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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals!

ARRY WHARTON tapped at tlhe

door of Vernon-Bmith's study,
the Remove passage at Grey-
friars, and looked in.

Wharton was in flannels, and he had a
at under lis arm.

“Coming ont, Smithy ¢

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
{riars, stood at the open study window,
from wlich he had a view of part of the
yuudrangle and the playing-fields.

liis hands were driven deep into his
povkets, and lis brows very darkly
kmitted. He was staring out grimly into
the quadrangle, that shimmerad below in
the afternoon eunshine.

He did not hear Wharton, and he did
not torn his head.  Wharton glanced
gorosd at him curiously

* Bithy, old scont 1

The Bounder started,
v,

* Hallo 1" he said

“ Anything up?” asked Harry.

s \‘o n

*Yau looked just then as if you'd got
n goud half of the troubles of the world
on vour shoulders,” said Wharton, with
a smnile.

“Oh, rot ! said the Bounder.

The captain of the Remove gave liim
a rather sharp look. From of old he
Enew that the Bounder's temper was
sometimes a little uneertaii.

* Well are you coming out ?”" he asked.
“ Wa're going down to cricket practice.’

“1--1 thiok I"d rather not just now,’
gald Vernon Smith hesitatingly.

" Redelyfa match  to-morrow,
knew,’ said Harry.

“Oh, T'm in form !

“You're always in form,” said Whar-
ton, with a nod. “ A jolly good thing for
the Remove Eleven, too. We shall be
depending on you a lot this season.”

* Rather different from old tirhes,” said
the Bounder, with a grim smile. “It's
not so very long since you wouldn't have
we in the Form Eleven at any price.”

*Oh, that’'s ancient history! I don’t
think T was wrong, then,” said Harry,
colouring a little. 1 thought that was
all forgotten, Bmithy, You don’t mean
te gav yow've been thinking over old
troubles like that?”

The Bounder forced a laugh.

“No; it's all right. Bus 1 won't come
sut just now ; 1'm not feeling inclined for
cricket,™

“Right-ho!” said Harry. He was
shont to step out of the study when his
glance fell on the table. On the table lay
a vardboard box; and from the look of
the box Harry did not need telling what
it containad. e started.

Voernon-Smith  followed his
glanea . and borst intora laugh.

“ All serene!” he said. *“ The smokes
are not mine. That box belongs to my
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cheery study-amate, Skinner.
for doggishrness. vou know.’

“8Billy ase, to leave them in sight like
that " said Wharton drilv.  * Anybody
might conje up to the study.”

“1 happensd to turn them out, going
through the table drawer for my Fountain-
pen,” explained Vernon-SBmith,

Harry Wharton nodded, and left the
study.  Bob Cherry s poserful voice was
bawling to him from the etairs.

Vernon-Bmith  turned  back
window.

His hrow war knitted and gloomy, I.s
thoughts, whatever they were, did 1ot
seem to be pleasant,  From the window
he watched tle Famous Five crossing to
Little Side—Whartaon, Bob Clerry, Frank
Nugent, Johnuy Bu!l, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. Squiff and Tom Brown and
Delarey were with themi—a cheery crowd,

But the Bounder's thoughts were not
with the ecricketers, e was a veally
keen ervicketer, and he had done good
work for the Formy Eleven. But other
thoughts werz in his mind now—thoughts
of the ald days when he had carnad the
nickname that etill clung to him—when
he was the reckless Boander of Grey-
friurs, and lived up to it.

It was a meeting that afternoon with
an old acgnamtance that had put his
mind upon this train of thought. The
kering face of Jerry Hawke, the hook-
maker, had brought back old times to Lis
mind—old times associated with recliess
rascality, doubtless, but also with the ex-
citement and sense of danger that was
like the wine of life to the Bounder. His
though's wanderad to the snug listle par-
lour at the Cross Keys—the glimmering
cards, the little piles of money, the ex-
citemnent and the peril of it all, thal he
had once enjoyed so keenly.

“ Well bowled !”

It wae a shout from Little Side, and
the Bounder looked up. Hurree Singh
had Jowered Bob Cherry's wicket, and
the juniors were cheering him.  That
shout woke an echo in the Bounder's
breast.

His face cleared, and he drew a deep,
deep breath.

“You fool!” he muiterad, addressing
himself. *“You daffer! Aflter getting
clear of it all. to think—  Oh, you
duffer! Nothing of that sort for me
again! I've started fresh, and I'll stick
it. It may be a bit doll at times, but
I'm going to stick it out!”

The Bounder had undergone real
temptation. But he had made up his
mind: He loocked round the study for
his bat. with the intention of scudding
down to Little Side and joiming the
cricketers—where he would have been
warmly weleomed,

There was a tap at the door, and it
opened.

“Just eoming!” said Vernon-Smith.
“Oh, 1 didn’t know it was you, sir!”

It was Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, who entered the study.

He gocs in

ta  the

&

The Form-master's brow was stern
and Vernon-Smith wondered what had
brought him there, and why hic brow
was so grimly bent.

And at the same moment there flashed
into_his mind the thought that the box
of cigarettes was still on the tuble, ex-
posed to view.

The reform of the Bounder had not
robbed him of his eld cunning and
resource. He moved a little, and stood
with his back to the table, so that the
tell-tale box was screened by his person
from the Form-master's sight. He
devoutly hoped Yhat Mr. Que‘fch would
not stay long. He could not even guess
what had brought the Form-master
there.

“Vernon-Smith “—Mr. Quelch’s voice
was stern, but not unkindly—**1 have a
very sertous natter to speak te you
about !

“Yes, sir,” said the Beunder.

“This afternoon, Vernon-Smith, you
were seen’ in conversation with a disre-
putable character——7

The Bounder started violently.

Mr. Quelch did not miss the start, or
the change that came over the Bounder's
fuce. His own face became harder.

“This man, Hawke, has a most un-
enviable reputation,” eaid Mr. Quelch.
*There was a time, Vernon-Smith, when
vour conduet was so reckless that it
came under the stern reprobation of the
Head.  You confessed vour faults, and
were pardoned. You had at that time
acquaintance with certain  disreputable
persons, of whom this man Hawke was
one. 1 firmly believed that you had kept
vour promise of amendment.”

“Y have kept it, sir,” said the
Bounder calmly.
“1 trust so—I believe s0. Then what

does your meeting this afternoon with
Hawke imply*”

“Wiho says 1
Bounder sullenly.

“1 gaw you mysell, fromn a distance,
while returning across the fields from the
vicarage.” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

The Bounder bit his lip.

“Were you about to deny it, Vernon-
Smith ¥’

*No, sir.”

*1 hope not.
explanation.”

“There's nothing to explain,™ said
Vernon-Smith quietly. ‘I was coming
home from a walk when Hawke spoke to
me. He has been away [rom this neigh-
bourhood for a long time. He had the
cllelek_,to speak 1o me—quite against my
wish.

“In that case, you should have left
him instantly.”

“He told me he was hard up, and
asked me if I would help him with a
pound or so.” said Verhon-Smith, I
refused, and he left me. That's all,
sir.”

Mr. Queleh looked at him searchingly.

“1 dow't see why I should be catechised

et him?” asked the

But your action requires
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B%e this, sir!” szid Vernon-Smith, with
Betterness in his ‘tone. ¢ it svere
Wharton or Cherry or Field—"

“ Wharton or Cherry or Ficld never
Sramsgrossed as you have done, Vernon-

ith,” said the Remove-master coldly.
“However, I accept your explanation,
wnd will only say that you have acted
eautiously.”

The Remove-master had moved a step
o two towards the window. Vernon-
Smith moved also, to keep between the
Form-master and the tell-tale box on the
Eablo.

Mr. Quelch turned towards the door

in.

The Bounder moved along the table
emee more, keeping between the Form-
master and the box with as careless an
pir a8 he could assume. Mr. Queleh
sfoppoed.

he Bounder's heart sank as he read
the quick, sharp suspicion in his eyes.

Mr. Quelch was as sharp as a needle,

He stepped towards the table,

“Kindly stand aside, Vernon-S3mith!"

“Mr, Quelch——"

“Unless I am mistaken, you are con-
eealing something: from me,” said the
Form-master sternly. “Stand aside !”

There was no help for it. The
Bounder, with compressed lips, stepped
sside, and Mr. Quelch uttercd a sharp
exclamation as his eyes fell upon the
box of cigarottes.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
At the Cross-roads !
VERNON-SM[T[—I stood ailent, his

heart throbbing a trifle faster

than usual. The discovery could

not have come at a more unlucky
moment. The rules against smoking
were very gtrict at Groyfriars, and any
foolish and thoughtless fellow found
with cigarcttes in his possession was cer-
tain to be hauled over the coals. DBut in
the Bounder's ecase it was net merely
thoughtlessness that would be suspected.
What was discovered would be taken as
a sign of a great deal more that was
undiscovered, His old
his recent mecting with Jerry Ilawke,
the bookmaker, made the matter into a
more scrious one.

“Cigarettes!" said Mr. Quelch, faking
ap the box. “You have been smoking,
Vernon Smith?"”

“No, sir.”

“You had these cigarettes here for
that purpose, 1 suppose ? Vernon-Smith,
this places the matter in a new light
You have told me that you met Hawke
by accident, and did net wish to speak
to him. Immediately afterwards T find
in your study a box of cigarettga, which
you were endeavouring to conceal from
me. What do you expect me to con-
clude 7

“Tha cigarettes are not mine, sir."”

“Indeed ! Skinner is your study-
mate, Do you state that this box
belongs to Skinner 2"

No answoer.

Whatever the Tlounder's faults—and
he had plenty ~he was nol a sneak.
No punishment in prospeet would have
induced him to utter a word that would
have wiven up even a worthless fellow
like Skinner to punishment.

“You have not answered me, Vernon-
Smith 7"

“1 have nothing to say, sir.”

“What you have said implies an acen-
sation against your study-mate. I shall
guestion Skinner,”

v said nothing against Skinner,
sir,

“The cigarettes were not, I presume,
placed in the study by a person whoe
does not use the room ?” said Mr, Quelch
sharply.

n_\.l}mtutiuu, and f3
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The Bounder did not reply.

“Tollow me to my study, Vernon-
Smith!”

Mr. Quelch rustled out of Study No. 4,
and the Dounder followed him in grim
silence, with darkly-set brows and gleam-
ing eyes. Iis breast was full of bitter-
ness and resentment, This was his re-
ward, then, for resisting temptation, and
holding to the right path in epite of
secret urgings to return to the old bad
ways! 1lad he been cooler, the Bounder
would doubtless have seen that Mr,
Quelch was taking the only course open
to him. But he was not cool-he was
hot with resentment,

Me. Quelch stopped to speak to a
junior in tho hall, and told him to find
Skinner and send him in. The junior, who
happened to be Ogilvy of the Remove,
looked curiously at the Bounder's face,
and went in search of Bkinner, Mr.
Quelch entered his study, and stood
silent, his hand resting on the table,
while he waited for Skinner to come,
The Bounder stood like a statue,

One Penny.

of it. Bkinner's conscidnce was an
elastic one; but a dircet lie troubled it a
little, and he was not freling comifort-
able,

The Remove master turned again to
Vernon-Smith, who had listened with a
sarcastic curl to his lips, Tle had not
expected Skinner to admit the truth—
indeed, Skinner had net been told that
Vernon-Smith was suspected, and ho pro-
bably did not realise, in his alarm, that
he was throwing his own fault on tho
shoulders of his study-mate,

“You have heard what Skinner said,
Vernon-Smith, Do yon still deny that
the eigarettea are yours !

“Yes, sir.”

“Vernon-Bmith, you have placed
yourself under very pgrave suspicion, as
vou must sce, Your past misdeeds have
been forgiven, but you cannot ecxpect
them to be forpolten, It is your duty,
and should be your care, to keep yourself
above all possible suspicion.  Yet this
afternoon E have scen you in conversa-
tion with a disreputable betting-man,

“wls“"'i'|l.l.||.[:!;_‘

Tl

il

-

B

“ There’s your way out,

Skinner of the Remove locked in ab
the open door, his narrow face uncasy in
its expression,

“You sent for me, sir?” murmured
Skinner, his eyes falling on the cigarette:
box in Mr., Queleh's hand,

“Yes, Bkinner. I have found a box
of cigarettes in the study you share with
Vernon-Smith.”

Skinner was quite on his cuard now.

“Uligarettes, sir!" he exelaimed, open-
ing his eyes wide. ““Surely not, sir!"

“Yes, Skinner, Were they your
property '

“My properiy ! IHow could they Le,
sir, when we are not allowed to smoke ?"”
said Bkinner, in seeming astonishment,

“I am asking you a direct question,
Skinner, and 1 require a direct answer,
Do these eigarcttes belong to you #'

“No, sir,” said S8kinner, driven to the
lie direct at last,

“You did not take

i
atudy ?

“Clertainly not
“Very well, You may go, 8kinner.”
Skinner left the study, glad to get out

them  into  the

Wharton ! ”» (

See Chapter 6.)

and in your study yon were attempting
to conecal this box of cigarcttes from my
sight, which is presumptive proof that

they  were your property.  Without
absolute proof, Vernon-Smith, I shall
you. But I warn yon,

not. ruuish
plainly, that your conduct will be kept
under observation, and, in the circum-
stances, T consider it advizable for you
to remain within school bounds until
further orders.”

The Bounder's lips set tightly.

“Until you receive permission from
me, therefore, you will remain within
gates,” said Mr. Queleh guietly, *If
you are guilty of nothing but careless-
ness, this is not a heavy punishment,
If you are guilty of worse, it is very
light. You may go!"

“8o 1 am to be gated?” said the
Bounder.

“I have said so."

“Very well, sic."”

Vernon-Smith spoke very quietly, and
he quitted the study without another
word.  The Form-master looked after

Tue Macrer Lisrany.—No, 487,
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him with knitted brows and a doubtful
expression was on his face, Had. the
wayward junior, whose nature was sgo
curious a mixture of good and evil, kept
his promise of rcform—the promise he
had made when he was allowed to re-
main at Greyfriars after the discovery
ob his transgressions? Or had he been
playing a eunning part, and deceiving
the master whose suspicions he had
lulled to sleep?

But Vernon-8mith was not thinking of
the doult in the Form-naster’s mind,
or tho difficulty of his position. He was
only thinking that this was the reward
of playing the game—suspicion, distrust
that scemcd to have no end, He could
not have prevented Jerry Hawke from
speaking to him, He certainly had had
no hand in  Skinner's smuggling
sigarettes into the study. But he was
gated, and under observation !

His eyes blazed at the thought.

“By gad,” he muttered, as he strode
savagely out into the quadrangle—*b
gad! Tf I am going to be suspected,
they shall have something to suspect me
of I If I'm to be gated in the daytime,
I'li make up for it after lights-out!
By gad "

He did not jeoin the ericketers now.
With dark brows, he paced ta and fro
under the elms, thinking. His face grew
darker and darker as he thought, Never
h the old life, which he had
abandoned, seemed o attractive to him,
The path of reform was an uphill one

for a fellow like Vernon-Smith. He
kiiew haow gladly his old associates
would welcome  him back—Jerry

Hawke, Mr. Joliffe of the Cress Keys,
Ponsonby & Co, of Higheliffe, and the
rest. They would greet him with open
arms. a was suspected, he was
detained within school gates, he was to
be watched! Why not have the game
as well as the name?

A sudden slap on the shoulder inter-
rupted the Bounder's black reflections,
and he spun round with an angry ex-
clamation. Bob Cherry grinned at him
cheerily. The Co. had come away from
cricket practice,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob.
“Working out a mathematical problem
in your napper, without the aid of a
net—what "

The Bounder foreed a smile.

“We're going over fo Clif House,
Bmithy,” said Harry Wharton. * You're
coming, you know.”

Vernon-Smith started,

"I ean’t come.”

“Oh, rot!"” said Bob Cherry warmly.
“We're going to help Marjorie and
Clara with their merry potata-pateh,

and you've got to come, Smithy., Don't
be a slacker!”

“1 can't come;” repeated  the
Bounder, *U'm gated.”

“(Gated! What the dickens for?"”
asked Nugent.

“ Nothing.”

“Ahem !” said Wharton, * Nothing
much, I suppose, vou mean?”

“Nothing at all,” said Vernon-Smith.
“Quelchy 1 pleased to be down on me.
I'm gated—-till further orders.”

“That's hard cheese,” said Wharton,
puzeled. *“1 don't guite see—"

Ho paused. Harry Wharton knew
very well that Mr, Quelch would not
be unjust, amd he did not know what to
make of the matfer.

“The hardfulness of the chocse is
terrific ™ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “ But what is the cauvsefulngss ?"”

“Quelchy found cigarettes in my
etudy, and I tried to keep him from
seeing them, so as not to get Skinner
into a row. That's all.”

“Oh ! gaid Harry,
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“And Jerry Hawke spoke to me in
the fields to-day, and asked me for
nmoney. [ told him to go and cat coke.
Quelchy saw us—but didn't hear us. 1
‘dare say he thinks I was making bets
with the fellow,” said Vernon-Smith,
wth o sour smile,

“Dash it all, it must have looked =us-
Eicious, taken all together!" said

ohnny Bull with a quick lock at the
Bounder.

Vernon-Smith caught the look, and
smiled sarcastically.

“To you, as well as Quelchy?” he
sneered, “Thanks!”

“O0h, no,” said Johnny Bull, after »
monient or two of deliberate thought.
“1 don't think that of you, Bmithy. If

I did, 1'd say so quick enonih.”
“Well, 1 can’t come to Cliff House,”
said Vernon-8mith. “Don’t let me

delay you. Tata!”

He walked away before any of the
juniors eould reply, leaving the Famous
Five somewhat nonplussed. He almost
ran into Hazeldene of the Remove as
he crossed the quad, and Hazel stopped
him, with a laugh.

“Aren't you coming along, Bmithy 7"

“No; I'm gated.”

“Rotten luck! Marjorie says you're
the best of th: bunch on the potato-
pateh,” said Hazel. They'll be disap-
pdinted if you don’t come,”

The Bounder gave him a curious
look. There lLad been a time when
Hauzel's sister, Marjorie, had regorded
him with aversion and distrust, and
feared his influence over her weak-
natured brother. Iis reform had won
kim Marjorie’s frank friendship, and he
had prized it. And now, Marjore would
be disappointed if he did not go! But
he eould not go!

“Sorry !" he said.
not my fauit.”

“Right-ho I said Hazel, laughing.
“Tt pever is our fault, is it, if we're
gated ?  Innocent and long-suffering
youths—what? Tla, ha!”

And he ran off to join Harry Whar-
ton & Co.

Vernon-Smith went indoors, and up
to his study, He found Skinner there,
and the latter looked at him rather
uneasily.

“1—1 say, Bmithy——" Skinner spoke
hesitatingly, “Did Quelchy jump on
you over those fags?"

)

“Tell them it's

ou didn’t give me away?”
Na.””

“Good for you, Smithy ! You always
wen(a}n gctl)o:i sort. Did you get licked !

O,

“Well, that's not so bad. 1 was
logking for a licking when I saw the
box in Quelchy’s paw.”

“You don't leel inclined to own up
to Quelchy 77" said the Bounder, looking
at him,

“Oh, don't be funny !"isaid Skinner.

The Bounder laughed.

“Got a smoke about you?” he asked.

“Yes; I've gzot a few left.”

“Give a fellow one, then.”

Skinner started.

“You don’t smoke now—you chucked
it long ago! What's your little game,
Bmithy 77

“Oh, give me a fag, and don’t jaw!”

Bkinner, in amazement and wonder,
passedd a cigarette to his study-mate.
Vernon-Smith lighted it, and blew out
a cloud of smoke Bkinner's surprised
fuce broke into a grin,

“Ho you've been spoofing all this
time, Smithy ? Well, I can say, for one,
that you never really tock me in.”

“You're a sharp chap, Skinner!”
said Vernon-Smith, with bitter sarcasm.

“Well, I've got my eye-teeth cut,”
Skipner said complacently, * You

never quite pulled the wool over my
eyed, old scout ! Give us a match+”

And Skinner lighted a cigarette, too.

The Bounder threw himeclf into a
chair, his eyes glinting through the little
spirals of smoke. He might have been
at ClLff Ilouse with the chums of the
Remove, helping the girls with their
gardening. And here he was, smoking
m his study imstead, in the old black-
guardly way. Whose fault was it? He
was gated ! No one could have realised
more clearly than Vernon Smith "how
much Marjorie 1azeldene, with her
sweet and candid friendship, had helped
him to keep to the straight path. Her
influence had been wunconscicus, but
none the less real. DBut that influence
was gone now—CliT House was out of
bounds for him. Mr. Quelch knew
nothing of that. The Bounder would
not be meeting the %luuce of those
clear, calm eyes, difficu
shady secrats on one’s mind.
bitterly at the thought.

Skinner was waiching him curiously.

Altliough Skinner declared that he
had never quite believed in the
Bounder’s reform, be was puzzled. IHe
wondered how far thiz new develapment
was destined to go, and he put the
matter to the test.

“1 say, Smithy, there’s a little party
on at the Cross Keys tonight.”

“Well 77

“I'm going after lights-out.”

“Good luck "

“Will you come?”

There was no reply for a moment or
two. The Bounder smoked on in silence.

“Tt will be rather jolly,” said Skinner.
“Several fellows you know there—old
Ponsonby, for one, and Gaddy and
Monson—you'd better come, Smithy.
They'll be jolly glad to see you.”

“I'm your man!” said the Bounder

quietiy.

“Good egg!” said Skinner, with
much satisfaction. It will be like ofd
times, Smithy—the merry old times—
what "

The die was cast!

t to meet with
e smiled

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Price of Folly !
ARRY WHARTON glanced
charply at the Bounder the next
morning  when the Remove
turned out of bed at the clang
of the rising-bell.

Vernon-Smith did not look his usual
self.

Wharton remembered Smithy in his
old reckless deys—how he had sometimes
looked in the morning after a night
ouf.

‘I'he Bounder had a constitution that
seemed to be of iron, but the loss of
sleep and feverish excitement in a close
and foul atmosphere fold cven upom
him.

e looked now as Wharton had seen
him lock a term or two before—but
more s0.

His face was pale, his eyes heavy and
dull, and he moved with slackness in
every mobion.

“Teeling seedy, Smithy?" called out
Bob Cherry cheerily.

“No!” snapped the Bounder.

“By Jove! You look it, then!”

“Oh, rot!” )

“Thanks!” said Bob drily. “Got any
more civil remarks to make?”

The Bounder grunted, and turnced to
his washstand. It was not difficult 1o
sec that Smithy was in a bad tempes
that morning.

Skinner 1§nked more seedy than the
Bounder. He groancd dismally as he
rubbed his face, and answered with
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wmarage snappishness to several humor-
ous remarks the juniors made to him.
“1 say, you fellows, Skinner’s been
st on thetiles!” chuckled Billy Bunter.
*He, he, he!”
“Had a good time, Skinnoy?" grinned

p.

“Ripping, to judge by his looks!"
smorted Tom Brown. i

“The ripfulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurree Jamaet Ram Bingh. “Do you
f2el very merryful this morning, my
esteomed Skinner!”

“0h, shut up!” enapped Skinner.

“You blessed toad!” said Squiff. “If
T'd woke up and caught you breaking
bounds I'd have swiped you with a
pillow "

“Go and eat coke!”

“Have you been out, Skinner?" asked
Harry Wharton.

“Find out!”

“I fancy Quelchy will find out, when
o sees your chivyy!” said the captain
of the Remove drily.

Skinner growled, and rubbed harder
st his face, trying to bring some colour
into it.

The Bounder dressed, and went down
by himself, leaving the dormitory in a
buzz. Smithy’s looks had not escaped
notice, and as it was pretty clear that
Harold Skinner had been out of bounds
overnight, the Removites naturally
wondered whether the Bounder had been
with him. ]

They had been companions in shady
adventures at one time; but that was
supposed to be a thing of the past for
the Bounder. .

Skinner joined Vernon-Smith in the
quadrangle. The latter was already look-
ing better, but Skinner was pale and
seedy and slack. Smithy glanced at him
with the old sarcastic smile.

“You'd better buck up a bit before
Quelchy sees you!” he remarked. “ You
look like a washed rag!”

“I feel like onc!” mumbled Skinner.
“You were a silly asa to keep it up ao
late, Smithy! I wanted to come away at
twelve."

, The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
" “Might as well be hanged for a sheep
as a lamb!"” he said.

“Don't you feel asked
Skinner.

“Yes. Rotten!”

“You're playing cricket to-day."”

“0Oh, I shall be all right by the after-
noon!"” said Vernon-émith carclessly.
“You won't, Skinner!" o

“I feol as if I sha'n’t be all right for
a week!” said the unhappy blade
dolorously.

“ Better go sick,” said Vernon-Smith.
“Tako the bull by the horns, you know!
Tell Quelchy you feel queer, and couldn’t
sleep last night—you think it must be
the tinned fish you ate yesterday!"

“My hat! I shouldn’t have thought
of that !" said Skinner, with a faint grin.
“] suppose I'd better—he's bound to
notice my chivvy. Blessed if I'll ever
stay up to two in the’ morning again!
It's not good enough!"

Vernon-8mith laughed, and strolled
away. The fresh morning air was re-
viving him. Heo was made of sterner
gtuff than Skinner. But he was still
foeling very heavy and selack when he
came in to breakfast.

He noticed that Harry Wharton's eyes
rested on him once or twice, and he
wondored whether Wharton suspected.

seedy?"”

Ho shrugged his shoulders at the
thought. He was not answerable to
Wharton,

Mr. Quelch did notice Skinner's secdy
looks as soon as he came into the Form-
room that morning.

Skinner pleaded sickness, and was seut
off to the village to seo the doctor at
once, He had a stroll through the sum-
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mer lanes instead of lessons that inorn.
ing; but he did not enjoy it much.
Neither did ho enjoy the medicine the
medical gentleman gave him, which he
had to take. But that was part of the
price he had to pay for being doggish.

Morning lessons over, the Greyfriars
fellows were freo for the day, as it was
Wednesday—a half-holiday.

The juniors came out in great spiriis
into the sunny quadrangle. Vernon-
Smith was not feeling very chirpy, bow-
ever. lven upon his iron frame his
foolish excesses had told heavily.

“Feeling fit?" asked Harry Wharton,
as he met him in the quad.

“Why shouldn’t T be feeling fit?”
asked the Bounder irritably.

“The Redelyffo team wiﬁ be here soon
after dinner,"” Wharton said. “If you
feel up to the game, all serene!”

“Why shouldn’t 17"

“Well, vou don’t look very fit!" said
Wharton bluntly. * You know I want
you in the team; but if you don't frel
uF to a tough game, tell me 8o, and 1'll
play Rake. We don't want Redclyffe to
beat ua.”

“I'm as fit as a fiddle!”

“Right-ho!"” said Wharton. And he
said no more,

He had not voiced the hali-formed sus-

icion that was in his mind, and the

ounder emiled sarcastically as the
captain of the Remove left him.

o wondered how long it would be
befora Wharton discovered that he was
the old Bounder onco again. The dis-
cove? must come sooner or later. It
would hurt Wharton, he knew: and at
heart the Bounder was very fond of
Wharton, But just now he did not care,

The discovery was destined to come
soon, not late, as a matter of fact.

The Bounder, in flannels, joined the
Remove team when the Redclyfians
arrived. He would not admit to himself
that he was not feeling fit; but he did
not look fit, All his old alertness had

one, his quickness of movement and’

is keenness of glance.

With all his efforts, he could not throw
aside the heaviness that clung to him
and seemed to slacken him down.

More than ono member of the Remove
team glanced at him curioualy. But if
any fellow suspected the folly he had
been guilty of, no cne alluded to it.

Harry Wharton won the toss,
Gregfriara batted firat.

The Bounder was sent in with Squiff
to open the innings. The Greyfriars
fellows were accustomed to eee the
Bounder dealing with the best bowling
in a masterly way, and they watched
Vernon-Smith with confidence, ready to
cheer his well-known drives.

A gasp came from the whole crowd.

The ball came down, and the batsman
shaped at it clumsily—as clumsily as a
(fin;r in tho Second Form might have

one,

and

Crash!
“My hat!" c{]aculat.ed Bob Cherry.
“8Bmithy! Oh, erumbs!"

Vernon-Smith glanced down at his
wrecked wicket. He was out first ball!
Eﬁ'}i{t{h crimson cheeks he walked off the

ald.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Beaten !

ERNON-SMITH did not meet
Wharton's eyes as he camo up io
the pavilion, and Wharton did
not speak to him.

“Man in!" he said curtly.

And Bob Cherry went out to join
Sampson Quincy Iffley Field at “the
wicketa.

Vernon-Smith passed into the pavilion
to escape the angry and mocking eyes of
the Greyfriars crowd.

One Penny. 5

Any batsman might have had bad luck,
certainly. Duck's eggs were not unknown
among the Remove crickoters, of course.
But Vernon-Smith's curious exhibition
had not been bad luck—it had been sheer
bad play. He had failed to deal with
the bowling because he was utterly un-
fit for the game. His eye was not clear
and his hand was not steady. Nobody
on Little Side needed teolling what waa
the matter with the Bounder. It was the
“old game!”

Wharton knew it as well as anyone
else. His lips were closely compressed,
and thera was a glint in his eves.

The doubt had been in his mind before
the zame, and he had asked the Bounder
plainly whether he was fit. Vernon.
Smith had chosen to play, and to let his
gide down in this manner. And there
waa no chance of retrieving his inglorious
exhibition, aa it was a single-inninga
match,

It was a wicket thrown away for the
Remove at the start.

Wharton said nothing;
thinking the more,

The initial suceecas had encouraged the
Redelyfians a good deal. The bowling
was good, and the fielding very keen.
But Bob Cherry and Squiff kept the
game going in lively style, and Squiff
had scored 20 when he fell,

Harry Wharton joined Boh.

Vernon-Smith came out of the
pavilion, and stood looking on, with a
gloomy brow. He was sportsman enough
to feel keenly the damage he had done
to the prespects of the team, and his
pride was hurt, too, by the wretched
show he had made. The Bounder did
not look happy. r A

Dick Raks was standing near bim,
and he gave him a grim look, TRake
would have been played if Smithy nad
stood out, as he certainly ought to nave
done in his eondition.

Vernon-3mith met his glance, and
sneered, and walked away. Several un-
complimentary remarks from tho Re.
move fellows followed him, but these the
Bounder affected not to hear.

Harry Wharton was ':mttinﬁ in good
atyle, and the scoro had been well
increased by the time ho was caught out.

Nugent came next. Bowling and field-
ing were very good on the Redclyffe side,
and though no one else failed quite as
as badly as the Bounder had done, the
last wicket fell with the total at 60.

“Sixty ! growled Johnny Bull. It
would have been a hundred if that silly
chump had been fit 1" :

“He wasn't fit, that's a cert!” said
Tom Brown.

“And why wasn't he?” demanded
Johnny Bull. “He was fit enough yes-
terday !"

“We may make it up in the bowling,"”
said Harry Wharton cheerily. * Smithy’s
strong in that line, anyway.”

Johnny Bull gave a snort.

“1f T were captain, I'd boot him out
of the team ! he growled. * You know
why he chucked that wicket away,
Wharton ?"

Wharton was silent.

“And there's the St. Jude's match
next week,” said Bull. “Is Smithy
gltl}ing to play against St. Jude's after
this 7"

“Never mind the S8t. Jude's matck
now,” said Wharton, ““This afternoon
we've got to beat Redclyffe, They're not
going fo make sixty !"

“ They usually make more than sixty.”

4 Weii’, we're going to stop them this
time 1"

Another snort from Johnny Bull.

* Wherels Smithy 7" asked Wharton,
looking round. *“We shall have to go
into the field in a few minutes."
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“He went think,” said
azeldene.

Harry Wharton nodded, and strodé
yway towards the School House.
Vernon-Smith ought not to have been off
the ground. He was not to be seen
downstairs, and Harry went up to the

move passage, and looked into his
study.

A scent of tobaceo greeted him,

Wharton started, and his eyes flashed
with anger.

The Bounder was stretched in the arm-
chair, with a cigarette botween his lips,
his  knitted brows looking gloomily
through & cloud of smoke.

He started and flushed as he met Whar-
ton’s gaze, and hastily removed the
cigarette from his meuth.

“Ready 7" he asked.

“Ye‘ ”

“Well, I'm coming.”

“ 8o that's the game!"” said Wharton
bitterly. He had not intended to speak
out till the match was over, but the sight
of the Bounder smoking in the middle of
a match was foo much for him. *“ You're
not doing the square thing by the side,
Smithy 1”

“TI'm all right,” said the Bounder
doggedly.

“You're not all right !” said Wharton
ajmost savagely. Do you think every
fellow in the Form doesn’t know why you
showed such rotten form?"”

““And why 7" sneered the Bounder.

* Becanse you broke bounds last night
with Skinner, and stayed uF late, and
smoked, and knocked yourself up!” ex-
claimed Wharton. “Do you deny it?"

‘“Are you my father-confessor 7" asked
the Bounder sarcagtically,

Wharton stared at him. It was quite
the old Bounder again—the reckless, in-
solent Bounder he had once known. It
seemed that Vernon-Smith’s reform was
a thing of the past,

“Tl talk to you later, Vernon-Smith,”
eaid Wharton at last. “ At present the
Redclyffe fellows are waiting for us.”

“TI've tald you I'm ready.”

Wharton strode out of the study, and
the Bounder, throwing away the stump
of the mfarette, followed him, Fane,
the Redclyffe skipper, glanced at them
a8 they arrived on Little Side,

“We're wailing,” Fane
pointedly.

“Right-ho! Sorry!” eaid Harry.

*“0Oh, all serene [

The Removites went into the field.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the cham-
pion bowler of the Remove, was given
the first over. When the field crossed,
Wharton glanced at the Bounder, He
was extremely doubtful about giving the
ball to Vernon-Smith under the circum-
stances.  Vernon-Smith met his glance
with a very disagreeable lonk. Wharton
quickly decided.  One over would be
enough to prove whether the Bounder
was up to bowling that afternoon.

“Give it to Smith!” said Harry
ghortly.

He wanted to give Vernon-Smith every
chance ; and if the Bounder bowled as he
was accustomed to, it meant the fall of
wickets, The Bounder’s sullen face
cleared as he took the ball, It was a
chanee for him to retrieve his bad luck—
to show the Remove generally that he
was not to be despised, that he was still
of value to his side. He pulled himself
1o€ether with a great effort, and the first
ball he sent down very nearly beat Byng
of Redclyffe.

Wharton drew a breath of relief. 1f
the Bounder bowled as of old it would
make up, to some extent, for the runs he
had not made.
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indoors, I

remarked

Squiff fielded the ball, and sent it back.
He gave the Bounder a catch, but
Vernen-Smith let the ball slip. Some-
body yelled * Butter-fingers!” as he
stooped to pick it up, and the Bounder
flughed.

He bowled again, but it was a rank bad
ball, and Byng cut it for 3. This brought
Fane to the batting end for the next ball,

Fane drove it to the boundary.

Bob Cherry gave Wharton a lock, and
Wharton nodded. That was to be the
Bounder’s last, as well as first, over.

Fane was grinning now. He drove the
fourth ball hard back in the air—a chance
for the bowler. But Vernon-Smith did
not even try for the catch.

“They call that bowling!” said Bol-
sover major to a group of Removites.
“Wharton won't play me—thinks I'm not
up to the mark! And that’s the kind of
bowling he thinks is all right I

“I guess I could lay over that,” re-
marked Fisher T. Fish,

“He, he, he!” came from Billy
Bunter. ‘ Smithy’s been out on the tiles,
you know. He looks ready to drop,
doesn’t he "

“There'll be a row if Wharton plays
that rotter for the St, Jude's match—I
know that!” growled Ogilvy.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh took the
ball again when the field crossed over.
The Nabob of Bhanipur was, fortunately,
in gredt form, and there were cheers as
he took three wickets in succession, The
hat-trick had never come along more
opportunely.

Peter Todd took the Bounder's place,
and after that the bowling was shared
among Hurree Singh, Todd, and Nugent,
with an over or two from Tom Brown
and Mark Linley. More than once the
[ Bounder looked expressively at Wharton,
but the captain of the Remove did not
meet his glance. 'When the seventh Red-
clyffe wicket went down for 55, and the
field crossed after the over, Vernon-
8mith came up to Harry.

“Am I to have another chance?” he
asked.

Wharton’s answer was short, i not
sweeb,

“ND I!'

The Bounder bit his lip hard.

“T've had bad luck,” he said.

“The team’s had bad luck, having yon
in it!"”

““Oh, rats!”

That was all. The Bounder's face was
sullen as he took his place in the field.
Greyfriars had given up almost all hope of
the match now. Redclyffe wanted 5 to
tie, 6 to win, and they had four wickets
in hand, The Remove ¢crowd looked on
anxiously as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
bowled again.

“Well bowled !"*

Fane was out at last,

“A chance yet!"
Cherry.

But it was only a flash in the pan,
A 2, and then another 2, brought the
Redelyfle score to 659, Then a catch,
hopelessly muffed by Vernon-Smith at
cover-point, gave the batsman a new lease
of life. He immediately turned it to
advantago by scoring the equalising run.

“Bixty all!” groaned Bob Cherry.
“All over bar shouting 7

But the next ball landed in Bob’s own
palm. Nine down for 60, and last man
n !

But the brief hope of the Removites to
evade defeat was roon crushed, The
winning run came in the next over.

It had been a close thing; but a miss,
as Bob remarked, was as bad as a mile.
Upon one peint all the Remove fellows
were agreed. Vernon-Smith had thrown
away tie match. And in his heart the

murmured Bob

Bounder had to acknowledge it.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
After the Match !

L ALL that ericket "

C Bolsover major asked that
question  in  stentorian  tones
as Vernon-Smith came slowly

off the field.

“Go and eat
Bounder.

He strode on towards the house with
a sullen brow. Bolsaver major grunted,
and stalked up to Wharton.

“Call that ericket ! he demanded.

“Oh, rats!”

“Rats to you!" snorted Bolsover
major. “I ean tell you this, Wharton,
there'll be a row if you play that seedy
smoky rotter in the next match. I tell
you that plainly, and you can put it in
your pipe and smoke it]"

Wharton pushed Bolsover major aside,
and walked on. He did not fee{ inclined
to argue the matter with Bolsover, The
latter expounded his views at great
length, and with & loud voice, to the
other Removites. Bolsover major had
been at one ftime pally with Vernon-

mith; but he was very much down on

im now. He found the eother fellows in
full agreement with him. The cricket
record was an important matter in the
eyes of the Remove fellows, and it was
through Vernon-8mith’s reckless folly
that a lost match had to be marked upon
it. There was no excuse to be made for
the Bounder. No excuse for his unfit-
ness, considering to what it was due—
and, above all, no excuse for his having
remained in the team when he knew he
was useless, And Wharton ought to
have put him out. Bolsover major
maintained that, with much approval
from the other fellows, forgetting that,
had Wharton turned Smithy out before
his failure, that step also would have
been condemmned.

The Famous Five gathered to tea in
Study No. 1, and all of them were look-
ing moody. They were sportsmen, and
could take a defeat in a sporting spirit.
But to be defeated by the utter folly
of a member of their own team was a
little too bitter.

“It won’t do!” said Bob Cherry. “I
don’t know what you're thinking, Whar-
ton, But there will he trouble if you
don't come down heavy. [ can’t under-
stand the Bounder breaking out again
like this, But he’s at the old game, and

coke !

snapped the

it won't do for ecricket.”

“The old gamefulness scems to he
terrific,” remarked Hurree Singh, with
a shake of the head. " The esteemed
Smithy is more Bounderful than ever.”

“Late hours and smoking!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “I'd have kicked him off
the field, and played another chap!”

“Well, that certainly couldn’t have
made matters worse,” gaid Frank
Nugent. *It was a bit tco thick.”

Harry Wharton smiled faintly.

“Don’t all begin on me in chorus,” he
said. “Of course, I shall have to take
notice of this, But I don't want to be
too hard on Smithy. He's been a jolly
good pal to me!”

“Too hard be blowed!”

“Do you want to chuck awa
Jude's match as well?”
Johnny Bull,

“Oh, give me a chance to speak!
Smithy won't play against 8t. Jude's!"”

“Well, that's some comfort!”

“And unless he changes his ways
mighty quick he won't play for the Re-
move again at all,” said Wharton
decidedly, *There’s some excuge for his
breaking out like this. Quelchy seems to
have been down on him when he wasn't
to blome

“Only his word for that!” growled
Johnny Bull. “Quelchy would be g

the St.
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thumping ass to trust him—I know
that 1"

“1 think he wasn't to blame, anyway.
He's gated, as it seems, for nothing, It
seems to have got his baek up.”

“ Are we gaing to lese cricket matches
because his Ilighness is pleased to get
his back up?"

“No, ass! But ane swallow doesn’t
make a summer. If he chooses to toe
the line, and play the game, T think we
can look over this. Tt depends on the
line he tokes. Anvway, he won't play

inst 8t Jude's on  Wednesday.

at’'s settled. That may be a lesson to
him. T'll have a talk with him later,
and pat it plainly—-="

“Why not now?"

“Well, it's nct much good scrapping
with kim." Wharton said. *“That's what
it would come to, if T jawed him now.
I'd Father keep him in the team if pos-
sible. If we break with him, it means
that he’s more likely to go to the dogs
in hiz old way. We don’t want that.
Just remombzr, vou fellows, how he
stood by me a little while back !

“ Bomelhin in that 1" agreed
Nugent, * %hu Bounder’s really too
good a chap to go blagging like Skinner
and Snoop.”

“You're right, I suppose,” said
Johnny Bull, after a very long pause.
“But 1t looks to me as if Smithy's going
the old way, and means to keep it up.’

“Well, we can give him a chance.
I'll have a talk with him in a friendly
way to-morrow,'

And with that the subject dropped.

Harry Wharton’s deeision was a wise
enough one, Vernon-Smith was in his
study, fully expecting a visit from the
captain of the Remove, and prepared for
angry recriminations. He was smoking
after tea; mnot because he specially
wanted to, but because he knew it
would fan the flame of Wharton's anger
when he saw him with a cigarette in his
mouth.

But Wharton did nct come.

The suilen resentment and cxasperation
in Vernon-Smith's breast gradually died
down. He threw his smoke away and
rose, and paced about the study in a
restless mood.  If there was to be a row
with  Wharton. he wished the fellow
wonrld eome, and get it over, But as hiis |
mood grew calmer, he grew less and less |
mclined for a row. After all, he had
been to blame. He knew that! He was
prepared to be defiant and insolent—to
Whaeton,  DBut from his own thoughts
there was no rzeape. And he knew that
later he would regret a quarrel with}
Wharton. too. 1

He stared moodily from the window in
the zathering dusk, thinking of the |

| with
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that it was a sense of injustice that had
caused the Bounder to turn to his old
scapegrace paths, and he hoped that it
was only momentary folly, and that it
was over,

It was easy enough to yield to angry
feelings; but Wharton did net want it
upon his consecicr.ce that, for want of a
little patience, he. had helped to drive a
fellow who had been a chum—in a way,
at least—and was capable of better
things, further into the slough of reckless
folly., TFor some time he could not find
Vernon-Smith, but he found him at last
—chatting in the gateway with an ex-
tremely elegant and well-dressed youth—
Cecil Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at

Highcliffe,

Ponsouby had been one of the
Bounder's most intimate friends in his
wild days. It was evillent that the

acquaintance had been renewed.

The Bounder's look was defiant as he
eaught the inveluntary frown on Whar-
ton's face. Ponsonby smiled.

“I've been lecking for you, Smithy,”
snid Harry.

“Well, you've found me.”

“1 wanted a talk with you."”

“I suppese it will keep,” said Vernon-
Smitl:. “T'm talking to Pensonby just
now."’

“Oh, yes, it wil keep," raid Harry,
biting his lip. *1 did not know you
were on such friendly terms with Pon-
sonby."

“Oh, we're great pals,” said Ponsonby
airily. “We've had our little differences
at times; but bygoues are bygones—
what ¥

He grinned at Vernon-Bmith.

“What-ho !"" aszented the Removite.

“Well, are you comin'?" asked Pon-
sonby, with one eye on Wharton, who
stood nonplussed.  *‘ Gaddy and Vavasour
are lookin' forward to your visit—it will
be quite like old times. Come on!"

“Dashed if I don’t!™ said Vernon-
Smith, as if suddenly making up his
mind.,

Wharton touched him on the arm as
he was moving out of the gateway.

“8mithy, old chap, you're gated, you
know !

“TI'm gong out, all the same!” said
Vernow-Smith coolly, “T'm gated for
nothing, and you know that!"”

“Perhaps ! But—"

“Well, I'm going. You can go and
tell Quelchy if you like ™

Wharton's face crimsoned.

The Bounder followed Ponsonby into
the road, and they sauntered sway to-
gether in the direction of Higheliffe.
Wharton went back into the quadrangle
a ftroubled brow. TIlis own talk
with the Bouuder had to be postponed,

change that had come since he had stood | Lyt that waa not a mattsr of much
'h::f'*_ the previous (!{“}’- . | moment. But this Ragrant defiance of
I've been a fool I" So his thoughts | his Form-master’s orders meant more

ran.  “But—but the
There's no going back ; and—and I don't |
want to go back. cither, But it was too |
rotten to let the fellows down like that. |
What's the good of denying it?" He |
shrugged his shoulders. “T1'Il be jolly
mref:ﬁ in future—if this blows over.
They sha'n't have any canse to complain
in the next match. I'll play up ageinst
St Jude's, by gad! But—but if this
docsn’t biow over—if I'm turned out of
the team 1

And the Bounder's brow grew dark
again.

die's cast now.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Against Orders !

ARRY WHARTON locked for the
Bounder  the next day after
lessons, It was time to have his
little  tallkk with the reckless

Removite, and Wharton meant to talk
in guite a friendly way. He knew

trouble for Vernon-Smith, He was de-
tained within gates by the strict order
of Mr. Quelch, and he had walked out
of gates in full view of a dozen fellows,
and of Gosling, the porter, whose duty
was to report kim. The utter reckless-
ness of it troubled Wharton,

“Well, have vou had vour jaw with

Smithy?” asked Frunk Nugent, ae
Wharton joined his chums on the ericket-
ground.

“No. He's gone ont.”

“1 saw him," said Johnny Bull drily,
“with Ponsonby !

“Well, we can't help it," said Harry.
“1ael's ot on to cricket.”

Wharten impatiently  dismissed  the
matter from his mind, anl devoted him-
self to cricket practice. He wanted to do
the best he could for the Bounder, but
his patienco was wearing oub.

Vernon-Smith liad not returned at tea-
time, and it was not till late calling-over
that he put in an appearance. Mr,

One Penny. 7

Quelch waa taking the roll-call, and the

Bounder slipped into Hall almost at the

last moment and answered to his name.
The Remove-master gave him a steely

ook.

After tho roll-call, when the fellova
were dismissed, ho rapped out:

“You will go to my atudy, Vernon
Smith, and wait for me thore!"”

“Yes, sir,” said the Bounder, with a
drawl in his voice that made the Form-
master’s eyes gleam. ¢

“You're in for it, Smithy!" remagkel
Skinner, as they left the Hall

Vernon-Sniith gave a shruyg,

“You've been to Higheliffe?”

¥

“Had a good time?”

“ Toppitge ™

“He, he. he!" cackled Billy Bunter.
Was it Lridge or banker, Smithy ("
“Go and cat coke!”
Vernon-Smith  went to the Form-
mester’s etudy, and waited there quite
calmly. He knew that Gosling must have
reported him, and that there was trouble
in store.

Me. Queleh's brow was very grim
wlhen e came in.

“You have been out of sehool bounds,
Vernon-Smith!" he rapped out.

“ Not out of bounds, air,” said Vernon-
Smith calmly.

“Where have you been?”

“To see some fellows at Highcliffe,
sir. Higheliffe is within achool bounds.”
i The Remove-master compressed Lis
ips

s

&

Not for you, Smith, since my order
to you! I explicitly commanded you ta
remain within gatea till further orders!"

“I don’t sco why I should not have
the same freedom as the other fellows,
sir.

Mr, Queleh breathed hard.

“Is that the way to mg‘ly to your
Form-master, Vernon-8mith?"’

“1 say what I think, sir.”

“You appear determined, Vernon-
Smith, to set yourself up against my
authority,” said the ove-master
quictly.  “I need not tell you fhat such
insubordination will not be pertmitted!
Your present conduet leads me to take a
much harsher view of your conduct on
Thursday."”

“Indeed, &ir?"

“Yes, indeed!” sald Mr. Quelch
sharply. “You have deliberately dis-
obeyed the most explicit orders! T ahall
cane you severely!”

“I am ready, sir,"
coolly,

“Hold out wour hand!” said Mr.
Queleh harshly,

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

Vernon-Smith winced, in spita of his
iron aelf-control,  But he uttered mo
sond,

“You may go, Vernon-Smith!"

The junior went,

“Had 1t bad?"” asked Skinner, who was
waiting for him in the passage.

“Yes," said the Bounder, between his
teeth,

“It was a jolly risky thing to do," eaid

said the Bounder

Skinner, “You'd better be a bit morn
carcful, Bmithy. No good asking for
trouble!"

Vernon-Smith went up to his stud
without replying. His breast was full
of bitterness.  He prided himself upon
being hard; but the caning had been
sovere, and he moved restlessly about his
study for some timp eqiteezing his hands.
It woa time to begin his prepargtion but
he did not even think of it,

Since his reform the Bounder of Grey-
friars had beern a steady worker, but
that, it seomed, wus to go along with tha
rest.

A tap came at the door a little later,
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snd Harry Wharton entered. Vernon-
Smith met him with a savage plance.

“1F it's a sermon, I don't want it!” he
gaid. “I've had enough of that from
Quelchy, and you can save your breatl,
Wharton ™

It was not an agrceable reception.

“T'm not goinﬁz to sermoniee you,”
raid Wharton tartly. “I've got to have
a few worde with vou, and the sooner it'e
over the better! I'm putting up the list
for the St. Jude’s match this evening,
and I thought you'd like to know how
matters stocd Irom me firat,”

“Deoes that mean that my name won't
be in the list?"” asked Vernon-Smith, with
a enecr.

“Do you expect it to be there, after
the show you put up in the Redclyfie
match?”

“1 was off colour then
happen again.”

“1 think it's very likely to happen
again, if you keep on as you've begun,”
said Harry.

“8o it’s to be a germon, after zll?”
eneered the Bounder.

“Look here, Smithy—""

“I’'m. not in the mood for it!” The
Bounder strode to the door, and threw
it wide open. “There's your way out,
Wharton !

That won't

e

THE BEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !
ARRY WHARTON did not
move.
His temper was rising ; but he
held it in check, He wae deter-
mined that if a definite break came it
should not be the fault of any hasty
resentment on his part.

The Bounder's manner was hard to
bear; but Wharton bore it quietly, with
a salf-control that would have surprieed
most of the Remove fellowe.

Vernon-Smith looked at him with
mocking inquiry, as he stood with hie
hand resting on the table, lis handsome
face flushed a little, but calm.

“Are you goinlf?” he asked.

“ Not yet,” said Harry quietly. * You
may as well close the door, Smithy. I
pame here to speak to you as a friend.
We've been pretty good friends for some
time, and if all that comes to an end it
won't be by any wish of mine.”

The Bounder thruet his hande deep
into his pockets, and lounged towards
the window. In spite of himself he was
moved a little by Wharton's patience,
and still more by the reference to a
friendship which had meant much to

im.

“Well, what is it?” he asked, mgre
amicably.

“T've had to take yeur name off the
cricket list,” said Harry. “I don’t want
to rub it in, Smith{; but you're no fool,
and you can eece for yourself that you
chucked away the last match. I couldn't
play you in the next—the fellows would
ecalp me, for one thing, and I should
desarve it.”’

“¥You mean you're making that the
excusge to turn me out of the team!”

“1 don't mean that, and you know it,
Bmithy.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
He seemed in hie mest wilful and un-
reasonable mood this evening.

*Thie ia what mean.”
captain of the Remove. “‘I've left you
out of the Bt. Jude's match, hat
couldn’'t be helped. But T hope it won’t
be necessary to go further than that, 1
want you to play for the Remove all
through the season. But I can’t play a
fellow who may turn up for any mateh
in an unfit state for play. Be reasonable,
Bmithy !
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said the

“What's ail this leading to?”

“Your private affairs don't concern
me, of course. But it is a disappoint-
mewt to ecc you taking up the bizney
we all thought you were done with for
guod, Bmithy.”

“1 thought a sermon was coming !”

“You're too good for that kind of
thing,” said Harry, unheeding. *“You're
worth a thousand of a fellow like
Ponsonby, and it's pretty rotten to see
you palling with him, and playing his
rotten game! Ie it worth while?”

I';*[f 1 think it is, I suppose that settles
it !

“If that is your view, I sha'n’t mention
it again,” said Harry. “I suppose it's
no business of mine. But there's a
point that concerne me as cricket captain,
If you begin the old game—smoking
and card-playing and late hours and that
kind of thing—it must mean that, at any
time, you may be in the state you were
in yesterday, and that you can never be
relied on as a player. How can you kee
your place in the team on those lincs?
put it to you as a reasonable chap.”

No reply.

“ About the 8t. Jude's match, it's
settled,” said Harry. * But the 8t, Jim's
match comee next on the list, and I'd
give a good deal to have you in the
cleven against 8t. Jim's. You're worth
your weight in gold to the side when
ou're in form. I've always said eo.

ut ‘how can T count on you for the St.
Jim's match, if you might be breaking
bounds the very night Lefore the mate
and knocking yourself up? I want to be
able to rely on your being in rood form.”

The Bounder was still eilent.

“Well, haven't you anything to say,
Smithy "

“Only that my private affairs are my
own concern,” said the Bounder coolly.
“T've tried a new line, and it's failed.
I've found it precious dull at times, but
I've stuck it out. Now I'm suspected
and watched and gated, just as if I'd
never turned over a dashed new leaf at
all!  Well, I've chucked it! That's
settled! There’s no going back on that!
1 don’t eee why it should make any differ-
ence to the cricket, though. don’t
want to cut cricket.”

“You can’t expect to run the two
things together.”

“1 don’t see why not!” the Bounder
sneered,  ** Even if you set up as a censor
of morals, you've nothing to complain of
so long as 1 keep my end up at the

ame |7

“Did yon keep your end up against

Redclyffe?”

“8till harping on that? I shall be
more careful next time. If you play me
against St. Jude’s, I undertake to be in
tip-top {orm !

Wharton shool™ his head.

“I can't do that, Smithy. T've told

Rake already he's to play, Besides, the
fellows are all wild at the way you let
us down, and I simply couldn't do it
There will be grousing enough if I play
vou against St Jim’s!”

“So I'm kicked out of the team for
one failure?”

“You're left out of one match,” said
Wharton quietly, ‘It wasn't the failure,
but the cause of the failure. Hang it
all, . Smithy, a fellow doesn’t play in
cevery match at the best of times! Kvery
fellow who can really play has to have a
look in sooner cr later, when it can be
managed without risk to the side!”

“I know that. Play Rake as often as
rou like against Temple & Co. of the
Fourth !” sneered the Bounder. *“But
the 8t. Jude's match is a tough match,
and you want the best inen, and you
know it, But for what happened yester-
day, you wouldn't have thought of giving
Rake my place!”

“That’s true enough,”

HOW ON
SALE.

“Do you think Rake will play as good
a game us mine "

“ Not if you were in form, but far and
away better” than the game you played
yestorday 1"

“Can’t you let that rest? T've
admitted it was rotten, and 1've told you
it's not going to happen again!” ]

“That's nlfI wanted you to say,” said
Wharton. *“Your name goes down for
the 8t. Jim's match the week after next,
then!”

“Hold on a minute !” said the Bounder,
with a glitter in his eyes. * Never mind
the 8t. Jim’s match now. Am I playing
against St. Jude's?"

“I've told you—no!”

“Then it comes to this—that T'm
turned out! Everybody knows that in
the ordinary way 1 should have been in
the team. "1I've bean s naughty boy, and
I've been ecalled over the coals by my
highly moral skipper, and told to get out
—what?” The Bounder langhed

savagely. “Well, that's not good
eriough! The whole dashed Remove
will be cackling at me over it, and laugh-
ing in their sleevel It's not good
enough ! f

“1t can't be altered, Smithy, Do be
reasonable

“Well, if it can't be altered, there’s
nothing more to be said, But give me a
rest - from the sermons,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I'm fed-up with them. And
I'll make your new favourite, Rake, sorry
for ou.ual:in%r me, too!”

“Rake hasn't ousted you, 1 offered
him the place, and if Rake hadn’t taken
it T was going to ask Ogilvy !""

“Anybody rather than me!” sneered
the Bounder, ““Bunter or Fish, I sup-
pose, rather?”

Look

“Don’t be an ass,
here—"

“0h, we've jawed long enough!’ said
Vernon-Smith. “I've shown you the
door once. It's still there!”

Wharton’s eyes blazed, and his hands
clenched.  Vernon-Smith gave him a
mocking look. But the captain of the
Remove controlled his temper, and left
the study, a light, ironical laugh from

Smithy!

the Bounder following him, Bkinner
camne into the study, grinning,
with the Great and

“Been rowin,
Only " he askeﬁ. “T met his lordship
in the passage, looking like a merry
thundercloud !

The Bounder lighted a cigarette.

“Good!” said Skinner. “I'll have
one, Smithy. I say, 1 hear that Rake’s
oing to have gour place in mnext
%Vcdnesduy’s match,  Is it true?”

8o Wharton says.”

“You'll have trouble with that gang,
as you used to, if you kick over the
traces, old scout!’” chuckled Skinner.

“1'm cxpecting that,” said the Bounder
coolly. “And if Wharton thinks that
I'm to be dropped out of the team so jolly
easily, he's mistaken. Rake won’t play
for the Remove next Wednesday !

Skinner whistled.

“1 don’t see how you'll stop him if
Wharton puts him into the eleven,” he
remarked.  “The great Panjandrum’s
word is law !"”

“ Rake mayn’t be fit to play !”

“He may get a tervific hiding from a
fellow whose place he has collared ! said
the Bounder, with a ghiter in his eyes.
“He mayn't be Gt for ecricket after-
wards!”

“1—I say, Bmithy, I'd draw it mild if
¥ were you,” said Skinner uneasily. The
Bounder's fall from grace had delighted
hiz old asseciate, but Skinner was getting
alarmed. There might be too much of &
good thing. “If you piled in on a chap
and crocked him just before a mateh the
Remove would jolly nearly lynch you!”

“They'll have the chance, then ” eaid



Every Monday.

e Pounder coolly. “That's what I'm
gomg to dol”

“Well, it's no business of mine,” said
smner, a8 he sat down to his prepara-
“I'd go stow if I were you,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Rake !
ERNON-SMITH was an objcet of
considerable  intercst to  the
Remove fellows during the next
few days,

\4

The list for the St. Jude's match was
e= the board, and Dick Rake’s name was

= it 10 place of Vernon-Smiti’s, The
Bemove fellows rather wondered how the
Bounder would take it.

He took it quietly enough.

Most of the fellows had expected a
rew between Vernon-S8mipth and the cap-
tein of the Remove, but it did not
ecme.

Whatever the Bounder was thinking, he
kept his own counsel.

n other matters, it was only too clear
that the old Bounder had come to life
sgain. In former days Vernon-Smith
kad been pally with Loder and Carne,
end the fast set in the Sixth. Those
sportive seniors had been very much
down upon him when he ventured to
tarn over a new leaf and dispense with
their select society. They had let him
slone at last, however. The Dounder
was a dangerous enemy.

Now the old terms were revived, and
Vernon-Bmith dropped into (erald
Loder's study of an evening sometimes,
the Remove fellows knowing very well
what he dropped in for. The million-
sire’s son was a very welcome guest
among the blades of the Sixth.

The Bounder, with his hard, deter-
mined character, his recklessness, and his
wealth, bhad always filled a prominent

lace in the little world ot the Remove.
Eie might be disliked, feared, or even
hated, but he could not be ignored.
Whether as a friend or as an encmy, ho
had to be reckoned with. Even in his
most  blackguardly ddys he had won a
ecertain amount of admiration for his
nerve, his coolness, his unfailing courage.

Now that he had fallen into his old
ways once more he was welcomed with
open arms by the shady set among the
juniors as their natural leader. Skinner
and Snoop and Stott looked forward glee-
fully to a revival of his old rivalry with
Harry Wharton.

The captain of the Remove would not
have matters all his ewn way with the
cool, determined Bounder aganst him as
of old. But as yet Vernon-8mith had
not broken with the Famous Five.

He came down to cricket practice erca-
sionally, and showed all his old form us
a rule. His eyes glittered sometimes as
they turned on Dick HRake, who was
slogging at practice as a new member of
the eleven, Rake was glad enough to
have a place in the ¢leven. and he was
determined that the Bt. Jude's match
should be the game of his life.  He had
jumped at Wharton's offer, mnaturally
enough.

Skinner wondered whether the Bounder
was keeping to the rascally plan he had
mentioned in the study.

On the following Tuesday he had proof
enough,  After prep maost of the juniors
were chatting in the Common-room, whken
Vernon-Smith came in.  Dick Rake was
chatting cheerily with the Famous Five
when the Bounder came up to the group.

“I've been looking for you, Rake,” said
Vernon-Smith; in so peculiar a tone that
several fellows turned their heads to look
at him,

Rake nodded good-humauredly,

“Well, hera 1 am, Smithy!"

“T’ve got something for you, Rake,”

|
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Licked and Left ! (See Chapter 13.)
“Eh? What is it7" “ But, logk here——"
“That!” “Oh, let me go!”
Smuck ! “T tell you A

Vernon-8mith's open palm struck Rake
across the check with a crack like that of
a pistolshot. It rang through the
Common-room.

Rake staggered back more surprised
than hurt.

“What the dickens " ejaculated
Bob Cherry. )
“Are on mad, Vernon8mith?"

shouted Wharton,

The Bounder gave him a cool smile.

“Not at all, dear boy. Ab, would
youi'

His hands went up as Rake, recover-
ing himself, and crimson with anger,
rughed upon him.

“Stop them ! shouted Wharton,

“Co it, Smithy !" yelled Skinner.

But o dozen fellows closed in on the
fighting juniors, Wharton and Bob
Cherry grasped Rake, and pulled him
back, and the Bounder was seized by
Johnny Bull, Peter Todd, and Tom
Brown, and dragged away by main force.

“Let me get at him ! roared Rake,
struggling furiously.

“Tasy does it ! =aid Beb Cherry.

“Let go, you fool! Let me get at
him !

“Let him come on,’” said Vernon-
Smith, with cool mnsolence. “1'm going
to lick him sooner or later, and he may
as well have it now.”

“Hold that cad!” aid Wharton, “Be
quiet a minute, Rake! Vernon-Smith,
what are you picking a quarrel with Rake
for ?7

* That's my business 1"

“No need to ask the rotter !" growled
Johnny Bull,  * Because he's turned out
of the team, und Rake’s put in!”

“ Rotten cad ! snorted Bolsover major,

“Look here, Rake,” said Wharton.
“You can't fight Smithy to-night., The
St. Jude’s match is to-morrow, and you
can’'t play with a black eye.”

“T'm going to smash him!” roared
Rake furiously. “Do you think I'm
going to have my face smacked by that
smoky cad?”

Rake tore himself loose, and rushed at
Vernon-8mith again. These who were
holding the Bounder let him go then.

Ogilvy closed the door discreetly.
Masters and prefects were not wanted in
the junior Common-room just then.

The fight was soon going hot and
strong, with a erowd of juniors round the
combatants.

Wharten stood dismayed and unde
cided.  After a elogging mateh like that,
it was pretty certain that Rake would not
be much use in the cricket team the next
day, and Wharton could not Lelp discern-
ing the Bounder’s object. The brutal,
hard-hearted eynicisin of the Bounder's
plan shocked and troubled him.

The Remove captain would q]adly have
stopped the fight, but he could scarcely
stop Rake avenping so cpen an affront.
Rake was n good-fempered fellow as &
rule, but he was in a blind fury now, as
was not surprising under the circustances.
His rage, indeed, placed him at a dis-
advantage. The Bounder was cool as ice,
calculating ar a machine. Never had the
Bounder {w:.‘u in better fighting form.
Physically he was no better than Rake,
but he was more skilled, and now he was
using all his skill with deadly coolness,
while Rake gave himself away by his
excitement and rage.

Every fellow in the roomy, cxcept
Skinner and 8noop, was hoping to see the
Bounder thoroughly licked ; but from the
beginning it was pretty plain that that
would not happen.  His drives got home
with savage force; and Dick Rake reeled
under them. He stuck to his adveisary
gamely, however, and Vernon-8mith re-
ceived u gpood deal of punishment.

But punishment did not serm to affect
the iron-nerved Bounder. He pressed
Rake harder and harder, and Dick wae
too plucky to give in so0 long as he could
sland. He-went down at lact, and the
Bounder looked down upen him with a
mocking smile.

“Had enough 1
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Rake panted.
“"[cuE:ad! You rotter] TI'll lick yon
t‘.i
T ome on, then!” =aid the Bounder,
haughing cvnically. _
ake made an effort to rise, but he

sank back again, Qgilvy
quietly hsiped him to his feet, and Rake
!(‘lll!(f heavily on the Soottish juror.

“Bravo, Smithy 1" chortled Bkinner.

Bob Cherry spnn round, with fashing
eyes, and a back-bander eent Skinner
staggering.

“You rotten cad!” roared Bob, glar-
ing at the under.  “ You've licked
Rake, and now you may lick me, if you
can! Put op your hands!” )

Vernon-Smith pnt his haads in
pockets and stopped back, D

“'Nuff's a8 good ns a fenst,” he said
;'I'l] tackle you to-morrow, if

= was done.

his

“You'll tackle me now, you cur!™

But Wharton pulled Bob back., The
Tiounder had come out of the fight well,
but he waz wot in a condition for another
slogging match; and fair play was due,
cven to a rotter,

“Teave him aloue now, Bob.”

“You know why he's get on to Rake!”
shouted Bob.

“Yen, 1 koow—at least, T think I do.

Bt give even that cad fair play. He
can't fight you now.” )
“He'll fight me again soon!" said

Rake thickly, with a deadly loock at the
Boundec, *'This isn't the finish. Next
timo we'll see !

*Come up to the dorm, old chap,” said
Ogilvy. “ You can't be seen with a face
like that.”

He led Rake from the Common-room.
Vernon Smith, with his hands in his
pocketa, strolled out. A hiss from the
crowd of juniors followed him, even Billy
Bunter and Fisher T. Fish joining in it.
There was no glory of victory for the
Bounder. Al the sympathy was with
Dick Rake, and the Bounder had never
been go unpopular in his Form.

When Wingate of the Sixth came inte
the Remove mitory, he spotted Rake's
bruised face at once, and, stared at him.

“Hallo! FPighting 7" he exclaimed.

I‘Yes‘!'

“Without gloves, from the lock of
you !"

‘(Yes‘.‘!

Wingate glanced round the dormitory.

ere were signs enough on Vernon-
Simith's face to show who had been
Rake's adversary.

“You've boen fighting with Rake,
Vernon-8mith ?”

“Oh, yes!” said the Bounder, with a
drawl.

“T shall report yon both to Mr. Quelch
in the morning. Now, turn in, all of

you!"

The next morning the two juniors were
duly reported, and as Dick Rake was
silent as to the facts of the case, punish-
ment fell impartially vwpon both.
caning, five hundred lines, and detention
for two half-holidays rewarded them—
which was certainly hard lines on Rake.
The Bounder grinned as he left the
Remove-master’'s study. Poor Rake did
not feel like grinning. His chance of
ph:fing for Greyfriars against 8t. Jude's
had gone.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Putiing the Stopper On !

1 AKE, old chap, how do you
R feel 77

Dick Rake gave the captain
of the Remove a dolorous grin.
He was feeling excecdingly seedy, and he
looked it. One of his eyes was closed,
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and he could only blink with it, and the
gaze of the other was extremely unger-
tain. Strong and sturdy as he was, he
felt rocky all over,

“Rotten !” he said.

Wharton gave him an anxious look.

“What about the match this after-
noon *"" he asked.

“N.G.!" said Rake. “I'm keen
enough; but it’s no goed my saying I'm
any good for the match; I'm not!
couldu’t blink along the pitch, and with
my optics in this state I should see two
or threo balls coming down, and I don't
know which one I should %it.”

Harry Wharton laughed. Rake was
taking his ill luck in a cheery spirit,
though it was hard on him.

“Well, T thought I would ask you,”
said Harry.

* Anyway, you don’t want to play a
chap with & black eye,” said Rake.
“Even if you did, I'm mo good to-day.
May as well own it.”

“Right-ho! I'm sorry!"”  Wharton
knitted his brows. “I can't help think-
that Smithy knocked you out on pur
pone.”

“I know he did! I'm going to tackle
him again for it, teo, as soon as I can
see ah-aight enough to slog him!” said
Rake grimly.

“Good luck, old chap !” =

The Remove were going in to morning
lessons  when IHarry Robert
Donald Ogilvy on the shounlder.

“ Like to play this afternoon?”

Qgilvy's eyes danced,

“0Of course 1 would, fathead!
want me?"”

“Yes."

“Good egg! Rake's out, I supposc

““Yes; he's not fit.”

“It was a rotten trick of Smithy. 1
dare say I shall have a fight with him
next,” said Ogilvy, laughing.

“You won't!" said Wharton grimly.
“1f Smithy picks a row with you, g)gilvy,
you're not to fight him till after ‘the
match, at least.”

“I can't stand it if he smacks my fade,
as he did Rake's, Wharton," said 6gil\'_\'
doubtfully.

“He won't do that. I'm going to keep
an eye on him. Mind, Ogilvy, we're de-
pending on you, and you're not to knock
voursalf up 1"

“QOh, alY right 1"

The Remove went into their Form
room, Ogilvy looking very cheerful. The
Remove scon knew that Ogilvy had
Rake's place for the afternoon’'s match,
and most of the fellows approved Whaz-
ton's selection, while sympathising a good
deal with Rake.

Skinner whispered the news to Vernon-
Smith, and the Bounder's eyes glinted
as they rested on Ogilvy,

After morning lessons, when the Re-
move came out, the Bounder came up to
Ogilvy in the passage.

The Scottish junior looked at him
coolly, quite on his guard.

But the Bounder's evident intention
was frustrated.

Harry Wharton, with gleaming eyes,
ran belween.

“8tand back, Smithy!"

“Is Ogilvy going to hide behind
you?" sneered the Bounder.

The Scottish junior's eyes blazed. The
taunt drove all considerations of ericket
from his mind, as the Bounder knew it
would. He pushed Whurlon asida.

“Let him come on!” he exclaimed,

“Hold Ogilvy, Bob!"” said Wharton.
“T'll deal with Smithy! If you're spoil
ing for another ﬁght. Smithy, come
on, vou rotten cad!

‘I'm going to lick the fellow who's
g‘;t my place in the eleven!™ said the

ounder coolly.

“You're going to lick me, or take a

Do you

L X1

licking {” said Harry grimly. *Come
on!”

Vernon-Smith laughed, put his hands
in his pockets, and walked away.

“ Look here——" began Ogilvy hotly.

“Oh, dry up!” said Bob Cherry. “Do
you think we're going to let Smithy
crock the team one after another? You
can scrap with him after the match, if
vou like—after I've done with him!"
added Bob,

Ogilvfr ‘nodded shortly. He did not feel
grateful.

The Bounder’s taunt had hit him hard,
and he was anxious to get his hands upon
Vernon-Smith, But he knew that his
comrades were right. After a fight with
the hard-hitting Bounder he would not
be in a condition tq play against St.
Jude's.

The Famous Five made it a point to
keep Ogilvy in sight till dinner-time.
The Scottish junior was angry amd im-
Eatieni:- at the idea of being looked after.

ut the Co. had their way.

The Bounder gave Ogifvy a mocking
smile at dinner, which very nearly drew
a missile across the table at his insolent
foce, in spite of Mr. Quelch’s presence.
Thoe Scottish junior sat fairly writhing
with snppr anger.

After the meal was over Harry Whar-
ton & Co. kept with him aa he left the
dining-room. Tt was pretty elear that
Ogilvy needed more watching then the
Bounder, ss o matter of fact,

Vernon-S8mith passed them in the Hall,
and gave a sardonic laugh. Ogilvy spun
round, and Jehnny Bull caught bis arm.

**No, you don't!" said Johuny.

“Look here, I'm not going to stand
this ! exclaimed Ogilvy.

“You're wanted in the match!"™ said
Wharton.,

“You'd better come out for a liftle

wallk, and calm your naughty little
temper,” said Bob Cherry, taking
Ogilvy's arm.  * This way!”

Bob Cherry marched Ogilyy down to
the gates, and marched him down the
lane.  The St. Jude’s team was not
expected for an hour, and Bob intended
to keep the new recruit out till the time
for the match,

Vernon-Smith strode away to the
gates, with tho intention of following
i:h?;]l:; but he found Harry Wharton in
path,

“8top!" said Harry curtly.

“I'm going out!”

“You're not going out!”

There was a pause. Then the Bounder
shrugged his shoulders, and sauniered
into the quadrangle. Gesling was watching
him® from his 105 ra, prepured lo take his
nama down for report if he ventured out
of gates.

Vernon-Smith  went to  his  study,
beckoning to Skinner to follow him.

Skinner followed him inte No. 4 in
wonder.

“ What's the game?"” he asked.

“Wait a minute.”

The Bounder sat at the takle, and
dashed off a note, and sealed it in an
envelope.

“You know I can't go out of gates,'
he said. “ Gosling’s watching—-»

“And Wharten!" grinned Skinver.
“You'd better chuck up the game,
Smithy, If you handle Qgilvy as you
did Rake, it means a Form ragging at
least !

“[ wint this note taken to the Crpss
Keys,” said Vernon-Smith, unheediug.
“It's for Jerry Hawke. You'll take it,

nuer?’

Skinner hesitated.

“It's risky, iu the daytime," he said.
“You ecan go by the towing-path,” said
Vernon-Smith. * You can speak in the
back way easil Dash it all,
you've done it

enough.
efore !V
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“0Oh, all serene!” gaid Skinner, taking
the note.

The Bounder smiled ae his study-mate
departed.

Skinner supposed that the nete to
Jerry Hawke had reference to betting
transactions. But it was not turf specu-
Lations that the Bounder was thinking of

Bow.

Skinner passed Harry Wharton and
Johnny Buﬂ who were chatting in the

teway. '[‘E]ey were there to stop ihe

under if he attempted to leave the
school; but they had mothing to do with
Skinner.

He was Smithy’s pal, but they could
not suPpoae that he had taken on the
task of tackling Ogilvy. The Scottish
sunior would have knocked him out in
the first round without turning a hair,

Vernon-Smith did not approach tha
getes again, He remained in his study
fer some time, and after that strolled
down to the ericket-ground, where some
o the fellows were gathering for the
match. )

Skinner rejoined him there, and the
E?]:nde-r gave him a quick, inquiring

“All serene!” said Skinner. “I've
=een Hawke, and given him the note,
He seemed surprised.”

“What did he say?”

“He said you could rely on him.”

“Good ! said the Bounder. *“Did youn

seo anything of Ogilvy and Bob
Cherry ™
“Yes, I passed them in the lane!”

Skinner chuckled. *“Ogilvy was looking
Iike a bear with a sore head.”
The Bounder laughed.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Caught Napping !

a ALLQ, hallo, hallo!"
Bob Cherry and Ogilvy were

seated on the stile in Friardale

Lane. Ogilvy looked moody

ml(!i restive, but Bob chatted away cheer.
y.

Three rough-locking  fellows came
seross the fields behind, from. the -lirec-
tion of the Cross Keys, and stopped at
the stile.  The jumiora jumped down to
ket them pass over, and they erossed the

etile into the lane, and then closed
round the two Removites,

“What the dickens— " ejaculated
Opilvy,

-

‘o the astonishment of the two Grey-
friars juniors the trio closed in on them,
with evidently hostile intent.

Bob and Qgilvy backed againet the
stile, and put up their handes,

“What's the game?” excluimed Buob,
m angry amazement. *“ What the Jickens
do you mean—— Oh, my hat !

Tho ttext moment he was hilting out,

Ogilvy backed him up gamely,

But the two schoolboys stardy and
plucky as they were, hud net much
chance against three grown men,

They wore grasped and secured, and
hey struggled in vain in the grip of the
hree hooligans.

“Kim oen!™ grinned one
“This 'cre way, young senta!

“What on ecarth are you up to?” ex-
claimed Bob, * What do you want?"

“Only want you to come for a iittle
walk! This ‘ere way!”

“Look here——"

The astomshed juniovs, struggling
savagely, were dracued over the atile,
and their captors hurried them across the
Go1d by the shortest eut to the cover of
the wood,

In a couple of minutes they were
mder the frees, and ecreened from sight,

But thiey were hurried on farther inte
the depths of the wood, still resisting,
though in vain,

t

of them.
;
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“'Ere you are!” gaid the leader of
the three hooliganse—a thick-set man with
a broken nose. “Donit you be afearcd,
voung gents! We ain’t going to 'urt
you !’

“We're not afraid of you, you stupid
brute ! shouted Bob. “Let us go at
cnee!”

“ Not jest yet, sir!”

The gentleman with the broken nocse
drew some cord from his pocket. His
companions held tho two juniors while
he fastened the cord. securing Bob's arm
to Ogilvy’s, and then hia leg. Then the
helpless juniors were pitched into tha
grasa and reloased.

They sat against a tree, blinking at the
grinning hooligans. .

Unless it was a rough, practical joke,
the two juniors could not guess what
could be the meaning of this extra-
ordinary attack.

“Nice an’ comfy?” asked the broken-
nosed gentleman.  “That’s all right!
Don’t you wit up. or I shall be bound to
knock you down—see?”

“What are you playing this fool game
for?” ghouted Bob.

“That’s telling, young gents.”

The broken-nosed man sat on a fallen
log, and lighted a pipe. His two com-
paniong, chuckling hoarsely, disappeared
through the wood.

Bob Cherry and Ogilvy looked at one
another blankly.

Tied as they were, and with the ruffian
watching them close at hand, they had no
chance of escape. They could only await
the leasure the broken-nosed
individual.

“Will you tell us what this means, my
man?’ asked Bob Cherry at last, in
tones of concentrated anger.

i Nix 11)

of

The distant chime of the hour in
Friardale floated faintly over the woods,
Bohb Cherry started. It was two o’clock.

“Time we got back!” muttered
Ogilvy. “Btumps are pitched at half-
past two, Bob.”

Bob fixed a fierce
ruffian,

“Look here, my man!” he said as
quictly as he could. “I don’t know
what you mean by this trick; but we're
booked for a ericket-mateh this after-
noon, and we've got to get back. Do
vou understand ¥

“That so 7"

“We want to get back to Greyfriars,”
satd Ogilvy. “Look here, let us loose!
Wo shall miss the ericket-mateh !

The broken-nosed man chuckled over
his black pipe, but did not answer.

“My hat!” muttered Bob Cherry
suddenly.

A suspicion had shot into his mind,
illuminating it.

This outrage appearcd utterly object-
less, and yet the rascals must have had
a reason for their conduct. The broken-
nosed man had evidently settled down to
watch them and keep them prisoners.
Why?  While they were kept in the
wood the 8t Jude's mateh would be on
at Greyfriars, and they would miss it,
and Ogilvy wonld not, after all, take
Dick Rake's place in the eleven,  As in
a flash Bob Cherry saw the Bounder's
hand in what had happened.

“Smithy " he said, between hiz teeth.

“Smithy " repeated Ogilvy,

“Don’t you see!” Bob was almost
gasping  with  rage, “It's Smithy !
This brute isn’t doing this for nothing.
Smithy put him up to it, to make you -
and me—miss the 8t. Jude’s match !

“Oh, crumbs! But-but Smithy's
within gates——"

“He's sent word to this rotter seme-
how,” said Bob, “It's clear cnough.”

“I—I suppose it is. We're done "

“Look here, yon boozy scoundrel!”

look upon the

friars.
| riars

One Penny. 11

said Bob between his teeth. “I know
you've been paid to do this.”

The broken-nosed man chuckled.

“You'll be prosecuted, you rotter "

“Haw, haw!’

“Look here, let ua go, and I'll stand
you fivey bob!" exclaimed  Bob
desperately.

“Oh, dry up!”

“T'll make 1t a sovereign !

““Make it a 'undred,” said the broken-
nosed man  humorously, “and then,
maybe, I'll consider it.”  V¥ou shut up
an’ take a little rest !"

Bob, his face aflame, struggled with
the cord, and Ogilvy exerted himself
with enerzy, But they ecculd not get

2e.  Bound as they were, they
struggled to their feet, The ruflian rose
from the log, and, with a heavy sweep
of his arm, sent them sprawling in the
grass again,

“¥ou keep there!” he said. “Tll
'urt-you next time!”

e juniors sat up dazedly. They
wero hurt already. There was no help
for it—no escape.

With feelings more easily to be

imagined than describied, the two Grey-
friars juniers sat chafing in the grass,
while the broken-nosed man smoked
and watched them warily.

The minutes cruwled by on leaden

Wi}}%s.
he juniors heard the hour strike
again and again from the distant vil-
lage. It was not till six o'clock had
sounded that their release came. T
the broken-nosed man stretched himself
and yawned, and put away his pipe.
He untied the whipcord that secured the
juniors, and jerked it away. It was
evident that he had been instructed to
keep them prisoners till that hour, and
then to release them.

Without a word to the juniors, he
plunged into the wood and disappeared,

Bob Cherry and Ogilvy stretched and
rubbed their cramped limbs. Then,
with grim faces, they set out for Grey-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Bounder’s Chance !
‘H

ERE'S St. Jude’s!”
“Hallo, Lunn!"

The visiting team  had
arrived, Harr Wharton
greeted them cheerily on the Greyiriars

ground,
Vornon-Smith,

pavilion with Skinner,

with a sarcastic smile.
“Bob Cherry and Ogilvy haven't come

lounging outside the
watched them

back,” Skinner remarked to the
Pounder. “Looks as if they'll be late.”

“Yos, doesn't it smi{ d  Vernon-
Smith.

“Joily queer that they should stay
out ! They knew the time stumps were
to bie pitched.”

“Must have!” agreed the Bounder.

Blkirner gave him a quick, suspicious
look.

Twa or three fellows sped down to the
gates, looking perplexed,

“Not in sight!” said Frank.

“Wkhere on earth can they be?” ex-
elaimod Wharton., “They ecan't have
forgoiten the time, surely "

“Tut other chaps in instead ' snorted
Bolsover major. “I'm ready for one.”

“0Oh, rats!”

Wharton, with a worried face, asked
Lunn, the skipper of 8t. Jude's, to wait
a little, Lunn nodded a cheery assent.
Ten mimites passed, but there was no
sign of the absentees.

“We can't keep 8t. Jude's waitin
any longer,” said Wharton at Jast to his
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comrades.  “Bob must have forgotten
the time, I suppose.”

“Can’'t have beeft an accident?"” said
Mark Linley.

“I don't see how there could.  Any-
way, we've got to begin, and I shall
have to put in somebody else.”

Wharton wrinkled his brows. There
were a good many of the Remove on the
ground, and he looked over them. Dick
Russell came up as he beckoned to him.

“You'll be wanted, Russell.”

“Right-ho !"

Then Wharton had to think.

Penfold had gone for the afternoon,
and Delarey was out of gates with Hazel-
dens and Newland. They were not
available. But another man was wanted
for the team.

Wharton's eyes rested on the Bounder,

As if in anticipation that he might be
wanted, Vernon-Smith was on the spot,
lounging by the pavilion,

That the Bounder was in fine form
Wharton knew; he had seen him at

ractice the previous day, and Smithy
ooked fit enough. Under ordinary cir-
cumstances, Wharton would not have
hesitated a moment. He would have
called on Vernon-Smith to play for the
Removo.

But the circumstancea were mnot
ordinary. Vernon-Smith had been
dropped from the eleven for that special

match, and since then he had acted in
8o utterly rotten a way that he had made
himself the most unpopular fellow in the
Form. Giving him the vacant place in
the team was ?ike rewarding him for his
brutal attack on Rake,

Yet, for the sake of the team and the
winning of the match, that was exactly
the thing it was up to Wharton to do.

“You can't play the Bounder!" said
Bt}uiﬂ'. reading his thought in his face,
““It would be too thick -after what he
did to Rake.”

“We shall miss Bob,” said Harry.

““Rake ean't play; Pen's not here. We
don't want to be licked.”

“Well, do as you think best, of
course.”

“I don't want to play him. But—"

Wharton broke off, and hurried across to
Dick Rake, who was sitting down by
the paviiion. ‘‘Rake, old chap—"

“Hallo I” said Rake, with a dismal
blink.

“I—I suppose you couldn't—"

Wharton did not go on. It was only
too clear that Rake could not play.

“Try Smithy,” said Rake, with an
effort. He was not feeling cordial
towards the fellow who had injured
him; but he was a sportsman, and the
Remove cricket honour was dear to him.
“QGive Smithy a show, Wharton. He's fit
this time, anyway."

Wharton nodded, and turned away.
He found himself face to face with the
Bounder.

“I'm here if you want me,” said
Vernon-Smith.

Wharton did not speak for a moment.
The St. Jude'a fellows were polite, but
they were petting impatient, and show-
inilit plainly.

Harry ngartou had to make up his
mind; and he was well aware that the
Bounder's inelusion in the team probably
—almost certainiy—meant the difference
between vietory and defeat, in the
absence of Boli Cherry and Ogilvy.

He came to a resolution.

“All right! Get into your flannels,”

“Right-ho 1

Harry Wharton tessed for innings with
Lunn of 8t. Jude's. 8t. Jude's won the
toas and batted first, and when the Re-
move fellows went into the field the
Bounder of Greyfriars went with them.

Tae MicNET LiBrary.—No. 487,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Well Played !
L MITHY'S playing!"”
S “Good old Smithy!” chuckled
Skinner. .
Skinner had a suspicion in his
mind—a very strong suspicion. He
could not help connecting the absence of
Bob and. Ogilvy with the note he had
taken to Mr. Hawke at the Cross Keys.
And Skinner felt a tremendous admira-
tion for the astutencss of his pal. Smithy
was the old Bounder once more—cun-
ning, unserupulous—dangerous, in short.
Skinner did not voice his suspicions.

He wondered whether trouble was to]

follow for the Bounder. Great as was
his admiration at Smithy’s cunning, he
did not intend to admit any share in the
matter when the hour of reckoning came.

The juniors round the ropes were sur-
prised enough to see Vernon-Smith once
more in the ranks of the Remove
cricketers. But the game he played soon
made them glad to seec him there.

The Bounder was at the top of his
form.

In the second over he caught Lunn, a
really neat catch. Wharton gave him the
bowling, and two wickets fell in quick
succession,

It was a good start for Greyfriars, and
cheers for the Bounder rang round the
cricket-ground.

His faults were forgotten for the
moment; even poor Rake, looking on,

and sceing Vernon-8mith in the place he
should have filled himself, joined in the
cheering.

Applause was like wine to the
Bounder. He dearly loved the lime-
light. He seemed to be his best self

now, with his very soul in the game.

Vernon-Smith and Hurree Jamaet
Ram Singh did most of the bowling, and
the 8t. Jude's batsmen found them

ually dangerous. The innings ended
with 70 as the 8t. Jude's total.

Harry Wharton opened the Remove
innings himself, with Peter Todd at the
other end. When Todd fell, the Bounder
took his place. He soon showed himself
to be in great form. The runs piled up.
Wharton and the Bounder settling down
to a long partnership. The score was
80 when tlge Bounder was bowled at
last. And Wharton followed him cut
soon afterwards. Only three wickets
were down, and the 3t. Jude's first
innings’ total waa already left behind.

The Remove batsmen went in with
smiling faces after that. Nobody else
did much, however, The innings closed
for 110

Vernon-Smith seemed to be enjoying
something of his old popularity by this
time. He had done great things for his
side. TIndeed, some of the Hemovites
were beginning to hope for a win with
an innings to spare. St. Jude's opened
their sccond innings with a leceway of
40 runs to make up.

Vernon-Smith was ¢njoying the game
—and his triumph! Perhaps, too, there
was some idea at the back of his mind
that a handsome win for the Remaove,
due to his aid, would help to stand be-
tween him and condemnation when the
kidnapped juniors returned. No one
except Skinner suspected, so far, that
Bob Cherry and Ogilvy had been
forcibly kept away from the match.
Their absence was a puzzle; bui in the
excitement of the game the Removites
had little time to think about it

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bowled
the first over, and the last ball driven
back by the batsman gave him a chanece.
He jumped at it.  There was a loud
cheer as the dusky nabob held up the

ball.
“Good old Inky!” said Wharion,

clapping him on the shoulder as the field
crossed. “Let's have some more of
that !”

The dusky junior grinned ruefully.

“The catchfuluess was good,” he
admitted. “But the bangfulness on my
csteemed paw was terrific. 1 have an
absurd damage.”

“0h, rotten!”

Vernon-8mith bowled the next over.
After that Wharton looked anxiously at
the nabob.

Hurree Singh shook his head.

His hand was cat between first and
middle finger, and his bowling was over
for the day. It was unlucky for the
Remove, in the. full tide of success;
but it was the chance of the game. Tom
Brown was given the ball.

The New Zealand junior was a good
bowler; but 8t. Jude's were on their
mettle, Runs came slowly; but the de-
fence was sound. A good many overs had
been bowled before St. Jude's had soored
a dozen runs, but only one wicket was
down.

Vernon-Smith took the ball again, and
his eyes gleamed as he started his over.
He was in a mood to conguer.

The batsman’s middle peg somer-
saulted.

“How's that?" grinned the Bounder.

“ Out I”

“Well bawled, Smithy !”

There followed another yell as the next
wicket tumbled to the next ball. But
that was not the end. The next man in
met with the same fate, and the Grey-
friars crowd roared.

“The hat-trick! Hurrah!"

St. Jude's looked decidedly serious
now. Four down for 12 was not much
of a figure with so much leeway to make
up. The ambitions of the Saints began
to be limited to the hope of making
Greyfriars bat again. A win for the
visitors did not seem on the cards.

A catch at cover-point by the Bounder
elicited another roar. Harry Wharton
gave him an appreciative glance.

The Saints stone-walled now, and there
was no break in the monotony for some
time.

“There won't be time for us to bab
again, at this rate,” grumbled Bolsover
major.

“We're safe on the first innings,” re-
marked Wibley.

“Hallo! There gocs
again! Go it, Smithy !"

Vernon-Smith was putting all he knew
into the bowling. The St. Jude's score
had crept up slowly to 22, The hatsmen
were very, very careful; but the
Bounder now was too good for them.
Round the field a roar rose and swelled
as one wicket went down and then an-
other and then a third. It was the
double hat-trick for Vernon-Smith !

“Brave, Smithy "

“Hurrah ! Hurrah!”

“Well bowled !

Eight down for 22. There were long
faces ameng the St. Jude's fellows now.

Another spell of slow play, in which a
single came here and there, The score
topped 30,  Another wicket went down.
Thirty-five! Last man in was putting
up a struggle, with Lunn at tho other
end. Thirty-seven! Thirty-nine!

Bolsover major grunted.

“Why don't they buck up?" he de-
manded. ‘*We shall have to bat again
now | Squiff ought to have downed that
wicket when he chucked in.”

One more to save an innings defeat!
Lunn had the bowling. The 3f. Jude's
skipper meant at least to make Grey-
friars bat again.

Tom Brown waa bowling, and Lunn
was glad to see that it was not Vernon-
Smith, He got on to the ball hard.

But a lithe figure in white ran, leaged

the Bounder
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—an upstretched hand was in the way—
mmack !

Then there was a roar,

“Well caught!”

“Good old Bmithy !

“Greyfriars wims ! y

Lunn looked glum and ehrugged his
ssoulders,  Greyfriars had won by an
mmings and a run.

Vernon-Bmith tossed up the ball, and
esuzht it again, with elation in his face.

He had proved, i it needed proving,

tiat he could not be spared from the
Bemove Eleven, Some of the fellows,
weced, were remarking that it was
Secky that the abscentees had not turned
wp for the match, and that the Bounder
Bad been given that chance. )

Vernon-Smith came off the field in the
madst of a cheering crowd, Dick Rake
seincd heartily in the cheering.

The 8t Jude's fellows took their de-
feat cheerily. Their brake rolled away,
Jeaving the Removites in an eminently
smtisficd mood. A crowd of Remove
erickotors were in the echool shop, re-
freshing  themselves with ginger-pop
after their exertions, when Billy Bunter
yelped :

“He, he, he! Here they come—too
late for the game! He, he, he!”

The absentees had arrived.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account !
in at the

OB CHERRY strode
B school gates with a grim brow.

Ogilvy was looking no less savage.

The two juniors had missed the

St. Jude's match, They had passed the

St. Jude’s brake, returning, as they came
up to the gates. X

How the match had gone they did not
know, though they observed, in passing,
that Lunn & Co. did not look like victors.

But whether the match had been won
or lost, their reckouing with the Bounder
had to come.

“Hallo, Bob! Where on earth have
wou been " exclaimed Wharton.

“Did you forget all about the match 7
asked Bolsover major sarcastically.

* Where's  Vernon-Smith?”  shouted
Bob,
“ Here T am,” said the Bounder coolly,
“Had a nice walk?”

“¥You hound ! roared Bob.

* You roetten, plotting rascal !" shouted
Ogilvy.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,
Skinuer discreetly disappeared. This was
pot & scene he was anxious to figure in.

Harry Wharton interposed as Bob was
striding straight at the Bounder, He
dragged the excited junior back.

“Hold on, yon ass! What are you
going for Smithy for " exclaimed Whar-
ton. ‘“*What has Smithy done "

“TH tell you!” Bob's eyes were
blazivg, and his voice trembled with rage.
“Do you know where we've becn?
We've been tied up in the wood, watched
by a rotten hooligan, and kept prisoners
:i{I eix o'clock ™

“Bob !

“My hat!”

“A likely story!”  yawned the
Bounder. ** Why don't you say at once

that you forgot a!l about the match, and
let it slide 7"

“Yuou lying rotter!” shouted Ogilvy.,
“Yau put those hooligans up to collaring

r,’

“Pile it on!” sneered the Bounder.
“This is getting quite interesting 1”

“My csteemed chums,” said Hurrce
Singh, ‘‘the thickfulness is somewhat
terrific 1"

Harry Wharton compressed hie lips.
He was beginning to understand now.

*Tell us exactly what happened, Bob,”
he =aid quietly.

_that in your pipe and smoke it 1*
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The Remove fellows gathered round to
hear. Very peculiar glances were cast at
Vernon-8mith. The Bouynder stood calm
and collected. He had expected trouble
to follow his treachery, and he was pre-
pared to face it.  Whatever happened,
the Bounder’s nerve was not iikely to be
found wanting.

Bob Cherry, in angry tones, told what
had happened in the wood., There was a
buzz from the juniors as he finished.

“That rotter put them up to it!" he
said. “We were deliberately kept there
till a time it was certain the match would
be over, and then let go!  They didn’t
do it for fun, I suppose! They were put
up to it, and Vernon-8mith put them up
to it!”

* And now he's got to pay for it,” said
Ogilvy.

Wharton looked at the Bounder.

“What have you got to say, Smithy ?"

“ Nothing !

" You admit it "’

The Bounder was silent for a moment.
His hard, reckless nature prompted him
to admit it, and fling his defiance in the
teeth of the Remove. But he paused.

“Well 7 rapped out Wharton,

“You know I haven’t been out of
gates,” said the Bounder. * That's
answer enough.”

‘* That's true,” said Nugent.

“Of course, he sent word to those
rotters I said Bob. *“I remember they
came from the direction of the Cross
Keys. Bmithy's got friends there. He
sent them word, somehow. If he didn't
go out, some pal of his took the
message,

" Bkinner ! shouted Johnny Bull,
“Weo saw him go out soon after you,
Where's Skinner 77

"“Find Skinner ! said Harry Wharton,
his brow growing very dark.

Vernon-Smith laughed lightly.

“You needn't trouble about Bkinner,"”
he said. * Skinner took a message from
me to a chap this affernoon. He would
tell you go.™

nucssage to the Crom Keys?”
asked Wh

The Bounder nodded. He knew that
Skinner would owa up to what he knew,
if called to acconnt. Skinner's nerve was
not lilee the Bounder’s,

“That settles it!” said Bob Cherry.
“T knew it all right, anyway.’ Smithy,
vou cad, you scheming sneak, haven't you
the pluck to own up now you're found
out ?”

The Bounder's eyes blaged,

“I think I have!” he said. *'T own up,
and be hanged to you! 1 wanted my
place in the team, and I got it! So put

There was a shout from the Removites.
Vernon-Smith faced the crowd of them

unflinchingly. Wharton pushed Bob
Cherry back again.
“You unspeakable cad, Vernon-

Smith!” he said,  *“You bashed Rake,
like a rotten haoligan, to crock him for
the match, and you hired a gang of black-
guards to kidnaﬁ two chaps in the tean,
After this we shall know what to think
of you! You played a good game for
Greytriars this afterncon, but the Remove
doesn't want a trencherous, plotting
rascal in the eleven. You won't play for
the Formn again so long as 1 am captain |

The Bounder's lip curled sardonically.

“Perhaps you won't remain captain,’’
he suggested. “ Perhaps somebody
above your weight will shift you,
Wharton 1"

“ Perhaps!” gaid Wharton contemptu-
ously. *“But it won't be you. don't
think it’s possible for any fellow to be
more despised than you are by the
whole Form. Now you've played your
dirty trick, you've ygot to answer for it.
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You'd better come behind the gym,
Bob.”

“Anywhere you like, so long sa we
don't lose time !” growled Bob.

*Look here, this is my bimey!” ex-
claimed Ogilvy warmly. “You can leave
the cad to me, Bob Cherry !

“Take it in turns,” ‘suggested the
Bounder coolly. “I dave say I can oblige
you with a licking each!”

“Oh, ring off I" caid
“Leave it to Bob, Ogilvy.”

The juniors crowded away behind the
gym—a sheltered spot, screened from
view from the 8chéol House. The gym
itself was no place for this encounter.
Gloves were off !

Bob Cherry  and Herbert Vernon-
Smith peeled off their juckets,

Bob's face was dark with unger, but he
was cool enough.

But Vernon-Smith was cool as ice.

He had a chance, at least, and he was
not insensible to the kndes that was t
be won by defeating so redoubtable a.
chamnpion as Bob Cherry,

The reckoning had come. He knew
that Wharton miéant every word that he
said. There was no room for the plotter,
the schemer, in the Remove Eleven, That
was closed to him. Ilenceforth he was
up sgainst the Famous Five—against
them in everything, all along the line.
And the defeat of Bob Cherry would be
the beginning of their dewnfall!

But, win or lose, he had unbounded
pluck, and was ready to stand np to any
amount of punishment, Ogilvy seconded
Bob, and Bolsover major, after some
hesitation, stood forward as the Bounder's
second, ‘Temple of the Fourth kept time
with his handsome watch.

There was a thick crowd round the
ring. The juniors looked on breathlessly.
Both combatants were angry, keen, de-
termined, and full of pluek. For four
rounds the result seemed undecided, and
both showed signs of wear and tear.
Then, stowly but surely, the sturdy Beb
got the upper hand, and in every round
that followed the Bounder wag foains‘—
fighting on pluckily—but losing.

He knew it, anc{hia eyes burned with
rage, and with degged courage he stood
up to the slogging fists, game to the last!

Nine rounds had been fought qut
grimly, and then tho Bounder of Grey-
friars lay on the ground, gasping, his eyes
half closed. Bob Chervy, hard hit, but
still game, stood erect.

Temple began to count.

Tho Bounder staggercd to his feet.
Bob stood back to give him a chance to
rise.

“Hang yon!
Bounder,

Crash !

Vernou Smith was down again. He
groaned as he lay, Temple counted, and
thisotimr! the count was not interrupted.

i ut :."

The Bounder did net move,

Ogilvy quietly helped Bob on with his
jacket, The juniors left the spot.

ernon-Smith sat up dazedly. Bolsover
major stretched out a hand to help him,
and he shool it impatiently off. Bolsover
looked at him curiously, and walked
away.

The Bounder leaned heavily against the
wall of the gym, his head throbbing, his
breath coming in thick gasps. He had
said to himself that this should he the
beginning of his struggle to down Flarry
Wharton & Co. That thought came back
into his_mind now, with bitter signifi-
caner. Was this defeat an omen ?

(Don’t miss ‘““THE BOUNDER'’S
MATCH !"—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by

FRANK RICHARDS,)
Tae Maexer Lisgary,—No, 487,

Wharton.

Come on!" hissed the
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY. !

No. 25.—DICKY NUGENT.
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ICKY NUGENT is the first representa-
tive . of the fag contingent to be
included in the Grey(riars Gallery. His
chum Gatty, and Tubb of the Third,

and that undpeakable little specimen, Sammy

Bunter, will appear sconer or later, with

pechaps one or two others. But Dicky has

Nrst place, though one is not at all sure he

dogerves it!

A spoiled child this, the younger gon of an
ipdulgent mother. Dicky has some of his
brother Frank's weakness, but lacks a good
deal of -his lovableness:

Frank has borae a good: deal for Dicky's
sake—more than madst brothers would have
borne. . He wae playing in & Form match on
the afternoon when Dbicky came, and the
youngster resented his nbt coming to meet
him at the station. Bunter was willing to
take on that job, and, of course, the ateps of
Bunter wandered to the tuckshop—the obe
building of real importance at Greyfriars
from Bunter's point of view

Therg Bulstrode and his toady, Snoop,
tound them, and because Bulstrode was' up
against the Famous Four he took charge of

cky, with intent to nourish any seeda of
blackguardism he might find in him.

He found some. The youngster was only
too ready to smoke cigarettes and play carda.
He was flattered at being taken up by Bul-
strode, and ready to be checky to his brother
and his brother's friends. ‘But Tom Brown,
coming in, refused to have a fag smoking
in his study, and & row between him and
Bulstrode ensued.

The guiieful Bunter easily perauaded Dicky
to go and put himscld to bed in Mr.
Quelch's room—they did not tell him it waa
Mr. Queleh’s room, of course. The master
heard his breathing in the dark, believed
that a burglar was concealed under the bed,
and fetched Mr. Prout with hia rifte.

It was Monsieur Charpentier who dis-
covered Dicky in the bed—you could not
expect Mr. Prout to do that!

Dicky gave Bunter away, and was ragged
by his Form as a sneak. He could not see
the justice of it, and threatened to write to
his mother and get her to take him away—a
threat regarded very coolly by the Second.

Then he kicked Wingate's shins, and waa
thrashed for it. Furious at thia, he sought
revenge, hurled a great stone at the skipper,
knocking him. senseless, amd would have been
expelled had not good-gatured Wingate
begged him off,

More than once after that it must have
occurred to Frank Nugept that it would
Liave been po bad thing had Nugent iinor
had the sack. For worse things came. The
youngster was not so maeh viclous—though
the gambling spirit was in him—as weak and
casily led away by notice from elder fellows,
He wai taken up by Lodbr and the other
Sixth Form black sheep, and ran their miser-
able errands for them. 1t was through an
attempt to make a scapegoat of Dicky that
Carberry was expelled. " A good day. for
Greyiriara that, but nothing to the eredit of
Nugent minor! .

Dicky had kis redeeming qualines, even in
those days, howevér. He showed up well
when, asked by Wingate to look after Sammy
Bunter on that swect youth's first day at
peiool, he stuck Inyally Lo hia job in spite of
Sammy's impossible ways, and did not give
Bunter minor the licking he had been asking
for until the time was up.

He even stood up for Bammy againat the
mighty Coker, telling that potentate that
Samny was under his protection. And he
wa3z not afraid to speak up to Mr. Quelch
when Buistrode- major brought his bullying
tastics into the Bceond Form-room, where
Dicky had just given Bulstrode minor a well-
deserved hiding.

He chummed up with Gatty and Myers,
too, and Gatty and Myers are sound and
decent youngsters, albeit inky. DBut Dicky
wes always a little too big for Becond Form
boots. When he ran into Mr, Quelch, and
was rebuked, he showed cheek, and waa sent
home for a week to meditate on his sins

It did not suit Dicky to go bBome, and he
had money, and Inky's younger brother was
expected at the school—while Inky waa
absent. 8o what did Dicky? He stained

d and publishoed weekly by the Proprietor
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his face, and turned wp in the character of
Inky minor. Yes, and took in the whole
school, too!

It he had never done anything worse than
that! True, it war not he, but Bunter, who
had Mauly’s ffty-pound note. Bunter had
not stolen it; be had found it, and was keep-
ing It for a reward.  But the evidence
agaiust Dicky was strong, and he would
have been expelled had not Frank come for-
ward and tuken the boy's suppesed guilt on
his own shoulders for their mother's sake.

In the nick of timt the Bounder discovered
the truth. It should have been a lesson to
lDmk.\r Nugent ; but, if it was, it did not last
ong.

Later he got gambling with Ponsonby of
‘Higheliffe, and owed that specimen of the
aristocracy ' five pounds, apnd, moreover, in-
sisted that the money, being' a debt of
honour, must be paid—which waa right in a
way, but one cannot keep one's honour by
smirching ft. And again Frank sacrificed
| himself for his brother, and even his chums
were allowed to believe him a thief or an
embezzler. But Wun Lung cleared up that
mess. It was by using Dicky ns a bait that
Vernon-83mith got Frank expelled ; but in that
matter the younger: brother was' guilty of
nothing worse than folly and wilfulnesa.

When Mrs. Nugent, the mother of the boys,

her husband she came to
He

quarrelled with
Greglriars to take Dicky away with her.
eould not go to mect her at the station; he
had to go with Gatty to see a man who had

a bull-pup for sale. Trank went, and tried
to reason with hls mother. Hhe would rot
listen, and she enticed Dick away, Dut he
had no mind to stay, and he wrote to Gatty,
and Gatty and Myers sent him money to
tun away to school with—an unusual kind of
running away. 1t was through Frank, not
Dicky, that father and mother came together
again.

But, in spite of all his faults, Dicky has

become  the acknowledged leader of the
Seeond, which would seem to show that
there i3 a good deal in him besides the
faults. He haa all his Form's fondness for

herrings cooked on pens or
smoky fire—a queer taste! He leada the
Form at footer, and the Form did not spare
him when overweeniug ambition on his part
got them a mateh with the Remove—and a
licking by 25 goals to nil! It was Dicky who
visited the goldsmith at Courtfield to find
out how much the Form could have, cash
down, for the Coker Cup—when won. But
the Second did not win that trophy!

And it was Dicky who pulled Gatty out of
the river when Bolsover major funked the
danger. That was something to set down
on the right side of the account, anyway.

He has gone straight of late, and, indeed,
when ke went wrong it was never of his own
unfettered free will. Others ‘must take more
than a small share of the blame. But he
might have been more grateful to Frank, the

knives by a

best and most forgiving of brothers!

a at the Fleetway, Housa. Farrﬁgdon Sireet, London, E.C. 3, El'ﬂr_ltai
'ne, Sydney, Adelaids, Brizhave. and Wellington., N.7.
Cape Town and Jobhaunesburg. Saturday, June 9th, 1917,
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For Next Monday :
“THE BOUNDER'S MATCH!"
By Frank Richards.

In this week's story we have read how
the Bounder—with no slight provocation, it
is true—fell away from grace, and returned
to his old ways. Next week will be told
how the rift between him and those who
had befn bis friends widened, and how he
get his erafty brain to work to pget even
with Wharton for his exclusion from the
temove Eleven. In. the dodge upon which
he hita Temple, Dabney & Co. have a share;
but they are little more than the tools of
the Bounder, who displays all his old astute
poss and unserupulousness, Yet he is not
quite the Bounder of old, though he may
appear 8o at times. The friendships he han
made are not wholly dead, though this new
quarrel has come between him  and  the
fellows he likes best. And he finds himself
hard put to it to stand Skinner, while
Skinner cannot understund him. In brief, he
never quite lpses one’s sympathy, even at
his worat; and he wins distinction in the
cricket-field. which causes many at Greyfriars
to take llghtly the trick of which he has
been guilty.

A CURIOUS COMPLAINT.

I have reccived o letter of complaint
from the father of a reader who has the
curious notion that I am in some way to
blame for the boy's getting the sack from
the officé at which he was employved. He
was sent to the bank, and took a copy of the
MacNer from  his pocket . to read onthe
way. Iis errand was to pay in money, and
when he reached the bank counter he found
himself two Treasury notes short of ‘the
correct amount.  These notes, he said, he
must have lost by pulling them out with
the paper, and failing to notice them as they
dropped—which is quile possible, but points
to carelessness of a gross Kind, if true. His
employer sacked him—so the story continues
—not for losing the notes, but for reading
“penny trash !

And hls father wants me to insert his name
and addresz, =0 that people ean sympathize
with him and join in cursing me!

Now, fail to see that he
sympathy, or that [ deserve blame,

1 should have sacked that boy, 1 think. I
might have let him stay if guite certain of
his honesty. But I should not hive sent
him to the bank again. Honest he may
he; trustworthg he is pot. 1f was the worst
kind of carelessness to put the notes into the
same pocket-in which the paper was, and to
take that out without a thought of them.
But he might bave put them in the same
pocket with bis handkerchief, and if he had,
and the same thing had happened, would
everyone who had had amy share in  the
manufacture of that handkerchief have been
to bMame?

Reading on an errand may not be just the
right thing to de. I think I could forgive
that, though. It ia no worse than a halt to
look at a fallen cah-horsé, or to ehat with
a chum, or to gaze into a shop-window; and
surely thess are faults casily condened?

“T mysell,” said the father, “have never
read any of these penny papers.” He seems
to conaider this a distinction. Well, perhaps
it is. There are not many people who can
say the same thing—not muany so dull of
hrain that they have never wanted whole-
some, bright fiction. But the man who has
never read a paper is plainly disqualified
from passing judgment on it and the em-
ployer who sacked a boy not for losing
money, but “for reading trash,” is probably
another man of the same type—and a foolish
tyrant ta boot! Who is he that he shall
say what his employes are to read?

dezerves
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'IN A LAND OF PERIL! |

By BEVERLEY KENT,

Author of * Oificer and Trooper,’" ‘“Cornstalk Bob,” “A Son ol the Sea,” etc., ete.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Bob Musters and Ted O'Brien, an Irish
Sy, escape from the clutches of Faik, a
mascally adventurer who is in pursuit of a
secret treasure in the African wilds.  Faik
» working in collugion with Jasper Orme,
Bob's cousin, at Cape Town. The two lads
are captured hy the natives of the Inrobi
tsibe, who also surround Faik’s party. Faik
%as done the ehief of the tribe a bad turn
= the old days, and tries to place the guilt
sm Bob; but, thanks to a Scotchman named
MacGregor, and a friendly native—Mendi—he
fwils in his plot. Bob is acclaimed- chief on
“he death of Kazna, the former leader. The
esomrades eave Faik from the vengeance of
“he tribe, then push on after the treasure,
Sut are waylaid by Mopo and a strong foree,
Mopo, who ie Bob's deadly rival, is beaten
of, with his braves, and Galza, a messenger
from the Inrobi, comes to their camp.

He brings tidings of Mopo, who is in pur-
sait. The companions elude Mopo by
diving into.the lake, and they find a won-
derful underground country, inhabited by a
tribe of weird people unlike the human race,
These strangers they overcome, secure the
godd, and them, after amazing adveptures,
fnd themselves back in the world they had
quitted. Mopo and Faik, with a strong party,
are on their tracks,

(Now read on.}

Mendi Brings News.

=The suvages are clearing out. That chap
®as rallied them together. 1 suppose he is
sext in commamd to Mopo!™ Bob cried a few
moments later.

= Then stay still. Ton't make them remem-
wer us," MacGregor urged, “1f they poticed
ws they might swarm down and finish us off
before bolting themselves. What are they
foing nuw?”

= They're not gning to boit.
them up for a fight,” Bob saiil.

“Are they facing ns?”

“No; they're facing the direction of Lhe
rifleshots. Now they're beginning te move,
They've stopped. Some are hanging back.
He's heating them on, He's got them on
the run.”

Ted awd MacGregor raised themselve: on
their elbows and watched intently. The
savages were moving out of the wood.

=There's a muckle in this,” MacGregor
szid, “ Ah, they've stopped! Aiblinsg they've
found out that the alarm was groundless.
Now, lads, let’'s take cor echance. We may
be too tate il we don’t., Make for the lefi,
awa’ from the river. They'll feel sure we've
gone hack to it.”

He roze to his feet anid began to run.

“Clome on! Come on!? he eried.

= We'll keep up with you,” Hoh answered.
“We don't intemnd thut you should he left
t=hind. Either we all cscape, or else we all
o down together”

Out of the wood they ran, and on 1o a
plain, the old Scol keeping up pluckily
running. But bhefore long he had to stop.

=1 canna do it!" he said, gasping hard.
“tio on, and I'N follow 7

= Don't. worty, Mr, MacGregor,”™ Bob suii
quickly. “They're not on our track yet.
tust. walk as fast as you can. We're safe
nough.”

The old man began t¢ move on. The rifle-
hots were not repeated; a great silence
sunded everywhere, They anxiously waited
for the next sound.

Before them a great hill roge up, plain to
we ip the starlight, and they made for it,
«fter looking behind to observe if they were
weing followed. They had gone well oyer a
mile when at last MacGregor sat down.

“ 1 maun hae a few meenits' rest,” he zaid,
“ And say, Bob, how far do ye think we are
fram yon hill? Your young eyes are far
<harper in this light than mine.®

“Jt’s hard to judge, but I should think it's
» couple of miles away,” Bob replied.

“1f we can get there we're safe enough
til  the morning, anyhow,” MacGregor

He's lining

remarked. “They're searching along the
hunk-of the river for us now, I expect.”

“And they'll zink the raft, and we'll lose
our ammunition,” Ted said. *Well, that
can't be helped, though if we had a rifie and
cartridges we might be able to keep them
back, We're fairly on our lomesome now,
ain't we? It will be a lucky job if we get
out of all this with our lives.”

“Ted's getting down in the dumps again,”
Bob zaid, laughing. “ We've had a big bit of
laek, 1 reckon, in escaping so well from these
savages, and he’s not satisfied. It's because
he's g0 hungry, I suppose. Let us hope, Ted,
we'll find food somehow as we go along.”

. *“I had forgotten about grub, and now I
feel starving hbecause you reminded me of
it,” Ted grinned. “I've a good mind to go
hack and see if these savages are out of the
camp still, I they were I could get some.”

F#The risk wad be too great, and the
chances are we'll find enough to live on,”
MacGregor said. “And now I'm ready to
push on.” And he stood up.

*Have you formed any idea yet as to what
those rifleshots meant?” Bob asked, as they
resumed the journey.

“I've heen thinking hard, of course,” the
old Scotchman answered; “and Mendi and
Galza may be mixed up in it. We'll hear
from Mendi in the morning.”

“He will be able to find us??

“That's certain. Buot he canna geit on our
tracks till daylight.”

They kept on at the pace MacGregor set,
and hefore long the ground began to rise
somewhat sharply. In another half-hour they
had come to the foot of a precipitous moun-
tain. The ascent was difficult, and they con-
stantly tripped over loose stones. Here
there was no vegetation, only boulders, large
or small, everywhere,

The top reached at last, they decided to
ﬂnend the night there, despite a cold wind
that swept across the erest. From this erest
they would he able to scan, in the morning,
the country around for many miles, and thus
detect  the presence of an  approaching
enemy,

Bob and Ted rolled a number of boulders
together in a circle, thus forming a fortress,
and the two lads agreed to keep watch by
turns.  They calculated that day would
hreak in about four hours.

Ted took the first watch, and was relieved
by Bob in due course. Nothing had hap-
pened, Ted bad not even heard a noise in
the distance,

Leaning over the houlders, Bob kept a
sharp look-out. He knew that savages
usually attacked in the very early dawn. So
as the stars began to disappear and a grey
hue gradually crept over the sky, hiz anxiety
increased. And as the lght grew clearer his
anxiety was heightened by the fact that a
mist hung over the plain,

He could see neither river nor plain, only
the trees. The savages might be approach-
ing, He waited eagerly for the sun to rise
apd hanish the mist, and already the first red
flush was creeping up on the horizon when he
heard, not far away, a stone go clattering
down the mountain.

At once be awoke Ted. They listened, their
hearts thumping hard.,

“I don't see how they could have spotted
us yet,” Ted said. * Perhaps there are some
wild beasts up here, and that accounte for
what you heard. If Mopo's crowd are ereep-

ing up on all sides, it's a bad look-out. RBut
il— Hist! What's that?"
Something metallic had struck a stone.
“They're coming!" Bob said. *Tell Mr.
MacGregor, but don't speak loud. We must
holt down the other side. It's our only

chanee, and a poor one. Unless we hurl down

the rocks, and try that way to—  Ha!
There's one of the crowd already !

Out of the mist a native had stepped. He
wis coming quickly up the hill.

“He's got a rifle!” Ted gasped.

“Why, it's Mendi!” Bob cried, mueh
r_eliie:;erl. “Hi, Mendi! S0 you found us all
right ™

e P & T Y ] i

The ery awoke Macliregor, who quickly
arose,

“What's up?” he asked.
say that—"

“Yes, Mendi iz coming np the mountain.
Look, he’s yonder!" Bob said, with joy. *But
what is he carrying on his baek?”

Eagerly they watched the faithful black
boy, who waved a hand in salutation. But
he did not smile; on the contrary, his face
was set hard. When twenty yards away he
spoke.

"Oh, white chief, 'tis well I have wver-
taken thee ere the mists have fled,” he
began. “For the jackals are searching far
thee with vengeance in their evil hearts, and
of a certainty they would find thee had 1 not
made haste!”

“ Are they close beliind you?" Bob asked.

“Nay, they are three miles away, and
moving quickly away,” the black boy
answered.  “But of what avail would that
be? Have they not the eyes of the eagle?
And can they not see the work of map?”

He dropped two of the bags which had not
been” used for the gold on the raft, and
pointed to the ‘fortress the Britishers had
made.

“He's right!” MaeGregor affirmed. “We
were pafer here than anywhere else during
the night, for at least we could not have been
rushed very easily, but we should have
knocked down those houlders before day-
light. Roll them away mnow, lade. And,
Mendi, in which direction are Mopo and his
crowd?”

Mendi pointed to the cast.

“They travel -thither, oh
gaid.

“Then we'll e'en gang doon the other side
of the mountain!”

“Nay, there would be greater danger
there,” the hlack bay replied; * for those with
iron tubes would see you !”

“He means white men,” Rob said.

“ Whitefaces with black hearts!” Mendi
apswered, his face dark with anger.

“Well, let us get down these boulders, and
then we'll clear out and hear a' he has to
say,” MacGregor urged. “He hus much to
tell. That is evident.”

“We peed but to move a small space,”
Mendi asserted. “There ure stones hehind
which we can rest, and yet watch whilst we

“Did I hear ye

Barelegs,” he

eat. But—

“Eat!” Ted almost shouted. “You've
managed to loot some grub, have you? Of
all the splendid fellows, Mendi——  But let
ug get to work and sheer off.  Oh, for a meal
of some sort!”

The houlders were eoon  dispersed, and
behind large rocks the party took cover

before the sun, rising, had sucked np the
mist.  Before them now the vast plain
stretched out to the horizon, and 43 the heat
increased the air became more rarefied, and
they could sec minute ohjects very distinctly,
Mendi had hegan to tell his tale whilst they
ate ravenously.

“1 followed Mopo, as thon bidst me, oh
chiel,” he said, addressing Bob, “and he
walked like one who knew his way. And he
drew migh to the river, and there he stood,
and in a loud voice he shouted in the dark-
ness.

“And I, who was but a few vards hehind,
withing his axe was mine, that with it I
might cieave his skull in twain, heard an
answeping call.  And the voice was a harsh
one, like the croaking af a great frog. And
Mopo went on, and 1 followed, but for a
moment I stopped.

“For 1 was near the flat boat put together
eraftily by the wise Barelegs, which bore us
safely from that land of horrors, and I
remembered what it carried, and I knew the
man Mopo was on his way to meet. 8o I
ran to the river, and I got yonder iron tube.

“And then 1 followed, running like the
zebra or creeping like: the snake, and 1 paw
the two black hearts meet. 1 saw the owl's
eyes and the meek as ol a crane.”

“Great BSeott! He meuns Faik!” Ted
garped.

(Continwed on page 16.)
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« And then thiey spoke together, and turned ¥isioned for several months, with plenty o

to come my way, and 1 hastened before them,
nsking mysell many questions. TFor of what
usc was it to come back and say what I had
soon, ‘when they meant death to all?  And
fiow was I to make them fee?  Then, trem-
bling. 1 raised the iron tube, and, shuddering,
1 pulled the lateh, And a great noise fol-
lowed, and the tube. as if in a fory, struck
my sheulder and jumped away.  But, afraid
though T was, I picked it up and ran.

“And the owlcyed one firéd.  And then
as 1 ran T came near to more men, and they
fired also. And I torned away, and ran I
knew not where: and the owl-cyed one fired
the more, and the other men fired also. But
I sped on.

wand then [ saw the traitors of my tribe
coming in a hody; and, Keeping away as they
drew near, | passed them, and got to the
camp; and it was empty, for yon had gone.
Then did 1 know you were safe, and a great
hiappiness was mine.

“And I took of the food of the traitors as
much a8 I could carry, and went away and
hid.  And when all was quict. 1 went to the
raft again, and there I got those pellets

whieli burst in the iron tnbe, all that lay |

there.  And when Mopo and the traitors
and him of the owl’s eyes had gone some way
1 began to search without fear, and thus 1
tracked you. T have spoken!”

For a full minute a tense silence followed.
Then Bob held ont his hami

»Mendi, we have to thank you that we are
still alive,” he said.  “ Never ean any of us
forget this! Shake hands! You are as
hrave n man as any in all Africa!”

@Ay, ay!” Teingreed, © As true as steell”

“Ye'ro right, lad,” Mactregor assented.
“It's not the colour, but the heart that
counts. And Mendi has a heart of golid, as he

proved, and not for the first time, last night.
And now there's o lot more we maun find ont
if yet we are to eseapel”

A Fresh Disaster.

As MacGregor spoke hie had been gazing
with puckered cyes across the veldt.  His
many . vears passed  there bad  given him,
despite his age, a keenness of  long-distance
vigign by daylight: which neither Bob nor Ted
had yet had time to aequire.

Mendi's face was lit up with joy.

“What else is left for him to tell?” Ted
asked.

“He spoke of o parfy who fired hesides
the ‘shots from Faik,” the old Scot replied.
“Who do you think they are?”

Bob's eves hegan to kindle.

“We heard from alza when he joined us
that Faik had sent down to Cape Town,” he
siid.

“Yes; that is what is in my mind,” Mac-
Gregor said.

“Then my r
come up here!

“1 fear so. TFaik expected him, and was
waiting for him.  Mopo went to mect Faik.
When Mendi fired, and Faik shot at him,
Orme angd  his, party, thinking they were
attacked, fired wildly in the darkness,  All
was confusion.  But they had plenty of time
to come together and clear up the mistake.”

“It's like this, then,” Bob remarked. " Not
only have we Mopo azainst us, but also Faik
and thia band of armed scoundrels whom my
cousin has got together.”

“Amd we've also got that ol villain Kaaso-
kiki, who was the first rotter we dropped
across on our jonrney up, and who haso't
forgotten by a long way,” Ted sugrested.

“He's a long distance off,” Bob said,

“8till, even if we manage to slip past all
iheze fellows, he'll be waiting for ws,” Ted
puraned. “Heigho! We've a big game to
play, and no mistake!"

Mactiregor was stroking his beard, a habit
he had when in deep thought,

“Memdi, did ye come across any of these
white men who fired?" he asked.

“1 fled hither and thither, as [ have told,”
Mendi answered. “But opec L saw n great
cart_and some. oxen.”

SHumph!  Thev're well equipped,” Mae-
G ed. 1 fancy, Bob, your consin
~ all  the money he could serape
sr into this venture. It's neck or

‘with him and Faik now.  Either
i wipe us out in these lonely parts,

y th ¢ of our deaths will never
i . or clse they must

cally cousin, Jasper Orme, has

re in a desperate position, and they
) at omybhing. And Jasper Orme
hias Id?’mhlng to chance. He'll be pro-
D

or the rest of their lives.

rifles and a pile of ammunition, too."”
“We can outwit then,” Bob said.

“That's oor one chance,” the old Seot

agreed. “But, if my eyesight doesna deceive
me, they are already working to prevent

that. Mendi, look yonder, where the far
kopje is, near the horizon, What seest thou
moving there?”

The black boy gazed long and intently.

“Lo, T see some wild cattle,” he replied,
“And they are but a small herd. And T see
men, too, and they are not white men.”

“So 1 thought. And look away to the
about five miles from the river.
thou thepe?”

*“I see cattle,”

"Anything else?” |

“1 see also the wheel of a cart.”

“Precisely! 1 thought that, but T wanted
to make sure,” MacGregor remarked, draw-
ing a deep breath. “So you can guess how
it is, lads,” he went on. “They've all had
an indaba, and fixed pp their plans.”

“And what are they!" Ted asked.

“They've l!unﬁ out reconnoitring parties in
scarch of us. Whichever way we go, they
hope to head us off. Orme is ready to attack
il we make for the south. Mopn is to the
north, if we fall back before Orme.”

“And Faik?" Ted inquired,

“"He may he either with Orme or with
Mopo, or e may have tuken another post
with  some to Thelp him,” MaeGregor
answered,  “The question noo is what are we
to do¥ Did any of these men see yo near
the raft, Mendi?"

"That-ll cannont say, oh master,” the black
boy replied. “ But none did that I know of.”

“We can get down the mountain without
them. ohserving ws,” Bob said. “Mopo can
only sce this side of it. If we go Lo the
east we'll e out of the range of his vision.
And I fancy Orme won't see-us, either.”

“Yes: Orme eouldn't sce us from where
the eart is, anyhow,” Muactiregor agreed.
“And what's to be our move after that?”

“We must gét the treasure we have
hidden,” Bob said firmly. “For if we delay
they may find it.”

“There's no time to be lost, and we're
certainly not going back to Cape Town
empty-handed after all we've gone through,”
Ted said.

MacGregor nodded.

“It's a big risk: but we've taken a good
few already. and we haven't come to griel,”
lie said.  “Weel, let ns get on the move
We'll follow Mendi down the mountain.
These black fellows know how to hide better
than white men. We'll do just as he does.”

Taking the rifle and the two bags, they
started, having explained to Mendi what
they wanted him to do.  Sometimes, and
always following his example, they crawled
on their hands and knees; sometimes they
trailed along the gronnd; sometimes they
were ahle to walk upright for a space. At
lnst, tired and coversd  with  dost, they
reached the leyel ground.

Here to conceal themselves forther was
impossible, for they could not know from
what vantage point the epemy might be
watching the plain.  Their best safeguard
was speed, and they pushed on rapidiy.

In about an hour's time they drew near
to the river, and their hearts began to beat
fast with hope, and alzo with apprehension,
For until they actually reached the river they
could not know whether the raft had or had
not been seized. Bob ran on ahead.

They saw him get to the river-bank. At
once he turned and waved his hat, and Ted
conld hardly restrain a whoop of delight.

“They didn't find it,” he said to Mae-
Gregor. “8o we're [airly safe now, whatever
happen I1f it comes to the worst we can
take to the water again.”

“1t's easy to pick a man off with a rifi

It
What seest

at close on fifteen hundred yards, and T bet
Orme will hae good marksmen with bim,”
Mactiregor replied, in a grim voice. “Bub
we're safer with the raft than witbout ity

that's certain.  Now we must all get to
cwork.”

‘The raft was as they had left it. Bob's
face was bright and triumphant.

“Now to feteh the gold,” he said. *And

then, Mr. MacGregor, don't you think ~we
had better wait here till mightfall, hidden
hy the bank, and then push off in the dark-
neza? I we go fifty miles by water we can
take another line to Cape Town, and he half-
way there hefore. these secoundrels give up
the search for us as hopeless.”

“We maun wait for Galza,” MacGregor
sald.  “But we ean go up the river a bit
and enme Bhek at night., And now L think
Mendi ad better go and reconnoitre, whilst
we are fetehing the treasure. It would be a
bad job if we found our way to it cut off
when trying to retarn.”

Bob explained to the black boy what was
wanted,

Having seen him start, the three Britishera
made for the cache.

They had only a few hundred yards to go.
and Boh and Ted pressed on. Bob showed
Ted where it was, and they eagerly pulled
the bnshes away. Then, lying fint on the
ground, they stretelied their arms down full
length,

#This hole Is much deeper than T made out
Trom what you said,” Ted remarked, o trifle
ruefully. “I can’t get a grip on anything”

But Bob had jumped to his feet. His
face had gone pale. Without answering Mis
chum, he lay Hat again and searched. Then
he groancd.

“What's up?
self?" Ted asked.
yead were full of misery.
- heen here!" he said.
has heen taken away!”

“What!" Ted gasped.

It has! I could easily feel the top hags
just as [ put them in,” Bob continued. “I
hadn't to drop them; [ could just lay them
on the others.”

Ted arose and staggered back
1 "T_hey‘vc'st-u{.;.j tuem !” he criéd, hot anger
in his voice.  “They've robbed us of all we
risked our lives to win, But they won't keep
the treasure. I know they won't. They'l
have my death on their hands also hefore |
give in! Tl fight them to the bitter end!”

“Same here!™ Boh said, jumping up.

At that moment Mactiregor joined them.
From a distance he had seen their agitation,
and hud goessed its cause.

“They've been here first?” he suggested.

“Yes," Ted panted.

“Then let us gt baek to the raft at onee

Have you strained your-

“The gold

and  gheer  off,” the old Scotsman urged,
clutching Ted to calm him. " They're watch-
ing for us., They've set a trap. The first

thing is to think of our lives, for dead men
can't get back their rightiul dees Hol,
come along! Ye're always level-headed,™

“Mr. MacGregor is right; Ted,” Bob saul.
“We must first get clear.  And we must
remember Mendi. If we fall he's done for,
too. Come on! Come on!”

He led the way, and Ted followed, They
all huarried to the valt, and had just stepped
aboard it  when a shrick turned the blocd
eold in their veins

Mendi hurst out of a thicket, He
pursned hy two powerful scouncrels.
limped, and they were overtaking him,
had a rifte raised to ¢lub him. -

“ He can't save himself 1™ Bob eried,  © And
last night be saved us! 17 he dies, then 1N
die, too!”

And, with no weapon but bis fists, he sprang
off the raft.

(Next week’s desue will contain anather
splendid instalment of this erciting story.)
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