancinge fowards the
Rraal. In bis hands weve a bowl of water and some mealies,
e eringed before the two savagss guarding the door,

= Blave, what doest thon want 7 ane of them demanded.

I the boddine of the Great [Hawk, 1 bring food to the
caplives,” the bearer replicd,

A drear hubbuly ad

Tials  remarked.

there 1= the none that
Bur laok vomler!

=ih,

N et wegk's dgane will pontain unother splendid fastalm eni
af 1his ceciting story.)
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