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COLONIAL CHUMS!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars S5School.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

0ld Friends Fall Out!
out  of  this,

i ERE, clear
H mhainner 17 -
Johnny Bull came into No. 14

Study, on the Remove passage
at Greyfeiars, which he shared with
Squiffi—otherwise Bampson Quiney Iffley
Iield, the junior from New South Wales
—and Fisher Tarleton Fish, the Yankee
schoolboy, to lind Harold Skinner decp in
conference with Fishy.

At the best of times, and when in Ins
most amiable mood, Johnny Bull did not
like Skinner:; and when he did not like
snyone, the candid Bull generally let that
person understand it.

Just at this moment Johuny's temper
was badly rufiled. Things were nod
going well in the Bemove., A dead set
was being made against Harry Wharton,
the skipper of the I'orm; and though
Harry’'s friends could not pretend  that
they held him absolutely blameless, they
were sticking to him loyalily.

The sight of Bkinner was (o Johnny
Bull as the sight of a red rag is =aid to
he to the animal whose name he bore,
for Skinner was one of the plotters
against Wharto:n.

“*Why shonld T clear ont!™ denunided
Skinner.  **1 soppose 've o right 1o
come in and sce Mishy?™

But Fishy gave him no backing.

“1 caleulate T never asked yvou fo hult
in, Skinney,” he said.,

The astute Fish had seen the storm-
cloud on Johuny Bull's brow, ‘

“T don't care whether vou did  or
nob ! growled Johnny, T ain’t keen
on rats in my study !

Fromn the door Skinner deow o Parthian
bow.

“ Better get Field o change ont, thon'!
He's ratted !

Hquill came in a few minotes later.

Johnny diul not even look up from the
book before him.

“T1 say, Bull

“P'm not dead swee that T eare aboud
having you say anything o me, Field !
growled Johnny,

ey

Sqluiff stared.  Ie and Joulmng had
not been quite on the old friendly terms
during the last day or iwo.  But nothing
hike this had been said by either before,

and Squift at least lued no wish e
quarrel. ;
“What's the ailer. old son®” he
asked.
Johnny mervely snorted.
“Aven’t you going fo answers” :
The snork was  repeated, Fi<h

giggled, and Bguiff turned upon Taine o
pair of keen cyes that were steel-harve af
that moment. The hardness was  for
Fish, not for Jolinny. as Fi-lh very well
nnderstood.

1f he had been a decent fellow Tie would
have gone out then,  Left to themselves,
thoze two, good chums for 2o lone. wonlhd
have had a far hetier chance of conmng
to a [riendly nuderstanding. But it
never even accurred to Fizh to go oo,

“1 think it's up to von o ans=wer nie.
Buall,”" satd Soqualf.

Johnny looked up, _

“A chap who was in hiere a few minates
spo said von'd ratted,” heo eand. 1
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couldn’t punch hiz head, beeause it was
tette—as b as L ean seo,”

Souitl did not ask who the Dellow wus.
He saw that it was scaveely that which
tattored.  What had got Johnuy Bulls
wool off was the impossihility of denying
the acen=aton,

“Nob quite all.” <aid Squid, keeping
his temper wonderfully well i control,
“Uhaps who have beoen chummy as long
as yvou atd T have don’t let another follow
nack up eversthing by one sneer, T sup-
poselt”’

“Deponds nprenr whether
growled Johnny Bull,

“What vou mean is that 'm not
friendly with Wharton just now as 1 nsed
to e, st it

“You win't friendly with him at ail.
You've gone aver 1o the enemy.  Is that
the square thing, Squift ¥

“1t was: o matter of choozing boelween
Lwa friomds, and T thought the other el
was i ihe gl I

“And 1 odont care a hange whether
Wharton was i the right or not!™
retorted Johnny stormily,  * He's always
Leen mey chont, acud Ui sticking to him !

“There j=0't o lot more to be said after
that, Bull,  But don’t let v have a row,
IUs not worth it. I the =illy bizney that
started 1t Wharton was absolutely wrong
—as far wrong az a fellow who meant well
conlld po!”

“T o't zay he wasn't, 1 iold i Lie
wias, conte o rthat ! :

“Well, then. o the other affair—that

¥

its true!l

ils

cutting out  of «dorm when Whirton
wanted 1o =top him—Delarey was
wirong—— "

“And vou awml Prowney amd  Maely
with b, tan ! ~napped Jobnny,

W <tuek by g chuam,”

“Well, that'~ what 'm s__flzli]]E try oley,
~o 1t ain’ T mneh good us arguing. s iy

“Youre throwing me over beeanse 1
cdon’t sce eve 1o eve with you abowot
Wharton—i= vhat it, Bull:™

“T'm =ticking by Havev, nrnight or
wirang, ™

“Then vou can’t Blaome me if T <1k by
Picr. vight or wrame!”

“*Whartow' = an older chum
than he 3=.7

“T don’t see
=il Sl

Yo signed thar beastly petition thing
a=lking Havev to pesipen !

Now the peal canse of Jolmny Bull'™=
rradae agamst Sl was out,

And if Fizhe haed nor boon peesent the
twor gl have =ottlod the shepte an e
=jal,

For =qmti wa-u'r  exaetly prowd ol
having  <ipmwsd dhat petibon, and
Fisliv's ab=enes e would have admitted
that he had dore =0 o moment of heat,
withour thinking cueugh about it,

Bt to have ~aid as mach before 9=k
meant having the whole Form told of ar,
s thar moant friction with Delavey aoud
Tom Browiw, who wonld constder Sepll
Lad gone back on ihem,

Aoveover, Squiff dul not Teel at all 2uee
that it nmueht not be better Tor the Form
if Poter Todd ook over the rems of
captainey for a time. Wharton seemed
in o unes=ually nevve amd Jumpy stare—
a =talte o which Lo was st any mament

ol vonrs

rheet that matter- mueh, ™

more likely to Ja the wrong thing than
the vight one.

“Yos, Iosigned n ocsaud Squall, 2o
diddk =everal chaps whe wizh Wharton
well, ™

Ay hat ! It's a goesr way of showing
that vou wi=h a fellow well 1

Sopnftl turned 1o Fish,

“Ulene out 17 he sated sharply.

“Uhristopher Colvmbus ! 1 don't see
why I shoulil vamoose the rauch on your
sav-+0 7 peplicd Fish, " You don't wang
me 1o go, do vou, Bell:™

“I doi't care a hang whether you wu
or stay ! erowled Jolinny,

* There vou are, Field

"1 von coumt that a
vou e weleome to oo, Fish, ™
with vather a wey =unle,

Hiz faece was sevious sgain when Le
turned to Johnny, Al the =unny good-
hivmone had faded Trom ity vot i was pot
ainrrey, either,

" You wonld rather T oleaved out, T sup-
pose, Ball ¥ he asked slowly,

“I's no oadids too me,” peplicd -nft-
necked Johony,

“Then Il go,™ <and Sauill,

He took up the books he wonld needd
for prep, and made s way 10 No, 12
=ty

Lovd Manloverers, =ie Jineny Vivian,
the -choolboy baronet from the <luns,
atil et Delavey, the Afrikander junior
whot the Remove called the Bebel, woers
just setthng down to work.,  The only
ot of the theee who Jud nor appear
rather to resent the wlea of domg anw
work was Delires,  Manly Jooloed bored
at the prospect. and =iv Jinmny none too
cherry,

“Non chap= mreed o T rure in hore por
a b asked =il

Delarey saw with Tl o elance thas
~onething had wonee wrane: boar T <and
not b cxeept -

"Right-ho, old son, tor moe "

Rarne Cere U st S Finnney,
doswn, olid foller

Oy, Degad, =quitf, con Bnow von e
“'h"""-'."'"“ witleome ! <and _"||-|.'JII|_".' ]il]li;HjiH_"-'.
SOl dow’y make o dickens of o row, old
fellow s oy perves  ain vt
know

T o' feeel Bl Te Il::\ill;: Fotonsly,
replied Souil, waitle anorber wey smitle,

Then he =ortled down 1o wark, and for
Fally an hove o =omand was heard  in
Mo 12 bt the seratehing of pens, e
ri=thng of leaves = books were purmed
over. the <hufinge of Sie Jimmy’s Teaet,
andd an oewecasiomal <ntfl o) prean

Afanly,

cotpliment,
~ined =t

gt

&0 1
svarbni-lid,

beeagil

THE SECONKD CHAPTER.
Ko Stopping Him !
REDP over, =ie Joanmy vaeds=lied.
P Floe Dikoedd Mauly arsd idelarey very

el imdesad, Doe b swas not oot

al L= ease 0 theis compeny v er,

Thenr terenddly efforts do0 pmpreove los
manners ruther wariicd him,

Tonr Brown, the New Zoalawd jouior,
canto i, Manly strolled out.

Sguiff, et Delarex, aned Tom Brown

bl grpovwnr 1o e prroat ejpones of late,  Ie

wai= only natural, for all three were
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common apart from that important fact,
Tom Brown and Boquiff, it i3 true,
fattercd themselves that they ware not so
mulishly obstinate as their SBouth African
chum. But neither was precisely an easy
fellow to tullkk over when once he had
made up his mind.

In this matter of the trouble between
Delarey and Harry Wharton they had
made up their minds very firmly.

They could sce where Delarey was
wrong ; but they were standing by him all
the same, for they believed that he was
not so far wrong as others might hold.

“(Going to argue again, you chaps?”
asked Delarey.

“We don't argue. We simply tell
vou things for your own good,” said
Equiﬁ’.

“Same thing !
about fed-up!”

“1 believe the silly chump m _
ting out again to-night, Squifl,” said
Tom Drown,. .

“Vou're right, Browney. The silly
churnp, if that’s me, does!” .

“Bec, here, Piet, we aren't going to
stand this!”

“You ean't come Wharton over me,
Souiff.”

“don't be an idiot! We don't want
to. We only want to stop you from
coming a complete mncker and getting
hoofed out.™

“ Tt was the narrowest of squeaks last
time, you know, old chap,” said Tom
Brown, . If Wingate had turned up
forty seconds sooner we should all bave
been nabbed.”

“You chips were asses! What on
earth did you come for at all?  And
carting old Mauly along

“We couldn’t hielp that, anyhow, for
the silly bounder would come "

“ All the more reason why you should
have stayed away, Browney ! As it was,
we nearly got bowled over just because
Mauly is so precions slow, It was jolly
queer about that bizney, too.  What
were both Skinner and Wharton doing
with Wingate? They weren't on the
same lay, I'm sure.”

“Not likely ! Wharton
seen doad with Skinner, and Skinney
hates Wharton like fury,” said Squiff,
“ I size it up that the cad was playing one
af his rotten sneaking games, and Whar-
ton stopped him at it. If that's so, we've
Wharton to thank that we dido't get
cought.”

“ 1 thought something like that myself,”
admitted Delarcy, * There's no getting
away from it—Wharton is jolly decent,
cvery way. You may object to his inter-
fering with your affairs y

“Thought it was you did that,” said
Tom Drown,

“That's what T mean, duffer !

“Don't put it on our backs,
that's all. Proceed!™

“But if he meddles, he always does
the straight thing. If he'd gone to Win-
gate and reported me, I shouldn’t have
felt really sore with lum. I should have
known that he did it becaunse he thought
it was his duty.”

“Yes, that's Wharton,” said Sguif.
“But he wouldn't think it his duty to
pive a chap away. He didn't answer
when old Wingate asled him what the
row was about.”

“Todd's all right. teo,” =aid Delarey
slowly—" one of the best, But it’s rough
on Wharten !

“Then stay at home to-night instewd
of ‘cutting out.” =aid Tom DBrown.

The Afrikander staved,

“Don't see how that would do Whar-
ton any good,"” he said,

“It would, though! He's lest face
over not being able to stop vou—and us,
of course. I'm not pretending that we
haven't helped to malke things hard for
him."

Don't, old chap! I'm

means cub-|

wonldn't be ]

thl‘;rn, ]
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“If you cub out again he will either
try to stop you, or he won't. I he does
try, he can only succeed by bringing a
prefeet or @ master on the scene through
the row that follows. That won't do ham
any good with the fellows.”

“ 1 suppose not, Browney."”

“Ohr he won't be able to stop you, and
that will let him down."”

“ Best thing he can do iz to take no
notice."

“But that letz him down, too. The
chaps will say he was afraid.”

Delarey looked perplexed.

“ Blessed if I can zee my way at all
lia said. :

“It's casy enourh. Don't go.”

“(h, vou are a chuckle-headed idiot,
Squiff ! Do you suppose that I should
o if I wasn't obliged to?”

“Hanged if I can see whal forces you
to "

“I don't suppose you can.™

“ Look here, old chap, make a clean
breast of it'!” urged Tom Drown, * You
can't have got into really black trouble.
You're not the sort. And if 16 was pretty
bad—well, hang it all, you can trust us

FFl

to stand by wyou, I should think!

“T'm not in any trouble at all mysell,”
rephied Delarey—*"at least, not on my
own account. There's a secret, Tt 1sn't
mine. Tf it were, I should tell vou two,
and good old ass Mauly as well, T be-
| lieve in trusting your pals. Yes, and in

‘blessed if T had !

One Penny. 3

letting them help you just so far as gou
would be willing to help them."”

“That's all the way,"” put in Squit
quictly.  “What risk  is there you
wouldn't take for us, Piet, or for
Mauly "

“ Not. much, I reckon.”

“Yet you want to keep us out of
this ™

““ Because i1t isn"t——"

It may not be your trouble,
vour risk, all the same."”

“That's true, Squilf,” said the South
African junior very thoughtfully indeed.
“1 hadn’t looked at it that” way before,
And now i

“Now vou see the abeolute necessity
either of youy nol going at all or of our

It's

Catching Loder!
(Sece Chapter 5.)

coming along to take care of you,” said
Tom DBrown.

“Oh, my hat! You seem to have got
me into a  giddy corner. But ?’m
hanged if T believe either of you would
agree with what I'm doing il yon knew
it!  And T ean’t tell you, and it isn't
decent that yvou should run the risk while
vou're kept in the dark all the time."

“You can’t tell us what it i3 becauso
it's another fellow's seeret—I see,” said
Sautft, U OF course vou can't tell ws.
We don't want yon to give away other
chaps’ secrcts. Butb can't you let us know
why yvou're doing it3"

“Vos, that’s the question ! ehimoed in
Tom Drown.

Delorey did not renly in o huery.

Tur Macwer Ligrary.—No. 479,
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When he did answer his voice was lower
than usnal, and he spoke very earnestly.

“1'm doing it because I can't go back
on an old friend,” he said.

“1 reckon that’s good enough for us,
Browney.” :

“1 should say so, Squiff.”

“Then we go afﬂng with this wild ass
to-night, if he goes? e can drop us
where he likes, to wail for him. Dut he
doesn’t go off the giddy premises without
us 1!! o

“That’s the game, Squiff !”

“1 wish you wouldn't!” said Delarey.
“Pyve ot to go, DBut you can’t help-
And you're not lessening the risk; you'll
only be sharing 1it."”

Perhaps Squiff and Tom Brown had
not been without some hope that their
decision might keep the Afrikander from
going. d

But they saw now that their hope was
viln. And it can hardly have bcen
strong at best.  They knew well how
abstinate Delarey could be.

“It's settled, then,” said Squiff. © Dot
let’s keep old Maunly cut of it, if poss.
[ is so blessed slow, and he's about the
lust chap in the Form who deserves to be
packed for cutting at might.”

“Too jolly lond of his bed to want to
da it on his own account,” agreed the
New  Zealander. “But unless he's
asleep he'll jnsist on coming.  We shall
have to look out that we don't get
saldled with that queer specimen of a
back-street baronet, too.”

“Why on earth should Vivian want to
come !’ asked Delarey, in surprise.

“Simply becanse he'd do anything for
you, old scout—or for Mauly.”

“T hadn’t noticed it."”

“Dare suy not. Vivian couldn’t be
constdered  altogether a  demonstrative
kort. - But the other day we caught him
with Stott’s head in ehancery, 1le really
was going it rather hot, wasn't he,
Sepuilt ¥
v 8ome ! said Squiff. Y And  when
we suggested gently that 1t was poss
4ottt had had cnough to be going on
with——"

“ e -said the heast deserved to be
"anged. He lhad, it scemed, been guilty
of the horrible erime of rvunning you
down. T don’t think he had said any
more than those eads are m the way of
saying about anyvone they aren’t just
fand of.  DBut young Vivian sawl he
couldn’t stand it. You and Manly were
the best chaps he'd ever eome across in
all his natural.  Mauly's gracions good-
ness he seemed to discount a trifle  as
coming from a relative; but yours had
got him right where he lived.”

“Put I've done no more than treat
the kud decently,” zaid Delarey,  *We
like him all serene. He's a bit in the
rough, but he's better value than lots of
fellows here who have had a heap better
chanees,”

“*Just remember, old seond, that in
Sir Jimmy Vivien's eyes yvou are It
ane try to live up to it sand Sguill.

“I'Il try to see that his feeling isn't
wasted, anyway,” said Delarvey quietly,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker —the Foet and the Lover!

TIIETLFE was no keeping  Mauly
PR
He insisted upon golng, as

they had expected,

Sir Juimmy dide't. Perbaps he would
have liked 1o, Anyway, he didn't.

This time Harry Wharton made vo
protezt; e rmight have been asicen, for
all the four could tell. lle dul not say
o word.

They did not know, of course—he sup-
posed they dud pot even guess—that he

Tne Magrer Liskary.. -No., 479,
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alone had saved them from being caught
out last time,

As _8Bquiff, Tom DBrown, and Mauly
were all going, Harry felt sure that
Delarey’s errand was not one that was
evil in itself. Indeed, he would not now
have been very ready to suspect Delarey
had he gone alone. He had been an
iliot to believe that the South African
had been one of the blades—a bigger
iiot to tax him with it in the absence
of any real evidence. He saw that now.

It did not matter much. A dav or two
and his resignation would be handed .
Some other fellow weould be chosen to
captain the Form—to some other fellow
would fall the responsibility of deciding
whether to intevfere o not when things
like this happened.

In his present mood Iavry never even
thought of the Bounder’s plan .that he
himself should stand again. Ile did not
want re-clection.  He wanted to be free
of this wretched worry.

Balsover would let half the dormitory
be abroad sfter *lights out " without
worrving himself. But Dolsover was not
very likely to be elected, Wharton
thought.

With Peter Todd it would be quite
another matter, | Toddy would take his
position seriously ; would shirk nothing.

“He'll find out it i=0't all violets,”
thought Harry., * Poor old Toddy !™

And he fell asleep with far more
friendly leelings to Peter than he had
had at any other time during the last few
weeks—except when he had throst for-
ward to guard Toddy's honour against
the snecrs of Bolsover zud the cads who
toadied to hun.

Meanwhile, the forr had gained the
road without being spotied by anyone,
and were on thele way towards Friar-
dale.

Not much was said by any of them.
There did not seem mwmuch to say. One
liud his own thoughts to occupy him, and
the other three were quite in the dark
as to what those thoughts were.

“Ser here, Piet, when you want us to
stop and wait for you to toddle back, |
vou've only to say «o0,” said Sguiff, after
a bt

“Thanks, old chap! It would he 1n.~:L
ns well if yvon pulled up now,” replied
Dularey.

Il was going to meet somcone, They
hae already  guessed that,  They lad
gathered, too, that he did not want them
to see the person he went to mect. That
they did not mind.  But they all hoped
that to-sisht would settle up the affair,
whatever 1t mught be,

Delarey strode away. They watched
him along the voad in the bright moon-
light.

“Anyone could see him ever so fav
olf, and gpot who he is almost as easily
as by davlight,” said Tom Brown,

“Yaas,  beead ! said  Manleverer,
“Poes it oceur to you, Drown, that, on
thee whole, we are 1w the same box?
Not theat 1T misd—only T should like to
sit down. il theve’s auvwhere to sif, be-
pad,  Awlally [atiguin® this scrt of thing,
l consider.”

“Aluuly’s richt,” said Squiff, " though
what the old ass came along for at all |
Leats se. Let’s get over that  gate,
Brow ey, The hedge s pretty high, aid |
we e safle enouncsh belind that.” N

They made for the huding-place indi-
eated,  Amd it owas not omany muatles
before they had eawvse to be glad that
they Lad done so,

Dewn the roml came o lwure that hed
a foriliar look.

It wus not Delarcy’s.
taller and burlier.

Tom Brown was the fiest to identidy 1t

“Blessed if old Coker hasn't taken to

This figure was

NOW On
SALE.

“My hat! Who'd have thought it!”
returned Squilf. * But it is the great
Horace, that's a sure thing.”

“0Ok, begad, I don’t see anything
wonderful in it,” replied Mauly, yawn-
ing. “We're domy” it ourselves, y'know,
Squft.”

Coker drew nearer, and something out
of the ordinary in his aspect struck all
three.

“ Anybody might think he was potiy 1™
said Squiff. *“Gazing up at the moon
amdd waving his middy arms abeut like
that, the assi” '

“ Horaze ain't exactly a hundred milea
offl. being potty at the best of tines,”
replhicd Tom Brown, * But he cortainly
docs look more Cokerish than ever at
this precise minute, ™

Horace Coker was the great man of
the Fifth-—so Ilovace Coker held. And
what dicd the opinions of inferior pecple
matter ¥  If they had no judgment, it
was not Coker’s lault

They might tlink him an ass. They
might even eall him an ass. It is not to
be denied that i:any people had called
him an ass at one time or another—in-
cluding the Head, every other masier
with whom he hiad come 1n contact, most
of the Sixth, and a large majority of the
members of his own Form.  As for the
Remiove, they kaew him for an ass,

All that sert of thing made no difer-
ence to Coker. He knew himeself for a
very preat man indeed, and was con-
vinced that the day would ceme when
these unbelievers would acknowledge the
fact.

He strode along now, waving his arma.
Hia voice, which was not of the most
melodious, was uplifted in a sort of sing-
song chant.  HKvery now and then he
broke off in his einging—or what he
fondly imagined to be singing—to talk
to himself.

Now they could catch his words, aliko
im song and in speech.

Y{3h, moon, thit shinest in the skies—
Pretty pood, that—eh, what?”

“Rotten  bad  prammar 7 growled
Squiff, 1n the car of Tom Brown.

*Oh, not for Horaee. It'es quite up
to his mark, Besides, it's supposcd to
be poetry, and they don’t nnmd much
about grommar in that, vou kuow.”

“Whit a silly old ass of a Coker it 18,
begad!" yawned Mauly.

“Oh, moon that shiest in the skies,

With—cr—something or other like her

Cyes—
beillianee, shall T say?  No, that win't
quite the word. But I've got the idea,
and the word will come sooner or laler,
T'his 18 going to be the linest pocm vou
ever composed, my Doy 17

“Aad it won't have far te go at that,
miv bov!" sand Sgmift to Tom Brown.

Coker  stopped  nearly  opposite  the
three,

Thev wore quite sufe. They wonld
have [elt so even had Coker heen pizyving
the role of deteetive just then,  Coker
the poet wonld hardly Liave recogiised
rheme had they walied past him.

“0Oh, mv hat! This 15 a nice =ort of
thing, I don't tlank ! sud Sqmiff. " As

Pl we hadn’t encugh on our minds with-

out having this burbling, potty nuot
apoating his awinl guft at us!  Let's
rush the bLeunder and roll him in the

ditch,  Ile'll never know who we are !
But Tom Brown lawd o restraining
hind  on Squilf’'s arm. The Now

Zealander was grininzg broadly.

“Don’t, Squiff ! he  whispered.
““This is funny. Pity to spoil the show,
ld Coker is in love again, or I'm a
Dutchman !

“He'll get himsell the giddy kick-out
if he prawls round at night gibbering to
the  moon,”  replied the Auvstralian
junior.
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& (Oh, bLegad, so shall we, Field!™

“We're not gibbering to the moon,
idiot !"

“Put we're prowlin’, begad, an’ I
rather fancy that’s what matters most.”

Mauly was right. Tt was much better
that they 3hnul§ not disclose themselves,
even though Coler was not a person in
authority.

“Ie'a off apain!”

The afflatus had descended once more
upon Coker. He waved his arms, turned
up his eyes to the moon, and chanted:

“The fairest of her gender,
With eyes so blue and tender!™

Then he stopped short suddenly.

“I ain’t sure they are blue, though,”
he said, after o moment's pause. “I'm
not dead sure they ain’t nearer green.
Is gender the right word, too? I don't
soem {o remember it In any other great

poet. Never mind! I ain't afraid of
being original,’

He stopped speaking, dropped his
arms to his sides, and stood as if

listoning.

From behind the hedge had come
somelhing which sounded very like a
suppressed chuckle.

“I thought it was a donkey starting
to bray,” said Coker.

“One to your address,
murmured Squiff.

The three made no further sound that
Coker could hear.

His arma began te wave again, and he
chanted :

Her lipa are like a red, red rose;
Her hair 18 like—

like—oh, hang it!"

*Carrota " suggested Tom Brown.

Coker did not hear that. But Coker
had seen something. Swinging round as
he chanted, he discerned a tall figure
approaching bim from the Friardale
direction.

“Why, it's Loder!” he gasped,

Browney !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sixth v. Fifth !

T would have been quite beneath
Horace Coker’s dignity to scuttle
for shelter. He never even thought
of doing that.

‘And Loder was too near to make
evasion easy—unless Loder should prefer
not to see.

"This was quite possible, for Gerald
Loder of the Sixth was not a fellow
whose little walks abroad aftér nightfall
would bear the strictest investigation.

‘In a sense, the same might be said of
Colker to-night. But whatever his
errand had been, Coker had not been at
the same gpame as the prefect, Horace

Colker was many kinds of an ass, but he |

was no blade, no gay dog, no haunter
of shady public-houses, There was not
at Greyfriars a straighter fellow than
Coker.

Loder could not help seeing. To walk
Fg.EL Coker without speaking seemed to
im like admitting too much,

“What are you doing here, Coker?"
Lie snapped, putting on his best high.
and-mighty prefectorial air.
4t Blessed if that ain’t good !
vou doing yourself, Loder?”

“Don’t be impudent! I'm a preflect.”

#Well, I ain't, though I should make
g jolly sight better one than you are!™

Y ¥You? Why, you haven't the brains
of a dirty-faced fag in the Second!”

“1 certainly haven't. I don’t need

What are

"em. Got a better quality of brain of
my own, But you have, Loder—just
abont !

The listeners behind the hedge re-
garded this as the repartee of Horace
Coker's life. But Coker was not great
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at repartee—though, of course, he be-
lieved himself so.

Coker was pleased with Thimself.
Loder, who was plainly in a bad humour,
was not pleased with himself, and was
very much displeased with Coker,

“I'll report you!" he snapped.

“Report away! Of course you'll
port yourself at the same time?”

Loder had reasons for not explaining
anything, or even mentioning the fact
that he had been out. .

Coker might not care about explain-
ing. But for him it would mean much
lezss than for Loder, as far as possible
results were concerned. _

There had been a time when Miss
Phyllis Howell, of Clif House, had
swayed thoe heart of Horace Colker,

Phyllis Howell had certainly never
encouraged him. On the contrary, she
had taken a good deal of trouble to dis-
courage him. But Coker had believed
that mere coyness. It was hardly to be
credited that she did not in seeret admire
his manly charms.

But now someone else had replaced the
fair Phylliz in the warm heart of Horace

Coker.

Someonoe clse was the daughter of a
farmer out Counrtlfield way—a Miss Betty
Harris, fresh home from boarding-school.

Coker had only seen her three times.
Once, quite by chance, at her home;
once at Courtfield; and once in Friar-
dale. He had only spoken to her twice.
On both oceasions the conversation had
been confined to quite ordinary remarks
about the weather.

But Coker was fathoms deep in love.
Miss Harris had smiled upon him, and
the heart of Horace was at her feet.
Perhaps she knew it. Perhapa she
didn’t. The chances were that she did.

Anyway, the great Coker was, in no
manner of doubt as to his feelings. This
wag the great passion of his life. It put

re-

him off his feed: it made him morose
with Potter and Greene, hia faithful
followers; it sent him out to wander

ut bad wverse
een in bed,
“Going to re-

under the moan and s
when he ought to have

“Well " said Coker.
port me—and yourself "

“You unlicked cub!” enarled Loder.

This was beéyond bearing. The great
Horace Coker, the Admirable Crichton
of the Tifth, lover and poet and athlete,
to be called an unlicked cob by this
slacking, pub-haunting prefect!

“Put up your fists, Loder !"" he roared.
“T'Il teach you to be impertinent t6 me
—me !’

“Do you think I'm going to let myself
down by scrapping with you on a public
road ?" snapped Loder.

“You'd better—unless wyou'd rather
take a hiding without showing fight !

“Good old Coker ! breathed Squiff.

The Fifth-Former was daneing about
in front of Loder like a cat on hot
bricks. One of his fists approached
within an inch of the prefect’s nose.

“Glad we didn't miss this!" said Tom
Brown.

“0Oh, begad, they're at it!"”

Loder did not want to fight; bub it
was out of the question that he should
put up long with Coker’s threatening
attitude.

He struck the first blow. But it was
the second blow that mattered more: and
Horace Coker, with just a toss of his head
as the prefect’s fist took him onthe right
ear, struck that.

Coker had a four-point-seven punch.
Loder went down before that punch.

He got up sullenly and slowly. Coker
daneced round him again, waving his fists,

“Come on!” yniled Coker. * You
don’t mein to say you're licked already?
Oh, come onl®

. tinue.

5

One Penny.

Loder was not licked yet. But he had a
pretty shrewd suspicton that he was gning
to be if he went on, and he did not liko
the idea.

“Stop i, you utter idiot!" he snarled.

“An idiot, am I?" hooted Colker, put-
ting a large fist close to the prefect's
nose.  ““Just you apologise for that, or
I shall have to hit you again! And I
shall hit vou hard this time ™

“If ho hita much harder somethine will
o bust,” sald Tom Brown,

“I1t's only Loder, sao that's no odda!™
rnﬂ}iml Hquiff.

hey were at it again. Loder was no
hero, but he had some courage, and he
could not afford to give in thus tamely.

Iis left lashed out, and Coker stag-
gered backwarda.

Buat the Fifth-Former did not go down.

It was Loder who did that! Coker re-
covered himeself, and hit with all his
force. o= _

The prefoct was sent Aying—a wild
masa of helpless rage,

This time he was in atill leas of a
hurry to get up.

Heo lay on his back, gaasping, till Coker
seized him under the armpits and yanked
him to his feet, obviously with the kindly
notion of knocking him down again atb
Onee. "

But the pluck of Gerald Loder was not
proof against the prospect of a third four-
point-seven punch.

“This must stop, Coker!"” he snarled.
“A nico sort of thing it would be if we
were caught scrappmpijhmq like a pair of
:ﬂi}:”]umnm! At thie time of night,

oo !

“Blegsed if T carel” retorted the
valiant Coker., There was very littls
Horace Coker did care about once his
blood was u}::.

' Have a little sense!” said Loder.
~ ''Have another punch on the dial!”
Yeplied Coker, :

'l)?;ut that was just what Loder did not
mean to have if it gould be avoided. Had
he known there were spootators of the
combat, pride might have made him con-

But he ﬁid not know, and all
he thought about was smoothing Coler
down now, and waiting to get iank on
him in revenge at some later time.

He backed away from Coker's
brandished fists.

“There ain't a-goin' to be no more,"
said Tom Brown sadly.

“Loder's a quitter!” growled Squiff.

“Apologise, and I'll let you off!™
roared Coker, . :

““Oh, don’t be absurd! You fook
offence quite unneceasarily at the notion
of my doing what, after all, is only my
duty———"

“Do your duty, then, hang you
hooted Coker, atill making warlike
demonstrationa.

“I did not really mean that I intended
to report you. YJ[':-U. must admit——"

“1 don't admit anything! Don't you

IH'

gay ‘must’' to me, you overbearing
rotter!”
“0Oh, begad! Coker am't a bit over-

bearing himself, is he, Field?" murmured
Mauly,

“Look here, Coker—-""

“I am looking, Loder; but ydu'd
better not ask moe my opinion of the thing
I'm looking at, becavse——"" :

“(Oh, etop that rot! Anyons might
think you were a kid in the Remove!”

“DBetter to have Coker thought one of
us than Loder—eh, Browney?’ _

“ Aro you going to apologise, Loder, or
am I to hit you again?” .

“What do you want me to apologise
for?" asked the prefect.

“Great Scott! He's poing to do 11"

“What did you expect, Squiff?”

“Lots of things,” answered Horaco:
Coker, in his largest manner. * But
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there's no need o ro inle details, A
reneral apology will bo accepted.”

“1 enppose 1t will bo enough if 1 say
thal I wvegret we ran against . onc
anothert” said Loder.

“Thal aio’t what I eall an apology.
Bul we'll let it wo at that™

“Coker the marnanimous ! whispered
Tom Browmn.

“Lodor's o worm 1" said Squaff,

The prefeet strode away, his ghoulders
hunehoed.

Coker walched lim go, and snorted
thrice, Then he, too, moved off towards
the school. )

Scarcely had he got out of sight when
Piet Delarey appeared.

The three eame ont of their shelter.
1t was evident at a glance that Delarey
was not in the beat of tempers. His
ehums puessed that ho had no luck on
this mysterious errand of his. But they
did not ask him questions abont that,

“Hoen Loder?” asked Squiff, after a
few minntes of silenee,

L -'.'I'r("ﬂ.”

“1id ho sea youl™

il .Nﬂ. ¥

“Been Coker 7V Tom Inquired, grinning.

“Great Scott, no! Has that ass been
wundering around loose?” _

“Heo has. And, what’s more, ho fairly
put it across our dear pal Loder ™

“Sent him flying at the first punch,
begrad 1

“(h, good ege! I can't stand that
chap at any price! Old Coker’s decent in
his way, though he is a prize idiot!”

“Where did yon sce Loder, old chap?”
asked Squiff, .

“At the Cross Keys, if you must
know,”

It spoke volumes for the faith of the
threa in Delarey that even this admission
failed to shake it, They were not going
to believe that he had gono to the Cross
Keys with any such motive as Loder’s.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Sir Jimmy FPlays 1is Part!
REYFRIARS had prezented miore
G than one puzzling problem to
Sir Jimmy Vivian, whe, from the
society of the Sparrow and his
like, and tho lifo of the slums, had sud-
tIEI'IfE’ found himself traneported to a
place . where everybody seemed to look
upon thinga in quite a different way
from anything he had been used to.

They were not all decent, Sir Jimmy
had learned that, Skinner & Co. were, In
gome wave, he considered, below 1ihe
gtandard of Carker's Rents.

But he had ecome to understand that
they all dreaded a thing that he had not
yet learned to drend in the least,

Thia was expulsion.

Sir Jimmy did not want to leave Grey-
frigra. On the whole, he was happy
enough there, in spite of having to con-
form to standards of behaviour which
seemed to him unnecessavily striet and
pedantie, and having to learn things
which did not strike him as neeful

But to him expulston would have meant
simply having to po,

1¥e would vot have seen it ns the black
disgrace that these fellows—even such as
Skinner & Co.—reparded it as. It would
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just have been eaving * Good-byo!™ to a
fow fellows he had grown fond of, and
missing what he had come by now to
look upen as o chance of improvement.

Before long he would come to lock
upon it in a very different light, even for
himself. That was tolerably cerlain, since
already lie had arrived at an understand-
ing of what it meant to others.

Bir Jimmy ¢ould not sleep that night.
Heo tossed restlessly in bed.

Qut there in the moonlight the two
fellows for whom he cared most—Delarey
and Mauleverer—were running the risk
which meant so muech. And with them
were Tom Brown and Squiff, to whose
fate he was by no means indifferent. He
had got so used to them from their drop-
ping so often inte No. 12, And they
were amonyg those who had from the first
shown themselves willing to give the slum
lad a fair chance,

The heart of 5ir Jimmy had been in
his mouth when the four so nmarrowly
eluded Wingate, He had guessed at
something nearer the true facts of the
case than anyone else in the dormitory—
had guessed that Skinwer, whom he
believed mean encugh for anything, had
tried to belray the adventurers, and that
Wharton had =aved them.

Now he wondered what Wharton
meant to do.

Perhape ho was waiting for Skinner to
make & move, :

But Sir Jimmy did not fancy Skinner
was the real danger to-night,

Perhaps ho was fed-up with the whole
bueiness, and would not interfere in any
caso. .

But Sir Jimmy was not {fed-up with it.
It 1s evarcely to be wondered at that the
mind of this boy, so lately a street-arab,
Jdid not grasp exactly the functions of a
prefect.

Sir Jimmy could only see Wingate. as
a kind of wouthful policeman,

Quite o pood-tempered policeman, with
no rancour against those he hunted down,
Dut thie fAtted in with Sir Jimmy's con-
ception of the lorec. More than onee
a copper ' had done him and his pals
a wood turn. But the eame copper would
have nabbed them without pity if e had
cangeht thom ont.

And, of course, coppers wanted
“eases.”  Eir Jimmy thought of Wingate
as wanting a case; and he felt sore that
the skipper of Greyfriars would be on
the watch to-night.

Sir Jimmy could stay in bed no longer.
e got out and made a hasty toilet,

Bunter encred loudly, Tho trompet of
Bolsover major was also heard. Regular
breathing sounded from other beds. No
one spoke.

Sir Jimmy trod softly towards the
door.

“Who's that?"

It was Wharton's vaoice,

Bir Jimmy was not eurpriced, Some-
how he had felt sure Wharton would be
awiake,

He stole closo to Harry’s bed.

“Tt's mie—Vivian!"

“What are you afteri™

“1 dunno—not for sure, On'y I can’t
lay there an’ ’ave them chaps copped
without havin' & shot at "elpin” "om !™

ITarry Wharton was less surprised than
somie of the Bemove might have been.
He did wot think that a voungster from
tho stums was eure to be void of all
feclinge.

“"Whe =says  they're
caught?” ho whispered.

“No one don't, But I kinder feel it in
me bones. Thes'd "ave cot it in the neck
before if 1t "adn’t been for you—1 knowes
all about that! But that bloke Wingate
ain’t goin’ to cop "em if I can stop itl™

Harry sat umn.

woing  to be

NOW O
BM.E.H

He could not persnade himself that
there was nothing in Sir Jimmy's fears.

George Wingate was not the fellow to
rejolce at the chance of catching out
others. But the skipper had a strong
sense of duty, and he was very much
down on night prowling,

Harry would nol. bave been astonished
al his visiting the dormitory to make
sure that no one was absent, But it had
scarcely occurred to him that Wingate
might watch clsewhere,

“How do you think vou are going to
stop 167" he asked.

“P'raps I earn’t. Y¢u never know
your luck. But I can ’ate a good try !

“I don't see how.”

“Ow, you're too slow! No offence,
Wharton, I knows as you're the right
sor't. But—-"

“What do you mean to do, Vivian "

“If ’e's watchin' of the box-room
winder, I rather fancy as I can ’it on a
trick to get "im away from it.”

“I'm not sure that I ought to let you
oo, Vivian !”

“*An’ I'm jolly sure as you carn’t-stop
me, cocky !”

He had oone.
down again,

If he tried to help Sir Jimmy, he
might only hinder him.

Sir James Vivian stole softly along the
passaegea, keeping in the shade wherover
possible. A Red Indian on the trail
could scarcely have been more noisclesa.

He reached the box-room. Inside all
was dark. But the sound of voiees came
to his ears.

“It's a beastly job, old man!” said
gne.  He did not recognise it; all he
knew was that it was not Wingate's. In
fact, it was Arthur Courtney’s,

Herry Wharton lay

Wingate's answered. ;
. “I'm not denying that, Arthur. Cub
i, if you like. I sha'n't grumble. But

I'm determined to put the kybosh eon
this sort of thing !

“I shall stav, George. 1 quite agree
with that., How can we hope to keep
the juniors within bounds wheu a chap
in our own Form is zetting them the
rottenest possible example 7

S0 a mepiber of the Bixth Form was
abroad | Sir Jimmy did not eare a serap
about that in itzelf, :

What he cared about was the fael that
the presence of the two gseniors in the
box-room meant grave danger to the
fellows in whom he was interested. '

Creatly daring. he stole inside. ATaul-
everer's big trunk stood open. The two
prefects were by the window, their backa
turned to the Remorvite,

Ile slipped into the trunk. It was big
encngh to take him easily,

There he staved, scareely daring to
breathe, He had ne definite plan; ha
merely waited upon events. If there was
one thing he hoped for, it was that the
Sivth-Former for whom those two waited
mizht turn up first. Then deubtless the
watch wnu]{E be relaxed, and Sir
Jimmy's friends might get in unscen,

Ten minutes passed—paszsod ever g6
slowly, To Sir Jimmvw rim time =scemed
endless, He felt as if he had been half
the night there already.

Then the voice he did not know =said v

“Tlore he comes |

Sir Jimmy lay still and gloated,
“He " could not mean “thev.” After
all, things were turning out al! right,

Wingote and Courtney drew back
from the window. They let Gerald
{,‘nder ret inside without speaking to
1im,

But as his fcet touched the floor, an
lie turned to let down the sash, Wingat
spoke.

“What dees this mean, Loder?”

The black sheep of the Sixth wad
badly taken back. -

He gasped out something incoherent.
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Then, in a fash, he remembered some-
thing, and his presence of mind re-
turned. . )

“I might ask you that, Wingale,” he
Band coolly.

“It would be confounded check if you
did " retorted the skipper, by no means
coolly.

“1 don't sea that,
oul in pursuance of my
another f{ellow ™

“What ™

Neither of the two prefeets believed
that varn, but Sir Jimmy's heart sank.
Wihatever game Loder was plaving, it
meant  increased danger for the four
Remosites, '

“It is just aa I say,” replied Loder,
exulting as he thought of how he was
geiting his own back on Coleer,

“Whn is the other fellow ™ domande:d
Wingate,

“1 decline to say.”

“It strikes me a3 a jolly unlikely
varn, Courtney remarked.

“L do not value your oninion, Court-
ney ! But I'm not talking out of the
bach of my neek, Stay here, and vou'll
goe the other fellow.™

Sir Jimmy could have groaned. but he
did not faal to notice that Loder anly
spoke of one fellow.

“Why didn't you bring him bhack with
you?" Wingate ingnired,

“Bocause he would not eome.”

“Rather a queer thing von shoukl
have come in this wav if von were ont
on duty ! said Courtney shaeply,

“1 preferred to, T did not eare to
have anvone see my face "

“What's tho matter with your face?"
snapped Wingate,

Courtney struck a mateh.
gave himself up as lost
looked towards the hiz trunk,

“Whew! The other chap
fizhit. it seems,” said the skinper,

“Now perbaps von will beliove I pe-
plied Loder, in a tons of injured and
dignificd innoeence.

The mateh flickered out, T.aoder moved
off, and neither of the two said anvihing
to stop him,

“Cuoing to stay here, old man® asked
Couriney.

“Not likely; but I'm goine to fasten
up the window ™

“Safer to star, T should like i know
who's been  playine that totteo on
Loder's elassic eonntenanee ™

I have only lieen
duty--after

Sir Jimmy
but no one

showed

“1 have my suspicions,” growled Win- |

ata; “but I don't mean to stay up
ere. 1 twig what vou mean-—someone
insdide may opoen the windaw,
if we scrow 1t up. Wait here, and 1]
folch the tools, ™
“Oh, I'l come with von!" 2aid Court-
ney. “We sha'n't be gone long ™
[Te was not going to stay there

to bo caurht. ‘Fhe torn afiairs

ba:l taken pleased hine.
Very  amatearizsn  palicewmen,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Dodge That Failed !

ITEY went, Sir Jimmy go! out of
the trunk,

thosn *

Tha:, or sameithing hke shar, was rhe |

thought in Sir Jimmy's mind,
What conld b sceewed un eonl] e
unascrewed, and Bie Jimme eared diegle

——

i

ut not |

i

abons the risle ws far as he prer=onniliy

Was concerncd.

e had reached the doar vl o zanmnd |

at the window atteact 3 his ateontion
[ic turned, o so0 2 luirly
'.q-i;hﬂ“":l!‘il :lL!EUiI]-.I' :!It" ]:;nuhii:_:-}“ “I'i._!r
Qooied Lhe qn:-,flr.;r:.,_-}.-,
Sir Jimmy did new hesienae,
it fostinels was or the
croder,

! Noene of
b of luw g

win'uw. Bir Jimuny size il back.

IH..I'.'._' |
H

1]

. . |
Wiiarate had zlen o the caich af 1l i;l
Losstle Bnnts,
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“I1Iallo, young shaver! What are you
doing  here ¥ demanded the voice of
liorace Coker.

“"Tain't your bizney! Jest yon cul,
or you'll get copped! The other chap’s
blown on you!"

Coker was momentarily stagpmored.
Out of the gloom a voiee he did not know
was telling him that the other chap—
obwviously Loder —had Llown spon him !

Butl Coker of the Fifth was too bold to
be stagrered [or long,

“Who are vou?" he asked., Tk was
characteristic of Coker that wild horaes
would notl have dragged him from the
place Gl he had learned that,

“Vivian, of the Remove, Cut, I tell
vou! They'll nalk you if you don’t do a
Land ™

“But-- "

“Oh, yon are a 1jjit!
Thex're comin® back !

Not a moment too soon Coker seuttiod
ont of the box-room. To Siv Jimmy he
sopmed to make enough noise for ten.
The junior, seecing nothing clse for it,
shpped back into the trank, and drew
the lid down over him, Tle was not sure
whether this big fellow who had just
come in had had the sense to pall the
window-calch to again, but he hoped for
the best.

Coker had done that--done it aulo-
matically, not knowing next moment
whether e hud done it or not,

Now ho stood up elose to the wall, and
Wingate and Courtney passed him, un-
seeing ing the gloom,

Lt irked the proud soul of the great
Cuker to bebave thus, but he saw nothing
else far i1, He was bound to stav. The
faer who had come so opportunely to his
aid must not bo left to look out [or him-
solf.

Coker did not understand that being
loft to do that was just what Sic Jimmy
would have preferred. Siv Jimmy had
o very exalled idea of the value of
Coker's hielp.

Winzats had brousht a eandle,

“Mustn't show a light from the win-
dow,” said Courtrey,

“I'll pur it on the floor,” answered the
gkipper, L shall be uble to see well
rnoneh,"”

But the candle on the Roor, though it
did not throw out a light froon the win-
dow, vot showed a light within the room.
Amd the four Rewsovites, drawing near,
sa+¢ that leht, and were warnel,

They waited until it disappoared. In-
siedde Mauly's big trunk  Sir Jimmy
walted, silont,  Outside in the passame,
ITorare  Cokor walted—not <o silent.
The great lorace was breathing hard,
thouweh he did not know it

A to Aethure Coartoey, also waiting
while Wingate worked, the <onnd of
Coker's hreathine beeame audible, e
Ivud o hand on Winegate's arra, and the
sl prer pansed in his toil,

W har g% 11?7 he azked,

Coker, by a great effort, wmonaeed to
breathe  without  blowing, e had
roubisod sivddenly what e wae o’

“Ileard @ noise like- oh, like soung
Bunter pufline ™ said Courlney,

Te was all Coker could do 1o anppress

Bunk, d'ear?

a snort of imdienation a1 that ecomn- |
] i'l:h'l.‘hi.l:l
“Twaciabion,”  ssid Wineate, and |

wont o1 serewinge np the window, |
Tlhee werk was dene al last, ol well
1,:|lli':l-'. Vg, I
“Nobedy's going oot i paw,”
skogrer said |
=t the feilow who matters most 45 in
heeadive amd a0 wasn®t for bz faes T
shnledn™t bein to believe his yorn,™ ¢
repdind Cowrines
111z faee diwan’t prave 11,7 Wineato
“Quire likely the ralter go! those !

"1.|ii.
ks in o sone low roew a2l e eef has !
L =lwn's gu to thei

One Penny. (]

dormitories, That would be taking hia
tale too serionsly. We know anybody
who is oul now will be kept out, and wo
with Laoder

can 2o into it again io-
maorrow.”

te blew out the candls, and the two
went off,

The  paserd  Coker without  sceing

hiro, or cven heavine him, though they
woere nob ten vavda away belore he rave
such a gieh of reliel that Sir Jimmy, in
his trunk, heard cuite plainly, and
mutlered ;

“Silly ayet™

But, though Sir Joomy eonsiderad the
great Coker as “a silly ijjit,” he also
recognised thot Horoee was a real whilo
mian, ad vow saw that hiz help micht
be wseful. ;

He got out of the trunk. aml Coker
canme g.ﬂ*l: e the box-roo.

“You know who T am, I suppose?”
said Cloker majestically,

“Yuss! Wolt's ot matter?”

“T'im Coker—Unker of the 1Wilth!™

“I know—silly sss wot's alwavs bargin®
arownd an' gettin® Cissell disliked,  Bub
that don't matter, Trot off an' get a

sevewdriver, young-feller-my-lad, an' look

lively about '™

Coker gasped. Heard anvone ever theo
like of this? That he, the mighty Coker,
:;lh'.l't-'llil be coolly ardered about by a meia
ap ! ;
“You—you—I say, you can't really
nndevstanl—"

“All I know about it 18 vou're upe
settin’ the apple-cart wiv that silly rah
of vours! I let von in, an™ ain't sorry ;
leastways, L shail bhe af yon don't look
shppy an’ get ihat =erewdeiver.  But
you ain’t such a bad sort as von makae
vonrsall out to be, or you'd "ave bunked
an’ left me to it.”

C'oker gasped ogain.

“Are von goin’? The ehaps as 1
wanl 1o elp are oniznde still, an® we
gotter "ave that serowdriver!”

Coker went, ITe hardly realised i)l he
wias woell on his way that he was obeying
the orders of this kid from the slums--

he, Horaee Coker—CUoker of the Fifth!

wored out inlo the moon-

T FETTT TR
Il saw four shapes

e quadeanglo.

steal  aeross.  The light  which  had
warnod  those ouisido  of  threateniine
hanger had disapneared pow; and it

seerned Lo them that their best olan was
to make a bolt for safety even at the
risk of runming into the arms of the
Cnemy,

They weee al the witidow when Coker
vobarned with o serewdriver,

YGimme 0! hissed  Sir
“You're tan blessed elumsy !

The serewdriver was sonatched [rom
Cokes’s hawds.  He stood, peering al
the four. trxing (o make out who the
woere, while the junior worked with
quick, sure skill in spite of the gloom.

As for the three Colonials and Mauly,
they  waited, vaeertain whethier  those
wiviin were friends ar [oes, knowing only
that if they were foes it was too late
to attempt covasinn. '

“Oh, bemal, T =kl be glad to be back
in b 7 groancd Aaualy.

T You mnever ought lo Dha.
ez, sabld Delarey,

Svow the sashe was raised.  Mauly pot

Jimmy,

in fvst, shiveringe,  Tom  BDrown ol
boveedd B, Then came Scuaff.  Piet
Delavey broveht un tho rear, looking

eanl amd a trifle evnienl. e might bo

fo—nndd G wis —warnied about the daneeer

ta i chums,
ta =how i,
(Cokor st a mateh.
“iell! Brown! Mauleveror!

But it was not his way

Del-

arey 2 he aand. inon tone of seathinge
renroaf, Y Really, Il suepeised  al
_"ul!l!!l-

Nt hatl =g arprised az we were

Tue Macurr Liseany., No. 479.
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when we saw vou go for Loder, Coker,
old dear!” replied Squiff cheerily,

Coker had had several shocks that
night, But this was the biggest of them
all,

The air of authority dropped from
him. He looked positively sheepish.

Perhaps he remembered that 1f- the
fellows who had just come in had wit-
nesged Loder's discomfliture they must
also have seen him, the great Coker, be-
having  like—well, behaving a  bit
queerly. Queerly, that is, to people of
intelligence too limited to understand
him. Coker knew that a penius like
himself took a lot of understanding.

“What's it mean, Jimmy boyi” asked
Delarey.

“Don’t you stop 'ere yappin’!  Clear
off, an’ get inter bed! ’If"fmy may be
back any moment. You better clear off,
too, Coker: you can ’ave your serew-
driver back in the mornin’ il that’s what
you're waitin® for.,”

“What's he mean? Who may be
back 7" asked Tom Brown of Coker.

“Wingate and Courtney. They
screwed up the sash, meaning to keep
me out; though Loder didn't say it was
me.,  This kid let me in. He's a cheeky
little hound, but he’s pot grit, and you
fellows would be in a beastly hole if it
hadn’t been for him!™

“(0h, stow that bally rot!"™ said Sir
Jimmy crossly.  “You did your hittle
bit yourself, Coker, gettin’ of the screw-
driver, an’ you ain't as big a fool as
you look—1’ll say that for vou. But do
clear off, all the gang of you!”

“*And leave wyou to it 1n case anyone
comes along, old chap?®’ asked Delarey.

“Oh, begad, not likely ! satd Mauly.

“Rats! I'm all right. Take a pretty
smart chap to prove as I been out jest
hecos "e finds me playin® about inside
with a zcrewdriver, i reckon !”

“But what do you want to be left here
fer?” asked Tom Brown. _

“Silly question! To fasten up this
winder again, of course!”

“No need for that now we're all in-
side,” sald Delarey.

“Oh, ain’t there? T want o put a
spoke in a certain feller’s wheel—that's
what I want!”

Coker was not the quickest fellow at
GGreyfriavs in tumbling to things; bnt
Coker tumbled te that, having the clue,
while the rest were left wondering, It
was plain to Coker that Sir Jimmy had
not conceived a devoted affection for
Cerpld Lader,

But no one would go till 8ir Jinuny
had finished, and they let him mutter
abuse of them without protest.  SHir
Jimmy had done all five of them a really
pood turn that night, and none of themn
wiaa likely to forget it.

Horace Coker was shocked by the fag's
cheek, but had already made up s
mwind that there was Fr:lm:l stuff in Hir
Jimmy ; stuff that ""iE,f it pay for having
thhe master-hand of Colker of the Fifth
exercised upon it.  He would ask the
kid to tea, teach him to speak properly,
maprove Lis manners, train him up as a
diseiple, g0 to speak. 1t gave Coker
quite a glow at the heart to think of
having & disciple of his own. Potter and
Greene svere followers; disciples  they
could hardly be called.

Whether Sir Jimmy was at all likely
to become a di ciple was a question that
(Coker did net ask himself.

“That" dene!™  eaild
“Bank, you 1jjits!™

But even as they went ihey heard the
pound of footsteps,

And next moment there came another
scund—a  mest unearthly sound—some-
thing between a vell and a groan.

They halted.  That scund had come
from guite cloze at hand.
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S Jimmy.

“Oh, ecome on, do!”
Jimmy

And, taking him to be ahead, they
went on again.

Colker reached the safety of the Fifth
Form dormitory, and had time then to
shudder., That awful noise had seemed
to him supernatural, :

Squiff, Tom Brown, Delarey, and
Mauly were in their own dormitory
before they discovered that Sir Jimmy
was not with them. )

Then shey heard his voice in  the
passare oulside,

“Ow! Wodjer want to go givin® me
a fright like that for?” it demanded.

“What are you doing out of your
dormitory 1" snapped Wingate.

The four slipped into their beds in
their clothes. At the worst they could
own up; but they all fancied Sir Jimmy
would prove equal to the occasion,

And he did.

“I dunno. 0w should I? T—I come
out: an' then I—I lost meszelf, an’ I let
out o ‘owl. You'd *ave ‘owled if you'u
been me, 1 reckon!”

The story sounded pretty thin to the
two prefects, of course. DBut what could
they do?  Nothing secmed much less
likely than that Sir Jimmy could be in
any way comnected with Loder’s
rscapade, and it was that which oceupied
their minds. .

The door of the Remove dormitory
opened, Wingate switched on the light,

“(Get into bed at once!”™ he eaid
sternly.

“Wiv all me clobber on?” asked the
innocent Sir Jimmy, .

“0Of course not! Off with your
clothes ™

The skipper’s keen eyes travelled over
tha rows of beds. Only one was vacant,
and that was Vivian's,

Two minutes later he had

urged Sir

gone—to

examine the Dbox-rcom window, no
doubt. . _
“Where's the screwdviver, Jimmy

boy?" asked Delarey, with an insuppres-
sible chuckle.

“In bed wiv me. Where do you fink,
ijjit?” returned Sir Jimmy.

“1 say, Vivian, it was no end decent
of you to——"

“ Bats, Squiff ! said Sivr Jimmy. And
he could not be induced to speak another
word that night,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sometody’s Notice !

! ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
I{ Bolby Cherry paused beflore

the mnotice-board. A {resh
notice had been pinned to the
rreen baize since the night before.

Tt was not the usnal kind of notice.
The board was meant for what may be
terimed business announcements.
lists were posted up  there, announce-
ments  of  entertainments,  and
things.  The masters and the prefects
used the board gquite as much as the
juniors, if not more,

But this was not the notice of a master
or of a prefect. It was not o Form
notice or a team-list. 1i was the sort
of thing for which the board was most
certainly not intended—something posted
for the wreaking of a grudge,

Thus it read:

“TO WHARTON.
WHY DON'T YOU RESINE?
BE A MAN IF YOU ENOW
HOWE!”

Bob was down earlier than anyone
elea in the Form—or =o he believed.
Wharton, Nugent, Bull, and Inky had
all seemed drowsy that morning. DBob,
bubbling over with high spivits  and
ruddy health, left off Leing drowsy the

Team-.

auch |

moment his eyes opened. He had
dressed before the rest, and had come
down with the intention of starting his
run round the quad, and seeing how
many laps he could cover before any of
his chums jomed him.

He tore the offending notice down, his
lace Aushing angrily,

Wharton meant to resign. DBob knew
that. He had tried at first to persunade
Harry not to, but he had dropped (hat
now,

But Harry Wharton dJdid not mean to
be rushed into a resignation,

What he intended to do he would do in
his own time.

Bob hated & poliey of pinpricks
Nothing could be inore unhle lis
methods, which were (o have 1t ouk
straight with a fellow,

He felt utter contempt for the sort of
fellow who would indulge in taunts of
this type.

" El{i‘n ner, I suppose!™ he said to lum-
self, with curling lip. " T'm not o sure,
though. Two words spelt wrong: that
ain't like Skinner, More Bunter's siyle.
Hallo, you!”™

He broke off his soliloquy to address

Sir Jimmy  Vivian, who had just
appeared. Sir Jimmy had a  sorews
driver in hia hand.

“Hallo voursell!” said Sir James

cheerily. Sir Jimmy had a very tolers
able opinion of Bob Cherry.

The youthiul bavenet from the sluma
had a more than usually cock-sparraw
appearance this morning., Bob was by no
means a suanicions person, but somchow
the thought camo into his mind that Sir
Jimmy might have put up that notice.
He was as likely to be guilly of nins-
spelt words as Bunter, more likely than
Skinner. And Le was in the same study
as Delarey, who was one of Peter Todd’s
supporters, and not on good terma with
Wharton.

Bob had slept through the goings and
comings of the night before, and knew
n}ﬂthmg of what the new boy had done
then.

He was pretty sure that the notice had
not been there before bed-time, and, as
far as he was aware, he and Vivian were
the only Removites yei downstairs.

But he would not have taxed Rip
Jimmy with having posted it but for
what was said next.

“Toolk it down, "ave you?"” Inguired
the schoolboy baronet, grinning. ’

“You young rip! Did you write 13"
roared Bob, suspicion gcizing liom  at
anee—as was, indeed, not unnatural.

Sir Jimmy should have aaid " Ne!™
atly and bluntly. DBob would have be-
heved him. Bob was truthful lhimeelf ;
and it 18 generally the untruthful persom
in‘_-'hﬂ goes arvound saving that all men are
JiLTa. . :

“If there’s any spellin® mistocks in it,
I don't reckon I did}” answered Sir
Jimmy,

It was a joke—a bad joke, as things
were, for Bob Cherry wae in no mood
for jokes of any kind just then. :

He remembered the two epelling evrare.
There seemed no doubt that Vivian had
at least seen the notice. To Bob there
scemed little doubt that Lie had written
1t.

It was altogether too cheeky—a new
kid like thet! IIot wrath flared up ip
Db,

He seized 8ir Jimmy h;; the collar.

“T'il teach you to—<'

“Pon’t want no teachin’ ! howled Sir
Jimmy. *1I know enough to be up to
a thing like that, if T wanted to go fox
to do it! But you ain’t no proef as L
done it, an’ I ain't goin’ to stand much
of your 'andlin’, so I tell you etraight!
Lentime go, you volter

Sir Jimmy siruezled hard; but Beb
was too etrong for him,
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Twice the heavy hand of Bob descended
upon the head of Sir Jimmy.

Then the new bov wriggled free.

“Yeu tonch me agin, an’ you'll get
s Tere thing makin’ a blessed punc-
ture in you somewheres " he yelled.

[t is hardly likely that he meant it
Tho old slum combats he had taken part
in were not fouzht under censberry
aides, it 15 true., DBoots and finger-
nails had come mto them, But Sir Jimmy
Bad heen quick to pick np the Grey-
friive standard of fair play and fair
fialting s and, though he mighs threaton
b onss the serewdeiver, lie did so only
: hiz fary, net realiy meaning it.

Andd vet e naed at, or so it seemed,

Bub wont for him again. Ile dodged,
wriggled, slipped down,  And somehow,
s he slipped, the serewdriver struck Bob
elozn to the corner of his mouth, and
riade a gash fully four inches long.

“I—I never meant ”

“YVou theeatencd me, you young cad!
Take that—and that!™

ody was laying on unmercifully,  Bir
Junmy,  overwelghted, erhaps more
than a bit frigutened, howled loudly. He
tlid not Jack pluck; but he was no match
tor Bob ot the best of times, and BDob, in
his anger, seemed to have o man's
steength.

“Step that, Cherry !

Tt waz Piet Delarey who spoke. A
Liand that seemed to have the strength
of stoal in it gripped Bol's arm.

But it was not zo much the grip os
the wolee that made Bob etop.  The
voice brought him te himself, Tor a
moament ha was sick with shame, for he
realisad that he had let his temper get
on top.

But next moment a trickls of blood
from the wound evimsoned his lips, e
conld tasto it. He counld feel the sharp
smart of the ent. a2 turned in wrath
upan Delarey, '

“Mind your own bizney ! he snapped.
¢ Qe what he's done, the young rotter?”

“1—1 didu’t go for to do it!" faltered
Sir Jimmy., “I—ol, you ain’t goin’ to
think as I'd go for to do a thing like
that, Delarey, not if "o does !

I osore you didn'e!” said Delarey
soothingly. " All the same, i's a nasty
ent. Will you lot me see to it for you,
Chorry 2"

“No, I woa't!” roared Bob. ' And
T won't have anvy of vour interference,
pither, Delarey ! Stand back ! I haven't
clone with that kid vet!™

“ He's not up to your weight, Cherry 1™

“ Are you?" snapped Dob.

“I'm not sure, but I'm quite willing
to try 7

Thore was not the least hint of hluster
in the words, and somehow the coolness
of them made Bob just a trifle cooler.

“'Tre, none of that!" protested Sir
Jimmy. **I "ain’t goin’ to ‘ave you——"

“PDrop it, old chap! Cherry ecould
make mincemeat of vou, yvou know 1"

Delarey did not add that the fact made
Paob's hot azzault the less excusable. But
Bob understood it, and he did not like
it. For if Sir Jimmy had been Coker
of the Fifth Bob would have gone for
him just the same, though the result
might have been very different.

“I haven't any quarrel with wyou,
Delarey !” said Bob stiffly. “ But as you
seom to force one on mo L

“Not at all!” said Delarey ecoolly,
" What were you doing with that thing,
Vivian? Taking it back to Coker?”

“Yuss. Look 'ere—"

“Ring off | What was all this about 7"

“T  dunno!”  replied Sir  Jimmy
5“11{:}}" i

‘Yes, you do!” snapped Bob.
* What about this thing "

He showed the crumpled notice.
“I never wrote tue beastly thing—so
now 1"
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“Why, vou practically owned fo it! |

Y Practically  your  grandmother! 1
was on'y japin! I seen the thing. I
didn't even think as it was over funny
—not till T see you got vour wool orf
about it!"”

“As it happens, T have good reason
to believe that [ know whe did write
that notice, Cherry ! At least, I saw
someone, who Lusn't any official stand-
ing, pinning something up just before
bed-time last night 1" said Dalarey.

“It wasn't vourself, by anx chance, I
sappeose * said Dol

Dolavey started as if strock,  Ti waoa
not the mnmsult which so moved him, but
e had never heard a Litter sneer from
Bob Cherry before. It seemed almost
impossible to  believe that Bob had
spoken those worda,

And Beb ecould hardly believe it him-
self, It was oz thoneh zomething within
him, that did not properly belong to his
nature, had spoken—semething evil—for
in his heart he knew, as surely as he
knew anvthing, that the eneer was a
wanton one—that Delavey was not the
Fellow to do sueh a thing ns this. ]

But he felt, an]ish'ﬂ-. that having
spoken he could not withdraw, IHe
wailted for the Afsikander to answer.

“Do you helieve T did?" asked De-
larey; and now his tone was no longer
enol.

“F don't know ! saud Dob delibor-
ataly,

But e foll like a Biar, for in lLis heart
he did know.

“Very well! T meet you in the
oym  after morning classes—no, that
won't do! It must be in the afterncen,
I'm alraid ! Will fhat suit you?”

“Yes ! Dob growled

At Cdds with Mr. Quelch!
as the three Colonials eame
Brown., “I didn't know but what he
The screwdriver hiad seratehed rather
it was the sort of hurt that would heal
And Bob felt rather annoyed with him-
Jimmy had penned that wretehed printed
But he didn't see what there was for
He would not grouse if he was licked,
had happened the night before. He had
Wharton, who knew part of the story,
Dlelarey was in no sweet temper., Ie
fault, IHe bhad fallen out with Bob
ing, thourh he had by no means made

“Don't mean to say vou did 1t ?"

him #"

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
6 HAT'S the matter  with

\Rf Cherry's face ! asked Souiil,

ottt from breakfast together.

“ Atk me another!” replied Tom
had put the sticking-plaster on as an
arnament,””
than actvally wounded. There had been,
and still was, considerable smmarting ; but
in o few dayvea on a healthy face like
Bob Cherry's.
self that he had made so much fuss about
it, He did not believe now that Sir
scrawl, and most certainly he did not
believe that Piet Delarey had.
it but to fight it out. He could shake
hands with Delarey afterwards, of eourse,
and he did not suppose Delarey would.

Bob had not heard even yet of what
wondered why Vivian should be taking
a screwdriver back to Coker. But even
could not have explained that,

“ Do you know, Pict?” asked Biuniff.
haid not settled up the thing that was
worrying him, I,huuﬁ'ﬁt that was not his
Cherry, whom he liked, and was to fight
him, with the prospect of getting a lick-
up his mind to be licked.

“I do!" he growled.

“Idiot! How should I do a thing like
that? Tlo you suppose 1 scratched

“Well, T didn’t suppose it was a kizss!”
replied Sywiff;

One Penny.

Delarevy only anovked.

“Who did ir, Piet®"

“Younzg Vivian, il yon wust know,
DBrowney ! But it was nn aceident ™

“Ihd vou sope gt ¥”

“No; bt T eaw Bob Cherry bunming
tha kid. And I cluppsd . We are ©
meek i the zyvm s alternoon 1

“Whew! T sav, old scount, thia i3
gotting too thick ! zaid Sounift, with =
wry grin. Y[ aindt dead sure that befora
tlie das's ont 1 may not find oysecle
thore with Bull up against me !

“PBoth of vou? Haneel if I ain't
ashamed of vou!” said Towm Beown.

“IHow eonldl a  fellw  Lielp
Browney? Cherry really was——"'

“Tt wasn't my fault, Beovnesy ! Ball
went out of his wav to be rude. I ouly
went in to feteh same——""

“I'm not roing to have Vivian knocked
about——""

“Oh, rine off, one of vom! T can’t
hear vou both at once ! Pior. 1 reckon
vou must have scon double if vou saw
ihe cheory Bob bullying,  Dut perhaps
Bob didn't take to Sir Jimmy's deco-
rative scheme,  Soquiff, yon have a bit
moie excise.  When Buli's  grumpy—
well, e grumps seme ! And vou dou't
soem to have clutched with both hands
at the chanece of scrapping with him,
ke DPiet here—-7

“My hat! If you don't
Browney, [ shall go for you
well fed-op ™ _

And Delarey strode off, willy thunder
on his brow.

Johmny  Bull passed, and Ffavoured
Sauilf with a glare that was little, if at
all, short of TLunnish. Johnny, alsn,
saemed under the weather this morning.

Possibly his temper may have improved

before the bell rang for classes PBut
Delarey did not look ag if his had.
_ Ha settled down to work, however, and
fried to forget his worries in the study of
geography, The subject was one of his
strong points, and Mr. Quelch, who had
never taken to the Rebe!, bad Dbeen
known to give him an approving word
in geography class.

But not this morning, Approval was
not likely to be won from BMr. Quelch by
a statement that one of the chief exporls
of the Dominion of South Africa was
erocodiles, or the equally wrong one that
the Yellow River was the Zambesi,
Delavey, who had seen the Zambes,
might know whether it was yellow or
not: but Mr. Queleli wanted to elicit the
reply : ** Hoang-lho."

“You know better than that, Delarey,
I think,” he said sharply.

Then the questioning
bookwork was resumed.

In less than five minutes the silenes of
the Form-room was broken by a frenzied
howl from Billly Bunter,

“Ow-yow " he roared.

A long pin had penetrated the tightly-
sfretcheg seat of Bunter's check trousers,
Which would not have mattered tmuch,
Bunter's trousers not being endowed witls
feeling, but it had gone on penetrating
after that.

“What is the meaning of that absurd
noize, Bunter!"

B | Oh, really, sir, T couldn’t
help it! Delarey stabbed me, sip!”

“Stabbed you? Don't talk nonsense
to me, Bunter!™

“T mean, stuck a pin into me, sir. DBuk
it couldn’t have hurt more if it had been
a—a stiletto, sir!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The notion of anyone sticking a stilettn
inie BPunter's trousers struck the Remove
generally as distinctly humorous. It did
not strike Mr. Quelch at all in that way,
howeveor,

“You exaggerate prossly,
Delarey, stand up !
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it,

chgek 1k,
' jelly

stopped, and

Bunterl
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“¥You must have been neglecting vour | like him greatly, but the Remove-mza«iep

The South African junior’s obedicnce
wias prompt. But if nd one else noticed
the storm-signal on his face, Squiff and
Tom Brown did.

Sticking pins into other fellows was not
in Delarey’s line. At that particalar
moment he had feit about as like sticking
e pin in Mr. Queleh himself as in Bunter.

Bunter may have believed he had done
it. No one ever quite knew what Bunter
believed. But Bunter was obtuse, and 1t
wonld not have ocenrred to lum that the
demure expression of perfect mmnocence
on the facve of Harold Skinner was sus-
picious.

Mr. Quelch saw the defiani look on
the accused junior's face, and his wrath
was hot,

“Why did you dJdo that, Delarey?” he
-nappeﬂ". .

“1 haven’t admitted that I did at!"”
came the angry answer, and the tone of
it was all wrong from boy to master.
Delarey knew that himself, but would
not have owned it.

“That is not the way to speak to me,
Delarey! Do you deny that you were
rulty ¥

“1t doesn't seem much use, sir.”

“Poy, are you deliberately accusing
me of wnfairness?” thundercd Mr.
Quelch, _

“T am not acrusing you of anything,
gir. It i3 you who accuse me.”

The whole Form had stopped work, of
course. There was tension in the room.
Several fellows tried to signal to Delarey
a warning that he was making irouble
for himself. .

But their warnings went unheeded,
Always inclined to be stiff-necked, the
Rebel was at his most rebellious just now,

Mr. Queleh turned to the Owl.

“Bunter, are you certain of the cor-
roctness of your statement?”

“Oh, really, sir, of course T am! T'm
not a chap to make rcckless statements,
girr, I am always most carelol to say
nothing unless 1 am quite sure it 15 irue,
I feel that I owe that to my own creait,
sir.” '

“You would certainly improve your
reputation if you adopted that course
from hencefortli, Bunter,” zaid the Form-
magter drily.

“T hope you know me too well to
think that I could possibly be guilty of—
of o e, siv!”

Billy Bunter bLrought out the word
“lie ™ as if il gave lim a.posttive pain
to speak it—which was rather remark-
able to anyone who kuew, as all there
did, that he couid reel off untruths by
the yard without turning a hair.

“7 regret to say, Bunter, that T have
no suech high opinion of yvour veracity!”
snapped Mr, Quelcl.

“My hat, though, tubby’s got plenty
of that!" whispered DBob Cherry to
Frank Nugent. ‘

“Chump! He's the biggest Ananias

11

“0Oh, my mistake, TFranky! Thought
he said voracity: and Bunter’'s war-
ranted——"

“Cherry! Nugent! Fifty lines ecach
for talking ! wapped ont My, Quelch,

“Hang 11! rauttercd Dob.

“Now, Dunter!™ ‘

Billy Bunter was standing up, lhis
ghort, [at legs squeczed by the form
behind him and the desk i front,
Bunter locked almost tearful, as if hurt
in hiz tenderest feelings—as perhaps he
was, though not by any words

“I—1 saw him, sir! Ile—he can't
deny it !"

Delarev gave tha Owl a lock of scorn
unutterable,

“He leaned forward, with the pin 1n
his hand, and ho stuck it into my—er---
my trousers, sir”
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work, or you would not have seen that,
Bunter !”

“QOh, really, sir, no! I wouldn't do
such a thing! I never took my eyes off
my book for a singlé second! In fact, I

F am not sure that I wasn’t dozing shghtly.

T've never felt really well sinee I had
the influenza, sir, and I get horribly
sleepy.™

“You were dozing, you never took
your eyes off your book for a second, and
yoir saw Delarey stick a pin into you!

o I understand you aright, Bunter?”

“Yes, sir. I couldn’t have put it more
clearly myself. 1 often tell the fellows
what a logical mind you have, sir.”

*Ha, ha, hat”

“Ho, ho, ho!™

“He, he, ha!”

From all sides carne laughter in various
keys. There was nobody in the Remove
—not even Bolsover, who conld not be
accused of brilliance—who falled to see
that out of his own'mouth Bunter had
convicted himself of fagrant lying.

But Bunter did not see it at all. Tle
blinked around him in surprize.

“Bunter, you are at onge absurd and
wicked 1"

“Me, sir! Ob, really, T can’t think
what makes you say that, sir!” :

“Your story is palpably and obviously
concocted.” .

“Q0h, really, sir! Theore’s the pin on
the fAoor to prove it!” :

Mr. Queleh did not even glance at the
pin; but he looked rather sternly at
Harold Skinner; the most likely culprit
if Delarey were innocent. But Skinner
appeared guileless and unconcerned.

The Form-master did not now believe
Delarey guilty ; but nevertheless he was
thoroughly angry with lhim—and not
without cause.

“Why did vou not deny it at once?”
he snapped.

His angry eyes were met by cyes fully
as Qngry.

Delarey’s temper liad reached the point
at which gomething has to go. Ie felt
himsell unjustly treated,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Heavy Punishment !

“ H, what's the use?” asked the

O Afrikander hoy recklessly.

“TPo you mean that {or im-
peritmence, Delarey V"' thundered
Mr. Quelch.

“ Not particularly,” was the cool reply.

A cynieal smile played on the Rebel's
face as he spoke. He was not in the
least afraid, only dogged and stiff-necked
and wiathy.

“Your attitude
.IJGY[”

“1 don't know about that, sir. I have
no wish to run another fellow down, but
I shouldn’t think myself that Bunter’s
word was good enough to condemn any-
one on, "’

Amd hecausze he lnew this was true,
Mr. Quelch was ouly the more angered
by it.

" Oh, rveally, Delavey ! protested the
Owl. “I'm nol going to have my
character

“Silence, Bunier!™

“But, =i, T must speal ! ;

Y Silence, you tmperlinent, foolish fel-
low! I am sure that you told me amn
untruth, Bul that does not explain the
position you have so wilfully taken up,
Drelarey.”

The Rebel did not answer that, i
would not bear answering, Both he andd
the master were partly in the wrong, and
the fact made both of them angrier.
But Daolavey hud made up his mind that
M. Queleh had a down on him, and m
that he was wrong, Mr. Queleh did not

15 one of defiance,

5t

| (O

was never knowingly and deliberately
unfair to anyone.

Mauly sat with a drawn, asnxicoed
face. Bquiff and Tom Brown were try-
ing to catch the Rebel’'s eye, Other fe!-
lows—some of them among those by nd
means friendly to Delarey just then—
were looking more than a bit worried.

“I expect an apology from you,
Delarey.”

Silence,

“Failing shall
severely.”

The answer to that was ready..

“VYery well, sir.”

“Oh, by gum! The silly ass is [lairly
asking for it!" whispered Snoop to Stott.

Delarey was, and he knew it.  Apole-
gise he would not. He could not so far
lower his stiff-necked pride,

To be caned seemed to him a far
lighter thing, and he steppedtout to face
thre music without waiting for an order,

There was no tremor on his face. He
held his head high. His eyes were still
lard and defiant.

Still without an order fram Mr. Quelch,
he held out his right hand.

Bwish! Bwish! Swish!

Swish! Swish! Swish! again.

Never had anyone there seen Mr.
Queleh strike harder. Tom Brown drew
& deep, hissing breath, as if the cuts hurt
him.  Squiff's bold syes winked hard.
Mauly turned his head away,.

Sir Jimmy jumped to his feet., He
thrust Ogilvy and Russell aside. 1Ile
pushed out into the space in front of the
master's rostrum.

Delarey was just holding out his left

which, I

cane you

hand. He had not even winced.
“'Ere, you stop it!” howled Sir
Jimmy! *It ain’t jannock! It's bloom-

in® crool, that's wot it is! 'It somebody
clse—somebody your own size! "It me!”

And such was the tension in the Form
that Skinner, Snoop, and Btott were the
only fellows who sniggered at the queer
and humorous double appeal. For most
certainly Bir Jimmy was not Mr, Quelch's
§12e. )

“Go back to your seat, Vivian IV

There was no thunder m Mr. Quelch’s
voice now ; but it had a hard, steely tone.
Yot he was touched—touched more than
he cared to show,

“I won't! Sha'n’'t—thut’s etraight}
You gotier stop—"'

“You'd better po, Vivian,” smd
Delarey, in a volce so unlike hia own that
Sir Jimmy felt almost scared.

Befors he realised it he was on his
way back, casting reckless wglances of
defiance at the Form cenerally, But tha
Form gencrally rather liked Sir Jimmy
foir what he had done, though he miglt
bo called several kinds of an ass for it,

“Will you apologise now, Delareyi®
asked Mr. Queleh, looking at the
extended left hand.

“Sorry, sir; but I don’t feel that I
should 17 ,

But there was less anger I his fone
now,  Perhaps Piet Delarey was not feel-
img quilte eo dead sure he was right, It
needed a man of heart and generosity
to lot Sir Jimmy co untouched after that
outbreak. But Mr, Quelch had done it,
and, somehow, the Rebel was sure that he
would say no more to Vivian.

And then Mr, Quelch surprised every-
o,

He threw the cane on his desk,

“Go to vour geat, Delavey!” he said,

Head wup stdl, Piet Delarey went,
There was a faint toueh of red in his
cheeks that had not been there when ho
srepped out.

“The Rebel came back
playing and the colowrs
gt afterwards,

It was unlocky that the Afvikander’s

with the band
flving '’ eaid
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“Stop that, Cherry!™
(See Chapter 7.)

soal was next to Skinner’s—unlucky for
both, as 1t turned out.

Lelarey did not even look at the cad
ol the Remove as he eat down, He knew
that it was Skirmer who had used the
pin; but 1t was not for the use of the
pin he had been caned.

IIe despised Skinner too heartily to
carce about having it out with him. More
than once he had shown elearly that he
vonsidered Skinner os a foeman unworthy
nf his steel,  And Skinner, guite acute
enetigl toe perecive tlus, hated him for
ik,

The Form got back to work with a sub-
ditzd rustle and murmuor of excitement.

Skinner wailed until Xre. Quelch bad
lakon up 2 book,

Then he whizpered s

“Quelehy owes you six on the left,
Rebel! What's the adds vou don’t collect
et before twelve?”

Then Delarey spoke, but
very distinetly :

VITy Il,'_:l'l.‘n.',

“Fou've o howling, cowardly  ead,
skinner!"

“Whati"

“Oh, vou ean hear. vou worm!  But

1 -
yvon'ra uon worth answering !

“You'd ‘better drop rhat sort of talk,
Detavey T What have 1 done to you,
anvway i’

“You have et me get into a blazing
row for o Khddish trick of veurs—that’s
what vou have dJdone!™

“Rurte! Who =ave [ stielk the pin into
Buer? Aud you weren't caned [or

that o

“Shush!" hizssed Bob Cherry,

The two had unconsciously lifted their
voiees, and nearly all the Form-room had
heard Skinner’s last words.

skinner pulled himself up short, DBut
1t wna too late. -

“T}E]E:I'E_:E----E"nliiIJltm‘, you were talking 1"

“Yez, gir!” renlied Pies Delarey.

“No, sir ! said Harold Skinner.

] “Delarey, von will stay in the deten-
tion-room until one o'clock. Skinner,
come out here!'™

1I.I'.- _'l' T F

“You lied to me, Skinner!™

*Oh, no, sair!™

Very unwillingly, Skinner went.

No ones sympathised with him—naot
even the fellowa he called his chums.
There had been plenty of sympathy for
Delarey, in the wrong though he was—
sympathy even from these who were
hostile to him. DBut there was none for
Skinner.

With Delarey’s cxample in  mind,
Harold Skinuner summoned up all his
pride and eourage,

He was not whoelly Jacking in either
quality. But he had neither in sufficiont
measurs for this ordeal,

One stroke he bore with no more than
an involuntary winee; a second with only
a stifled erv. But at the third he broke
down, and yelled in anpuish,

“You can go to yvour seat, Skinmer!™
saidl Mr., Queleh contemptuously.  ** Yaon
like to inflict pain on others; but wou
cannaot bear it in manly foshion! 1 know
now that you were guilty in the matter of

1

Bunter's injury. For that, and for nof
owning to it, you will write me a
thousand lines of Virgil 1*

It was a stiff dose—even esiiffer than
anyono had anticipated. But at that
moment Skinner preferred it to aven ono
morae stroke. One more would have
drawn tears—and at least he had stopped
short of them! °*

Back in his place, he pot his arms on
hia desk and buried his face upon them,
His shoulders ghook ; but 1t was not with

One Penny.

Crying,

Rancorous  hate againet the South
African boy burned in him. My, ?uﬂhrh
did not matter; it was Delarey he blamed

for it all. Of course, he never thought
of blaming himeelf,

Then he looked up, and met the Rebel's
eyeE,

There was no hate in them. The look
was not exactly friendly; vet it was not
precisely unfriendly, either,

It was rather as though Piet Delarvey
could met understand Hareld Skinner,
And perhaps that was it

Certainly there was no trinmph in the
look. The cynical smile which the Re-
move had come to know did not play
about Delarev's mouth.

“1 hate the beast!” muttered Skinner
to himeelf. “"Buot I cannot make him
out, and I don’t believe he really hates
o o bib!  Despizes moe instead, T sup-
pcse, hang him! And yet, I don’t know,
he's just the sort of chap 1 could have
been chums with if—if things had been
different 1

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Eekel's Secret!
PIET DELAREY bhad taken quite

coolly s sentence to an hour's
detention, X
But he had not the slightest
infention of putting in that hour,

The same reason which had eaused him
to prestpone his meeting with Bob Cherry
in the gym until after classes for the day
moved him here.

He had an appointment to keep, and he
meant to keep 1t at any risk. §

But he had no notion of running un
necessary rieks, and certainly none of
letiing others run risks for him.

He did not stay in the detention-room
tive minutes.  As ho happened to be its
only cceupant, it was easier to cut out,

He ran againat no one in the quad, and
passed the porter’s lodge unseen even by
Coasling.

At the moment when Mr. Quelch met
Loder in one of the corridors Delarey
was well on his road to Friardale,

“Ah, Loder! Do yvou chance to be
particularly busy ' said Mr. Quelch.

“ Not at all, eir,” replied the tall Sixth-
Former, keeping hia head down a bit, o
that the Remove-master should not see
the marks which Coker's fiste had leff
about lus chin.

Loder always did all he could to keep
on eood terms with the masters, 16 paid.

S Then, would von mind looking in at
the detention-room two or three timesd-

between now and one o'clock? 1 have
gent a member of my Form there—
Delarey—and | have mysell pressing

work on hand.”

“I'll do it with pleasure, sir!" Loder
anawoered.

Mr. Quelch passed on, .

“His mouldy old history, of course!™
snorted Leoder. 1 may fap for him
while he ewots away at that! Never
mind, as long as it’s one of that crowd
I'm te look after! I'll make it hot for
him if I catch him trying to kick over
tho traces!”

Gerald Loder objected to about nine-
tenthe of the fellows in the Remove, and
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izl no opportenily of letilne them know
1.

Meanwhile, the Tebel, eteiding alons
throngh o dvivine  rain, had  almost
reached Friardale,

Hero o wos met by o fellow avidently
samo yoears lider than himsell, huot little,
af any, taller, and of slicht, spare bhuild.

“ You've come, then ! aaid thie fellow,

There was semething about the equare
tarringe of ois ghonliless that envuested
smilibory teaining,  Ava it wos diffienl
to fee any good reasoa why he ebould
nat have been in the Asiny, Tor he leokad
fit, and he did voi lock: like {the {apng, O,

But b wore an ili-litiing 201l of twerds,
aml there was nothing fn iz attive that
announeed i o sl

“1've come, Jim. of convee,” gaild Piet
Delurey, = You o't denbt 1 sheald,
surelyi™

"Though? yon izt Lave a Jdifffoulry
in geltine end, shat's gt ™

“Oh, that be hanped? T've get the
chink now, Jim, theae B Tl to borrew
1, and 1 odondt Hhe v, The vemitiauce
1 oxpected hasn's tosnel uap yer, Wy
didn’t xyou teen up last nieht, as von
promized s

“Ii was evly Ll o premise, Plot, anv.
way, L amd | mietd be fixed 2o as [
couldn® comes Ay T owae”

“What were yven doing !
HRemovite shiaeniy,

“I was baviee” a b of & hior wily
tho push at the Crosa Keva, A it
wonldn't have done ot 2t fo st np an® go
—not while T was losin®,  Thev'd have
cub np rosty s an’ there™s wo denyin® they
ean msho thines pasty Yor me,"”

“Yair haven s 1040 them  anyihine,
surelv ™

"Nos ceptin’ wind omay have gipped
ot wihen I waa a bit hoske-oyed,™

A ARLELE Lost o 1hete, of conraet™

“Yoea, I lost, An" ve got 1o shetl-ont
to-day, or there’l be frouble!  Ain't
sure thal [ won'e Gave 1o clegr ok, faun,

uskel the

That bloke Culbiy < eeitin® a  bit
fricchtoned,
“Hlane o ol Jiss! T oame o on

puarpoge to see veu, ond Linng abeutr ont-
side that Deast!vy pub, too; and 2fl 1ha

T you were Sshing i there cambitne !

1%z too baad!

“So il e eonny, T ain’s denyie® that.

Why don’t you cive me the chuck? Ti'e
what [ «dozorve '™

“Rals! We'ee cimnz for life, Jim,
whatever Lappens! You saved my life,
way back bome on the Zambesi, and 1
sha'n't ever foroot that! If vou've no
other friend in the world, Jim, old man,
vou've me!”

For a woment the hard, reckless face
of the older fellow softennad,

“T don't vightly konow that T haven't
boaen overpaid already for about the only
tecont thing [ ever did in my life, Pier,™
he anid. = An" the joke of ir is, T wags
in a blae funk all the time. I always
witsa funk: of cracs.  1I'd sooner face a
machine-gan,  Donno as I mind that.”

“Then, why don't vou go to yonr
buttalion and wive vourself up, as ony
sensible fellow would do? DBefore long
von'd weet the chance you want over
there,  Hats about funk, Jim! 1 never
saw any of rhat in you—excopt about
Foving thiees ont 1™

“IF T went back T'd be shal as a
deserter.  Besides, the C.0, wonld jaw
me something esnel,”™ said Jia,

Delarey could not help griening. Tt
was really the jewing Jim Sorrell funled,
Ho had physienl coveige enowgh: but
he lacked moral courage.

O course, he'd give vou the rouneh
sido of his tongue, And vou'd zet a
dose of C.I3. and stoppage of pay, That's
very little mdds.  There's woik to be
tone in France. and yon'd be there
£00MnN.

“Not ome! Why dide't they seid s
straight to wheve the work was, 'stead
of Dbringin™ ws here an’ keepin' us
iekin aboul at dArill for zll ever-
lastin®? T ecan’t stick plavin® ot soldiers,
Miet, L didn't join up for it. The
sergeant’s pob his konife into an'
he's down on e like a thousand of
bricks if 1 sav ‘Ba!  Black marks
enowgh against Jim Sorvell, vou bet vour
sweet life!”

“What do von count em doing?”

“(Mear out of this rotten old i=land,
an' et baclk to a conntry where there's
raom to steeteh vour legs, It will he a
arood hour For mie when we risa the ald
ion’s Head on the skvline again.  No
e dear obd Eugland for this ohild,
otee be’s back in 8 Afeica!  CGimme

It
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Jo'burg  before bloomin® old London.
every time, Give ‘em bali a chance,
they ain’t exactly slow about doin’ you
down in Jo'burg; but London's fuller of
sharks than the Zambesi of erocs—and
they’re all as ugly when you come to
know ‘em!™

“You haven't told me how it all hap-
pened. Jim.”

“No. "Tain't a tale for o lad like von,
sonhy. T wouldn't tell vou about some
of the places I was in up there—not for a
nugeget as big as yvour fsl! 1 got a bit
of cash, and I got a slice of leave, and 1
was born a fool. You don’'t want much
more than that to guess the rest. When
I'd finished-—well, there T was, without
a tickey left, my khaki duds gone, an'
only these reach-me-downs to put on.
Somebody’s playin' the wounded hevo
in my uniform now, I reckon, an’ here
I am playin’® the <deserter down here,
funked to go bark, an’ spongin’ on a
boy like you hecaunse [ hoppened to pull
vou out of o drop of waltr a year or
two ago!™

There was veal bitterness in Jim
Sorrell’s tones  He could see his own
fanits clearly enongh, if he could not
mnend them,

“You ought to go back, Jim!™

“T am’t goin'—that's flur ! T won't go
witheut U'm dragzed. Lav information
against me if vou liks, Picl: I promise
vau I'll never hold it against you!™

It m' ht bove been the best thing to
da; but Delarey could not bring himself
to {!{] 1%,

“Here's the cash, Jim—{ive quid.”

It hid beerr borzowed from the loyal
and patient Mauly, who had asked not a
single question, for Mauly lad great
faith in Piet Delarey.

“Fha'n't have a lot leit over when Tve
settlod up with Cobb an’ his gang, Duat
that's no odds.  I'll elear out of there.”

“Where do yon mean to go?”

“1 dunno.  An® it's best every way
ven shouldn't know. sonny, ™

“That's rol!  You've made me an
accomplice in a business [ hate, Jim.
'in shelteving o doserter, vou know:
is a legal offence. But it's dore now,
and Uve simply got to see vou throngh
It some way or anciher.”

. e
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Not a word about the trouble at Grey-
friars.  But Delarey knew that if lus
absence from the detention-room was
noted there would be heavy trouble
mdeed. Ile faced thab prospect calmly,
as he faced most things,

“T'm real sorry, Piet!
low-down of me, I know.”

“(3o back, old man, for my sake!”

“I’d do almost anything for you but
that, Piet; but I'd do myself in socncr
than g0 bk, They'd give me ton much
funny Et-llff and I'd be for killin' some
of therm,”

What could the boy say more? This
man had saved his life at the gravest
rigsk to s own, He would not return

It's pretiy

to his battalion. e did not fear
danger; but he feared lhis colonel’s
lecturing, his sevgeant’s abuse, his com-

rades’ ¢ 1lppulg.

This was the Rebel’s secret; the secret
he eould not tell to his best chums. Noi
becanse he did not trust them, either.
But how could he drag Squiff and Tom
Brown and Mauly into a thing like this?
The very fact that it was against the
law tied his tongue.

He and Jim Soirell parted, not sure
whether they would ever meet agan,
though Delarey told the man to write to
him as soon as it was safe, and to count
on his friendship through all.

And Sorrell, who would have charged
a German trench with the best, slunk
back to the Cross Keys, where he was
in momentary peril of betrayal ; and Piet
Delarey, with head down and a preuat
weight at his heart, went moodily buack
to Greyviriars.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Eebel’s Friends !
(1]

I “He's that, sure enough,”
answered Tom Brown. ° But
we've gob to stand by the old

“Of course !
head? Tt riles me that he should have
got that rotten nutmn into his  head

“It 1s rotten | Que Uh}; dozsn’t love the
Ttehel: but the man’s fuir. He's laid
inte me hard enough before now; bul
to the detention-room, old scout!™

They went—to be met with a surprise.

Delarey was not thers!

“1 knew the beggar. was up to some
other silly-ass move,” said Squfl.
“1t's all part of his blessed secrei!”

IHE s=illy chumnap!”™ said Squill.,
ars, Bguill.”
Who's denying that, [at-
about Quelchy, ﬂmu;ih
I've never denied that. Let’s go along
Dut the surprise did not last long.
growled Tom Brown.,  “ Wish he’d tell

us.  DBut, of course, he can’t, things
being as they are. What had we better
do, "-thuIT"”

“One of us must take his place,” re-
plied the Australian  readily. ' The
thing's been worked before, and it

hasa’t always been spoited. If Quelchy
Jooks in, he's man utmugh naot to go
right up and nag a chap. ":-amL with a
p1¢fmrt=~u-rl£-=~s it's Loder,

‘Tt must be me, lhE'r' " osand Tom
DBrown,
" Rats ! Ynu mean  me, Browney !

It's my dedee.™

“ But you Touldn't pasa for Piet in the
darvk, ass! Your haiv would give you

away to a blind man.”

“*You eouldn't, either. ¥You're hraader
across the shoulders than Piet, a goodish
bit. "

“That won't show at a few wyards
distance, And I can ]']HIH]'I mysell up
to that it don’t show at allL”

“Laok here, Browney, we'll toss far
it. That's fair offer.”

“ It might be if it waz a savzage-roll I''
repliecd the New Zdealand junior, with o
touch of sarcasm. “"But it ain’t. As 1
gee it, what we're after 18 to kegp the
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sillieat chump—and the best {Tzap—ai
Greﬂrlara aut nf i mifv:: oW,

“Hhat's the size of 1t

“Well, if 1 take his place, there’s
gquite a “chance. Anyoite expecting 1o
see him there might take my napper for
his from the other end of the room.
They couldn’t yours, not from a guarter
of o mile away,’

It was true, and Soguidl knew lt- He
gave way, tlmuah unwiHingly.

So Tom Brown went to the far end
of the detention-room and eat down.
Souiff, looking at him fromy the deor,
had to confees that he might be taken
for Piet Delarey if one did not look too
hard.

A fow minutes alter the New Zealurder
had taken his seat someone came in. Bt
it was neither master nor prefect; it was
skinner.

“1 say, Delarey, 1T thought T might as
well do my lines here,” said Bkinner. m
a  half-friendly, half-owhward tone that
uzzled Tom Brown. ** You donw’t nund,

su_p:pﬂse"" I'm sorey about tlis

Morning.

Tom Brown turned ol looled at ]! 1.

Blinner started violently.

“Why, hang if, you'ie noi =

“No, I'm not Delurey,” said Tom
Brown. *But you necdn’t apologise to

the decent thing for once,

me for doing
E— but it am’t an

Skinner ! It's a aml}nﬂe
unpleasant one.’

Skinner snorted, and stood Jrresolute,

Rt down, idiot, and pet on with the
washing! I'll give yvou a hand if you
like. Havent any of iy own to do,
you know, being only a deputy, as you
might -:1.13,

Skinner's astonishment  was_ evident,
But he sat down, and he asked no ques-
tiona about Delarcy: which Tom Brown
took as some small sign of grace.

They were both hard at work when

Lader looked in, having passed Soquif
in the coriidor,

“You there, Delarey?” asked the
prefect.

It seemed rather a necdless guestion,
Tom Brown did not answer 1t, hoping
that Loder would go withisut waiting for
a reply.

“Boetter answer!” whispered Rkinner.

“1 shall give the chow away i 1 do,”
satd T'om Brown.

“0Oh, I'm here, Leder!
with a close mimicey
tones of the Rebel's voice.
his manner.

Loder geemed satislicod. He woe gomg
out arain when a thovght scomed to
acceur to him. There wis a pood dezl of
the bolly in Leder, amd he could et et
slip this chance to show s authority,

He came towards themw, Skmner went
wile, and Tom Brown went red,

Y Delarey,”  wnapped  Tadder, *“that’s
not the tone I choose to be spiken to
m !

Neither  Blanner
answered that.

Laoder came nearer,

“(h, 1t's you, Brawn, is it
furionsly.

“Yes,

"oeaid Ehinner,
il oniy of tiw
but al=oc of

nor JTom DBrown

ke roaved

it's me, Loder—as far a= T'm
aware., You seem to think you've rone
a clever thing in wdentifving me. Buat
the biggest ass in the school could have
done that.”

“What  are  you deing  bere,  anid
where's Delaroy ™

“Lines—and I don't knaw.”

Not a word said Skipner. He was
rather by wayv of bkong a  humble
hanger-on of the great Loder but oot

this momoent his svmpaibies were cer-
tainly not with the oefect,  If he could
have helped Torn Brown without rigk io
himself he would have dene it

But  taking yisks unnecessarilv for
another's sake woas wnot m Jiarcld

slkinueir'a line,

l
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“Where's that vounp sweep Delarey?
Do iﬂu hear, you eab?”
YOu ta]};mg to me,
asked Tem Brown.
“Yes, of course T am, confourd you!”
“1 don't know any sweep 1..1nm“d
Delarey, and my name isn’t Cubb: it's
Brown — B-r-o-w-n, without an ‘e
Some people prefer it with,

Loder

bui we've
always spelled it the shortest way. "

Sauiff, whose head was now in tnh the
door, could not resist a chuckle, ™ Tom
Brown was always o eool cand, and o
tid not fear Lioder in the leust—on his
own account, that is.

“T'll give you the hiding of yvour life,
Brown ¥ .

“That’s better, Loder! You've pof
my name right now.  As Tor the fnxnry
mentioned—well, 's war-time, and wo
have to deny onrselves something, so 1
beer to decline.”

" I—oh, eonicund you,
alive, you impodent fag!”

“ Mot in those trousers, I think!”
Tom Hrown.

Then Loder went [or the juior.
 Now it was  well for the New
Aenlander that Sgaiff was wnear ol hand.
Loder, though many of the Sixth and
some of the Fifth could have Civashed
him, was too big a handinl for o juanior.
And no aid was to bo expecicd [rom
Hhinner,

The prefect bore Tomy Brawn down
neross the de 0 punching hard, pressing
lum backw, sainfully, till he felt as
though hiz | .hone would snap.

Then Sqguiil enne, without o word, bt
with a reckless rush, and flung strong
armg around the neeck of Loder, el hora
him back, and gave the New Zralader
junior a chance to writha frece.

Five soconds more and Loder wis on
his back on the floor, with 1he two
'If_iﬂlﬂnia_l juniors on top ef him.

“See here, Loder, if you dc-nf dirop
this, we'll call Coker in to you!” eaid
iﬁq]*lﬁ

Laoder's language was of a kind that 16
was well for b no ove in avthority
should hear.

“idn’t know vou'd been .J[‘-pmj*mﬂ

I'll flay you
said

instructor in languages, Loder,”, said
Trom Brown. *“And I win't =nve Ih.ltﬁ
the sort we want to  learn. Ia it

Bulgarian 9"

“ It dees sound @ bit atrdvions,” said
Sepniff, grinning.
C}'id

“Don’t press his chin, Squiff,
Coker has lett his macks there.”

“What do Jou Lnow about Cokor, you
voung cads ¥ panted Loder.

“Only that he gave you a thon -"llr:m,::
wood  hiding  last night,” said  Soamfi.
“Never enjoyed  anything better —did
vou, Browney? [ront seats free. 10012

“"You must have been out o

“Pow’t say 1'm black, Brother Potl™
clisckled Tom Brovea.

“And don't wriggle so,” sand Squiff
severely. It ain't dignified. T4 ain'é
neeful, And it aimn't comfoctable for na,
We dan't mind so much about vou.™

“Good  gracious!  What  dors  this
mean?” demanded a voice of tlheuder
from the door.

Squit and Tora Brown were on thoie
feet inan instune. Skinner looked rocnd
wildly for a place in which to Lide—
thouph there wus really no vigson why
he  shluld  hide.  [le had  covefnlly
abstained from taking any part in the
peoccodings.

Lader got up,
Fiev e e,

For the voice was the voice of Mpe
anleh"

‘T am surprised beyond words, Loder,

o find you indulging in horse- p]rw of

this kind with two juniorvs—and in thﬁ
detention-room, too 1™ i
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. “They attacked me, sir! Without the
flightest provocation, they went for me!
I suppose they did not want me to find
out that Delarey had cut detention.™

Ile was lying Bagrantly. But he re-
lied upon F.-'-Einnm"s suppeit. He looked
at Skimner. Mr, Quelch aiso looked at
Skinner. Skinner looked at the ground,

“Skinner. vou must have secn this!”
U I'd vather not eny anything about it,
gir, if won don't mind,” mumbled
Skinner. That was better then Squilf
and Tom Brown huad heped [ov, They
would not have been astomshed had the
cad of the Remove backed up the pre-
feel's lie.

“Prown and Field, vou will take
three hondeed lines each !™

“Very  well, sir,” eaid the  two
togeiher.

Skinner had done themn no bad turn.
If Lesler's tale had been backed up they
would not have pot off with three
hundred lines, It was pretty stiff as an
pmpot ; bat, as Tom Brown said afters
wards, it wes not the niarvket pirce for
att unprovolked attwek apon a prefect.

“Where is Delarevy*™  asked Mr.
Guaelih,

“*Here T am, sir!™

Just then Piet Delover marched in, o

Mr. Queleh. with as sterncst frown,
whipped rowmd,

“Where  have e been?”  he
Lhandered.

“To Friavdale, sir.”

“Fxolam  yoursell. Ddarex ! This

passes sl bonnds™

“LI'm sorry. 1T kiew
I've no exense to make : and as for ox-|
platcing, s, it sitrly mpossible,'”

ool and Tom Boown gasped, thongh
thie answoer was not swnelly  snexpectod
Ly thenn,  Loder wmd Skinner gozed in
wonder,  The pretect grinped  malic-

wslv. Dot Skineer did wvet leak at all
trivrupliant, .

"'l'II1i$ is nolthing elort of mutiny.
Detares 1"

Sdence ! And really silenee was bea,
Whar conld the Afsikadivr say?

“ P, Lovke i= awav, I that were not
tho ease. 1 shouid take yon to um al
onee.  In his absenee 1 am e eharge
but [ do pol ronsider Lot wy mllhﬂriwj
exbongds 1o the expulsios of any boy, You
will awair his return :n the punishment.
rooni.  Come with me ™ :

Dolarey followed him without a word,

“This wmeans the suel for vone Robol |
chtitn,  you young  roiters!T snarled
Idllh:"l'. 7

“You're a howling «ad!” rapped out

it lonks blaek.

Squitl.
“Oh, den’v alk to bim, Sqouff ! Give |
him avother taste of teko ! 1t's ¢heap at
three buicdred (™ snid Tem Browa, |
Loder beat o hasty rotrege. i

—

THE TWELFTH CEAPTER.
Sir Jimmy': Dolge !
OOK bore, Skinner!

Will vou

(1]
I keep this dark for the jpre-|
sent 17 asked Tom Brown,
Sl was  surprised, 1.

fatled 1o are the uge of sshing Skinner
to keep dark any story that wmieht roll
against a fellow he dishked ; and he had
a nolicn  1eat Shicoer’s  fecling  for
Delurer was strongr than mere distike.

“Yes. f yom wart me (0,” zaid
Skinner. *1've Jdoue thet chap a bad
turn.  Youa fellows mwav ol beleve me,
but ['m sorey. 1 't know exactly

.ITIIEFF. bt T an” I
) -i‘I believe you,” sad Tom DBrown !
geriously, F

“Ianged I 1 den't, too, though I'm?

like you in one ghing. Shinner—I dun't
know why,” Squiff said.
Tie Maayer Lisnamy, —No, 470,

Skinner disregarded that very doubtful
complimet,

“He won't fight Cherey now,” he said.

“What's that?™

“Haven't you heard? T should have
thought he would have told yon. He's
booked to fight Cherry this afterncon
in the gym. All the chaps are talking
about it. Some of them think he'll take
the bounding DBolb’s number down, I
was hoping that mysell."

“My hat ! said Squiff. ¥ Piet hasn’t
Lall been going it, Browney ! Dot that
little engagement 1s off now.”

“Yoea—Tfor Piet,” said Tom Brown,
with a glint i his eves.  * But—I've
nathing against Bob Cherry, Squiff, you
know that, Still, there it is, Our man
Delarey’s down on his luck, and can't
keep his engagement, so——""

“1'd better keep it for him, of course,”
put in Squiff.

“* Not. likely !
CoNPse,

“Oh, is it!?
jolly  well
Browney ™

“ Look here, Soqoiff—"

“(Oh, chuek 16! You had the last job
beeause of the colour of your hair, That
doesu’t matter when iL comes to light-
ing.

“Blesagsed if [ ean understanmd  yon
chaps ! sand Skinner.  ** What's the use
of squabbling about which of you should
vifer himsell up for a saerilice?  You
woukin't cateh me on that hep !™

“Tt woull be an awful shoek to us if
woo dul, Skinnev,” zaid Tom DBreown.
“See here, Squilf, we'll tesa for "

* Right-ho, Browney ! Heopds!™

And heads it was.

“[ sha'n't go in for hurting old Bel,”
?:gltl SBquiff.  “I've no fecling agains!
v,

“You'll bhe feeling him againzt von,
though,” said the humorous Skinner,

“What was the bizoey all about 27
ashed Tom DBrown, “We conldn’t get
ativthing out of Delavey.”

“You orent (o have gone lo voung
Vivian—he could teli yon,”

“Lan’t ron”

“Dare gsay 1 oean” replicd S8kinoner.
“Only vou chiups are so jollv suspicions,
and 1 [ osaad that Cherey took down
notice from the board that he reckoned
wis an insilt to his Grace of Wharton,
yvou teight get it into vour noddics that
I put that notice up——"

That's joly, of

my

Think you're going to
mop  up  everything,

“And  dido't o you?"  asked  Bquilt
Llunetly.,

N0 Az a matter of fact., Buonter
did.  That's leaked out sinee classes,

dut Cherry fupecied it was Vivian, and
Lmmed lam. The Rebel chipped in—

pistols for two, and colfee for Tour -or as

near that a: we can get at Greyiriars,
That's all!”

“And enovigh, too ! prowled Somil,

Skinner didl not try to talk Squift
over.  Bkinner had no vooied objection
to secing Boly Cherry licked by Sewnll,
o Sqult by Boh Cherry,  for  rhat
nuitter, Anvway, they would be anve to
hurt one another a bit, And Harold
Skinner had not expericnced aay such
change of heart as would Jead to his

sorrowing over that,

A adefscted  atiempt to communicate
with aovone in the pucishient-roem —
iore especially a fellow nnder sentence
of expulsion, or practically  so—meant
heavy pu::i.-ill.illl.‘-m. Dot that was not
what kept Tom Browin and Sqnfl away.
Ther would not go near vntil the affair
i the gym had been setiled,

“Not that the bonnder is likely to
thank me for takine on Lis job.™ «<aid
Sapdls < ITetil oy say T deserve all L
wot if Cleny bicks me. and 0 will e
protty mueh the anme i things aee the
Oty way rousd.”

1

T
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“Tt will pay best to lie low a bit,"™
repliecd Tom Brown. *“Quelchy may re-
lent, and at the worst IPict may not be
expelled.”

ut there was someone in the Remove
who was defermined to communicate
with Delarey without loss of time.

This was Sir Jimmy.

“If it was me,” thought Sir Jimmy,
“I should give that chap Cherrybob a
lickin® first an” do a bunk afterwards.
Woaot's the good of ’thin' round in a
mouldy 'ole like this?

Not that Sivr Jimmy really considered
Greyfriars 2 monldy hole. DBut he had
always looked wpon running away as a
possible thing if the place got too hot

for him.

He kovew what had bappened to
Delarcy.  He bad been in No. 12 when
Squiff ecame to tell Mauly about it; and
after the nmight before there could be no
hesitation about telling Sir Jimmy too.

Bui Squilf said nothing to cither of
them  about his  intention of taking
Delivey’s place in the gym,

[t was auite g surprise to Squill that
Skinner should keep his promise not lo
let out the story.  But he muost have
done, for when Delarvey’s place was seen
to be vacant i ihe French olass that
afternoon there were plenty ol inguiries
as 1o what had hecome of lim —pleniy of
inguivies, bhut no replies,

o0 Jimmy managed to pet next to
Skinner,  Tnder the mild rule of
M. Charpentier there was far more
chanee to talk ihan under the stern disei-
piine of Mr, Queleh,

- "Youn am'rt no fricnd of mine,
Skinnes,”  whispered  the  sehoolboy
SHIRSHTA i

“Tell me somothing T don’t koow,”

rednrned Bkinner serdonicnlly,
U But mowillin® to let “has-beons ' be
*bypasses.” an’ [ know vou're about the
cutningest beast in the bloomin®' Form !

“Much obliged, I'm sure, Vivian.
Leading up to what, may I ask ?™

“Wheee could 2 bloke get “old of the
punishieent-roony key 1"

It woald be in Mr. Queleh’s study
just now, 'm pretty sure,” said Skinner
at_once.

Sir Jimmy looked wt him curiously.
1Te knew very well thet it was from no
gnod-will to him that that information
had been given.,  ITe was sure that it
would plesse Skinner if he were caneht
tryving to get hold of that key, for the
conseguences would be serious.”

“Thanker, Skinner!" he said gravely,

“Oh. not at all 1" said Skinner. 1

“Wants me to come a mucker,”
nmttered Sir Jimmy to himself as he
dudecd back to his proper place.

“[Tope he’ll set it in the
thought Skinner,

Skinner might be fecling more chari-
tably towards Piet Delarveyv: but ha was
not overfllewine with the milk of boman
Kindress for the Form in general, and
S Jimny was one of the fellows to
whom he vecloned that he “owed ons ™

Sir Jimmy  developed o headache
durine Frenelh  lesson,  nwed  Jlosson
atlowed him to go amel lie down,

But Sir Jimmy did not go aud lic
down until he had paid a visit to Mr.
Queleh’s study,

nock ™

= ——— e w

THE TUHIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Gym.!

e Famous Five made their way
tosother (o the gyvm divectly
classos wope aver,

“L don't Lindf hike this bizees,
tob,™ eomfessed Harey Whavton,
“Same bore.” saind Prank Nuwent,

“Plhe samefulness 08 territie, o my

hevonred chins" Inky remorked.

“1 ain't stuck on it my=cll,” Bob ad-
mitted.  *Lhere's one thing L Like less
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than the idea of licking the Rebel,
though,™

“What's that " asked Frank.

“Having the Rebel lick me,” answered
Baob.

“Tt’s nothing to make a fuss over!”
growled Johnny Bull, “I should be
jolly well pleased to take on any one of
the gang—Delarey, or Squiff, or Toddy,
or Brown, or Rake.” :

“Let 'em all come—eh, Bull ¥ said the
Bounder, coming up behind them., I
don’t know that it's worth while to scrap
with them; but, on principle, I regard
them all as the enemy just now, T own,”

“That's .the talk, Smithy!” =said
Johnny.

The gym was filling fast when ihey
arrived.  PBut among those who had
gathered there a story was going about
that most seemed to find disappointing.

“A aswindle, I ecall 1t!"7 grunted
Bolsover major,
“Don't let out the secrets of the

family, Bolsy,” said Squff,
“Which of vour brother blades has

been putting it across you?” asked Tom

Brown genially. .

“Rats! You chaps think yourselves
too jolly clever for anything. But—"

“hwi]l be a rotten shame if he doesn’t
turn up to be licked !” squeaked Snoop.

“Who—Cherry? Why, I thought I
saw him here.”

“No; your friend the Rebel !” sneered
Snoop.

“You can depend on Delarey to keep
an engagement like this,” said Deter
Todd. ;

“T'm afraid they can’t; or if they do
they'll be mistaken,” said Squiff calmly.
““As it happens, Delarey has a pressing
engarement elsewhere, and——"

“What's that?” roared Johnny Ball.
“1 iy, the chap ain't funking 1.
surely "

“You are right, Bull. ITe most cer-
tainly is not,” said Tom Brown.

A  hubbub had arisen, Delarey’s
absence from class might have prepared
the fellows for this, but somehow it had
failed to do s0. _

“Will you hear me?” yelled Squiff,

“0Oh, do shut up, and let anyone who
knows anvthing tell it!” eried Harry
Wharton to the erowd in general,

Something like silence followed,

“My friend Delarey is unaveidably
kept away,” said Squilf. “It's no good
trying to keep the secret any longer.
He's in the punishment-room, in con-
nection  with his  little difference of
opinion  with our esteemed Form-
mastor,”

Sguiff paused. He did not mean to
tell them how serious the matter veally

was, They would know quite soon
cnough,

“Well, what about it?” growled
Bolzaver., *That ain’t all, T suppose ¥”

“Not guite all,” answered Squiff.
“IT'm here to take his place.”

“You're going to fight Cherry?”
iuapped Peter Todd, “What on earth
ort’ :

“Certainly; that is, if Cherry does not
object I said Squiff coolly.  “I have
already explained why.”

“But I do objeet!” howled Bob.
“Look here, Squift, vou silly old ass, I
haven't any quarrel with yon 1™

“Nor I with you, Bob, if vou apolo-
gise to Delarey !

Bob wavered, Ttterly without fear,
he wet felt himself in the wrong. He
wias not keen on fichting the Afrikander
-—st1]l less keen on fighting his Australian
chum.

Johnny Bull pushed forward,

M You'll be an utter idiot if you apole-
gise to please Field, Bob!" he said
haotly. “You didn’t mean to do it to the
ather merchant. But therc's no noed
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for you to put on the g:lmﬁ with this
chap. I'll take him on !

“I think not, Bull,” said Squiff, “Go
home, and stick your fat head into a
rail of cold water! When you and I
ight i1t will be for some better reason
than we have yet.”

“My hat! I'll soon give you a good
enoug reason !”  roarcd = Johnny,
squaring up to Squiff. Nothing in all
the campaign against Wharton had hit
Johnny quite so hard as the golng-over
af Bquift to the enemy., _

And he really wanted to fight Squiff
because he thought so much of him. But
Squiff did not quite see it that way.

“Gentlemen,” said Peter Todd, “the
real trouble appears to be that, having
come here to sce a fight, you appear to
be in danger of pomg away without
having been regaled with that pleasing

spectacle, Now, there is really no need
for that., Here am I; here 1s Bolsover.
We are under contract to fight. Bolsover

has been aching to lick me for days
past; but, with a chivalry that I ap-
preciate, has preferred to wait until I
felt quite fit again after my bout of the
‘flu” I am quite fit. Bolsover need
wait no longer. Let us get on with the
washing, gentlemen!”’

‘There could be no mistaking Bolsover's
keenness.  Already he was taking off his
jacket.

“Here's Delarey ! eried Dick Russell,

Cool as ever, the Afrikander walked in
among them all.

“Sorry I'm late,” he said. “I've been
locked up, you know, Apologics for
keeping you watting, Cherry!  Let’s
proceed to business at once, for my time
may not be long, And it can't be post-

nncﬂ, for to-morrow I may not be

Cre.

Nobody thought of Peter Todd and
E:}ﬁmwr now, or of Squiff and Johnny

ull,

Bob Cherry felt none too comfortable.
That light apology for keeping him
waiting struck him in a queer way.
Was he such a churl, then, that he mufd
not apologise, too? And that when he
felt himself in the wrong, while
Delarey’s delay was not his own fault?

Bob was not a churl. e was as
kindly and generous a soul as any in all
Greyfriars; but to apologise was rather
a bitter pill, He was the foremost fight-
ing man of the Form. Everyone ex-
pected him to lick Delarey,

But wasn't that all the more reason for
apologising ¥ _

“What do you mean about not being
here to-morrow, Delarey?" asked Peter
Todd.

“The sack, that's all!l” was the cool
reply.

“Oh, I say 1"

There was a chorus of surprised ex- |

clamations,

“What for?” demanded Bolsover.

“Breaking detention, Serves me right,
1 suppose. After that affair this morn-
ing, T mean. Can't be helped.”

Bob came forward.

“I'm not going to fight you, Delarey,”
he said, in a hush of astonishment.

“Eh?" said Delarey.

“I thought it was the other chap who
was funked !” sneered Snoop.

“Dry up! Cherry's right!” growled
Bolsover.,

“I sha'n't fight. T apologise. I know
that I was wrong in charging you with
posting that notice. 1 know Bunter did
it—the rotter! DBut I knew at the time
you didn't, and I only said it because 1
was in a beastly rage. And I did lam
young Vivian a bit too hard. Is that
enough §

“It's more than enough, Cherry ¥’ said
Delarey gravely, “No fellow could have
spoken miore gencroualy, I'm going
back now. There's just a chance my
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absence hasn’t been twigged, and it’s ne
eood making things worse than they are
for myself,”

He passed out of the gyor, down a
lane.of juniors whose faces showed their

sympathy. At the door Sir Jimmy
awalted him. DMhauly went out with
t]]emi A T

e Ay :

“Cherry, you behaved like n brick I™
said Peter Todd. L
““Hear, hear!"” cried Vernon-Smath, *
“You were all right, Bob: but I'm
hanged if I'm going to shake hands with
that bounder Squifi—mot just yet]”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Three cheers for PBob Cherry !
shouted Ogilvy. !
Everybody but Snoop and Rtotd

cheered—even Harold Skinner.

“Poor old Rebel!” said Bob, heavy-
hearted for his opponent that was to
have been, as he walked out, with Hm‘i’
hugging one of his arms and Mar
Linley the other. No one hod been
better pleased with Bob's manly apology
than those two. )

““He hasn't gono vet, old chap !’ said
Mark.

No, he had not gone; and there was
still hope for him, though the sky was
black for the nresent,

The clouds might roll away. WNearly
everyone in the Remove hoped they

would,
THE END.

(Don’t miss *“THE REMOVE
ELECTION CAMPAIGN !’ — next
Monday’s grand story of Harry
Wharton &. Co., by FRANK
RICHARDS.)

Foothall Notices.

Maiches Wanted By

Crrist CHURCH (ToRNHAM () HFEN)
Cromr Boyvs (12).—James Pickett, 78,
Upham Park Rd., Chiswick, W, -~ |

ALrMUND's CHolr (14)—d-rhile r.— F. h
Gelsthorp, care of Messra, Poole & Co.,
Corn Market, Derby, ¥

CARSHALTON I::_ETJUTE (16-17 -T7-mila ¥,
—A. W. Rapley, 9, Gurney Rd., Mill
Lane, Carshalton, - oA

. Srepuex (18-15) —R. Sumpter, 47,
'&:hétﬁeld St., Tottenham Court Rd.,

SoNRAEP JUNIORS (14-16)—4-mile #= .
A. 8. Dalgleish, 70, Petteril 8t., Caxs
lisle. I"_%

CravrcHwELL CrrTie Juwions (13-14)-—
away matches, 4mile r.—Albert Mits
chell, School 8t., Churwell, near Leeds,

4

D. Carter and R. Carsberg want td
join footer team (15-17) within 12 mil
of' the QA“ el, [slington.—Write, ;
Carter, 19, Gibhson Bquare, Islington, N,

CRICKET,

Norre Loxpoxn UwxiteEp want matchos
for coming season (17)—20-mila 2.j
plavers nlse wanted —5: R. Lee, 6’,
Bathurst Gardens, Kensal Rise, N.'W,

BACK NUMBERS, Ete., WANTED,

By William Smith, 42, Tweed Street,
Berwick-upon-Tweed—* Boye® Friend 3de
Library,” entitled “Conquest of Lofi-
don,” *“ Britnin Invaded,” * Britain ab
Bay,” ‘Britain’s Revenge,” * Flyink
Armada,” *“With the Afliea‘ Flag ™ ;
also double numbers of * Magnet ¥ and
“Gem," from 1909 to 1912 inclusive. Full
price offered, -

TaE Masszt Lisraky.— No. 479,
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O0OR ALONZO!
P Was ever another fellow made

the butt of so many japes as he?

IHe was a destined victim [rom

the first.  Greyfriars would have been

very unlike any other school if a fellow

whose leg could be pulled so easily did
not get his leg pulled hard and often.

[t is diffieult for Alonzo to believe,
oven now, that any boy would tell a
wanlon lie. e has come to understand
that the soul of truth is not in Bunter;
but no doubt he still entertains hopes
that., even for Bunter, there may come
a day of repentance and of real reform.

In his simple honesty, his extraordi-

nary ?ullihility. and his ready obliging-
ness, he gave Skinner, and others more
or less of Skinner's type, such a chunce
to show their humour as they had never
lhad before. It cannot be denied thab
others besides the cads spoofed Lonzy.
But there are different ways of spoofing,
and on the whole the amazing Dulfer
had not much to complain of from tho
Fumous Five and their friends. They
were only the Famous Four, by Lhe way,
when Alonze blew in; Jobnny Bull came
along after him. They ragged him in
all good-humour; there was all too often
an element of erueliy in the ragging of
Skinner and Bulstrode. -
. 8kinner met him at the station; and
the result of that meeting was that
'‘Alonzo arrived at the school perspiring
under the burden of a weird and won-
‘dorful brown-paper parcel, which shed
articles of attire about the Close. Skinner
had. cver so kindly, warned him against
the entirely fictitions breach of good
form he would be guilty of if he reached
Ureyfriars with his belongings in a box !
T'here was humour in that, though it was
mot quite kind; but worse was donc
smhen Alonzo was coached up to address
t¢ Mr. Quelch, on his first appearance
before that stern gentleman, such re-
marks as theso:

“* Iloxww do you do, cocky 7™

“[ hope your grandmother is well!"
_‘_":!?a vour father out of prison yet,
Bl :

The result was inevitable.

A those dave Alonzo was always in a
trry. and as he was al:o very clumsy
4iia haste often led to unpleasant resulls
‘=for athers and himself. There were so
many things he wanted to do for the
nefit of that section of the world with
which Tluir“t‘arnn intfn l:*nnlm't. The ona.‘il.".'.l
ay of all to spoof him was to appeal to
m; weakness of his for doing goad.
Fasy—-but essentially mean! You lowoer
yourself when you make a fellow appear
a fool because his good-nature 1 in
cxeras of his brains. To show up in the
light of a dupe the would-be sharper—
guch az Fisher T, Fish—that is fair
enough! But when Skinner asked
Alonzo to wake up all the masters for
{rim at five o'clock,, and Alonzo, who no
note than anyone else loves getting up
with the earliest birds, did it to uﬁlign
Bkinner—that wns not cricket !  All too
many of the jokes played upon Alonzo
were not ericket, yet one cannot choose
but langh at them. ITe was so very
happy when he was® doing something
for somehody—auch things as digging up
the Head's earcfully-kept lawn, so that
vogoetables might be sown there—cutting
off Wun Lung’s pigtail to save him from
headache—sweeping Mr. Quelch’s chim-
ginger-beer botile

nev—opening a
THI-.‘:% Lesrany.—No, 479,
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gomeone who, of course, got the con-
tenta in the wrong plaze after all—
utting an immense cold key down the

ck of Frank Nugent to stop nosc-
bleeding—minding a horse, which, natur-
ally. ran away—careying baskets for the
Friavdale erranil-boys—escorting  Mr.
Walker, the very beery tramp, and find-
ing for him temporary habitation in the
box-room—administering his marvellous
mixlure to anyone who could be induced
to take it, knowingly or unknowingly—
so very happy. and always actuated with
the best possible intentions; and we, who
read, knew so well that there was trouble
in the offing, and waited fogethe storm
to blow up, ard felt half “8orry,

amused !

“Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood,’

wrote Lord Tennyson. No one ever had
a kinder hearct than Alonzo has, and for
simple faith the good fellow licks crea-
tion! But he has never got much credit
for cithee., He has been despised by
apecimens like Skinner, who are not
worthy to black his boots—even b

fellows far better than Skinner, thuugg
in their cases there was liking mixed
with the contempt. Ile is a fool—all’s
gaid! That is the worldly verdiet. Dut
is all suid? Is not the guileless, kindly,
straightforward fool, who does to others
as he would have others do to him, and
roes on doing it, though the others do
not reciprocate in the least, the fool who
never does n mean thing, though doing
many silly ones, is he not in truth of the
salt of ths earth?

Alonzo bores the other fellows with his
talk of Uncle Benjamin. According to
him, Unele Benjy, if at Greyfriars,
wouid . be in a oontinual state of shock
and di:t!;uat. But Uncle Benjy has
visited Gregfriacs without any such dire
vesult, and, indeed, enjoyed himsclf
there,  Alonze’s Uncle Benjamin is

half [

largely a creetion of Alonzo's imagina-
tion. His uncle strove to put into him
such lessons as are good for any boy—
never to sneak, swank, or lie—always to
be kind and polite. No doubt but they
were d lessons. And no doubt but
that Alonzo learned them ; but not quite
as an ordinary boy would have done.
Ilis nature was different.

Lonzy must be quite’ accustomed to
getting what Fish calls “the little end
of the horn.” It may be said to his
credit that he has seldom made much
fuss about being victimised—has takon
it very much as all in the day’s werk.
dle is not without pluck, by any means,
though he abhors fighting, and has often
given way out of sheer dislike for any-
thing in the pature of a row., Bul
Bunter has found that Lonzy is no mere
worm to be trampled upon, And let it
not be forgotten that very early in his
Greyfriars days Alonzo saved E;Inr'ﬁrin
from drowning. He can swim, and he is
no duffer on the water, though on the
playing-fields he is quite hopeless,

At first Alonzo—Dby the way, how
many readers are aware that ﬁia full
name is Alonzo Theophilus Todd 7—
shared a study with Skinner and the
Bounder, unmeet mates for so gentle a
youth. Later he was a member of a
strange assortment in a new study,
where he had Bunter and Wun Lung
for companions. DBut his best days have
been since his cousin  Peter came to
Greyfriars, to protect him from being
overmuch put upon and japed. In No.
7, with “The History of a Potato,” or
some such congenial volume to study,
with Peter, and that good fellow Tom
Dutton as company, with his South Sea
missionary interests to occupy his mind
Alonzo has been comparatively peaccfu
and happy. And will anyone grudge
him his better times? Would anyone
wish for him again a term in which every
day was the First of April?
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By BEVERLEY KENT,

{ IN A LAND OF PERIL!
?

Author of ' OHficer and Trooper,” *Cornstalk Bob,” “A Son ol the Sea,” etc., etc. !i
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.
Bob Musters arrives in Cape Town to
meet his cousin, Jasper Orme. Jasper
sends him up country with o scoundreel,
named Faik, and it is made apparent
that Ifaik and Jasper are in league to
put Bob out of the way., Disgusted with
Faik's bad treatmient, Bob escapes, in
company with Ted O'Bricn, an Irish boy,
and they take with them the map which
shows the spot where a treasure s
located, and which 1t was TFaik’s aim
to seize. The two lads push on into the
wilds, and are capturcd by savages,
~They are imprisoned in 2 kraal, and food
15 brought to them by a slave of their
captors. Mendi, the slave, helps Bob and
Ted to escape. He tells them of a mys-
terious ancient ity under a lake,

A Hard Trail

There was a vope made of fibre in the
canoc. Mondi paddied to the bank, and
used a heavy stone as an anchor, Bix
hours yet remapined before the dawn
would break; and there was no prospeet
of a mecal until then, so they dncideh Lo
sleep.

Tho black boy closed his eyes, and
almost at once fell into a heavy slumber.
T'ed, before long, was in dreamland, but
Bob lay awake. The excitemont of the
past twenty-four hours had not wyet
passed ofl ; and he felt a great responsi-
bility, for he realised that the fate of the
other two was largely in his keeping.

And as the time passed a feching of
oppression, a loreboding of danger crept
over him. Try as he would he eould
not shake 1t off. The very silence,
broken only by fitiul murmurings as the
wind rustled the reeds on the river banks,
and by the splash of a hippopotamus,
brought with it a sense of awe. The
mosquitoes plagued him, and onee he
slarted as an ominous rvoar notified the
approach of a lion coming down to drink
at the riverside. But his companions did
not stir.

At last he dropped off into a light,
troubled sleep, His senses were still
half on the alert. How long he lay thus
he never kuew afterwards, and 1t might
have been only for a fow muinuvtes, e
was aroused by a sudden lorch, The
cance seemed to be going down ot the
bows.

ITe sat up.  Dimly he saw the head
and shoulders of a man rising from the
water. Something bright flashed in the
darkness, and this was [ollowed by a
yell of pain.  Bob had grasped his vifle,
and, swinging the barrel rouwnud his head,
he brought the butt down on the man's
Crictiiuem,

Without n moan he sank. Ted was up
and awake on the instant, half startlod
out of his wits, But Mendi did not stir,

“What's happencd ¥ Ted gasped.

“We've been attacked. 1 hope T've
Leen in time (o save Mendi I Dob eried.
“Up with the anchor, and let us clear
off ! Look! A crowd of them are swim-
ming towards us !”

He grasped the paddle, whilst Ted
tugged at the rope. A doren or more
savazEes were swimming fast towards thoe
canoc. As 1t got wader way, one of
them came so close that Bob struck him
with the paddle.

“Fire at them!” he cried. *“There's
nothing else for it.”

As Ted’s rifle sent the bullets whist-
ling, Bob paddled as fast as he could,
Iut_‘lﬂsﬁ than live minutes the cance was
speeding down the river, beydnd pursuit.

Bob looked over his shoulder,

“That was a tight squeeze! 1 had a
feeling that something was going to
happen. Have a look at Mendi; one of
the sconndrels stabbed him,” he said,

The black boy was lying on his back,
his eyes were open, and rolling from side
to side. At least be was alive, Ted bent
over him. :

“Whore are you hurt 7" he asked.

Mendi pointed to his leg. There was a
terrible gash in it, and Ted, tearing strips
from his shirt, boumnd the wound as besi
he could. But for a long time Mendi
could not speak.

“Evil spirits!™ he pasped at  last,
“Let me die, O whitelface, for my hour
has come! I am called to the land
bovend the great winds and elonds.™

“Not  likely " Ted said cvheerily.
“The evil epirits are your old enemics the
Kandalzi. That ruffian Kanscluki sent
them after us, and one of them stuck his
knife into you. Buck up, Mendi, old
sport ! There's many a kick left in you
vet ! _

The black boy strugeled to sit up.

“Then the call to the far land hos not
come to me!” he exclaimed. Tt was
hut a foeman®s blow ! Dah! What care
I for that? But this is another woundl
for which the jackals shall pay dearly 17

“Liec where you are for the present,”
Ted directed. “ We can get on all right,
And we don’t want to have to carry you
when the viver goes fito the earth.”

Ie turned to ob, who was
naddiing. _

“This is a nasty knoek, and if it hadn’t
been for you it would have been far
worse,” he said. * And 1 was having o
sornmptinng dream, faneviog I was mal-
inr vinga round that old ruffian Iola-
poki, with Faik, the colour of green,
waiting for his turn.  What's gomg to
hanpen next, T wonder?  Tlas s a rotten
country, full of surprises, and nene of "em
pleasant ones.™

“Fram this on one of us st take
in tuen to keep wateh at night while we
are on this rviver,” DBob replicd, " No
harm ean cote to us then,  Tt's awlward
ahont Mendi, but the natives are used to
hard  kouocks, and their wounds  heal
guicklv,  We must koop golng now il
davhircak.”

Tod proaned, |

“Trveomiade o nasty dizscovery,'” he said.
“ T fearfully bunery 1"

Lol laugshed.

“ ol voure bell fighn o, he suzgested,
*And at davliesk vou'li have an oppor-
tunity to show what von can do with the
vifie. That's the uely clanee we have of
grih now,”

1le paddled along. In an Lour or so
Ted took his place, Dawn came at last,
and they drew the canoe fo the bank.
Ted went down the river, and they heasd
g couple of shots.  1Te returncd soon
earrving a line swan, at the sight of which
Mondi elappad his hands, and under his
divections 1t was ooaued,

Te proved very good eating. and, much
stivngthened, they wook to the river

=till

again., On the following duy Ted shot a
bustard, and on the third he brought
down an antelope. With this last they
had food to suffice for many meals, and so
full was the country with game of all sorts
that all fear of starvation puzzed from
their minds.

In a fortnight the river had navrowed
so much and had become go shallow that
they knew they were nearing its source.
Mendi's wound had healed well, and ho
was able to limp about. The two boys
decided that the time had come when
they should take to the land aguin.

And now their greatest trials hegan;
bui, fortunately, by thi timo the vongh
life, lhard work, and exposure had
hardened them. Beeause of Mendi they
could not travei fast; eight miles a day
was as much as he could cover, and cven
that was hard on his imjured leg.

The elimate hed changed.  Whilst the
days grew oven hotler as they appeoached
nearer to the Equator, the nights became
bitterly cold. Vor they were gradually
pscending, and before thent in the dis-
tance they couid see mountaing capped
with snow.

Sometimes a heavy misl completely en-
veloped the country; at times rain fell in
o delage for many hours; often they
came  to vast holes o the  ground,
evidently extinet volecanoes, and  these
foreed them nales out of thoar direet
eourse, And, to add o ther difficalties,
they suffercd mnch Trvom hunger  and
thirst, for here rame was less abundant,
and water hard to lnd,

But they beld o owiuth unshiaken com-
fideneca in Mendi’s knowledge of  the
country, and the homing stunet that
would take him ta b own people. They
reached the tep of 4 moontain, and wers
forced to stay thire for the mglyg.  Here
they all nearly perished in a snowstormn,
Cramped in every limb, they menaged
vet to crawl down the far zule of the
maontin next IH{.:II':]iII,]_:'.

A few hours of the hot zun revived
them semewhat, but the bitier cold of
that terrible night had lamed Mendi's
woutded ler completely, 1t was agony
for him 1o stand on i, whitle to walle was
naposzible.  So they made a rough
strorcher ofter a hard doy's work, and
next morning they caccied him along.

Thev could un‘];; trave]l o very sherd
distence every dayv now, and again they
forund themaelves faeed by starvation,
Their stock of aramunition had run very
loow. and wamme had beecowe scaree. . They
hod o stulk thelr quarry very carcfoily,
for a miss was 4 serious matfer, I,
caveful as they wore, the time caime when
thoeir ammunition had all bat ran out.

The mountain waz far behind them by
this time, and ngan the conntry bl
chanesd.  They had (o foree their way
thresnrll vast foriests, where roained herds
of elophants.  Lions swhonpded here, too,
and they knew not whon they might he
altacked.  The thunder of the beasts’
roars at nicht was tereiflzing. Sometimes
the wavworn travellors climbed into the
ireos for safetv; sometimes fthey built
Livge bonfires to scare the savage animals
AW Y.

At last thesy ¢aune into open country
again,  Every day Mendi's eyes shone
more brightly.  INot once had he hesi-
tated as to the diveetion they should take,
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And now he clapped his hands with glee
at sizht of old scones hie remembered [rom
childhood. )

“It is but four days' journey to the
lake,” he -said. *' O young white chiel,
a joyous welcome awnaits us ! :

His leg had improved, and once again
he was able to limp along. So great was
his eagerness to sce his old home and his
people that he almost broke down again
itt the long marches on which he insisted,

But it was well that he was thus eager,
for all the ammunition left now was in
the chambers of the two rifles.  And
anxicty did not tend to good shocting.
Both Bob and Ted missed more than
onoe. On the third dny after emorging
from the forest they were without
bulicts and without food. All now de-
pended on Mendi's sagacity.

“Mendi., you aro certiin we are near
the lake ™ Bob usked.

“This night shall we reach it,” the
black Loy answered.

“And how far is it frem tha lake to
your tribe 7"

“Two days’ journey.”

Bob looked at Ted.
foodless for three days.

“We can do it !I" he said grimly.

“We must,” Ted answered, * We'rs
not going to bo beuten at this stage.”

All throngh the day they tramped,
drooping in the intense heat, without
food, and without seeing the lake, [Fears
assiiied them, but they held on doggedly.
The sun began to sink, and yet there was
no sign of the lake. DBut Mendi was
emiling more broadly still. .

Suddenly the lake came into view as
they turned a corner, It stretched out in
beauty, wide as a sea, to thoe horizon.
They stood enteunced. Then Mendi gave
a ory.

Despite bis lameness, he ran at [ull
gpoed, shouting at the top of his voice,
And, gazing at him, the two Britishers
looked on farther, and impulsively they
gripped one another in their amazement.

For a man was sitting by the waler’s
edge. And he was fishing as calmly as if
by an English river,

“ And,

They must go

% “Barelegs!™ Ted gasped.
what's more, Bob, he is a Britisher 1"

Scotland For Ever!

% Mendi hag reached the river, and was
showing his delight by loud crics of joy.
Bob and Ted pressed forward,

. As they came necar their amazement
mcreased. Never had they expectod to
meet a white man in this wild locality,
hundreds of miles from civilisation, But
that was not all.

The stranger had arisen, and he turnod
to greet them, his fishing-rod in his
hand. His wrinkled face told as clearly
as words the arduous years he had

lived; the marks of hunger, exposure,
prin, and tragedy were stam upon
it. He had a long beard, white as snow ;

reat coils of silver hair protruded from
neath his cap; his coat was threadbare,
and he was wearing the kilt.
t* 4 Eh, mon,"” he said to Dob, *but this
19 a_rare surprise.”
“You'ro Scotch!™ Ted gasped.

/Ay, and.you're Irish,” the other re-
plied. “Whorever we go we carry the
speech of our countries wi' us. That's

out all left to me noo. And your
friend is an Englishman?  Britain's
united—eh? 'Tis a queer thing that we
three should be standing here.™

._';Mendi thought you were dead,” Bob

aid,

A “There lia' been times when I've been
given up for dead, but there's a kick or
two left in me yet, 1'm Con Macgregor—

old Con to most white men from the
Zambesi Lo Cape Town, and Barelegs to
these poor benighted ercatures who
don"t know the kilt. An' who are ye?”

They told him their names.

“ And how does it happen, in the name
of all that's wnnder{:'l, that ye've
travelled so far?”

They told him about Faik, and all that
had happened since that N‘Ellinﬁ. now
so distant in retrospect, when he had
tried to thrash Bob. MacGregor listened

kaﬂt_klr}*.

“*You're two weel-plucked laddies,” he
aaid, and he sighed. *I wish I had
dropped across you in these parts some
years ags. I was badly in need of
friends thon,” and I lost a fortune for
the want of them. Here I was, tied up
amongsl savages, and here I've had to
stay. I'm 100 old to risk a journey to
the coast alone.™

“How did vou lose a fortune?” Ted
asked. '

“I was after treasure,”

“Treasure?”

“Yes; und I alone knew about it, save
for one ither wman. I staked all on get-
ting it, and I failed. But thut's a long
story that will keep. Whaur are your
provisions "

“Wo haven't any,” Bob said.

“Run oot—¢ch? That was a close
shave. Here, Mendi, set to work to
light a fire and cook those fish. And
you ecan share my mealies and other
grub. [ brocht a lot along, meaning to
camp out here for a week, for there are
times I get resticss and like to be alone.
Mendi's poople are good folk, but I tire
of their ways off and on.”

Before long the trio were eating raven-
ously,  Yet, though Ffamished with
hunger, thev could not take their eves
off the old man, who had begun to fish
again, and cast his line with the art of
an expert. They longed for more talk
with him. At last Ted could no longer
contain his curiosily.

“Was the treaszure
uwﬁy?“ he asked.

acCiregor pointed to the vast lake.

“It’'s there,” he said,

“The doomed eiby!"
shouted.

The old man wheeled round.

“You've heard of it?" he exclaimed,

“Faik knew about it,” Bob said. “We
got his map. Hero it is.”

MacGregor stared at the map.

“And how did he come to hae that?”
he asked,

“I think—indeed, I'm almost sure—
that it must have been given to him by

you sought far

Ted almost

my cousin, Jasper Orme,” Bob ex-
plained. :
“Jasper Orme!” old MacGregor re-

peated. "“Hle was the man I meant.
He was the only one besides myself who
knew about all this!™

“Then he has been a traitor to you?"

“Ay! A' things are clear now. He
thought I must be dead, sac he sent
Faik to look for the treasure, and he
Eot you two lads to go with Faik to

elp him, for he wouldn't trust grown
men. It's well ve escaped from Faik,
for, vour work done, Re would hae
shown you nae mercy. He and Ormo
are too greedy to share the profits wi'
anyone,”

“They've over-reached themselves, and
we'll get it. Br. MacCGregor, won't
you come and help us to find it?” Ted
asked, in great excitement.

The old man began to tremble: a great
light sprang into his sad, dimmed eves,
making his face look strangely voung.
But the light quickly died away.

“I'm too auld,” he said. *“I wad
only be a hindrance.”

I'rinlad and
Agants e

“No, you wouldn't,” Bob urged.
“You only fecl played out because
you've lost all imnterest in life. Make up
your mind to have another try, and
you'll feel strong again. And we'll do
the hard work, and help you all we
can.”

He held out his hand, and, after a
moment’s hesitation, old MacGregor
clasped ik.

“Ye've gi'en me new life,” he sakd.
“I feel the blood rin through my veins
as I had never hoped to feel it rin more.
Yes, I'll gae. eve's my hand on it,
lads, and I thank you from the bottom
o' my heart!”

“Hurrah!” Ted shouted, Qinging up
his cap. “ And we'll get the treasure,
too! Some fecling tells me now that we
can't fail. How soon can we start? I'm
longing to——"

1e old man smiled.

“Haud on!" he said. “Ye've gane
through a lot, .but a' that may be a
trifle to what yc¢'ll hae to face. And as
for starting uf}f. there's a lot that has
to be made ready f(irst, But I'm donc
with fshing for a while, anyhow.” And
he began to reel up his line. * We had
better get on the way home.”

“To Mendi's tribe?” Bob asked.

MacGregor looked uncasy s the ques-
tion was asked. He stood a moment,
thinking hard.

“Yes,” he said at lost.  “We must
go there. We'd never succeed in our
quest if we made encmics of them, and

Mendi will stand to us ony way. Yes,
we'd better start at once.”
There was a canoe close at hand.

MacGregor had crossed the lake in it,
and soon Mendi was paddling them back.
On the far bauk they resumed the marvch,
and now, well fed, for the stock of pro-
visions was ample, they found the
journey more plessant than otherwise.

In two days they drew near to the
native village, and Mendi, all agog with
excitement, hurricd ahead. As the
others approached the kraals they heard
drums beating, and the shrill music of
reed instruments, and loud chanting.
MacGregor ﬁtﬂl‘ll]{"l'] and listened. ;

“It's a' vecht,” he said, “ That meuns
a welcome.”

“And why shouldn't they welcome
us?” Ted asked. “Mendi told us that

The old man eyed Bob.

“They're a strange people,” he ex-
plained. ““And they dinna pull too well
together. And the old -chief, Kazna, ix
near to death. There's been prnrheny-
ing, too. But here they come! They're
unco’ queer customers, and I dinna like
the look of this.”

Over the crest of the small hill a pro-
cession was advancing. The drums beat

louder than ever, and the reed instru-
ments were shrieking. All the tribe
seemed to have turned out. They came

in_hundreds, men, women, and children,
walking in procession. In front walked
six old men with the skins of beasts over
their shoulders, and iron rirgs on their
heads. Behind them marched the
warriors of the tribe, holding aloft their
axes and spears. To wight and left of
the procession werce the musicians, and
behind came  the women and the
children, carrying garlands.

They stopped when they saw the three
Britishers, and shouting came from their
ranks. Then they advanced again. and
only stopped a second time when some
thirty paces away.

The six old wmen in front chanted
solemnly for o while, and then advanced,
They prostrated themselves, lot theiv

(Canfinved on puae 20.)
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TRY THIS METHOD OF

GROWING

BEAUTIFUL

FOR 7 DAYS FREE.

GIGANTIC

Every reader of thie journal is invited {o enjoy
a dehghtfully pleasant, complete eowrse of IHair-
Health and Beauty Culture ]_'IJT'L.

Abzolutely PTH‘-.H'HH”‘ necessary to conduct vour
home hair-health covrse will be wnl vou without
cost or obligation, and il you will pest the form
below to-day vou can connmuence a toilet practice

that will for ever bamsh the 1mpovenshed,
weak, dull, strageling, lifeless appearance of your
hair.

For this u]]]miiuml'v readers are indebted 1o the
proprietors of * Harlene HMHair-Dull,” whose great
¢fforts to teach the public how to eare for themw
personal appearance has met with such an enormous
responge in every part ol the world.

e
HAIR-HEALTH

L

BANISH HAIR POVERTY BY ACCEPTING

OFFER.

THIS FQUR-FOLD GIFT.

No matter how thin, dull, or generally impoverished
your hair may be, no m.LHH howr Innw it has been giving
vou cause for anxiety, ** Harlenc Hair-Drill 7 will over-
come vour hair troubles.

The most famous and beautiful actresses—LEllaline Terriss,
shirley Kellogg, Gina ]:'ah:rnm, and 2 host of others—the
world's most fa,mmn cinema stars, the leaders of fashion,
all proclaim ** Harlene Hair-Drill ” the ideal method of
growing hair. Tt combines a scientific method of apph-
cation with the very ingredicnts and actual * Food ™
the starved hairg need,

No matter whether you are troubled with

1. Thinning Hair 5. Splitting Hair

2. Scurf 6. Over-Greasiness
3, Dandruff 7. Over-Dryness
4. Dulness 8. Baldness

“SAMRLE BOTILE GF )

| EDWARDS

| %%

Sl | Derctinns encloed yuth
L lt-ﬁ.-hql.q_ !

: c'.’_,_-l": i :

only avercoine
Chie amillion *

There are thowsands of people  to-duy a‘r:ﬂﬁnm,r ,imm Hmr :‘mubi‘m wheo, by
accepling the splendid Hair Beauly Gift offered  here, could ?:}tqnﬂ'-fmmlbh; nof

these tronbles, but greatly enhance the appenrance of their hoir.
" Harlene Hair-Dridl ™ Ouwlfits are lo-day offered 1o the public, and if
you take pride in wour appearance you will accept one of these Four-fold (1ifts.

“ Harlene Haie-Drill 7 is for
you, Enjoy your week's
test free. 1lealise how -
measurably ** Harlene Har-
Drill”  will improve your
Appearance,

You can always obtain
further supplics of any or
all of the above prepara-
tiong from vonr chemist—
“Haidene” at Ll 1,
25, l., or 4= L per bottle ;
“Hplidified  Harlene™  for
travellers, ete.,, at 28 Od.
per ting © Uzon” Brillian-
tine at ls. & 28 tid.;
“Uremex T at 1s. per box
of 7 shampoos (single 2.
cach),

Any or all of these pre-
parations will he sent to
vou. post free, on receipt of

MILLIONS PRACTISE “ HARLENE HAIR-DRILL”

Millions of mien and women who take pride in a youthful,
smart, well-groomed appearance practise * Harlene Hair-
Drill,” just as you are freely invited to do to-day.

The complete Four-Fold Outfit that awaits vour accept-
ance i detailed in the centre of this announcement, and,
as will be scen, includes everything necessary to grow
i uhumhnuv of healthy, beautiful hair. Firetly, a supply
of = Harlene.” the wonderful tonic Food that compels
the weakest hair shafts to new Htr{mglh ﬂml vitality.
Hair poverty canmot exist when ™ Harlene ™ 13 .lpphm]
In adddition you reeeive a supply of the delightful Cremex
shiapon TPowder, the ideal Imu‘timnuulf_) preparation
which preparves the head for * Hair-Drill,”" also a bottle
of Uzon Brilliantine, which gives a final touch of beauty
to the Inar, and is n.'*a]wt:n]h: beneficial to those whose
scalp is inchined to be " dry,” and, lastly, the full secret
* Hadene Haie-1eill 7 maneal,

price dirert from LBdwardy
Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C. 1 Carriage extra on foreign orders.  Chegues
and I%0.s should he crossed.  Write to-day.

FREE " HAIR-DRILL” GOUPON

To FRDWARDS HARLENE, LIMITEL,
B 22,29, & B0, Lorwn s Copeefurit Ntoeed, Lo, W01,

Dray ."-_'un': Please send e voure Free © Harlene
Haiv-Deill ™ Gife Outlie as annonneemd, 1 enclose 4,
mestamps, eost of carciage 1o ooy part of the world,
[Foretgn =tamps ateevped,)
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{ IN A LAND OF PERIL.

(Continued from page 18.)
A — F b g

heads touch the ground, and then arose.

“0O Barclegs, oldest and greatest of
warriors, thou hast found him!" one
said,  “And thus hath the prophecy
come true,” .

“Kumpa, speakest thou the truth?”

cliregor aslmd,

“Yea, all the portents go to prove il,"”
the other replied.  “ For is not the greal
chicf Kanzna nigh to death, and did not
you, n whiteface, come fivst, as was fore-
told, and was there not the great raid by
the Kandalzi, and was it not said that a
whiteface would avenge #? And you
are okl as I am.”

_“But he is very young. And it was
said that a powerful whiteface—" -

*“He will grow, and we can wait,”

“Then he can come again. He goes
with me the noo on a journcy.”

“Nay, Barelegs! 'Tis not thus yvou
should "speuk to us, your friends. 'I'o-
day he of the calp brow and the un.
linching eye—" :

“Ureat Scott! He's talking aboul
{ou. Bob !™ Ted masped. *That's what
Mendi ealled you at lirst sighe.”

Rl 7 Bob retorted indigoamly,

S, g 4 5 i 1] e e # 1 1

T;T he Editor‘§jl:at.

For Next Moniay :
“THE REMOVE ELECTION
CAMPAIGN!"

By Frank Richards.

T ihe fine slory which appearcs nexi
weckawe have Fisher U, Yish-—=on the
wakeee of course, for it would hardly be
Fisht.  otherwise—acting  as=  election
agent for the bury sl bullying ol
mwer, aml getling very nicely spoofed
Iy s=upport of the other cunlidaices,
The long-efpected  fight  belween Bol-
aover ael Peter Todd i brongin off,
The mattee of Pier Delavey aml his
deserter friemd. Sorrell, is cleared up,
Cokoer lignres in a wity not ]:Illll'lii‘llhll'_‘l-
geatilying to a fellow with so big a sense
-of his own digoity as the mighty Hovew,
Wibley also playvs his parl. widh more
satizfaction to bumself, I'he yarn is full
of incident, awd has alzo itz share of the
Irmorong element, wherefore L Foel sure
that fe- will siit mrost veaders,

FROM “SOMEWHERE IN EGYPT.™

This is the addree: given by a soliier
reader, who has something to sav aboad
o lefter from Iwo voungsiers, signing
themselves H.  Filer and J. Bondd,
which appearved ins a Chat senee litnhe
tithe g, Tweser vorne g ntlenen
suevred at the soldier’s amd satli’™s press
tended g they eonsidered 30 the
exervisc ol such jlulguh‘llr e Natne hd
endoned them with Jove Tor and appree
vialion of wmy papeis,  Thew o
Jeally was of very it consegense
ddeed:  andd, seemg  thet 1l paper
tronblez bad alveady boguan, thoueh thiee
wiere lesé acie then than now. 1 might
have done better mn o luin: it, T
it slipgeed ndo print as an exataple of
the gelleatvit and wrong-beadeducss of
a few of iy correspoandents, and it Las
ll.ru!uflll il El'ﬂlll "H." Il‘I'lll"!u'- uli NWaFie
than one fromt letters swhich show plainly
how very far weonye Masier Fisher and
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“But, Kampa. have a care!” Mac-
Gregor urged. “There boranother who
hath a claim, What saveth Mopo?”

“Aund what care we for Mopo? The
prophecy must be fulfilled. Tl?::u do the
aged die in honour, and the youn
sprout into heroes.” 1 have spoken, S
fricnd of the bitter years, and you, have
you not brought lim to us? Now we
pay our allegiance, and ecscort him, as
is his due. I3chold, we are all here but
E;l;nq{- racked with pain. let us
I in. ‘

Now

turned and raised his hand.

On the instant the crowd broke up
inte a rmush of people.  The three
Britishers were surrounded. The braves
flung their axes high and caught them;
the women danced and clapped their
hands: the children strewed the carth
with flowers. Maclregor put his hand
| on Bob's shoulder.

“I've done my best,”™ ho said, *“Dut
there's no stopping "em. Yow've got to
stick, it out, O zreat white chiefl of the
Inrobi !™

“What?" Dob shonted,  *“Don’t lot
them play the fool like that any more,
Mr. MacUrcgar! Do please stop them!
I hate all fugse amd robbish like this. Oh,
tell them to dev up ™

“We can't do anvihing ot present,”
Mactiregor wihizgpeeed, = It wonkd be as
mueh as onre lives are warth 1o oppose
theoy in this eseitegen, ™

Master Bovd wers, My corrcepondent
with the Fuyption Forees waaes guite
st o the subject,

“L bave vemd lsth  Macxer  and
“Giem.” " bl v, “ever st | have
been able o reml, aod this i e Giest
ttme © hove eves sriten to my Fdlitar,
But 1 only wish 1 was ja Engluad now,
and A those twe Feeaks,  Fisher  aoud
Boyd, belonged anywhere wear Lanea.
:i'|lir:*. At e m:_‘-‘nlu*l'-' near Lhe HELLY
of eighteen, UVl guarcamtes they vwoukd
nok want to wreite any more of  ther
rubbish ubour the boys who are doing
theie bit Toe tho-c ot homwe after 1 had
finished with them D 1 bave somme young
warlike beotless, ton, 0 eighieen does
ot suil,  Fxevsbady in the Service s
ol a poor. lonely soldicr neediizg such

correspomddence  as  theivs,  They  ask
what we vare aboul il papers.  or
whether they go Weal o not, W ell, I

ame uwot o thoonghireader, 1 oddon’t Jarics
bernd to Roow what the other boxs Uk,
l:||u|t:.;||. 1 knoew svlar <ome of lrwm =y,
I will just speak for wyseld, 1 showld
misé Lhe papers terribly, © We alon’t get
leo m@any  papers ool here: Inn onr
people seand ne 2omie. amd [ alnays have
the Maexery and “Gem " From howe,
You can'r sagine how pleased we are
tn geet them.  Bevazse we are soldiers
does ot ahier one vers veal alfeetion for
e, 3 oeun 1ol vone 1 o nol going 1o
st the prajscs of the Mavxer and
*CGiem.” Ty reeomgesed Giweneeloges,
But yon a<ked what your Berviee reades
Hiullgllt of Mo ne=wle ot apwons thieennn, ol
liewres 12 asiees JUREOE = Geesoer,

A overs el nrswoew, o] I thank
. F. for o, 1B | don’t ahink Maoseer
Fisler sed Moaster Bovd can b o
ponbatend wirle asr cptsierd al am o fusie
et e g Gf cighitegn, 13y the 1inwee
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Please keep Tor me each week until further notice a
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_ The whole tribe was working itself
into frenzy.  The din was awiul. DBy
scores the men worve prostrating them-
selves beforo Bob, calling him  their
chief, while the women struggled to Kiss
his hand,

As lie shrank back, begging of them
to lel him go, a yell arose, und it was
followed by a cry of [ear.

“Mopo! Mopo!”

_Right into the centre of the .souling
circle a powerful young nutive sprang,
his dusky [ace convulsed with rage.

“Hearken!" he shouted, “‘The whole

heey must be fulfilled. For it® was
orctold that blood must be spill, and the
heir of the great chiel Kazna shonld
fight. Is that not s0, Kampa? -

“Thou speakest truth,” Kampa said.

“Then Mopo fights to the, death! I,
Mu{m. can claim my foceman. And thus
do I ch

oose.”
Swifltly he turned, and struck Bob

across the face. A c¢ry of [ury broke
foeth. ‘The lad staggered back, and
then, wilh fists clenched. be sprang
forward.

But Ted was quicker.

“No. Bob. he sha'u't kill you!™ he
eried. ** Let him. have n ent at me!”

And with that he struck the savage
such a straight leit-hander that Mopw
went down like a log at lias feel,
(Anather  splendid  sustidwent

week,)
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ﬂuq.’ reach otelilesy Il:v}‘ will have lots
muore sense, 1 hopue !

ADVICE I CANNOT TAKE.

A zhort i sinee | receives] Trom o
reader o letter full of cocksure advice o=
to how 1o run my |1|:|,|'.u-ri--:'|‘iliri\-m 1
vould hardly be callid--<it went far I
youd that ! T thoughit, * Well, he s very
v, and be means well, o danlbn, ad
i keen: [ will sanswer b civilly, zond
explain whye, en the whole, 1 have o
eorinin preference for my own views oer

Vs,
Whiel thinge T olisl, Bt i1 was wasted
labour. By retuen of post eame his
reple, amd ot ran: "1 e yon have pat
sense enough 1o take gomd advice when
vou bave it wnder vour hand.”  Aflere
that there remainsd no more 1o Jdo b
lis elode the corrvspondence =with a snap,
It was Tunny: but homoer of that son
can be overdone camd he didu’t wean to
be funmny—or vven conrteons,  Uhat is the
kined of advive [ rveally don’t want, you
kvow. The curieng thing 1« that o
respondents who write e guite sensibhe
andd civil letters of eriiicisim often say ;
1 hope yon won't be annoved, or think
[ oam a.oenll™ My denr hovs, 1 odon't
wnind your eriticiste 2 lietle b, when i
1x of l|ll." =0l Emliruh'-l. I “l'll.'ﬂ-ﬂ:]ti i|_
The eritice [ obhjecl ta s trongly are
those who start ont with 1l assimplion
that [ s »iheer a kinve w0 o f|ml| e

ORDER FORM.
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