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THE LAST STRAW!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
To Fight or Not To Fight !

OB CHERRY thumped at the door
B of Study No. 4 in the Remove
passage and pitched it open.

Bob's cheery faee was unusually
grave in expression as he entered.

Skinner was sitting on the corner of the
table smoking a cigarette. He hid the
cigarette hastily in the palm of his hand
us the thump came at the door. But it
came into view again as Bob's rugged
features looked in.

Skinner bestowed an impudent grin on
Bob Cherry, and replaced the cigarette
between his thin ].i[)s.

Bob did not even look at him. He had
not come there for Skinuer.

His glance turned upon Vernon-Bmith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars.

The Bounder was stretched in the arm-
chair, his hands driven deep into his
pockets, and his brows knitted in a
moody frown.

ITe looked up, his brow growing darker
ar the sight of Bob Cherry.

“Halla, hallo, hallo " said Bob, but
without the accustomed cheery ring in his
hearty voice,

“You've come for me?” asked the
Bounder, with a sareastic smile.

“Not exactly come for you. Dut I'm
Wharton's second, you know, and the
arrangements have got to be made,” said
Bob. “1f you'd rather leave it to your
second, tell me his name, and I'll buzz off
and interview him,” said Bob,

“I'm Smithy’s second,” said Skinner,
accompanying the remark with a pufil of
smoke towards Bob.

“Shall I =cttle it
Smithy ¥

“No," said Vernon-8Smith; ‘‘you can
settle it with me. What's wanted 1"

“Well,” said Bob, a little puzzled,
“vou're going to fight Wharton this
afternoon, and as it’s rather a serious
matter, it’s best not to get into the gym.
We den't want prefects stopping  the
fight.”

“ Naturally !

“My idea is to have it in the old
spinney,” said Bob. “ That's not too far
from the school, and not teo near. That
suit you?”

“ Anywhere you like," said the Bounder
indifferently.

“Right-ko! The old spinney, then!
What time would suit you?”

“It's all one to me.”

“ An hour from now ?"" asked Bob.

“Right 1"

Bob  locked
Bounder.

Vernon-Smith's moody expression had
not changed, and his answers were quite
mechanical.

If Bob had not known that the
Dounder of Greyfriars was as hardy anag
resolute a fellow as could be found within
the walls of the old school he would cer-
tainly have suspected funk. For if ever

with  Skinner,

vory curiously at the

a fellow locked as if he did not enjoy the
prospect of a scrap, Vernon-Smith did at
that moment.

But among the Bounder's many fanlts
and-failings want ¢f courage had never
been counted. His courage had been pit
to the test more than once, and never had
it been found wanting.

Bob hesitated a few moments,

He had been friendly enough with the
Bounder until quite lately. and theve was

no relish in the affair for him. )
“Four o'cloeck in the old spiiney,
then,” he said at last,
“That's settled!”
“]—Y'm sorry it's come to this,

Smithy,” said Bob slowly, “I—I wish
——"" He broke off rather lamely.

“Thanks!”  said the  Bounder,
unimoved.

“1 suppose*you knew trouble would
follow what you did?" continued Bob,
after n pause. * It was really too thick,
Smithy, you know ! You couldn’t expect
it to rbe‘,overlooked, could you¥”

“T1 dont see that Smithy was to
blame,” said Skinner, with another puff
of smoke. “Wharton turned him out of
the Remove BEleven. Smithy wasn't
going to take that lying down.”

Bob did not answer him.

“Hmithy warned Wharton that he'd
play in the 8t. Jim's match,”” went on
Skinner. * And he did it! He stranded
your merry eleven in a barge on tho
river, and 1 can only say that you de-
gerved all you got for being such howl-
ing aeses as to be caught like that !”

(O, dey up!” growled Bob.

“0h, rats!” retorted Skinner. “I'm
sure 1 hope vou enjoyed a half-heliday on
a barge. Ha, ha! Smithy took an
eleven to 8f. Jim's that beat them, any-
way; and I doubt if your crowd could
have beaten them. If the Remove knew
what was what, thev'd sack Wharton,
and make Smithy Form captain. T'd
vote for him!”’

“Shut up, Skinner !
Smith,

Skinner hit his cigarelle savagely.
The Bounder of Greyfriars was not en-
couraging to his too-zealous follawer.

Bob Cherry left the study, closing the
door after him, =

The Bounder did not move. He re
mained with hie chin almost sunk wpon
his breast, staring straight before him
with fixed eyes.

Skinner watched him in silence, while
he finished the cigarette.

“Dash it all, Smithy,” he said at last,
“what's the matter with you?7”

“Nothing,” said the Bounder, with-
out Tooking up.

“You're not funky?”

Vernon-Smith's eyes glittered for a
moment,

“If yon want your head banged into
the coal-locker, Skinner, you'd better ask
nie that question again,” he said quietly.

snapped Vernon-

vou're not,”  said
“But what bhave you
You don't look

“Well, T know
Skinner hastily.
got on your mind?
eheery.”

“] don't feel cheery."”

“But what's the matter? You'll very
likely lick Wharton—you're as strong as
he is, and as big, and as good a boxer, or
very nearly. It would be ripping to see
him well licked ! said Skinner eagerly.
“That's just what that crowd want—to
be taken down a peg like that. Licking
him would help you, too, if you made up
your mind to have o go for the captainey.
Anyway, it would be so much to the
gaa}.”

The Bounder did not answer.

“Even if he licks you, you'll give him
jolly nearly as zood as he sends,” went
on Skinner. * You're his match, any-
way. Ie won't be feeling much merrier
than you afterwards.”

He paused, but Vernon-Smith did not
speak,

*You're getting off pretty cheap, too,”
said Skinner.  “Most of the fellows
wanted to make it a Form ragging, for
vyour dishing the Remove Eleven as you
did.  Between ourselves, it was a bit
thick—helping the Fourth to bag cne of
our own fixtures, and stranding that
crowd on a barge. Ha, ha! It's settled
that you're going to fight Wharton for
it, That's better than a ragging. You
den't seem to enjoy the prospect.”

The Bounder looked up.

“T'm not going to fight Wharton!” he
said.

“ Wha-a-at!"  Skinner stared.  “Tt's
all fixed up for yon to fight him this
afternoon, Smithy.”

“1 know that.”

“But—but you can’t ery off " ejacu-
lated Skinner. “You won't be allowed
to, If you don’t turn up, they’ll coma
here for you!”

“Very probably.”

“You'll be called a funlk, Smithy ™

“1 don’t think any of the fellows will
call me a funk fiwiee,” said Vernon-
Bmith quietly.

“But—but—bui  you can’t get out of
it,”" stammered Skinner, in utter amaze-
ment, “It’s fixed-—all cut and dried !

Vernon-Smith rose to his feet and
stretehed his limbs,

“I'm going over to see Ponsonby,” he
vemarked calmly. *““Care 1o come

“You—you— you're going over lo
Higheliffe

“I've said so.”

“But—but—"  Skinner blinked at
him helplessly. “ Suiithy ! 1If you don't
turn up, what will the fellows say?
What will they think 7

“What they like. Are you coming?”

“Yeps, I'll come, B-bh-but—"
“Come on, then'
Vernon-8mith  left the study, and

Skinner, almost dumblounded, followed
him. Skinner felt like a fellow in-a
dream. Was this the eool, iron-nerved
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Bounder—ths fellow whose reckless
courage was almost a proverb in the
Remove — this fellow who  was
deliberately going out for the afterncon
to avoid a fight with the junior he had
tricked and wronged? Sf;inner prided
himself upon being keen, and upon see-
ing as far into a millstone as most
fellows, but he had to admit that he was
beaten now. He simply could not under-
stand it.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Funk !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
in the gquadrangle, when Bob
Cherry rejoined his comrades.

Wharton's handsome face was
unusually serious.

As captain of the Remove he had
been bound io take up the matter with
Vernon-Smith. It was impossible for
the Bounder's action to be passed over.
He had cunningly tricked the Remove
Eleven into missing one of their most
important ericket fixtures.  IHe had
taken a téam of the Fourth to St Jim's
to play Tom Merry & Co., leaving
Harry Wharton's eleven stranded on a
barge in the river, guarded by half a
dozen rough river-men whom he had
paid for the service. It was a scrious
enough matter, and would have meant
serions consequences for the Bounder if
it had become public.

The Remove fellows had no intentien
of making it public; but the trickster
had to be called to account.

That the reckless Bounder would even
think of avoiding the encounter with. the
captain of the Remove no one suspected
for o moment. He had stood up to Bob
Cherry in combat, and Bob was a
terrific slogger. Smithy had had the
worst of it on that occasion, but he was
as hard as nails, and could take a lick-
ing. There was no reason why he sheuld
seek to avoid the fight.

“All serene!”” said Bob, as he joined
his chums. “Four o’clock in the old
spinney."”

“Good " said Wharton.

“The goodfulness is terrific!”
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, it's got to be gone through”
gaid Frank Nugent. “Smithy must be
ato?ped playing such tricks.”

*He wants a jolly good hiding "
growled Johnny Bull.

“Well, he's going to get one,” said
Bob Cherry. “I wish it hadn't hap-
pened, all the same. 1 can't understand
Smithy going to the dogs as he's done,
after keeping straight so long.”

f“What's bred in the bone— —"" growled
Johony Bull, “I'd rather Wharton left
it to me. Sticking us on a dashed barge
for a day——"

“It was too thick!” agreed Bob.
“Now, most of the fellows are coming
along to see the fun, and we'd better not
all go together. We don't want Loder
or Walker nosing it all out. T'll get the
gloves-1 suppose yon're going to use
gloves, HMarry?” He hesitated.

“Qh, yes,” said Wharton.

“It won't be much of a licking!”
grunted Johnny Bull. “A Form rag-
ging was what the rotter wanted. That's
what T approved of.”

“Well, it's settled now.”

Johnny Bull gave another grunt. Of
them all he was least disposed to take
a lenient view of the Bounder's conduct.

1 gay, you fellows—"

“Oh, buzz off, Bunter ! said Wharton
crossly.  Hoe was not in a mood to be
bothered by the Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five throngh his big glasses,

“Oh, really, Wharton! I was poing
to offer tn be your second, you know.”

re-
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“Bob’s my second, tubby.”

“Well, I shall come along,” said
Bunter. “T think Smithy ought to be
licked. He's a beast, you know ! What
do you think he did to-day?"

“Oh, rats! What did he do?"

1 asked him to cash a poztal-order T
was  expecting,”  explained Bunter
warmly. “I told him plainly that if he
advanced me the five bob I'd hand him
the postal-order the minute it arrived.
I couldn’t say fairer than that, could 1?

One Penny. 3

The Famous Five went aiong to the
cricket-ground, where a good many of
the Remove were busy.

Billy Bunter tolled after Vernons
Smith and Skinner. He overtook them
in the gateway, gasping,

“I say, you fellows! I say, Smithy "

Vernon-Smith walked on.

“Smithy, old chap!" gasped Bunter,
panting out into the road after him, “I
say, would you like me to be your
second T

“ Come on, Smithy ! "’ sald Ponsonby.

And the heast pushed me over—actually
pushed me over, you know—and I sat
down in a puddle—"

“T1a, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I'm on your side, Wharton.
I'm backing you up all the time,"” eaid
Bunter impressively.

“Thank you for nothing!”

“Oh, really, you know! I'm backing
you up! I'd always back up an old pal
like yon, Harry!” gsaid Bunter affec-
tianately. ““By the way, could you cash
that postal-order for me—"

“Oh, buzz away!”

“Of course, I'll hand you the postal-
order immediately it comes,” said
Bunter. “It's for five shillings—from a
titled relation of mine——  Yaroooh!
If you shove your rotten hoof against
me again, Bob  Cherry, TI'll
Yaroooh [

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beasi!" howled Billy Bunter, as he
retreated. “Yah! I hope Smithy will
lick you! Yah! TI'm backing up
Bmithy ! Yah!” .

And the fat junior rolled away, leav-
ing the Famous Five grinning.

“allo, hallo, hallo! There's
Bounder ['' said Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Smith came out of the School
House with Skinner.

The two juniors passed close to the
group, but did not even glance at them.
They walked on towards the gates.

“Bmithy doesn't mean to be late,” said
Nugent,

“Well, there's no hurry if it’s at four,”
said Harry. “We may as well get some
practice at the nets,”

“Mood idea !”

the

anjured tone.

{See Chapter B.)

“No, you fat fool I” snapped Vernon
Smith.

“Oh, really, Smithy! I'm backing
you up, you know,” said Bunter, in an
« 1 feel bound to back
you up, Smithy, as an old pal!”

“Oh, get away "

“I hope you'll lick Wharton,"” went on
Bunter. “He's a mean rotter, Smithy !
I—I say, could you manage that postal-

order for me? It's bound to come to-
imght. or Monday morning at the
atest—"

The Bounder quickened his steps, and
Billy Bunter was left to waste his sweet.
ness on the desert air.

He blinked savagely after Vernon-
8mith and Skinner.

“Beasts "' he said. “What are they
going to Courtfield for? Bob Cherry
said they were going to fight in the old
spinney. That's the other way.”

And Bunter rolled back into the quad.
rangle, with a faint, lingering hope of
discovering some other fellow who would
cash his ecelebrated postal-order in
advance,

At about half-past three Remove fel-
lows began to stroll out of the school

ates in twos or threes., It was very
important that that record serap should
not become known to the authorities.
The Remove did not want a master or a
prefect to appear on the scene before it
was finished.

For that reason they left the school in
twos and threes, and sauntored away
with an elaborate air of carelessness and
unconcern,

Billy Bunter joined Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton, his study-mates, and started

Tre Macner Lisrary.-No, 439,
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with them, his postal-order still un-
cashed, Bolsover major came along
with Bulstrode and Tom Brewn and
Hazeldene, Ogilvy and Russell eame
out next, with Kipps and Glenn and
Blliott, Morgan and Heke, Wibley 2nd
Micky Desmond, sauntered after them
a few minates later, Then came Pen-
fold and Monty Newland and Snoop
and Stott, and Mark Linley and Syuiff
and Fisher T. Fish. Even Lord Mau-
leverer, the slacker of the Remove, found
energy enough to come along, with_his
study-mates, Dela.re% the SBouth African
junior, and Jimmy Vivian.

In fact, very pearly all the Remove
sooner or later strolled out of the gates
and took devious paths to the oid
spinney in Friardale Lane.

The Famous Five left last,

They were in good time, for it was
only ten minutes’ walk to the spinmey.
They arrived there at five minutes to
four,

There was a crowd already on the spat.

“Hero they come I sang out Bolsover
major.

“Smithy’s not here yet,” said Squiff.

“Plenty of time,” said Harry
Wharton. “It's not four yet.”

“Queer!” said Bob Cherry. I
thought he was starting mearly an heur
ago. He went out of gates.”

“Y saw him!” chimed in Billy Bunier.
“He went towards Courtfield with
Skinner. Going to Higheliffe, perhaps.”

“How could he go to Highdliffe when
he’s coming here, you fat duffer?” said
Peter Todd.

Four o’clock arrived, but the Bounder
did not. The juniors were looking about
for him, watching the paths throngh the
trees. Bnt Vernon-Smith did not put
in an gppearance.

# PDashed queer!” growled Johnny
Bull, “1 suppose this doesn’t mean the
white feather?”

4 What rot!? exelaimed Wharton |
eharply.

“Well, why fsn’t he lhere?” grinned
Hazeldene.

“May have forgotten the time.”

“Oh, rats!” eaid Johnny Bull

“1 gay, you fellowe, Smithy’s funking
it1” chortled Billy Bunter. “He was
woing to Higheliffe, right enough! 1
know he h a letter from Ponsonhy
this morning—I happened to see it. He,
he, he!”

“Shut up, you fab oyster!” growled
Bob Cherry.

“Well, what are we going to o7’
neked Squiff at a quarter past four.
“We didn't come out here to hold a
merry meeting 1’ .

“Wa shall have to wait, 1 suppose,”
caid Harry.

“The waitfulness is terrific! I think-
fully consider I will sit down and wait
for the esteemed fatheaded Smithy!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Rum Singh.

And the dusky Nabob of Bhanipar
seloeted a log.

The Remove fellows were exchanging
very queer glances now. Why did not
Vernon-Smith come?

Half-past four was heard to chime from
the village. Harry Wharton stood lean-
ing agamnst a tree, his brow cloudad,
gilent, But the other fellows were net
silent. Why, was Vernon-Smith so late?
Was he coming at all?

Nobody was pleased at being brought
out to the spinney on a fool's errand.
And ae the minutes passed, and the
Bounder did not come, there
word that passed frem lip to lip m

yngry and contemptuous tones, And the

Ko WS :
“ Funk 1"
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Spoiling the Egyptians!
[ ALLO, Smithy!”
¥rank Courtenay, of ihe
Fourth Form at Higheliffe,
greeted Vernon-Smith ehecrily
a3 the latter came into the quad at
Hicholiffe with Skinner.

Courtenay’s chum, the Caterpillas, be-
stowed an amiable ned upon him.

“Awf'ly good of you to give us a look
in, dear boy!" said the Caterpillar.
“¥ou have just come in fime to rescue
me. Help me persuade Franky te give
up cricket for this afternoon, an' come
for o lounge along the river,”

“You're going to play cricket!" eaid
Courtenay firmly.

“ Ponsonby about?’ asked Skinmer.

“¥le's in his study, I think," said
Frank Courtenay shortly.

He did not like Skinmer, and he was
enrprieed to see VernonSmith in his
cosnpany.

The Bounder coloured a little.

He had come there to see Pomsonby,
the blackguard of Highclife. Courtenay
knew nothing of the recent ruetioms in
thé Greyfriars Remove.

“¥ou fellows playing cricket?’ he
asked, o lLittle awkwardly.

“Only praetice this afternoon,” snid
Conrtenay. “ Getting ready fer cur
match with Greyfriars, you know. We're

coming over on Saturday week.™

“Yes, I know.”

The Bounder’s colour decpened. Ile
would not be in the team that was to
meet the Highcliffians

“Vou're playing, of course!” added
Courtenay.

“0Oh, no!”

“B gad!™ said the Caterpilar.

“ Lackin' in energy, what—like little ma?
1 really thought yon Greyfriare chaps
nover got fedup with cricket. Never
saw such an emergetic sot!’”

“ 1t ian't that,” said the Bounder drily.
‘T'm not in the eleven any longer.”

“0h!” eaid the Caterpillar.

“ A little disagreement with my ericked
captain,™  aaid Vernon-Smith, with a
sarcastic smile.  “I'm sorry; I'd have
liked to played against you. FPonsonby
in his study, did you say?”

Clonrtenay nedded, and the Bounder

assnd on with Skinner into the School
Jounse.

The Highelife chums looked at ome
another.

“A merry storm in a tea-cupl!”
yawned the Caterpillar. “Where do they
wet the energy from to row with one
another? I wouldn't row with a chap
for his weight in gold!"

“I'm sarry,” said Courtenay, his hrow
clonding a little. “T1 kmow there used
to be trouble between them, but I

thought they were pulling well together. |

Well, it's not our business, Come down
to the cricket, Rupert!”

“ What about the river!” wnrged the
C:Lterl,'pillnr‘ “Let's have a boat out

“ Rata!"

“You can row. you know. I'll let ron
row all the time.”

Courtenay smibed, and linked his arm
in De Courcy’s, and marched him off
to the cricket-gronnd, And the slacker
of Highcliffe groaned and submitted.

Vernon-Smith tapped at Ponsonby's
study door.

¢ Hallo!” came Ponsonby’s voice from
within.  * What’s wnnted!”

“1t’s T—Vernon Smith.”

Y Good 1"

The door was unlocked and opened.

The reason why it had been locked was
apparent. e was a haze of cigarcite-
smoke m the study, and Monson, at the
table, had a pack of cards in e hand.

Ponsonby locked the door again after

his vieitors were within, He did not
want any surprise vieite while the little
game Was going on.

“Glad you've been able to come!™ Ld
said, ' Quite like old timeas to see you
here, Smithy."”

“The merry old times!" erinned
(Gadsby.
“The cheery old times!” smiled

Monson, shuffling the cards. * We began
without you, Smithy, You're late”

“Detter late than never,” eaid Pon-
sonby affably.

The nuts of Higheliffe were evidently
pleased to see Vernon-Smith. They had
not been pleased when the Bounder had
thrown them over at the period of his
reform.

Thera had been bitter blood for some
time. Dut they were very glad to
weleome the millionaire’s son back into
the select fold.

“Haw did you get on with Wharton?"
assked Monson, ss he shuffled the cards,
and the Groyfriare juniors drew chairs
to the table,

“With Wharton!™ repeated the
Bounder.
“Yes, I heard from Snoop that yen

had a fight on with him to-day, owing
1o some cricket trouble or other.”

“Smilhy must have come off beet,”
remarked Ponsonby. ““Heo doesn't show
a sign of the merry ecombat.”

Skinner grinned. Vernon-Smith gave
his comrade a fierce look. He knew that
Skinner attributed his avoidarce of the
ficht to funk. Skinner could not think
of any other possible motive.

“Did you lick the cad?” asked Gadshy,
with keen interest,

“ What cad?” growled Vernon-Smith.

“T mean Wharton, of couree.”

“Wharton isn’t a cad.”

“Oh!  Ahem! Well, did you lick
him?"

N "

“My hat! He must have let you off
pretty lightly, if he licked yon.” esid
Gadsby, staring at the Bounder’s face.

“1 haven't fought him!" said Vernon-
Smith morosely,

“Not come off yet?™

HN -"

“Oh, Teea! Well, cut for deal:”

Skinner's grin grew more pronounced,
and the three Highdliffians were ex-
changing plances. They were puzeed.
But, Vernon-Smith had no ‘inclination to
cxplain, and Skinner did not venture tc
do so, and the subject dropped.

The five young rascals were soon Jeep
in their gams,

The Bounder was not playing with his
old keenness, however. As a matter of
fact, he would rather have joined
Courtenay on  the cricket-pitch, He
played carelesaly and moodily, and lost
almost constanitly.

Ponsonby & Co. emiled with satis-
faction.

The young rascals of Higheliffe liad
various ways of aiding fortune when lick
was againet them: but they did not ven-
ture upon any tricks with the kecn,
sagacious Bounder. It would not have
been a success.  And as Smithy was
cooler and more clear-headed, and had
more braine than Pomsonby & Co. put
togzether, he gencrally had the best of
a game. It was a pleasant experience
to be winning his money like this,

Vernon-Smith hardly seemed to note
that he was handing out money nearly
all the time.

Probably his thoughts were with the
erowd of Remove fellows who, he knew,
would be waiting at the old spinney to
w&i.ll(ﬁ the fight that wae not to come
off.

He professed himself to Skinner abso-
lutely  indifferent as to what they
thought of his failure to keep that
appointment,
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As a matior of fact, it was scarcely
possible for him to be indifferent.

He could not help wondering how the
Remove fellows would greet him when
be returned to Greyfriars,

Ponsonby Cn. noted thut his
thoughts were wandering, and they did
mot fail to toke advantage of it.

The Bounder had already changed one
five-pound note to pay up, and in doing
o revealed the fact that there were
several others in his pocket-book.

The nuts of Higheliffe glanced greedily
at the erisp notes. With the Bounder in
his present frame of mind, there was no
reason why those notes should not re-
main in Ponsonby's study when Vernon-
Smith took his departure.

Skinner was having good luck, too,
end he was feeling quite satisfied. Pon-

sonby exchanged a glance with his
chums.

“A bit slow, dawdlin® about with
shillin® points,” he remarked, as he

Lighted a fresh cigarvette. ** Feel inclined
to put them up?”

“@Good idea!”™ said Gadsby at once.
“Five bob a time—what?"”

“Make it ten!” said Monson.

“What do you say, Smithy?"

i E}IT,‘

“Do wou say ten?”

“Ten what?" asked Vernon-Smith,
coming out of a brown study.

Pousonby laughed good-humouredly.

“Your wits are goin’ wool-gatherin’,
old scout. Feel like buckin' up the game
with somethin’ substantial—say ten bob
pointa ?”

“ Anything you like.”

“You're always game, Smithy,” said
Ponsonby admiringly. *If you're feelin’
inclined to go the whole hog, we'll make
it quids, and chance it.”

“You can leave me out of that,” said
Skinner promptly.

“Well, just for a round or two,” said
Ponsonby airvily. *“What do you say,
Smithy "

“I don't care either way."”

“Quid a time on this round, then,”
said Ponsonby.

“¥es, if you like.”

“Done!l”

“Your deal, Smithy.”

“0Oh, all right.”

Vernon-Bmith shufled the cards, and
Ponsonby cuf them, and the Bounder
dealt. Skinner rose from the table to
smoke a cigarette and look on. He did
not intend to sit in a game for quid
points,

The Bounder’s eyes had a peculiar
glimmer in them.

He was no fool; and he quite easily
spotted Ponsonby’s little plan of taking
advantage of his absent-mindedness.

He did not look any more alert than
before; but, as a matter of fact, he was
very wary now, and as keen as n razor.

He gave hiz cards a careless glance,
and drawled:

i Na !l,‘

He had called nap a dozen times before
in the same carcless way, and lost.

The Higheliffians exchanged o greedy
glance., If Smith lost this time, as
seemed likely enoungh, it meant a small
fortune to the nuts.

“Get it 1" said Ponsonby, with a amile.

Vernon-Smith proceeded to get it.

‘And the satisfied smiles faded off the
faces of the nuts. and those faces began

to lengthen considerably, as the Bounder
got it!
L “By gad!” murmured Ponsonby at
ast.

“My win. I think.” drawled the
Bounder.

“Ye-e-en”

“0Oh. my hat!" murmuored Gadsby.
He looked daggers at his study-leader,
It was Ponsonby's suggestion, dictated
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by greed, that had landed the Higheliffe
party into this heavy loss.

The three nuts paid wp. looking quite
green.  Ponsonby had just enough cash.
Gadsby and Monson had to cke it out
with I O U's. Vernon Smith gathered
up his winnings with a carcless hand.

The merry game was over. The nuts
of Iligheliffe were stony—worse than
stony.  Vernon-Smith glanced at them
with a smile, and rose Fl‘om the table.

“ Any time you like for your revenge,”
he remarked.

“BSee you again scon!” multered
Ponsonby.
And  Vernon-8Smith and  Skinner

lounged out. They left the three nats of
Higheliffe making angry remarks to one
another, Once more Ponsonby & Co.
had gone out for wool and returned
shorn |

Vernon-Smith pansed in  the quad-
rangle to glance towards the cricket-
grouud, where Courtenay and the rest
were at practice. Then he sauntered on
to the gates, Skinner burst into a
chuckle as they came out into the road.

“You are a deep beggar, and no mis-
take !” he remarked. * Pon was going
to skin you down to the bones at a quid
a time."”

The Bounder shrugged his shonlders.

“Coming back?" asked Skinner,

“No. lb:m going for a stroll.”

Harold Skinner smiled. e could
guess that the Bounder was not parti-
cularly anxious to face the Remove

fellows.

“Then T'll see you later,” said S8kinner.
And he walked away towards Grey-
friars.

The Bounder cast a moody look after
him, and strolled away by himself. The
dusk was falling when he turned his
steps at last in the direction of the
school.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Sports His Oak !

“ ALLO, hallo, hullo! Here's
Skinner !
“1 sav, Skinner,

Smithy "

“Where is he hiding 77

Quite a number of Remove fellows
greeted Skinner as he came into the
quad at Greyfriars. The Remove had
come back from the spinney long before,
They had waited ti}F five o'clock, and
then given it up.

Skinner was surrounded at once. All
the fellows were curions to know what
had become of Vernon-Smith that after-
noon,

“Where is he?” demanded Bolsover
major. [He went out with you. Bunter
says he saw you start together.”

“Where have you been?”
Ogilvy.

“ Higheliffe,” yawned Skinner.

“Bmithy with you?”

[ Y(‘S i)

where's

asked

“But why Lasn't Smithy come back ?"
exclaimed  Bolsover major. “Why
didn't he turn up in the spinney?”

“Better ask him !” said Skinner.

“Did he go to Highcliffe to get out
of the fight?” exclaimed Bolsover.

Skinner shrugged his shoulders.

“1 know I'll talk to him jolly plainly
when he comes in,” growled Bolsover
major. “We don’t want funks in the
Remove !

“Oh, that's all rot,” said Bob Cherry.
“Bmithy isn’t a funl!”

“Why didn't he come to the spinney,
then ¢

“ Blessed if T know!" confessed Bob,

“T  jolly  well know!”  snorted
Holsover, “Tt's a case of cold fect!
_\\*?_’.ll give him cold feet when he comes
in !
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. But the Bounder did not seem to be
in a hurry to come in, When the Re-
move attended call-over, Vernon-Smith
did not answer to hia name, and was
marked down as absent by Mr, fuelch.

Most of the fellows were in the
Common-room when Billy Bunter rolled
in at last with news.

“Bmithy's come in.”

“Oh, he's come in, has he?"” grunted
Bolsover major. * Where is he?”

* Gone into Quelchy’s study.”

The Remove fellows, were In a state of
expectancy for Vernon-8mith’s appear-
ance in the Common-room, when he had

been duly wigged by the Remove-
master for missing eall.over.

I}ut he did not appear,

“He's not coming!” said Bolsover

major at last. “Bneaked up to his study,
I suppose. Ie doesn't dare face us.”

“We'll have him out,” said Billy
Bunter, with a fat chuckle. “I say, you
fellows, let's go and have him out!"

Well, he jolly well ought to explain
himself, anyway,” remarked Russr.-ﬁ.

Bolsover major was already striding to
the door. Half the Remove followed
him to Vernon-8mith's study in the Re-
move passage. Bolsover major thumped
at the door and turned the handle.

The door was locked.

The bully of the Remove thumped
again angrily.

“You there, Smithy?"

“I'm here,” came the Bounder's quist

voice from within,
“Let us in.”
“1 don’t want you in.”
“Why didn't you come to the

spinney "

“Find out!"

“Yah! Funk!"

A contemptuons laugh was the only
response,  And the door did not open.

Bolsover major gave several savage
ti:unﬁps, without eliciting any response
at all.

“Open the door, Smithy!" called out
Skinner. “I want to come in!”

“You can want!”

“Look here, you can't keep a chap
out of his own study !

"} ti;inkSI can.”

“I say, Smithy, Wharton isn’t hers "
cackled Billy Bunter. * You needn't be
afraid to open the door, you know.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

There was no reply from within. Tt
was pretty clear that the Bounder did
not intend to interview the Remove if
he could help it.

Bolsover major strode along to No. 1
Study, with the juniors at his heels.
The famous Five were there, discussing
baked chestnuts by way of supper. They
looked round as the door waa thrown
?pen and the doorway filled with excited
A8,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! T4 that a deputa-
tion?” asked Bob Cherry genially.
“What is it—a testimonial or an award
of merit?”

*“Oh, don't be an ass!” growled Bol-
sover major. “Look here, Wharton!"
“I'm looking,” said Harry quietly,

“Smithy's come in.”

“I know.”

“0h, you know that, do you?”

“Yes; I saw him go to his study.”
saw him, and didn’t colla
Lim?” shouted Bolsover major.

“Yes.,

“ Have you forgotten that yvou've got a
fight on with him?" asked the bully of
thﬁ I_ler’?r)ve, with crushing sarcasm.

“Oh, good! Thought you had an
attack of cold feet; same as Smithy!”
sneered  Bolsover, “Smithy's locked
]lingself in his etudy, and won't let us

1.
“Well, T don't see why ha should let
Tue Magyer Lipgary, No, 489,
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you in. You're not what a fellow
would call agrecable company.”

“Look here, didn’'t come here to
listen to rotten jokes!” roared Bolsover
major.

“Blest if I know what you came here
at all for! Why not buzz off 1

“I've come for you, You can come
a.long to Smithy’s study and rout him
out.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“You won't?" shouted Bolsover.

“No, I won't.”

Bolsover major gave him s glare. Bal-
sover had been looking forward to the
ﬁght in the spinpey, and he had been
disappointed.  His idea was that the
shirker should be run down and made to
fight. Wharton did not seem to share
lita opinion.

“ Look here, is Smithy going to get off
scot-frée, after the trick lie played on the
Form Eleven!” he demanded.

Wharton was silent.

“He had his choice between a fight
and a Form ragging,” continued Bolsover
major. “If he doesn’t take on the fight
he’s going to get the ragging.”

“That's for the Remove to settle at a
Formm meeting,” said Wharton.  * Give
us a rest, Bolsover, Clear out!”

Bolsover major snorted, and cleared
out with his flock. Bob Cherry kicked
the door shut efter them, and returned
to the chestnuts.

“It’'s a dashed queer himey!” said
Bob. “Why on earth didn't Smithy
ﬁ‘:“ “?9, in the spinney this afteroon,

Wharton shook his head.

“I don’'t know,” he said.
a fupk. We all know that.”

“If he wasn’t & funk, he would have
turned up,” ﬁ:uwled i Johnn;v Bull.
“Lock here, Wharton, Bolsover's in the
right for once! The rotter stuck us on
a_ barge and stole our cricket-match,
He's not_going to get off scot-free after
that. THe's got te fight or be ragged.
Why, e may play another rotten trick
on us next time if he gets off for this!”

“You'll have te do somethi or
other. Harry,” said Nugent, hesitating,

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
nodded. He had not forgotten the day
on the barge.

Wharton knitted his brows.

*1 can’t understand Smithy,” he said
at last. “But it’s quite right; he can't
be allowed to play a trick like that with-
out anawering for it. He will have to
show up in the dorm to-night, and then
I ghall speak to him. It can be settled
in the dorm.™

# And‘sup;iose he doesu't come up to the
E:;h&ch i the dorm?” grunted ?Iohnny

“He's naot

Wharton paused hefore he replied.

“Then I shall have to let it drop,” he
said, at length.

“TLook here,” began Johnny Bull
wanmly.

“I ecan't run down a fellbow who
doesn’t want to fight!” exclaimed Whar-
ton irritably. “I suppose you don’t
want me to start in as a bully of
Bolsover's kind.”

“That's all very well; but he kid-
napped us on a barge and stole the St.
Jim’s match, and he might play anether
trick like that if he doesn’t have a lesson, ”
said Johnny Bull.  “If he doesn’t fight
he's ot to be ragged!”

“Well, I've nothing to say against
that. Only I sha'n’t take a hand in it.”

And that waz all Harry Wharton
would say on the subject.

; Wharton was puzzled, as a matter of
act.

Why Vernon-Smth had failed to keep
the appointment in the spinney was a
mystery to him.  That the Bounder
Jacked courage he did not believe for a
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moment, Though he could not pardon
the trick that had been played on the
Remove FEloven, Wharton was not
anxious now for the fight to take place.
Somehow or other, he could not feel
bitter towards the Bounder,

There was an air of great expectancy
about the Remove when they went up to
their dormitory that night,

Vernon-8mith had to go up with the
rest. There was no more hiding behind
a locked door for him, as Bolsover major
described it,

All eyes were on the Bounder when
he came into the dormitory,

He went to his bed, and began to un-
dress, without a glance to right or left.

Wingate came into the dormitory to
see lights-out, and nothing was ani! till
the Remove had turned in and the pre-
fect was gone.

But hardly had Wingate's stops died
away down the passage than Bolsover
major was ouit of bed and striking a
match. He lighted a candle-end.

“Turn out!” he said.

And the Remove turned out, almost to
a man.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Dormitory !
ERNON-SMITH did not move.
“The Famous Five had turned
out of bed, and nearly all the
Form with them. Hali a dozen
candles shed a glimmering light through
the long, lofty room.
here was a general
Bounder.

“Up with you, Smithy!”

Vernon-3mith did not seem to hear.

“For goodness” sake, turn out,
Smithy!” whispered Skinner, *They’ll
yank you out of bed if you don’t.”

The Bounder did not reply.

Huarry Wharton came towards his bed.
The captain of the Remove was looking
reluctant.  That was visible to every
eye. But he felt that he was called upon
to act.

“Will you get up, Smithy!" he asked
quietly.

The Bounder sat up in bed.

“Turn out, you funk!”™ roared Bol-

call to the

m,..he!“ chortled Billy Bunter.

H Are your feet cold, Smithy?

“ Bmithy's turned into a conscientious
objector 1 snigpéered Snoop.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder’s face flushed.

“Why don’t you get out, Smithy?”
said Wharton. “We expected you in
the spinney this afterncon. The fight
was arranged—you agreed.  Will you
get up and settle it now?”

s Ng.” zaid ihe Bounder.

“Why not?”

“Because 1 don't choose.”

“Yank him out!” roared Bolsover.

“Give him the coward’s blow!” gnig-
gered Bunter.

Vernon-Smith's face became crimson.
He had not thought of that. But Harry
Wharton was not likely to take Bunter’s
advice.

Wharton gave the Bounder a
curious look, and stepped back.
wag a buzz from the juniors.

“Have him out!”

“ Get up, Smithy "

“Funl !’

Vernon-Smith gave the Removites a
bitter lock.

“Have you done?” he asked ieily.
“If you have, you may as well shut up,
and let me go to sleep.”

“Who says a ragging?" demanded
Bolsover major, looking ronnd. * Do we
want sneaking funks in the Remove?”

“Oh, dry up!” said Wharton sharply.
“What's the good of calling Smithy a

long,
There

funk ?

You know he's nothing of the
kind !”
“Thank you,

Wharton 1” the
Bounder quietly.

“Rats! He's a funk!” snortei Bol-
sover major. “And to think I've palled
with a fellow like that—a sneaking funk !

h 1 1

said

“Well, I call him a funk ! said Johnay
Bull, in his slow, deliberate way; “and if
you won't fight him, Wharton, T will!
He played a dirty trick on us, and ho
may do it again.”

“%uito likely,”
calmly.

“You hear him?” growled Johuny
Bull, “Get out of bed, Smithy!”

“ Clertainly 17

To the surprise of the Removites the
Bounder turned out of bed with prompt
alacrity.

“Oh! You're not so funky, after all 1"
said Johnny Bull, in surprise.

“1f you're yearning for a licking, T'll
do my best to give you one,” said the
Bounder coolly,

said the Bounder

“Took here!” exclaimed Bolsover
major, “This isn’t Bull's fight—it's
Wharton's! You're not going to leave it

to Bull, Wharton '

“Mind your own business!” =aid
Harry. And he went back to bed.

¥ ring !"  exclaimed Bulstrode.
“Stand back, you fellows! Now then,
you cripples, come on "

Johimy Bull was ready at ounce. The

Bounder came up with equal promptness.
There were no gloves to be had, and the
fight had to take place with the bare
knuckles, The juniors crowded round in
a thick ring, locking on eagerly,

Johnny Bull was not so formidable an
adversary as Wharton. He wasg, perhaps,
stronger physically, but in science he was
not the equal of the captain of the
Remove. But he was a dangerous cus-
tomer, and even Bolsover major did not
care about quarrelling with him. It was
odd enough that if the Bounder funked
a fight with Wharton he should be ready
to stand up to Johnny; but he certainly
showed no white feather now,

Squiff sorted his watch out from uwnder
his pillow to keep time.

“Ready?” he asked. “Go it!
Time !”

" Wharton sat in bed watching the con-
ict.

The fight was hard from the start, both
the juniors giving and getting severe
punishment, In the first round it became
clear that the Bonnder knew more about
boxing, and that he was quicker and
more agile. But Johnny Bull was un-
usually strong, and he was cool, steady,
and determined. 'When one of his blows
landed it had terrifie force behind ii.
But it was Johnny who went down firet,
with a heavy bump,

“Time !”

Johnny Bull ecame up cheerily enough,
however, after the one-minute rest. At
the call of time he was in the ring.

In the eecond round the Bounder had
the worst of it, and he was twice down;
but each time he was op again like a
jack-in-the-box.

Third and fourth veund were hard and
fast, both the combatants getting severely
handled.

In the fifth round Johany Bull swas
breathing very hard. The Bounder was
as game as cver, 1t was difficult to say
which was to be the victor; but fortune
favoured the Bounder,

A heavy drive catching Jolhnny Bull an
the point of the ¢hin, flung him on his
back with a crash,

He lay gasping, and Sampson Quincy
Iffley Field began to count,

“One, two, three, four, five, six,
goven "—dJohnny made a desperate effort
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to get on his foet, but sank back dazedly
—“eight, nine—out !”

Johuny Bull was still gasping on the
floor. Sguiff might as wéﬁ have counted
a hundred.

Nugent and Hurree Singh picked up
the defeated champion and helped him
to his bed. Johnny Bull blinked at them
dizzily with half-closed eyes.

“Oh, crumbs!” he mumbled, "

The Bounder was looking very limp.
But it was the Bounder’s win, there was
no denying that. .

“Good -man!"” said Bkinner, pn.tt-mg
him on the shoulder. Skinner woul
have preferred the vietim to be Wharton ;
bit it was very agreeable to him to see
any member of the Famous Five knocked
out,

Vernon-Smith gave him a sour look,
and stepped back to his bed. He jurned
in without a word.

Bolsover major growled: disocntentedly.

“You'll have to fight Wharton to-
mortow, all the same, Smithy!” Le
called out.

The Bounder did not answer,

“Nothing of the kind,” said Wharton
quietly. “ The matter’s ended now."

“1 don’t call that a ﬁght[" speered
Bolsover major. _** 8mithy's picked out a
fellow he carrlick. I call him a funk!”

“Do vou think I'm easy. to lick, you
cheeky rotter?” growled Jobuny Bull
“T'l give you a chance to try to-
morrow !

“Bmithy's not going to erawl out of
it like that,” smid Bolsover major
obstinately,  “If he doesn’t fight Whar-
ton T'll make him fight me ! .

Vernon-Smith, whe was already in bed,
raised his head,

“That's a go!” he said. -

“0Oh! You'renot afraid of that?” said
sneered Bolsover major,

“You'll see to-morrow whether I am
or not!” said the Bounder contemp-
tuously. * Behind the gym after lessons
on Monday, Bolsover, if you're as warlike
with your hands as you are with your
mouth !”

“¥ou'll ind me there—if you coma!”
sneered Bolsover. “1I fancy you'll have
another engagement at  Higheliffe,
though.”

Vernon-Smith laid his head upon the
pillow without replying. The juniors
blew out the candle-ends, and the Re-
move settled down to sleep. But there
were two who did not sleep very easily.
Jehany Bull and the Bounder were both
freling the effects of the scrap too
SOVETeLlY.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Whole Hog !

R. QUELCH fixed his eyes

M sharply upon Johnny Bull at the

Remove breakfast-table the next
morning.

“What is the matter with your face,

wll ™ he inquired, in icy tones. 3

“Knocked it against something, sir,”
said Johnuy Bull,

“Indeed! What did you knock it
against, Bull 7"

“ ZBomething in the dormitory, sir.”

“ And what was it?”

“Ahem! A—a fellow's fists, sir,”
sia}nmered Johnny, compelled to own up
at last.

“T thonght so, Bull,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Wernon-Smith, your face is in almost as
disgraceful a state as Bull's. Vou two
have been ﬁghting, 1 presume

“Yes, sir,” said the Bounder,

“*¥ou will take two hundred lines each,
and stay in after lessons to write them
out to-movrow,” said Mr. Quelch,

“i¥ed. aipr’

Alr, Quelch frowned, but he let the
matter drop there,
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Afier morning service—it being Sunday
—the jumiors were free. The Famous
Five weni onf together. but when they
turned their steps in the divection of ClifE
House Bchool, Johnny Bull left his com-
rades, He did not want Marjorie and
her friends to see his features i their
present state,

The Boundar went out by himself,
shaking off Bkinner, who would have
joined him.  But as be went out of
g{ltes Hazeldere of the Remove joined

im.

Vernon-Smith's look was not very wel-
coming, but he did not repulse Hazel.
There had been a time, in the Bounder’s
reckless days, when he had led Marjerie's
brother into more than one shady serape;
but since his reform the Bounder had
done a good deal to keep the weak and
wayward fellow in the right path. And
gince his fall from grace he had avoided
Hazel, Thorough black sheep as he had
become, it was noticeable that the
Bounder ghowed no desire to draw any
other fellow on the dark and dangerons
path he had marked cut for himself.

"The two juniors walked along in silence
for some time, the Bounder noting, with
a covert smile, that Tazeldene opened his
lips saveral times to speak, but without
doing so.

“Coming Cliff House way?” Ilazel
asked at last,

i NO,"

“Marjoria expects to see me this
morning.”

“Well, don't disappoint Ier.”

Hazel coloured.

“You used to be glad enough to come
over [ he said tartly. “I can remember
the time when you offered to lend me
money if I'd take you over to Clff
Heuse.”

“You've got a good memory., T'll lend
you money now, if you wand it, but 1
don’t want your sister to see my face like
this."”

“0Oh, Tsee! It's not go bad as Bull's,”
said Hazel.

“No, not quite.”

“Blessed if I thought you'd lick Bull
last night!” eaid Hazeldene. *“He's
jolly nearly as tough as Wharton. Why
dido't you tackle Wharton in  the
spinney 7"

“I didn’t choose to.”

“You're a queer beggar, Smithy!
Everybody was calling you a funk; but
that will have to stop if you fight Boleover
major to-morrow. He's a biz handful
even for harton or Bob Cherry.
Johnny Bull licked him once, too. Are
you going to fight him 1™

“T've arranged to.”

“Well, you arranged to fight
Wharton,” said Hazel, with a laugh.

The Bounder paused, and looked grimly
at his companion. He did not intend to
endure any taunts from Hazeldene.

“Didu’t you say your sigter was ex-
pecting you!” he asked.

“0Oh, yes!

“Then it's time you went.”

“Oh, T'll stick to you!" said Hazel.
He was thick-skinned at times. © I've got
something to say to you, Smithy.”

Vernon-Smith gave a  grunt, and
walked on across the fields, Hazel keep-
ing by his side.

“You've been going it lately,” went

on Hazel. “T heard you getting out of
the dorm on Friday night.”
*“Did you?"”

“What was it like at the Cross Keys{"
asked Hazel

The Bounder laughed sardonically.
Hauzel was supposed to lmve given up the
shady ways which had often landed him
in serious trouble., But it was evident
that his reform was only skin-deep, and
that he was already sighing for the flesh-
pots of Fgypt.

“Bame as nsual,” said Vernon-Smith,
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“A smoky parlour, with boozy black-
guards in it, trying to win one anothor's
moneg};"

“That doesn’t zound very attractive.”

“1It isn't attractive.”

“Why do {ou go, then?”

“Because I'm an ass, 1 suppose!”

“¥You like it, or you wouldn’t go,” said
Hazel. *“It's a long time since I've had
a flluti.cr, Smith, I'm frightfully hard
up.ll
“You'll be harder up if you have
another flutter.”

“I might have some lick. I used to
have luck on the gee-gers, sometimes.”

“Did you win as much ps you lost?”

“You know I didn't!"” growled Hazel

irritably,  “8till, a fellow might have
some luck. When are you going to the
Cross Keys again®”

“Monday, I think.”

““Like & chap to come with you?”

i 0')l

“Look here, Smiihy, don't play the
giddy ox! Wfly shouf:'ln’t a chap have
a flutter now and then? If I los¢ money,
T can afford it."”

“You've just said you're hard up.”

“Ye-es. But I have some tin—I ecan
raisc some, enyway. Yon've just said
you'd lend me money, too.”

“Not to gamble with,” eaid Vernon-
Smith quietly.

“Why, confeund yvour cheek,” broke
out Hazeldene angrily, “you gambla|”

“ Admitted,”

“Why shouldn’t T, then?”

“Suit yourself,” eaid the Bounder,
with a shrug of the shoulders. * But
%Oni inofs going to help you ply the

0 "

Hazel walked on in silence, with a
moody brow. The hankering after the
old shady doings was strong in his breast,
and he had expected the Bounder to
welcome him as a_companion. He was
angry and dizappointed.

“Well, I don't want your dashed
money,” he said, after a pause. “Keep
itl”

“1 mean to," eald the Bounder, un-

noved.

“But I shall do as I like, all the same.
Jerry Hawke will be glad enough to see
me, if I choose to go, and so will Cobb.”

“Yery likely—as Iong as your money
Ia.st& f you've any scmse, you won't

te

T

“When 1 want vour advice I'll ask for
it,” sneered Hazel. *Precious check, T
call 1, setting up to give a chap good
advice when you're going to the doge
yourself !’

“Tf I'm going to the dogs, you don't
want to come with me,” said the
Bounder, with a smile. * Not & pleasant
destination, iz it]"

“Oh, rot! Look here, why shouldn't
we be pals, as we used to be?” said
Hazeldene. *“I'm getting fed-up with—
with everything. Vharton is so jolly
starchy that-a chap can't really get on
with him. I shouldn’t chum with him,
only Marjorie makes such a point of it.
Ile always seema to be trying to lead o
follow for his own good, and so forth. A
chap gets fed-up with that in the long
run.  He's keeping me in the ericket
team, I helieve, because he thinks it’s
gopd for me.”

“Well, isn't it good for you?"

“Oh, rats! You've chucked if, any-
way; and I'm getting fed-up, just as you
did. Marjorie asked me the other day
about your being on bad terms with that
erowd,”

The Bounder's face clonded.

“Marjorie  thinke a lot of wou,
Smithy,” went on Hazel, without notie-
ing the sarcastic sneer that grow on the
Boundeir’s face. *Bho wanis ns to ba
friende—in fact, she's said so. Why
shouldn’t we bet”

“1 don't think she'd like us to be

Tue MaayEr LiBrRARY.- No. 480,
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friends in the way of breaking bounds
together, to go down to the Cross Kevs
and play banker with Cobb & Co.”

“Well, she wouldn't know that,”

The Bounder did not answer.

“Look here. Smithy, shall T cone with
you on Monday &' asked Hazel,

IINO-’,

“Then you can go and eat coke, hang
youl” growled Hazeldene, “You
reedn’t fake the trouble to speak to me
again, And you can keep clear of Cliff
House, tool?

Hazel left his companion, and strade
away towards the road.

The Bounder locked after him with a
curious smile,

He had lost the friendship of the
Famous Fiye because he had taken up
his shady old waye; he had lost Hazel's,
and doubtless Marjorie’s, because he
would not take Hazel with him in the way
he was going.

“You're @ fool!” he gaid to himself,
as he walked on elowly, his hande driven
deep into his pockets.  “ You're a dashed
fooll ~ The whole hog or none. What
does it matter to you if that weak idiot
goes to the bow-wows? Not a vap—if it
wasn't’ for—for Marjorie,  And he will
turn Marjorie against me, if she isn't so
already. I shall got the marble eye
there in future.”  He shrugged his
shoulders. “ And if I let the ass have his
way he would land himself in a scrape,
and I should get the credit of it!”

‘ Hallo, Bmithy!"”

The Bounder came npon three juniors
eprawling in the grass as he passed
through a clump of trees. Ponsonby &
Co, greeted him.

“Lucky meetin’,” said Gadshy.
down and join us, Smithy.”

It wne Bunday morning, but the three
nuts of Higheliffe had cards on the grass,
and were playing banker,

“Come on, Smithy,” eaid Ponsonby.
“You owe us our revenge, you know,”

The Bounder locked down at them
nioodily.

“Not to-day,” he said.

“Eh? Why not to-day?”

“It happens to be Sunday,”
Vernon-Smith savagely.

There was a howl of merriment from
the Iighcliffe nuis.

“My hat, that’s good, from Bmithy!”
chortled Monson. * Dashed if 1 knew
you were such a toppin’ humorist,
ﬁ]mit}}yl Let's hear another one like

at.

& Hn, hﬂr, ha ™

“Come on, Smithy!"” said Ponsonby.
“Don’t be so funny, you know. Not
afraid of bein’ spotted in this retired
spot—what 1"

“You know I'm not!" snapped the
Bounder.

“Well, sit down and teke & hand,
Vou haven't joined the goody-goody
brigade  since  yesterday  afternoon,
eurely !’

“There's a limit!" growled Vernon-
Smith.

“If you mean you don’t want to give
us our re\?enge, after winnin’ all our
money yesterday——"" snecred Pousonhy.

The Bounder was about to stride on,
but he paueed.

“*The whele hog or none!” he said,
with a sardonie langh. “I'll join vou,
Pon. 1 dare say you'll be sorry I did.”

And the Bounder dropped into the

ragg, aud joined in the game. His pre-

iction was verified, for when he left the
Highelifians an hour later he carried
most of their loose cash with him. The
Bounder was omgothe whole hog. There
was no mistake about that.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Came !

HE next day after lessons Johnny

I Bull and Vernon-Smith had the

pleasure—or otherwise—of stay-
g in  the Form-room after
lessons to write out their impositicns.

After the Form-master had left them
to their task, Bolsover major looked in
at tha daoor. :

“T11 be veady for you behind the gym,
Smithy I he called out,

Al right.”

“Not  suffering
grinned Bolsover,

“Go and cat eoke!” :

Bolsover maojor came a few steps into
the Form-room.

“Look here, Smithy, I'm not keen on
licking you,” he said. ‘*“We've been
pals, If you like to tackle Wharton, as
arranged, I'll stand out.”

“ Beiter get out!"”

“Then T'll wait for you!" snorted
Bolsover major, and he tramped out of
the Remove-room, A ! :

Jahnuy Bull looked curionsly out of his
swollen eyes at Vernon-Smith. )

“You won't have much chance against
Bolsover,” he renmrked. d

The Beunder did not reply. His pen
was driving rapidly through the linea,

“Da you feel fit after that scrap the
night before last?” asked Johnny Bull,
“T feal a bit seedy still.”

“8o do 1.”

“Why didn’t you fight Wharton 2"

“¥Find out!” .

Johnny Bull grunted, and went on with
his work. He was a slower worker than
the Bounder, and he still had a good
many lines to do when Vernon-Bmith
finished his task and left the Form-room.

A little crowd of fellows had gathered
behind the gym. That was usually a
secure spot for a scrap. Vernon-Bmith
found half the Remove there when le
arrived.

Harry Wharton came towards him at
once.

“T've got a word to say befove you
begin, Smithy, he said, *About thai
affair of the S8t. Jim’s match, that's
gettled and over, That was done with on
Saturday night. There's no reason why

ou should fight Bolsover over the saiie
usiness, and if you don’t choose to you
needn’t,”

* What about me?”
major. “ Ain't I going to be consulted ¥’

“Na. You'll be jolly well ragged if
you don't keep quiet, that’s all!  There's
been enough of your rotten bullyiug !”

“Hear, hear!” eaid Squiff.

“ All serene ! said the Bounder. “1Tf
Bolsover is spoiling for a fight, I'mn quite
ready to oblige lim.” s

“You don't loock very fit,” said Iarry
uneasily,

“What does that matter to you!”
demanded Bolsover major. * You're no
pal of Smithy's, are you? Mind your
own bimmey !”

The Bounder gave Wharton a rather
curious look, and, without answering
him, handed hisz jacket to Skinner,

Bob Cherry had brought the gloves.

Bolsover threw off his jacket, looking
very grim, The bully of the Remove had
been on more or less intimate terms with
the Bounder, but he wae always ready to
quarrel with friend or foe. He bad made
up his mind now that he was going to
lick Smithy; all the more determined
was lie becruse the captain of the Remaove
evidently did not approve of it.

Nobady expected the Bounder to come
off victorious, especially as he must still
be feeling the effects of the hard struggle
with Johnny Bull on Saturday. But he
was so determined, and so ekilled a boxer,
that it was certain to be a good mill,
and all the juniors were keeuly interested.

from «cold feet?”

il

sneercd Dolsover

[

As for Smithy’s funk, there could hardly
be a question of that now,

Bolsover major was a decidedly bi
handful for Wharton at his best, and »
Smithy was ready to tackle Bolsover, it
was absurd to suppose that he was afraid
of the captain of the Remove. Why be
had dodged the fight with Wharton was
a mygtery to the Hemove,

Hazeldene had taken out his watch to
keep time,

Faor three rounds the Bounder stood up
coolly and grimly to his bulky opponent.
It was in the fourth round that Bolsover
major began to get the upper hand. In
the fifth round the Bounder went down.

Skinner was his socond, but it was
Harry Wharton who picked him up aud
niade a knee for him.

“ Better chuck it,”" whispered Harry.
“Na good going on.”

“T'm going on as long as I can stand [™
aaid thie Bounder stubbornly,

“Time ! said Hazel.

The Bounder came up—not smiling,
certainly, but determined, Bolsover
major swaggerad forward to finizh, bus
e was a little too conlident. Vornon-
Smith was fatigued, but he was alert, A
feint drew the burly Rowovite, and
Smithy's right came in unexpectedly and
caught him full upon his nose, and as he
reeled back the Boundor's left followed
it up on the point of the chin, Bolkover
nnjor went down like an ox.

“Bravo, SBmithy ! chivvuped Skinner.

“Well hit I” said Bob Cherry. * Right
on the wicket, by George!”

Elliott picked up Bolsover major, and
the bully of the Remove blinked dazedly
and viciouely.

“Oh erumbs !” Lie murmured,

Hazol's eye was on his watch,

“Pime 1
~ Bolsover major was looking grogey us
lie stepped up, but lie put all his beef
into the sixth round  Vernon-Smith wes
at the end of his resources, ond lie was
knockad right and left by Bolsover’'s
heavy fiste.  But for the gloves his punish.
meut would have been very severe, As
it was, it was severe cnongl.

e did not go down, but when lime
was called he staggered out of the ving,
and Skinner caught him.

Vhen “Time!” was callod Tor the
seveuth round the Bounder muude sn
effort to rige from Skinnes's kuee.  1lis

head was swinnning, Lot he rose with
great diffienity, and toed the line,
Bolsover imagor grinned at him.
“ Better chuck it !™ he said,

“Come  on!”  said  Vernon-Srith
Letween lis lecth.

“By gad, he's game!™ said Taoed
Maunleverer admiringly,  “ What o pug

Smithy would make ! Go it, Smithy!”

“Stop this at onee !

It was Mr. Quelcl’s voice,  The
Remove-master came on the sccne with
quick gtrides and an angey brow,

SO, wy hat I wmurmared Bob Cherry.

A, Queleh surveved ihe crowd of
juniore sternly, and then lis eyes lixed
upon the two gasping combatanta

“You are hghting again, Vernon-
Smith ¥

v Yes, sir.”

“1 punished yvou the day before vester-
day %m‘ figliting,” said the Remoye-
master, 1 shall have to deal with you
more severely, T see.”

“Tt wasn't Bmithy's fault, sir,” said
Bolsover major, speaking up at onece.
“1 called him a funk.”

“Oh!”? said My, Queleh, somewhat
takefi aback, “ In that case, Bolsover, I
shall punish you.”

Y Very well, sie.”

“Follow me to my study, Bolsover. If
there is any rvenewal of this, however, I
shall report you both to Dr. Locke !

Mr, Quelech rustled away, BDolsover
major following him—for a caning. [
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Vernon-Smith raised his

had been decent of the bully of the
Remove to own up; Bolsover major was
not without his good qualitics,

Vernon-Smith put on his jacket with
Skinner's assietance,

“Come on, my sons! The circus is
over ! said Bob Cherry, as the erowd of
juniors disperscds  “ Come  on, Harry !
What are you staying for 7"

Wharton had lingered a moment or

two, his eyes on the Dounder, DBut he
nodded, and walked away with Bob
Cherry.  The Bounder walked away by
himself,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Good Angei!

b {1, my bat! This is ripping !”
O The Bounder muttered the
words dismally.

He was lying in the grass
nader the trees by the bank of the Sarl.
1o had bathed his heated face in the
river, and wae resting.  The Bounder was
hard as nails, but he was feeling very
queer now. The fight with Bolsover
major had tested his iron endurance to
the liuit,

Itis head was aching, his eyes were
leavy, and his whole body ached. e lay
limply in the grass, hoping to feel better
hv-and-by., The sun was sinking over the
|;F_\13R‘ but it wase still bright and warm.
Theeshining river flowed within a dozen

feol of lim, with a musical murmur
among the rushes, The Bounder,
stvetehed in the prass, with his head

pillowed on a big root, looked dully ut
glistening river and blue sky.

" There was a light step on the river-
puth, and lie moved hie head and looked
vound, A deep crimson glowed in hie
vhooks at the sight of the graceful form
that came down the path. It was Mar-
jorip Haveldene.

Marjorie saw him at the same moment,
and stopped.

She colourad, too.

Marjorie had heard of the difference
that had arisen between the Famous Five
aned the Bounder. As he was on bad
forme with her beat friends, it was a little
difficult to be as frankly cordial as of old.
St Bud learned some of the circum-
glatiees from her brother, but she did net

cap. (See Chapter 6.)

know all.  But she had a very elear idea
that the blame was on Vernon-Smith's
side,

She could soe that the Bounder was
hurt, and she stopped.  Vernon-Smith
dragged himeelf to his feet, and raized
his cap. His face was burning.

“You are not well?” said Marjorie,
with a swilt glance at his face.

“Yos, thanks; quite well,” said
Vernon-8mith,  *Only—ounly a little bit
hipped. 1 suppose you see what's the

F

matter with my face?

“You have been fighting ¥

I \J’ps‘ "

Murjorie’s brow ¢louded.

“ Not with a friend of yours,” said the
Bounder, with a smile. )
“I—I heard from

" she stammered.
“That I was booked for mortal combat
with ~ Wharton,”  gaid the Bounder,
langhing.

“ Yo

“Well, it hasn't come off.”

“T hope it will not,” said Marjorie.

“Right! Tt wou’t!” aaid  Vernon-
Smith. e leaned against a  tree,
“That's why I'in looking like this.”

Marjorie’s blue eyes opened.

* You'll hear about it,” said Vernon-
Smith, “If Hazel doesn’t tell you some-
body else will. Tt was fixed for Saturday,
m the old spinney, and 1 kept away. "1
dodpged it." g

::(’J]J 1" gaid Marjorie,

‘And wae, naturally, called o funk for
doing #0,” said Vernon-Smith lightly.
“Bo I've had two fights, instead of one, to
get myself right.  Now I've scora yped
with Bull and Boleover major the full]nws
condescend fo admit that I am not a
funk. I may have to fight u few more,
though. T'm sorry to let yon ses me
with a face like this, Miszs Hazeldene.
But a chap can’t let himself be called a
funk, you know. His life wouldn't be
worth living afterwards,”

Marjorie nodded.

“T'm glad you did not fight with
Harry,” she gaid 1 wish you could be
friends again, as vou used to be.”

“That’s not likely. And—and "—tha

Hazel that—that

Bounder hesitated — “ perhaps  youw'd
rather not speak to me now. Don't mind
saying go!”

One Penny. 9

U Notat wIlL™ said Mavjurie quaerny,
Her colour despened. 1 1 wonder
whether yoo—whether you wonld mind

if 1 spoke to you as—as a feiend

“T wish you would.”

“1 haye heard scme thinge,” said
Marjorie, erimzon now. “You lave

acted foolishly, and it has cavsed this
trouble,  Why not——"'

The Bounder's {uce hardenad.

“I've dropped into my old ways,” le
auid eoolly.  * Yes, it's true. You used
to diglike me then; and now I'm the
samo chap again, or worse, It's truel™

“Is it worth while?” said Marjorie
quietly.

“No; it never i, But a fellow often
will do things that are not worth while.
And I wasn't eo mnch to blame this time,
either. If ¥ou"]l let me tell you ”

“ Please !’

“A rotten book-making fellow that T
used to know spoke to me one day in the
fields, and my Form-muster saw us to-
gether. Ha was suspicious, and came to
my etudy to jaw me about it, and found
some cigarettea there—belonging  to
another chap, 1 was trying to keep them
out of sight, to keep the other chap from
a wigring, ITe spotted them. I couldn’t
betray Skinner. Quelchy put two and
twn together, and made five or six
of it} The Bounder sneered bitierly.
“1 was pated—to keep me out of mis-
chief. P'd been playing the gmne as
straight as a fellow conld, and that was
what it led to. So I suid to myself that if
1 was going to have the name I['d have
the game, tool”

Marjorie wase silent.

“But 1 don’t want to whitewash mw
gelf, even to you,” went on the Boundern
before she conld speak., “It's in mjy
blood.  Some fellows are born with ¢
kink in them, and T'm one. 1 was get
ting fed-up with going straight—that]
lLonest! 1 was going to stick it out—,
meant that, But T found it a horrisly
bora sometimes. I—I was more thax
half glad when Quelchy dropped on me,
and showed me it was no good.”

“But it was some good,” said Mar-
jorie, ** Mr. Queleh did not mean to be
nnjust--he was mistaken. And he would
have changed his opinion if—if—-—"

“Ho has changed it,” smiled the
Bounder, ‘““Since then 've earned the
gack half a dozen times; but I've been
careful ~s0 jolly careful, that I'm rising
in his estimation:”

Marjorie bit her lip, .

“1f you'd try again—" &he said,
after & paunse,

“It's mo good,” said the Bounder
moodily. *I've tried, and I got fed-up—
I'm not a fellow like YWharton or Beb

Cherry. I—I'm not fit for you to speak
to, Miss Hazeldene!” He made a
gosture  as if dismissing the matter,

“ Dot there’s one thing I'd like to tell
yon—yon needn't be afraid that your
brother has anything to do with me now,
1 know you used to think that 1 led him
into scrapes, and I own 1 did—though
I've got ‘}im ont of a good muany, too—
but whatever I may do myself, I shall
seo that Hazel keeps clear of if, so far as
I can,”

“ Thank you!” said Marjorie,

They were walking along the towing-
path now, ard little more was said before
they parted at the bridge,

Marjorie gave the Bounder her hand
frankly when they parted, and ¢he went
on towards Uliﬁy Fiou.sn with a little
pucker of thought in her brow.

The Bounder lounged along the tow
ing-path back to Greyfriars, IIis brow,
too, was thoughtful.

Marjorie had been kind—she had some
interest in him, But he knew that, if
ho kept on as he had begun, he must
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Iege her Eriendslip, as well as that of her
selroolboy fricuds.

Was the game worth the candle?

Tn the Bounder's wayvward breast thore
was @ real regard for Harry Wharton,
his old rivel, He had not fully realised
ita streneth till the time came for him
to stand up in conflict with the fellow

ho liked and vespected.  Then, careless
of misundesstanding.  of rdsinterpreta-
tion. he bad refused the challenge,  They

had been friemds, though
chumes; and Wharton wouldl probably
fiave been ready to resume the old foot-
ing—on conditions, But fl-icnd&lni] wis
impessible between a fellow like Harry
Wharton and a fellow who smoked and
gambled and broke bouads for dingy

publisumting—who risked, with every
rockless escapade, sullying the good name
of his school. They were as far ss the

podes asunder, But Verson-Smith had
strength of characler enough te go back
to. the straiglit path again, if Le chose.
Was the gume worth the candle?

The Bounder wos in a  deeply
thonglitfnl mocd as he walked back fo

Greyviiars.

The meecting with Marjorie  had
vhamged the curvent of hig thonehts, His
dingy gasuits scomed dingier. more
dograding. when he thousht of that
frest, frowk face und those clear eyes

In Lis sludy, from force of habit, he
teook owi o adgarette and shruck a maitch,
und thon, with an angry exclamation,
1 # to the Aoor and crushed it under

Skinner was in the study, and he
watched that proeeeding with amaze-
ment,

“Not goinge to Liave a fag?™ he asked.

“Ne!™ grovled the HBoumder,

“Well, pase me your case; I will!™

“Oh, rats!’

But the Bounder passed the case, and
Skinner smoked

“What about io-night, Smithy?” he
paked. ‘“Is it comivg off—ave we going
down to sce Cobb § Cs.t™

“Tm net.”

“I'Jun't;, fee] Gt after that scrap, I

51 s ¥
“Wo—and other reasona.”
“ Hazel's been mumbling to me about
it,” griomed Skinner. “He wants fo
come, The dear boy is tived of reform—
he's beem reformed soveral weeks now.
It _docsnt generally laet so lomg.”

Veruon-Smith grinned Fautly, Hazel's
alternate falling= from grace and earnest
reformations were a sort of joke,

“Make it another night, then,” said
Skinner.  Aad b finished hia cigarette
and loanged out of the study,

The Bounder moved restleesly about
the room. Te was feeling sore in body
and mind, and in po moed for work,

There was a tap at the door, and
Huzeldene looked in.

He gave the Bounder a half-defant
slance.

“What about that Iittle run to-night?”
he askod. y

“¥ve told you.”

“Are you going?’ asked Hazel, un-
heeding.

L Nn "

“Then it won't bother yon if I de,”
snocrod Hazel

“Hazel, old chap,” said {he Bounder,
with some cornestness, “don’t play the
piddr ox! If you get into the hands of
that gavy again you'll be aorry for 1t !"

“T suppose 1'm old cnough to take care
of myself!”

The Bounder did not utber the words
that roee fo his lips in reply to that.
Hazel took a cigarcite from the case on
the table and highted it. The Bounder
watuhed moodily,

is_was Marjorie’s brother, and the
Tae Macver Lipiany.— No, 489,
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ot exactly

girl was fond of him in spite of his

and  weaknesses—ar ps
because of them. Femimine affection i
often bestowed more where it is needed
than where it is dessrved.

For Hazel Smithy Telt litile but con-
tempt, but fer Marjorie's eske he would
have been o keep the weak,
viciousty-inclined lad from going the way
he waes gming himself. But rel, as
Skinner hod said, hed been reformed for
weeks now, amd had got over the fesr
indoeed by his last scrape, and was ready
to fall into amother.

The  Bounder knew that he could not
influence him—unless it was fior evil.
that direction, i he chose, his i
imuéc;l be lt.}]:m;imed i

“ Shut oot 1 are going te
a_mAmkr:!’f’ growlid Ehcygloundstgut inat.
" refeet might om pge ™

-pzc with a oo between his
ipw, turned to the doon to close #. Harry

arton camo alomg the passsge at the
same moraent,

T W

aight of azel, sog = the
Boumder's study reminded hmm of old

ascones, Hazel met hia etartled glance, |

and laughed Whartomn, with derkening
brows, possed slomg without & word.
THE NINTH CHAPTER
wy SAY, you fellows!™

I Harry Wharton and TFrank

Nugent came out of No. 1 Study

after prep, and ‘headed for
Wibley's guarters. A new play was
Bociety, and Wibley was to assign the
parts. illy Bunter was lying in wait
in the passage.

“1 eay, you fellows, an awful thing’s
happened ! said Banter, fixing a lugu-
his big glasses.

“What's the matter 7" asked Wharton,
pausing good-naturedty.

“You know I told you I was expecting
a postal-order this morning? Vefl, it

“* You fat duffer " exclaimed Wharton.
“Js that it?”

“That’s it,” said Bunter. “It hasn’f
come. I'm stomy!”

Wharton laughed in spite of himself.

“Stony !  repeated  Bunter, “Of

in war-
time. A chap mustn't grumble.
patriotic, you know. We're going fo
beat the Germans, even if I'm kept wait-
ing for my remittances. Considering
what the chaps are facing in the trenches,
is that I'm short of money, and I particu-
larly want a quid to-night ™

“Tuckshop’s closed,” said Nugent.

“T hope you don’t think I'd waste a

id on food in war-time, Nugent!” said

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows, 1 darc say you
could manage ten bob each, Tl let you
have it back first thing in the morning !"
fat junior rushed in pursuit, He caught
Wharton's sleeve with a fat hand,

“1 say, Harry, old chap, 1 simply must
have a quid tonight!” pleaded Bunter.
“T'1] settle up at rising-bell if you like!”

Hipped in the Eud ]
being got up by the Remove Dramatic
brions stare upon the two juniors through
hasn’t come!”
course, it’s only due to the dela
I'm
1 can stand it. But the awkward thing
the Owl of the Remove, with dignity.
The two Lemovites walked on, but the
“ What's the good of a quid to you if

you're going te hand it back to me at

seven o'clock in the morning #"” demanded
Wharton,

“Not the same quid, you know!”
smiled Bunter, “I expeet to have a
good many—perhaps five or six! Lots,
very likely!”

“And where on carth are you going to
get them from?" exclaimed Wharton, in
astonishment,

amather wink,
=1

| bimzelf away,

Bunter winked a fat wink.

“That’s telling,” he replied. “A cha
may be able to raese a lot of money, an
ke may mot, ¥e may be a brainy chap,
and jolly good ak nap and banker, and
he may not. I'm not going to say any-
thing. Bestdes, you're so jolly goody-

goody 1"

"Igy hat!” ejaenlsic mﬂ Nuglent. 4

“Bo yeu want & quid to play nap an
banker!” exclaimed ﬁ;rtcE. v ;

“That's telling ™ i unter, with
“¥ dom’t want to shock
yeu, dear boy. Just lend me the quid!”

“You fat duffer?! Buzz off, or I'll lend
your my boot!”

"‘Lﬁ, ra%lg, Wharltiuﬂ!” i Bunter
caught at Wharton’s jacket as he jerked
and made him a prisoner
.ﬁ"ﬂ' Look here, 'll tell you the
whols bizney if you like. I'm going to
spoil the Egyptians!"

“Which Egyptisss?” asked Whartan,
sturing at the fat jamior,

“'The seedy sporting gang at the Cross
Keys, you know,” said Bunter cautiously,
lewering his voee. “I'm going down
there to-might with Hazel and Smuthy I

“Hazel and Smithy!” excssmed

th:}rton. - i y
“ Just so. cop it dark, you koow!™

“You're going 4o break Goomds
ta-night to play map and bemker ! ex-
claimed Frank Nugent.

Another wink from Bunter.

“ Mot i pour li 27 he. gri L
;;I’m a bit eof a dog, yon know! He,
he!”

Nugent burst into a chuckle. The idea
of Bunter skinning the seedy sportamem
of the Cross Keys was comic. 1f Bunter
went to that delectable resort with &

und in his pocket, it was certain that
Eg would be twenty shillings poorer when
he came away.

“COmly I'm hung up for capital,” said
Bunter pathetically, “If you fellows
care to lend me fen bob each, I'll let you
have fifteen back to-morrow!”

Wharton took hold of Bunter's collar.

“I won't lend you a nd,” said
Harry; “but I'll give you a jolly good
shaking, you shady oyster!”

“Yarooch!”

Billy Bunter shook like a lump of jelly
in the powerful grasp of the captain of
the Remove,

“Yow-ow! Leggo! If you make my
glasses fall off——  Yoooop!”

DBunter sat suddenly on the floor as
Wharton veleased him. He szat and
roared.

“Now jump on him!"” grinned Nugent.

Lilly Bumter was up in a twinkli.ug_and
flecing nlong the passage. He bolted
into No. 7, and slanuned the door.

“Ia, i, ha!” yelled Nugent., “ Come
on, Harry! Wib’s waiting!"”

ST follow you,” said Harry,

And as IFrank Nugent went on to
Wibley’s room, Wharton tapped at the
door of the study of Herbert Vernon-
Smith,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Difficult Matter !
1 OME in!”
The Bounder was at home.
He had struggled through his
prep somehow, feeling anything
but fit, and was resting in the armchair,
Skinner was smoking a cigarette and talk-
ing gee-gees, the Bounder answering
hardly a word.
That talk with Marjorie Hazeldene had
had its effect upon Vernon-Smith. He
could still see in his mind’s eye the fresh,

swest, ﬁra.ve face of the iirl whose
opinion he valued more than that of any-
one else in the wide world. More and

more it was borne in upon his mind that
the game was not worth the candle, Ha
hardly heard Skinner's talk.
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He smiled a little as he looked up and
s=aw Wharton. He was in a mood to
mect the captain of the Remove in a
more friendly spirit, But Wharton's
brow was sombre; and as the Bounder
saw it his own face hardened again. [f
Wharton had come there to call him over
the coals, he would not find the Bounder
of Greyfriars in a repentant humour.

“1 hope I'm not interrupting you,”
said Harry, with an unconsciously scornful
note in his voice as he glanced at
Skinner's pink paper.

“You are, as a matter of fact,” said
Skinner coolly.

“You can fire away,” said the Bounder.
“There's a chair there”

Wharton did not sit down.

“Ouly a few words, Spmthy,” he said.
“I've just heard ome tattle from Bunter.
I hope it isn’t true, but I thought T'd
speak to you. What you do i3 no con-
cern of mine, of course, You can’t
suppose that 1'd start preaching to you.
But is it true that Marjorie’s brother is
joining you—that you're going to break
Loumls together to-night "’

“Listeners =houldn’t be believed, yon
know,"” said the Bounder coolly.

“Quite so. DBut Bunter must have
heard something.”

“Wonderful gift he has for hearin
things!"” said the Bounder. *““But i
vou're in search of information. why not
ask Hazel?”

“1'd rather not ask Hazel, Smithy,”
said Wharton, after an awkward paunsc.
“1 dare say you know why.”

“The flabby fool wonld think you were
looking after him, and would fiy out at
vou!" smiled the Bounder.

And Skinner chuckled.

“Will you tell me whether it's lrue,
Smithy " said Wharton quietly. “ ¥You
used not to be a bad-hearted chap.  You
know Marjorie’s had a lot of worry over
her brother playing the fool. He always
gets into serapes when he kicks cver the
traces, and he generally goes to her for
help.  Isn’t it a bit too bad to lead him
into that kind of rot again?”

“Mea culpa!” Vernon-S8mith said.
“Of eourse, 1t’'s T who am leading that
wealk-kneed fool into a scrape again.”

“TIe was smoking in your study this
evening,” said Harry. “1 must say it
looks ke it. If you can’t go straight,
and it seems that you cau't, you might
leave Hazel out of it. He can’t be much
of an amusing companion for you in that
kind of adventure—rather a drag than
anything else, T should think,”

“How well you know him !

“And suppose Hazel is guing in for
one of his little flutters again " sneered
Skinner; “I don't quite see how it con-
cerns you, Wharten. Has Miss Hazel-
dene asked you to look after him, and has
Hazel consented 77

Wharton paid no heed to the cad of
the Remove. His eyes remained fixed on
Verncn-8mith’s face,

“Will you answer me, Smithy?"

“Buppose I say it's true ! drawled the
Bounder. * What then?”

Wharton's brow darkened.

“1t is true, then?"” he asked.

“No. As it happens, it isn't. Buunfer's
got it wrong—as usual,” enid the Bounder
calmly, “Hazel's vearning to distinguish
himself as a pub-haunter, and I've been
giving him good, grandfatherly adviee.”

Wharton looked doubtfully at  the
Bounder. At one time he would lave
taken Vernon-Smith's word withdut hesi-
tation. Now, he did not quite kuow how
to take him.

“Are youn eatisfied??  asked  the
Bounder, with a sneer. “Not that it's
any bizney of yours 5o far as I can see.”

“1 take your word,” said Harry,

He left the study with that.

Skinner looked cuviously ab his study-
mate.
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“You said you'd given it up for this
evening, Smithy?” ie remarked.
“Bo I have.”

“Then Hazel isn’t going out with
you 77

“Haven't I said so?”

“Shush! Don't get ratty, dear boy!
We don't always talk as Georgie Wash-
ington talked to his pa,” said Skinner.
“1 faney Wharton means to keep an eye
open. He's taken that nincompeop
Hazel under his noble wing, Blessed
cheele, T call it! If you lead Hazel into

after all, He came here to bully you.”

“Oh, shut up!” growled the Bounder
savagely.

“You're nice and pleaeant this even-
ing,” yawned Skinner, and he sauntercd
out of the study.

The Bounder remained in dark and
angry thought, He knew that Skinner
was sceking to pour oil on fire—that he
wanted to widen the breach between him
| and his former friends, Yet Skinner's
| suggestion was not without its effect upon
" him.  Wharton had come there to dictate
to him—to tell him what he must do and
what he must not do. If he savent to the
dogs himself, he could go—if he cought
to take Marjorie’s brother with him on
that attractive route, Harry Wharton
would interfere, How would he inter-
fere? The Bounder's eyes glinted. If
Hazel had come in at that moment prob-
ably the Bounder would have agreed to
the cxpedition. Fortunately he did not
come.

Skinner sauntered along to Hazel's
study. Half an hour later, when Whar-
ton and Nugent came away from
Wibley's study, Hazeldene met them in
the passage, with a eullen brow.

“Hold on a minute, Wharton!” he
rapped out.

“Certainly,” said Harry, taking no
notice of Hazel's unpleasant tone.

“You've been talking about me in
Smithy's study.”

“That's so,”" said Harry, his brow
knitting, He guessed at once that the
amiable SBkinner had been at work,

“Can’t you mind your own business?"
asked Hazel. “ What does it matter to
you what I do? Supposze I come a crop-
Fu‘ ? Do you think I shall come to you
or help?”

“I think it's very likely,” Wharton re-
plied candidly. “You've done so before
when you've been playing the fool.”

“It's like you to remind me of it"”
said Hazel bitterly. “I sha'n't trouble
you again. I want you to let me alone.
And if you dow't——" He paused for
a moment, and then added between his
teeth: “I'm not a fellow to be ordered
about dnd fathered, I can tell you! If
you interfere with me you'll get stopped
—sharp!  You won’t find me funking
coming to the spinney like Smithy.”

“Is that all 7* asked Wharton quietly.

“That's all.”

“Quite enough !

Wharton went on to the stairs. Nugent
had not spoken, But fellows who knew
Wharton’s hasty temper would have won-
dered why he did not mop up the pas-
sage  with Peter Hazeldens.  Even
Nugent, who knew him better than the
other fellows, wondered a little.

“Better let him alone, Harry,” said
Frank,” as they went downstaire, “He's
ripe for trouble, and he won't e happy
ti'l he gets it. You don't waut Lo be
| driven 1nto a serap with  Marjorie's
brother.”

Wharton nodded without replying. It
looked as if there was nothing further
| he could do—except wait till Hazel kad
landed him=elf into some sore irouble,
and then help him out of it, aud listen
| to his wsual tale of repentance ! Wharton
Icou]d not help wondering whether the
Bounder was at the bottom of this,

¥

icked ways that fig : ff | th
wicked ways that fight may come o i
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night Out!
ERNON-SMITI! could not sleep.
The Remove dormitary was
dark and silent, Only the steady
breathing of the sleeping juniors
and the dull snore of Billy Bunter broke
the silence of the night.
But the Dounder was not'eleeping.
His own reckless cxoursion for that
night had been given up owing to the
seedy and depressed state he was in after
the epcounter with Bolsover major be-
He was thinking Ui’ ITazel

and of what D intended,
_He koew that e foolish, reckless
Junior had neney i his possession—1 lazel
bad shown i several pound notes. It
was a tip from a relotion—und Huzel had
told him there was more to come.
Huzel's roforms wove gonevally due more
to ward of money than to removse. Now
he had moner. Cerlain'y the scedy and
needy sportsmen at the (hoss Feys woulit
socn relieve hing of i, if that wos all.
But if a watchind moster o prefoct dis-
covered him “aut of bounds at uight it
would be serions enongh {or the scape-
grace. And the Bounder bitterly reflected
that it would be put down to him. Whar-
ton thought so already. Marvjorie would
think he had lied to her that day on the
towing-path. And Hazel was exactly the
fellow to run into trouble— he hud not the
nerve and cooluess to pliy the game the
Bounder played,

Vernon-Smith  tried o diciijes  the
matter from his nand, Was it his busi-
ness after all? Let the fool go -straight
into the arms of a profect, perhaps. TF
he wanted the sack, Lot him have it

And then Mavjorie's face came into
his mind, and he thought of the clear
eyes - [illed with tears—and his moad
changed. SBomchow, he was going to pre-
vent Hazel from making o foal of him-
self on that night at least, Probably in
a few dags the waywanrl fellow would
forget all nbout it—he was changeeable gs
the wind, Vernon-Smith vy awake, lis-
tening,

It was about half-past fen when he
heard a sound of stirving in the dormi-
tory. His lip cinled, e Lnew that it
was Hazel getting up. The Bounder sat
up in bed.

“Fs that you, MTazel 7" he whispered,

There was a sudden breath in the dark-
s N — b

es.  You atartled me, Swithy,”

“You're going 77 d .

“Yes, T am,”

“Hazel, old chap——1"

“Oh, ring off I mutlered Hazel.
get enough of that from Wharton.
walke all the follows,
come, tooi”

The Bounder langhed soltly.

“I'm coming if yon do, B i

“Good man!” There was veal satis-
faction in Hareldeue's whispering voice.
“Good man, Bmithy!  FPve spoken to
Hawlke, and told hini T was coming ; but
I'd rather not go alone. Puick np!”

The Bounder slipped out of bed and
dresspd.

There was u sureaatic grit un his face,
which Hazel conld not zee in the durk-
Less.

llI
Dan't
Why don’t you

They tiptoad silenily ocut of the
dormitory.
A faint glinoner of light came from

the hottom of the big staire
upper passages wero as dark as piteh.

In five winutes they were on the
ground, by way of the leads under the
Tower box-reom window,

It was o dark night, Dot olese aind
calm,  Hazel deew in oo doen bhreath of
the fresh air.

ot e, Boidiyt”

86N ted! inchned to go on® -
mured the Bouider.
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“Yes, of course. We haven't got out
for nothing, 1 supposa?”

“0Oh, comé on, then!™

They scuttled across the quadrangle.
Vernon-3mith suddenly caught his com-
panion's arm and drew him to a halt.

“Did you hear something?’ he whis-
pered.

“Qnly the wind.”

“Hush!™

Hazeldene stood in the shadow of a
tree, hiz heart-thumping. He did not
possess the Bounder’s iron nerve.  The
bare thought of being canght out of
bounds at that hour was enough to throw
him into a flutter.

Vemon-Smith's grasp tightened on his
arm again.

“Come!" he whispered.

“T—J can’t hear anything——"

“Don't talk—we've got to dodge,”
whispered the Bounder. “Do you want
to be run in by a dashed prefect?”

Hazel panted.

“Ihd vou hear?” He could see nothing
in the darkness, but it seemed that the
Bounder had taken the alarm.

Hazel yielded to his guidance without
question. Still keeping hold of his com-
panion’s arm, the Bounder led the way
rapidly, Hazel hardly knew whither.

They stopped at last outside the wood-
shed, bahimr the school buildings. Hazel
panted for breath.

“Was it Quelchy, Bmithy?" he
breathed.

“Quiet! Get inside!" )

Vernon-Smith had opened the shed
door. Hazel stumbled in. The wood-

shed was as safe a refuge as they could
have found, in which to lie low till the
coast was clear.

Hazel stumbled in, against the faggots.
The door closed, and he was in ptchy
darkuess. He heard a key tumn.

“Where ave you, Smithy?" he mmut-
tered, groping for his companion.

era was no reply.

“ Smithy 1™

Still no answer.

With a vague sense of alarm, Hazel
groped anxiously round for his comrade.
But his hands met only empty spacc or
piles of faggots

A sudden savege suspicion flashed
into his mind. He groped to the door,
and tried it. It was fast!

He understood then.

Vernon-8mith was not in the shed with
him, It was on the outside that the
door had been locked, and the Bounder
was still outside,  Vernon-Smith had
locked him in!

All Hazel's fear changed to rage, with
the passionate suddenness of a weak
nature, He beat furiously on the door
with his fiata.

“8mithy! Vernon-Smith, you cad!
What have you played this trick for?
Lot me out—do you hear '—let me out !”

His voice rose almost to an hysterical
shriek.

¢Keap cool!” came a quiet voice
through the keyhole. * Do you want to
wake tho school, youn sﬂl;r ass?”

“What are you doing?”

“Sentry-go!” was the cool reply.

“What dé you mean? What have you
locked me in for?”

“To keep you out of mischief,” said
Vernon-Smith  quietly  and  grimly.
“You're going to stay there till mid-
night, Hazel.  Better than a jaunt to
the Cross Keys, if yon only knew it.”

“Yon rotter! Yon meddling hound!”
shouted Hazel, beside himself with rage.
L n ft:}ge door, or I'll hammer it down
with & faggot!”

4 %?0 ahead !r"h

“1 mean it, Smithy !
choked. 4

“You can malke a row if you like, and
bring a master out,” said Vernon-Smith
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T—JT—" Iazel

coolly. *“I shall clear off when I hear
himt coming, and he'll find you here.
You can explain to him what you left
the dormitory for.”

“You hound! You—you—" Hazel

was shrieking now.
“By gad!  You've done it!" said
Vernon-Smith, through the keyhole.

“Give my kind regards to Quelchy when
lie comes, Hazel, i:I"ln off I

“Smithy, don't go! Is it—is it really
Queleh? Let me out!”

“MNo, it isn't!” the Bounder chuckled.
“But it will be, if you go on making a
row. I'lFstay here if you keep quiet.”

“Let me out!”

“Rats! ['m going to let you out at
midnight,” ssid the Bounder coolly.
“Any more shouting, and I'm off.”

Hazel did not shout again, He was in
the Bounder’s hands; but remaining a
prisoner in the wood-shed was better
than falling into the hands of an angry
Form-master.

His voice was pleading when he spoke
again through the keyhole,

“Bmithy, don’t be a cad!
out.”
“Can’y be did.”

Let me

“0Oh, you rotter! You cad! Yon
camie with me on purpose to play this
rotten trick on mel” groaned Hazel.

“Quite so.”

“What business is it of yowrs, you
hound? Can’t I do as I like without you
interfering ! Hazel hissed passionately.

“Nat in this instance.”

“I'll sinash vou when I get out!”

“You're welcome to try.”

“Oh, you cad!” Hazel ground his
teeth. “T'll pay you out for this some-
how, Vernon-Smuth. What are you
meddling with me for?”

“Not because you're wopth it,” said
the Bounder icily, “You're not. It's
my humour.”

“Whait till I get a chance to make you
smart for it!” said Hazel, with bitter
hatred in his voice, “I'll make you
suffer for it, Smithy!”

“T'm not nervous, dear boy.”

Hazel whispered again through the
keyhole, alternating pleas with threats,
but no further reply came. The Bounder
was pacing to um?ft‘o outside, and he did
not trouble to answer.

The trapped junior gave it up at last.

He groped his way to a pile of faggots,
and sat down to wait, His excursion
for that night was nipped in the bud.
The merry circle at the Cross Keys
would expect him in vain. They were
not likely to miss his company; but un-
doubtedly they would miss his currency
notes. But Hazel did not look at it like
that. He was going to the back parlour
of the Cross Keys to win money from
Cobb & Co.—so he thought. At all
events, he was going to have the feverish
excitement of gambling, for which his
weuk nature yearned. ind that glorious
prospect had been completely knocked
on the head by the Bounder's crafty
davice,

Hazel ground his teeth at the thought.
He was being treated like a wayward
child, He was far from realising that
he had been acting like a wayward child,
and asking for such treatment.

As the slow minutes passed his fury
grew morp intense. His whole longing
now was for revenge upon the fellow
who had baulked him.

What did it matter to Vernon-BSmith
what he did? It wes pure check on
Smithy’s part to interfere, This was
worse than anything Wharton had ever
thought of, with all his propensity to
meddle, as Hazel regarded it.  As the
time passed wearily, scheme after
schieme of vengeance upon the Bounder
flitted through his feverish brain.

But what revenge was there for him?
The Bounder could have kuocked him

out with one hand! A fight was out of
the question. What else was there?
How could he make Vernon-Smith
suffer for the disappointment he had
inflicted upon him?

The wretched junior was almost ex-
hausted with the rage that ran riot in his
breast, when the key turncd at last in
the lock.

The door opened.

“Time!" gaid the Bounder’s mocking
voice,

Hazel stumbled out of the shed, white
and shaking. He struck ouf, without a
word, at the dim face of the Bounder.
His wrist was caught in an iron grip—a
grip eo hard that he gave a ery of pain.

“*None of that!"” said Vernon-Smith's
quict voice. “ Do you want me to thrash
you where you stand, you fool?”

“Let me go!” choked Hazel,

The Bounder released him, and
vanished into the darkness. llazeldene
stood irresolute.

At that hour, even the late roystercras
of the Cross Keys were in bed.  There
was nothing for it but to return to the
dormitory.

He was only a minnte or twe behind
the Bounder as he climbed in at thé box-
room window, A dim form was thore,

Vernon-8mith closed the window after
him, and fastened the catch. Hazel was
too disturbed to remember that.  His

eyes glittered in the dark as he looked
at the Bounder.

“You've done me, 8mithy!" ho said,
in a low, trembling voice. *“*Bunt I'll
make you suffer for it—and I know a
way !

“Pile in!" said the Bounder coolly.

Hazel did not answer. He led the way

to the Remove dormitory, and the
Bounder followed him.  Vernon-Smith
closed the door after they were in.  As

he did so there came the sound of some-
one stumbling against a bed, and a
startled voice :

“ What's that?”

It was Harry Wharton's voice,

THE TWELFTH CHAP1ER.
The Last Straw !
A}E{E{Y WHARTON sprang up in
ed.
In the dim dermitory somcone
had stumbled against the bed,
and half fallen on him, cffectually rous-
ing him from slumber.

The captain of the Remove
about him in the gloom.

“Who's that?” he exclaimed.

“Quiet " came Hazel's voice, guite
cool now. “Don’t make a row, Whar
ton 1"

“You, Hazel?"”

“xactly, Tt'a all serene. Smithy"
went on Hazel,

“You've been out, azel?" asked
Wharton.  *“*With Verion Smith 2"

“Yes; I have”

Hurry Whartou groped for 1he jacket
on the chair beside his bed, He drew
aut a matehbox amd struck a mateh,

The fickering light glimmered on
Hazeldene and the Bounder, both fully
dressed.  Tvidently ther had just come
into tlie dormitory together, ai half-past
twelve !

Harry Wharton’s face wag hard and
savage.

He had reccived exactly the improszion
that IHazel meant hinm to receive—that
the two juniors had broken bounds to-
gether far the purpose of pub-haunting -
that the Bounder, in spite of his denial,
had gone t6 his old haunts and taken
Hazcldene with him. It was not likely
that Wharton shoulldl guess that Hazel
had deliberately awakened him.

The captain of the Remove stepped oul

gtarcd
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wof bed, found
= at a match.

Vernon-8mith had sat down on his
Sed, and was taking off his boots. ven
“.= cool, clear Bounder did niot guess, for
“%e moment, the plan of vengeance that
Sad come into Hazel's bitter mind.

The sound of voices and the light had
swakened several of the Hemove. Bob
Cherry sat up and yawned.

a candle-end, and lighted

“Hallo, hallo, halio!’! What's the
merry game!” asked Bob., “Net
Zepps?”

“What is the esteemed gamefulness?”
sguired Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh
sleepily. “What is the whyfulness, my
sstecmed Wharion 17

“Hazel and Smithy have just come

=" said Harry.

“ Beastly blackguards !" growled
Johnny Bull,

“And Vernon-Smlth is pgoipg te

amswer for it!” said Harry Wharton, be-
tween his teeth,  “Where have you been,
Hazel 77

“ What's:
Hazel.

Wharton etepped towards him,

“It's this much—that T'm captain of
the Remove, and T ;)ut my foot down
on this kind of thing,” he said, “*'Theze
are other reasoms, too. You'll tell me
=where you've been, or——"

“Or whu't 7 snecred IHazel.

“Or I'll give you such a licking that
sou won't get over it in a horey [ =said
Wharton savagely,

Hazel Iookeﬁ at him curiously. Only
that evening he had insulted the eaptain
of the Remove, and the fact that he was
Marjorie’s brother had saved him from

that to you?" snapped

sesentment. Apparently that charm had
eeased to work., Wharton's temper had
the upper hand now.

But 1t was no part, of Hazel's revenge-
ful scheme to refase information. He
enly wanted it to appear that he gave it
enwillingly.

“T'm a bit too seedy to scrap with you
=ow, Wharton,” he drawled. “If you're
?cially curious, Fve been to the Cross

eys with Smithy. Why shouldn’t I go
with him, if he wanted me to?”

“Liar!” said the Bounder quietly.

“Don’t be an ass, Smithy! 1t's no
bosiness of Wharton’s. Why ehould you
be afraid to own up?”

* And what have you been doing at the
Cross Keys?” asked Harry, his voice
eminously quiet.

“What do you think ?” vawned Hazel.
“Quite a gijdy time! Cigarettes, yon
know, and a drink or two. And I've won
some tin at nap. I'm going again!”

“That’s enough!” =said Wharton,

“ Inquisition finished 2" grinned
flazel. *“Then T'll go to bed. Going to
question Smithy about his sins?"

And Hazel proceeded to undress,

Harry Wharton came towards
Dounder, his face hard and set.
Smith eyed him coolly.
wag coming.

“You to%'d me this evening that yon
weren't taking Hazel ont, Vernon-
Smith,” said Wharton. ““You said you
weren't leading that weak -minded fool
into trouble again!"”

“Thanks!"” sncered Hazel.

“And you were lying to me,” said
Harry, his eyes on the Bounder’s mock-
ing lace.

The Bounder wondered for a moment
whether Wharton would believe him if
he told what that night cxcarsion had
been for. It was doubtful. But whether
it was s0 or not, the Bounder did not
intend to explain now. His pride was
ip in arms, and he would not say & word
that looked like excuse.

“Hazel's friends have heen trying to
Seep him straight,” went on Wharton.
“It’'s a thankless job, and the vicious
fool wants a licking badly 1"

the
Vernon-

He knew what
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“ Hear, hoar !™ came from Bab Cherry.
I “J¢’s  rotten enough without a
thorough-paced cad trying to lead him
into making a bigger fool of himself than
he would otherwise !” said Wharton, his
voice trembling with anger now.
“ Hazel's a rascally fool; but you're a
rotten blackguard, Vernon-Smith! I'm
done with Hazel now; but you've got to
answer for what you've done. Put-up
your hands!”

The Bounder hushed—a low laugh
that was full of sardonic meckery.

He understood Ilazel's scheme of
revenge now-—he even admired, in a way,
the cunning of it. But he re:
usclessness  of denzing  the
Hazel's secnnng confession,

Neither was he inelined to jastify him-
self. It seemed inevitable that when-
ever he plaved the game straight mis-
undersianding and condemnation were to
be his lot. e was in a mood of black
bitterness and self-devision, and af tha
moment the Boundeor was his very worss
self again.

He rose guietly from the bedside, and
threw his jacket on the bed. The light
ke had averded at the visk of being called
a funk was coming off after sll. The
Remove were all awake now, even lo
Biliy Bunter, and they were ull locking
on breathlessly m the candde-light.

“You want to fieht me—at this hour 77
Jdrowled the Boander,

“1'm going to!”

'T'he Bounden glanced st his lute com-
panion.  Hazel was sitting in bed,
watching, his eyes gloaming vindictively,

“1 congratulate von, Hazel ! said the
Bounder, with a smale. “There's wnore
iit you than ¥ thought. Yeu've surprised
| me, by “gﬂ! Conpratwlotices! I'm
| ready, ton, demr bay! It's a
slorious chance for you o reap glory, as
I'm ont of eonditiem. Conwe on!”

Wharton hesitated. To his angor— jmst
anger, as he firmly helieved—he had for
frotten the Banurnder’s grim encounter
with Bolsaver major that afterncon,

“T—1I forgot ! he said. * Leave 16 il
to-morrow—or the next day—it will
keep !”

“Not at all! Come on, 1 1ell yont”

* But—0-"

a

“Do yon want fhe coward’s hiow?
sneered the Bounder,

That was the last word.  The next
mament the twa juniovs were Lgliting.

There wore ne rounds in that fight.
There was little notse, The Remocites,
sitting up in bed, watched in silenee, in
the flickering candle-light, ITardly a
word was spoken, anly the shufting of
feet, the panting cof breath, lLroke the
quiet.

It ended at last. The Bounder was on
the floor—knocked st more completely
than he had ever been in his life hefare,

down upon it. He, too, wes very near
the end of his etrength,

The Bounder, dazed sl rxhausted,
liy motionkss. Skinmer etepped out, and
helped him to bed.

Harry Wharton turned in.
blew out the candle.

The Remove dormitory was phmged
into darkoess again, and scon  into
slumber, when the buzz of voices died
awny. But the Hounder did not slecp.
ITazel had bad his revenge—for what it
was worth. Tt was a more terrible one

Skinner

than the weak, vindictive junior
‘dreamed. For that last wreng had been
the finishing -touch te the Beunder's

wavering resolution. It had broken the
last tie that held him to the right path.

(Don't miss “THE BOUNDER’S
WAY ! —next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

‘Wharton staggered to his hed, and sanl

Fand
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‘The Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Monday :
“THE BOUNDER’S WAY!”
By Frank Richards,

Vernon-Smith in the limelight dgain!  But
I don't thinrk yow are at all lkely to got
tired of bim. He showe st his worst and at
Iis best in this strong amd stirving yarn—the
old-time Bounder, with that something added
which makes so much ditterence.  He has
steered chear of fighting Wharten as Tong s
he could; hut st lengih  Hazeldene  lLas
hrought aheul a Gebt between them, as is
told u “The Last Straw.”  Hub even yet,
for  Magjorie's eake, Vernon-Smith, in  his
own seamdingly cynical way, stands by Hazel
and, thoust all bonds befween him and
Whirrton scemn to bayve suapped, yet, afler all,
he cannob guile Torget the puaat!

ettty

A CADET CORPS.

Many hoya don't take very kindly to disei-
pline.  They vegard # as meaning the being
ordered about, and they think that there is
enough af thet at sehool, or the offiec, or the
works.

Wel, it doea mean being ordered about, of
course—no use denying that.  Bot it means
it in a different way.

Wi minds taking ordera when he is one
af a score or A himdred good fellows, all
taking orders like him?

That's what snch diseipline as €adet Corps
and the Doy Heouts allord—digciplive plus
caprit de eorps,

A keen reador asks me to make an appeul
on hehalf ef the Qneen®s Cadets (Southwark
Conrpanies), and I comply with pleasure, |
Bave the firmest belief in this esprit de corps,
Yon get it in a echool of the right sort.  Its
golden theead rune throvgh all the stories of
Greyfeiars and of S5t. Jim's,  You get it in
a regiment, wold for how much it enunts there
tmost of yon have some igen, You get it in
the many county assoefitions which flourizh
in Loadon and other big towns,

Shoulder to shoulder! That's
Tt helpa you in lots of ways.,  Perhaps yon
don't think enongh of yourself for zeli-respcet
alone to keep yom from doing the things yon
shouldn't do. It mray geem to you that von
are not important enough for it to matfe
whethar you «o €hem or not.

Rut you can't let ¢ regiment, or the
selioal, or the carps, or tha troop down! The
stremgth of the other fellowa, your comrades,
helps yours. '

And yon ean't ke lomely if yom have all
those peod comrades.  Among them are sure
to be some with tastes like your own—feflowa
¥you eai chum with.

The Queeu's Cadets, judging by the hand-
bilts sent tn me, offers lots of inducements
ta lads in the B, districts.  Khaki wniform,
with ennipment and use of rifle, free, Baster
BUmMWEr eamps, company club, with
billiard-table, gypmpasium, miniature  rifle
range, hoxing, and o on.  Untrance-fee, only
23, 6., payahle by instilments. 1t is not a
chance ta he Yet slip, I think,

You can apply any evening affer cight

its motto.

‘o'clock ot Queen’s House, 31, Union Strect,

Jouthwark, 8.E. And if you don’t live in
that district, there are other enrps, and if you

[ desire to foin one I will do what T can to give

you any information possible on receipt of a
letter.

THE FUTURE.
“In a Land of Peril,” thongk it will not
end for seme weeks yet, ja drawing to ite
vloge, T shall be glad to hear from any of

' yoir who have ldeas as to the hest thing to

follow 1t. Mind, there are hound ta he
divided] opinions, and 1 don't guarantee that
agking i3 hoving, You understand that!

TR
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respectful birthday greetings to their Form-
But Bulstrode, Skinner, and Stott
protest against
It was Mr. Quelch
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4 No. 25.—Mr. QUELCH.
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§ the master in charge of the Remove, | the master who fails to insist upon that is

the__Form most, prominent in the| hopeless. But it is pomposity, not self-| master.

stories of Greyfriars, Mr. Quelch is| respect, which punishes for an unintended | turncd it inte a  cheeky

naturally the master of whom we| affront. having 5o many lines!
hear most. The Head, Dr. Locke, and Mr. When Tom Brown, on his first day at Grey- | who brought in the young detective, Dalton
Prout, who has the Fifth in charge, Terr| friara, kicks a football straight into M.

Gans, the German mastfr, Monsietir  Char-
pentier. the French master, Mr. Capper, of
the Fourth, and others come upon tle scene
at times—some of tnem frequently, but none
80 frequently as Mr. Quelch,

That gentleman is emphatically the right
aort,’  Not the ideal master, perhaps; for
that one would want a man with Mr. Quelch's
strong sense of justice, and his very real,
though often hidden, sympathy, combined
with such athletic distinction as only a
younger man than the Remove-master could
be expected to posseds. It is not on record
ihat Mr. Queleh ever was much of an athlete.
But he ia most unmistakably o gentleman,
and a man pf strong character.

Justice Is the first quality that a decent
fellow asks from a master. It is not, how-
over, o quallty that the wrong ‘un pgreatly
cares for. Mercy would suit him better;
but’ there are times when mercy is rank in-
justice. One of the finest tributes ever paid
by boy to master was that of an Efonian
econeerning D, Temple,  “Temple,” said le,
“ia a beast, but a Just beast,”  Which, being
rightly interpreted, meant that Dr. Templs
was nobt a beast wat all, but that he was
severe when he saw need to be.

Mr. Quelch is not a beast, most certainly,
though Skinner and others may persuade
themeelves that he is!

His justice ls tempered with mercy. No
boy could have done much more to make a
master hate him than Vernon-Smith did when
he éame into conflict with Mr. Quelch during
his early days at Greyfriars. Yet the
Bounder was never treated otherwise than
justly by his Form-master, and in the long
run hie owed a good deal to Mr. Quelch's
mbility to forgive—if net to forget. . That
Mr. Quelch has not forgotten lias been made
evident lately, and in, dropping so heavily
upen Verpon-S8mith, after the one-time black

eep had so long left his old ways behind
him apd gone straight, the master may seem
to some readers unfair.  But he is not. If
the Bounder’s. past tranegressions rise up in
witness against him, it i3 not Mr. Queleh's
fault tha! it should be, in & sense, false
witnesa.

No more than any ether keen-sighted man
with a gpod knowledge of human nature is
Mr. Queleh infallible.  Such knowledge, such
kedn slght, Witl not save anyone from
geeasional miztakes.  Reluetantly, but con-
vinced by evidence that seemed to him, as
to others, impossible to get over, Mr. Quelch
has had before now to give up for a time his
faith in fellows who have done far more to
egrn complete faith than Vernon-Smith has!

he loyal support iven to their master by
the best fellows in the Remove is the surest
proof possible of his justice. * There is not
one among them who has not felt the hand
of Mr. Quelch héavy upon-him; but there is
not ene who «does not recognise that punish-
ment deglt oot by their Form-master is dealt
out from motives of duty. Note bow for-
giving Mr. Queleh can be to a junior who
has affrosted him personally, but has done so
witheuat intention of impertinence, Again
and again Alonze has been let off, because
it-was certain that he did not mean to offend.
That ia the difference between self-respect
and pomposity.  The pompous man—Mr.
Prout, though iie has many good qualities, is
one such—finds anything which makes him
fook absurd, anything oh hurts him bodily
or In his feelings, aslmost impossible to for-
give uotil it has been’ cxpiated by punish-
ment.

But Mr. Queleh iz penerally copable of
wtting belhind Lim the matter of how he
aels, and dealing with . the offence on its
ferits, If cheek is infended, the offender

ata it hot, and deserves what 51& gris!  For

r. Queich insists upon proper reerect, and

Quelch's face, he gets off with a mere verbal
rebuke.  When Alonzo sweeps the chimney
in Mr. Quelch's study—with the usual ter-
rible results of Alonzo's attempts to be
obliging—the master does not at once drop
on to the poor, willing Lonzy, but feels sure
that he has becn taken in.  He knows that
Alonzo is ubsolutely truthful, even when his
statements appear wildest. He can make
allowaneces for Wun Lung's Oriental nature,
and for Bunter's stupidity, though he |is
foreed to drop on to Bunter hard and often.
He is merciful to that young scamp Dicky
Nugent. Mauly worfiea him, but I{w sees
that Mauly, slucker though he may be, is a
gaod fellow.,

And be is keen. Many a time have those

ﬂmlet—like eyes of his dropped on to tricks!
e can see through Bob Cherry's mischief,
and through Skinner's spite, and distinguish

one from the other. Now and then he is
taken in—as in the matter of the black foot-
ballers—but not often. It is he who dis-
covered that Bunter, with his ventriloquism
—which, by the way, has given Mr. Queleh
more than a little trouble—was responsible
for M. Charpentier's thinking himsell insulted
by Skinner and Snoop, though that Skinner
and Snoop should have been guilly was likely
enoungh.

It was he who convicted Bunter of trying
to make an April fool of the Head, and Bob
Cherry of dealing likewise with Mr. Prout.
He saw through the round robin, too, the
card which so many fellows signed at Alonzo's
request, believing that it was to convey

Hawke, to clear up the accusation made—
quite honestly—by Coker against Harry
Wharton & Co.

Mr. Quelch could not belicve them thieves,
any sore than he could belleve Bulstrods
guilty of tho theft Ponsonby; of Higheliffe,
tried to fasten upon him. He has faith in
the Famous Five, and in Mark Linley and
Tom Brown, and fellows of their type—not
ns believing them perfeet, but because he
knows them incapalle of mean tricks. And
they have more than onte backed him up for
all they were worth when a section of the
Form was trying to make things too hot for
him. .

Twice at least Mr. Quelch has tendered his
resignation. He did so when it became
apparent that the Bounder was to be treated
with unfair leniency by the Head. But he
withdrew it when he learned the reason.
Dr, Locke is one of his oldest friends, and
Mr. Quelch is the kind of man who stands by
his friends. He resigned when the tyrant
Lothrop was temporarily in charge of Grey-
riars, for he would not stand by and witness
injustice. But he came back when Dr. Locke
returned, and the tyrant had to go.

That Mr. Queleh has plenty of pluck has
heen shown so ofter that there is no excuse
for any douht of that, He is not a Aghting-
man; but he can shoot out a straight left, or
use an umbrella as a weapon at a pinch. And
Peter Todd and Harfy Wharton can be called
upon as evidence that “Quelchy " is not to
be terrorised by footpads in a dark lanc!

Two of the most unpleasant incidents of
Mr. Quelch's career were in connection with
the fair sex. It was Alonzo—spoofed by
others, of course—who tried to bring together
two loving hearts—those of Mr. Quelch and

Miss Primrose, of CUll House. But Mr
Quelch’'s was not a loving heart. He is &
confirmed bachelor, one takes it. And it

was simply terrible for him when the Head
came upon the scene and found Miss Prim-
rose fainting in his arms! Skinner was the
mizereant who inserted a matrimonial adver-
tisement in a local paper in Mr. Queleh's
name, and brought to Greyfriars any number
of would-be Mrs, Quelches—a low trick,
though funny enough in ite results

No; marriage is not for Mr, Queleh, Where
would that monumental work, "“The History
of Greyfriars,” upon which all his sparce time
is_spent, be if he had domestic responsi-
bilities?

There iz much more that might be told—
the episode of Ulick Ferrers, Mr. Quelch’s
double and cousin, who took his place for a
while, and imprisoned him in the erypt—the
story of the disrepntable Mr. Punter, who
tried to blackmail him, and was bribed to
fresh activity by  the Bounder when he
seemed to be giving up the attempt—the lost
letter which 8kinner found, and the malicious
trick by Skinner which set the Bounder hunt-
ing mares'-nests. But much must inevitably
be left untold in so brief a sketch as this.

NOTICE.

In future we shall only print the actual number of copies
of the MAGNET ordered through Newsagents.
you order your copy in advance, disappointment is certain.
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the MAGNET LIBRARY,
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IN A LAND OF PERIL!

By BEVERLEY KENT,

Author of ** OHicer and Trooper,” 'Cornstalk Bob,” “A Son ol the Sea,” etc., etc.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Bob  Musters and Ted ('Briem, an Irizh
boy, escape from the clutehes of Faik, a
raseally adventurer who is in pursnit of a
secret treasure in the African wilds, Faik
is. working in collugion with Jasper Orme,
Bob's cousin, at Cape Town. The two lads
are’ captured by the natives of the Inrobi
tribe, who also surround Faik's party. Faik
has done the chief of the tribe a bad turn
in the old days, and tries to place the guilt
on Bob; but, thanks to a Scotchman named
MucGregor, and a friendly native—Mendi—he
fzils in his plot. Bob is acclaimed chief on
the death of Kazna, the former leader. The
comrades save Faik from the vengeance of
the tribe, then push on after the treasure,
but are waylaid hg Mopo and a strong force.
Mopo, who is Bob's deadly rival, is beaten
off, with his braves, and Galza, a messenger
from the Inrobi, comes to their camp.

He brings tidings of Mopo, who is in pur-
=uit. The companions elude Mopo by
diving into the lake, and they find a won-
derful underground country, inbabited by a
Il',rilme of weird people unlike the human race.
These strangers they overcome, secure the
gold, aud then, after amazing adventures,
find themselves back in the world they had
quitted, Mopo and Faik, with a stromg party,
are on their tracks,

(Now read on.)

Days of Doubt,

Stepping to .one side, Faik struck at
Ted, and caught him on the shoulder. Swing-
ing round, he aimed a blow at Bob, which
the latter dodged. But now the black boyvs
;vcr'c on  their feet and rushing into the
ray.

They swept Bob off his legs. Ted had
piteched forward and had fallen, but at once
had got on his feet. Nor had MacGregor
stood still. From a diztance he dared not
fire at the villaii for fear of injuring .one of
the lads, so he had started to run in. Ted
canght Faik's rifle, but the scoundrel
wrenched it free. He stepped back, and
struck at the lad again as he came pluekily
for him, Ted ducked, and just saved
himself.

And now MacGregor was close up. Faik
saw him, and a savage gleanm came into his
eyes. The old Scot was short of breath
after the sharp run. He was trembling a
hit, and not fit for a fight, and only now
conld he use the rifle. Ile raised it to his
shoulder, but Faik was too quick, Rushing
#t him, the scoundrel dealt him o territic
hlow, and he went down.

But Falk had left an opening for Ted. The
lad sprang at him, caught him by the back
n;ﬂ the coat, tripped him up, and seized the
rifle.

Bob fougbt desperately. He had knocked
over two of the black boys, and was sur-
rounded by the others, when Ted fired at
Faik. The shot rang out with a sharp
report, and the black hoys stopped, terror-
stricken. Bob knocked down another, and
rushed to pick up the rifle MacGregor had
dropped.

The black boys, with howls of fear, scat-
tered in all directions. Ted had not hit
Faik, but he was keeping him covered.

“Hands -up,” he shouted, “or you are a
dead man !

*¥Yes, hands up, you cur!" Bob cried. “ We
won't spare you if you delay!” -
Faik raised his long arms high above Jus
liead. Hiz fishy eyes were starting ouf of
hia head.

“Mercy ! he gasped.

“Go and sit on that boulder again!>® Boh
commanded. “Ted, stand a yard in front of
him, and keep a bead on him, whilst I look
after Mr. MacGregor.”

Faik slouched to the houlder, and sank
down on it. He shivered as Téd pointed the
rifle within a foot of his chest.

“Take your finger from the trigger!" he
gagped. "It might go ofi!”

“No fear!” Ted replied. “You must take
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your chance of that. And you don't deserve
to live, anyhow.”

Meantime, Bob was bending over the old
Seotchman, There was an ugly gash on his
head, his cyes were closed, and his skKin
was the colour of marble. Very worn he
looked, and a great peace was on his faece.

Bol's heart seemed to shrink, He feared
their great friend and commander was
dead.

He felt for the old Seot's heart. To his
joy, he found it was beating, though very
weakly and fitfully.

“He's still alive, but that cur has almost
finished him!” Bob called to Ted. *I1 must
get some water, IT he dies, we will demand
the penalty!» i

Faik's lean neck twitched convulsively as
he heard this last statement.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt him.
It was he who attacked me,” he groaned.
“You wouldn't take my life. I can make
amends for anything 1 have done!”

“Liar and thief!”™ Ted retorted hotly.
“This isn’t the first time yout tried to wipe
him out! And you would serve us the same
way even now it you got the chance! Ay, if
he is dead—"

“Keep calm!

excited!” Faik wailed.
promise I won't  stir!
mise—-"
“You'd promise anything, you old liar!"
Ted scoffed.  “Do you drop talking, and
then perhaps I won't get so worked up. It
will be your own fault if you get thé~dose
of lead you deserve!”

Bob had run to a small stream, and had
fetched some water. He sprinkled Mac-
Gregor's face, and saw that eonsciousness was
slowly returning.  The old man opeped his
eyes after a while, regognised Bob, and
smiled.

“I'm ne' done for yet,” he murmured.
“What has happened? Where iz Ted?”

Bob told him the resulé of the fray.

“Keep Faik a prisoner,” MacGregor mur-
mured again, “1t's no' safe to let him
gang!”

He closed his eves, and Bob saw he had
fallen asleep. The lad crossed over to Ted.

“We must bind thiz cur, and take him
wlong with us," he cxplained. “ Some of the
black hoys are coming hack. I'Il try and
make friends with them. We'll want them to
help carry the treasure!”

Three of the natives had returned to within
fifty yards, and were standing together. Boh
waved his hat to them cheerily, and walked
towards them. They seemed inclined to
bolt, but the lad's friendly manner héld them.
When some yards from them he spoke.

"(th, warriors of the great Inrobi tribe,
led astray by Mopo, we seek no gquarrel with
you,” he began. “For now are you without
4 friend,. and far from home. And how do
you hope to return, and what greeting will
he yours, if you go alone? 1Is it not the axe
vou will meet? But if from this on you are
loyal, then I will obtain pardon for you, and
you will have your krauals and your oxen once
again. Have I spoken well?"

Their faces lit up with hope.

“0h, master, we grieve that we have been
fed astray!”™ one replied. “Thine are words
of wisdom, and assuredly we will hearken
and obey!”

“Then come with me now. and all shall be
forgotten,” Bob said. " And ‘the days of thy
misery shall be at an end!”

They followed him, muttering their thanks,
and looked on as he bound Faik's wrists
securely behind his back.  Then he and Ted
had a eonsultation.

“We'll have to stop lere to-day, and per-
haps to-morrow,” he began. “Mactiregor
won't be fit for a journey for a good while.
He's got it badly, I fear.  Aud my idea is to

Mind the gun! Don't get
“Put it down! 1
1 promise—1 pro-

sget these fellows to make a stretcher,”

“That's the only way to do it,” Ted agreed.
“But Mopo and that rascal Orme—"

He stopped, and his face grew long.

“1 see that danger, but we must risk it,"
Bob replied. “It means a loss of two days
or g0, and that may be scrious, On the
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other hand, Mopo may keep on drawing Orme
further away for longer than that!”

“And Falk?”

“I'm taking him as far as the Tnrobi tribe.
It we get there we'll he quite safe. They
would fight for us to the death!”

“And Mendi?”

“Mendi must be told to come along some-
how, but for the present we can't send &
message.  Our trouble isn't over even now
that we have the gold again; but that's a
great thing dome, isn't it? If it wasn't for
that cur Faik having koocked out Mr. Mac-
Gregor we would be in clover.  Still, there's
the bright side to this as well as the dark!”

They crossed over together, and looked
down at the old man. He waas still sleeping.
Bob told the hlack boys to make the
stretcher, and they began on it at obee.
MacGregor slept until nearly mightfall, and
then scemed stronger. They made him as
eomfortable as possible, and prepared for the
night's wateh. Both had rifles now, and even
at the woret that made them feel more
secure.

Next morning the old man was able to take
some food, and protested that he was fit for
]t.ém journey ; but the two lads decided against

During the day they tried to conceal their
anxiety from him, and noticed with joy that
he was steadily regaining his strength. That
night they took it in turss to keep watch,
and early on the following morning they
were ready to start, It was with a sense of
great relief that they moved off.

To carry the gold as well as the stretcher
was the difficulfy, but they managed to sur-
mount it. Two of the black boys carried
the stretcher, the third took a load of the
treasure, they strapged a very large one to
Faik, and took two themselves.

But they had to rest eften. During the
day they wete only able to travel eight milea.
On the following one they were able to cover
ten, the ground heing more even. On the
third they went eight again, having to ascend
a hill, and there they camped for the night.

By this time MacGrezor was much better,
and he insisted that he eould walk. Their
anxiety had been much lightened. There
had been no sign of their enemies. They had
already come twenty-six miles, and from now
they hoped to travel much faster. Tt was
a merry party that gathered together for
the evening meal.

The two lads and the black boys were
awake before dawn, making preparations for
the day's journey. As day broke fhey had
everything ready, and they called MacGregor
for breakfast. They were sitting down
together, when they heard an outhurst of
lamentations from the black boys some dis-
tance away. They were gaping around with
every indication of terror.

They sprang to their feet, and for a
moment they stood too aghast to speak, for
they were surrounded! By one side of the
hill Mopo and his followers were moving, A
quarter of a mile away, on the other side,
Orme and his gani were approaching, It
was clear an attack was intended.

“Trapped!” Ted gasped. “Well, we can
only fight to the death!”

Bob pointed to a small black figure ahead
ol Orme.

“Mendi!” he gasped.
share our fatel”

“He has come to

At once MacGregor wheeled round. He
stared long and intently. A ring of hope
was in his voice as he spoke.

et your rifles, lads! Fight cn! Fight
on!" he eried. " Al is not lost yet! For

that is not Mendi! It's the man who may
save us! (alza has come at last!"

A Flag of Truce.

Plain to he seen on the hill's crest, with
Orme and his men approaching on one side
and Mopo and his warriors on the other, it
had looked as if escape for the adventurers
was impossible.  But MacGregor’s words
brought hope to Bob and Ted.

(Continued on page 18.)
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IN A LAND OF PERIL. !
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“I'm sure it's Galza,” the old Secot eaid
agnin.

“But Wow ean Galza.lelp us?" Ted asked.
“He onty makes one more man against @
crowd, and he is not armed!”

“When Mopo attacked us at the river, I
told Galza to clear ont and get assistance il
he could,” MacGregor replied,  “That was
gome duys ago.  Dinna forget that he was
firgt sent to us by old Kampa, of the Torobi!
Kampdt knew about Mopo and Orme, and was
abxfons on our account, and he hasna been
idle, I'm sure!"

GaIra eame up
speed of an antelope.
towards them.

"I comie with

the Lill almost with the
He smiled as he ran

good news, master!" he
panted, addressing Bob., I have sped night
and day to the huts of my people; but 1 did
not reach them, for 1 met our warriors by
the way, marching by Kampa's orders!”

“The Inrobi are eoming to our reseac!
shouted Ted.

But  Hob's face did not brighten. He
looked across the plain to Orme’s: waggon;
he turned his head ‘and saw Mopo's warriors.
Of what dvail was Kampa's nttompt ut Tescue
now? It would surely bo too lato!

“Thou hast done well, nor will this cver
be forgotten to thee whilst we live!” he said,
and then he sighed.  *“And. when may we
hope to sight the warriors of the IIIrobl”"

“They will come with™ nightfall,” G
answered. T hastened before to tell ye!

“At nightfall!” Bob repeated. " Look,
Qalza! What dost thou see?”

The native's garze followed the indication
oi Bob's outstretehed hand.  He started
when he saw Orme's waggon, and a seowl
gwept over his face when he reeognised Mopo's
followers.

“They are our encmies,” Dob  continued,
“apd they luve come here to destroy us!”

Galza did wot answer.  All he had done
and: suffered on that swift journey was of no
avail, it esccmed, His great loyalty had
suat.aim.d ‘him, had conquered his fatizue.
Kow, with the shattering of his hopes,

i

pliysical reaction set in. He sank down in
gilence.

“We can but fight to the end,” Ted said
grimly.

“And we hae two rifles and a fair share of
ammunition,” Macﬂregur wdded. “They
winna get off so lichtly!"

Bob nodded.  He. walked 2 little apart.
For- some seconds he stood deep in thought,
Like a flazh an idew sprane into his miud,
and on the moment he turned and  hurried
back,

“Mr, MpeGiregor! Ted!" he eried,
g0 chanzed as to astonish theom.
done better than he knew!

his face
“Galz Lias
The pews e

has brought may, alter all, mcan  our
cseape '

“Can’t see how!" Ted erieda

“1've  just remembercd. There's Mopo!
How wopld he relish this?"

Maclregor's eyes beg to gleam.  He

atroked his beard and node

YA verra guid notion,” he rep
clever of you to think of it, Bob.
is bad news for Mopo, Boh hut-----'

“T can’t yet see what }uu are both driving
al!” Ted protested, in great exeitement.

“It. means that Mopo is . done. in,” Bob ox-
plained.  “He ent dead against his ewn
peopleswhen he attieked ws!”

“That won't stop him now,"” Ted answered,
“Theyll pay him out whether he govs for us
now or not!”

“Bht Bob is the great white cliel of the
Inrobi,” MacGrezor remarked.

“And I oecan hargain with
added.

*You wonld go down therc aml argne with

iod, YTt was
Yes, this

Mopo,”  Beh

him!" Ted cuod aghast. “Walking right
mfn the lion's jaws, 1 eall it!”

“And what ehanee  have we If we stay
lnur,?” Bobh asked iy turn.

“Htill, yom mustn't zo,” Tuod protested.
“We may be able to hold these scoumlrels
oft unm_]\nmpa comes.  You mustn't take

such arisk!”  No, Bob, T don't agres!
Ped's warm Irish heart was 01,0 He
clutehed bis chum as e spoke. amd bis voiee
ahook.
“Me Macgregor ngrees with me,®
Ted tucned and faeed the old
was alsd deeply moved.
“You don't—say that yvou don't!®
urged. “You wonldn't

Bob sai
Scot, who

the lad
lave Bob do ‘any-
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thing so reckless?

1 You back -me up, don't
you?i"

MacGregor looked at them hoth in turn.
He was not thinking of himself, but of them;
and he saw clearly that Bob's suggrsttun wasg
the one alternative to being wiped out.

“Let us look into this ealmly,” he said,

|| “and tey to weigh up the risk that Boh wad

run. We all know Mopo. He' hullies and
lusters when he has odds on hig side, but
there is no real pluek in the loon.  And the
cause of all his hatred to us is because Bob
lizs made been .chiel of his tribe. Il it
wasn't for that hie would never have been our
coemy !

Ted listened more calmly.

“8o that if Bob lays the casze
M MaeGiregor went on.

“And I certainly don't want to be chief!”
Bob cut in,

“1 was coming to that,” MacGregor cons
tinuwed. “1f Bob tells him that he means
to clear out very soon, and that first he will
get “the tribe to make terms :with Mopo,
wadna that be a strong argnment?”

“And I'll point out thgt if he .'l.ttacks s
now there's no hiope left Tor him,” Dob said.
“Ho that he chooses beftween the chance I
offer and being cast out hy his own people.
Sooner or later they would track him down
and wipe him out!”

Htill Ted kept. silent.

“Come, Ted!” Bobh urged. “You must
now that I am not rtmnmg. much of a ris

“It is too bilg a risk,” Ted objectod,
face flushed. “How can you get this
with Mopo?

squarely

his
talk
They'll swarm round you with
their axes, and you'll hive never a Chanes !
“No, they wou't,” Bob replicd.

“Be reasonable, Ted!" MacGregor nrged.
“Duo ye think 1 would he a party to this risk
if any luopholu was'left?  And do ye think I
fall in wi' this proposition to save my

“Then if Bob goes, 1 go, too!” Ted said
hotly. “If one of us dics, hoth d10="

“And leave MacGregor alone?” Hob pro-
tested,  “ Would that be playing the game?”

Tears of vexation spranz inte Ted's eyes.
He was dragged both ways.  He felt he could
not leave the old Seot. nor could he let Hob
go and himself stand idle

“And just look again at Orme,

Boh con-

tinued, nodding in the dircetion of the
waggon. “ While we are talking he's pushed
nearer, and every moment is precions.  Mopo

ig not our only enemy. Even if we pacify
him, we have to keep Orme off.  Can Mac-
(lngar do that alone? He conldn't.  Buf
you and lie together eould, for we have twn
rifles, and, after all, there are only about a
dogen of those skunks!  When they come
within range you could pick them all off
hefore they conld get ta very close quarters!”

“All right! Ted gasped. 1 give in!
But "—and he raised one arm and cle mehed
his fist—"but if Mopo doez you in, it’s pot
Orme or his lot T'IL bother ahont!
out that cur Mopo and as many ol his brutes
as I ean hefore 1 zo down myseli!™

“Then it's settled, and T'd better start,”
Bob szaid, much touched Ly his chum’s }umln.
hut striving to hide what he felt. =~ 17l
enrry my handkerchicl on a stick to show 1
mean & truce!

“And we'll fire a eouple of shots to let
them know what to cxpeet if they attack

you,” MacGregor said. " .
“Very good! Here's off! 1T won't he
lomg !

Liefore Ted conld speak aguin Bob  was

descending the hill. He walked leisiirely, amd,
when half-way down he affixed the handker-
chief to n stick. Then he went on at an
a stroll.  Bot his

even peee, as if taking
Lieart wis ping hard. He kpew full well
whak we to happen, and.that speedily.

¥
e raised hig head and glaneed at the sun
and the cloudless sky. 1t might be his last
look at il all!

Mopo and his erowid were about three hun-
dred  yards distant when  he reached the
plain.  They halled, and ke saw that they
were  balking tagether.  Clearly they were
‘unwetl Then they raised their axe: and
a. ringing war-cry.

"fhe lad’s bload ran cold in his veins, Lut
e went on. Next instant o rifle-shot rang
o,

They were al:out to ruszh forward, but they
halted now.  Bob raised the stick, waved the
flag of truce, and held steadily on.

MacGregor watehed him, his lips com-
pressed, his frame trembling. He could not
restrain his admiration.

“He's o brayve lad!™ he wurmured, “ In any
war g man would get the Vietoria Cross tor
stich a deed. What o gallant young heart
he has!®

But Ted did nol answer, had

Hiz face

'l wine-

gone white. His breath was coming in tag
gasps. His eyes werk strained and agonises

The savages began talking again,  Neares
and nearer Dob drew. He had passed so [ae
on that an attack upon him meant certaim
death.

Till then there had been the chance that
il Mopo's men rushed he could retreat sse
cessfully. Now the chance. had gone. Bas
he did not falter, though he felt fike 1 mas
stepping off the end of a plank in the dask.
ness without knowing whether o guli yawnsd
under him.

A gredat coolness came upon him.  All now
lay with Fate, He wag no longer an active
agent. Ilis mind began to work with start-
ling clearness. e recalled that animals had
heen often mastered Ly cool mumge' thad
the lion or the panther, ready to spring af
very closé quarters, had been held  hack
solely by the steady, fearless gaze of the
human eye. And these savages were muck
like animals. In biz superiority to Uhem be
held the tust weapon.

They were growing re-tless again,  Mops
leaned upon his axe aml stured at the shm
gallant figure approsehing him,

Mopo did not move,

Tp on the hill Ted was gasping.  Mae
Gregor had begun to wallk up amd down; be
conld not keep still.  His beart was wrung
with anxiety for thoe kel be had come te
love his som.  Now and then he multered
words Ted could not distinguish,

Bob walked en. To Ted it seemed as if be

was face to face with his foes when be was
yet diley yards from him,

Ted groaned.

“He's not giving himself a cliapee!™ he
moaned, “He's right in amongst thea,  Ob,
why did 1 let him go?®

Boh etill advaneed. He raised the -stick
agaln, and his voiee, strong and fearléss, was

wafted back to the' Lill.

“Mopo!™ Bob ericd.

In a Tight Flaeco.

Ted and Mactresor watched, their liearts
wrung with dremd,  The sulky savage did net
move.

“hampa will soom be here! 16 s tenth I
speak 1™ Bob continued.  © Kagipas aid alt the
Inrobi will swarm round thee ere nightfall
What, then, will be thy fate? 1s it. pence
or war between thon and me? Choose onee
and for all. For I alone stamd Lelween thee
and those thou have made thine encmies!”

A few breathless seconds possed,  Thoew
Mopo slowly  straightenecd  himesclf  and
dropped his axe,

As he did =0 Galin tan Lo MacGregor,
grymg:

l{ka!“

The old Becot shot o glance over his
shoulder, He falrly gisped,  Ted switng ronnd

Orme and some of his nlen were hareying g,
rifles in hand. They were now well withis

Tange.
“They leard the shol we sent to warn
those scommdrels not to toneh Bob,” Mac-

Gregor said, in sone agitaticy. % Noo the

rush us, for they ken Mopo lLas come up,
and will think Le hay begun his attack.
There's nacthing for it hat to hold them
back !*

Ted picked wp his rifle.. As he did so te
looked back at Bol. The fad and Mopo
stoed  together some  little distance from

Mr:upo's men.

“Ppy a thousand yards" 1he old Seot saiil.
w1 wish my eyesight wus hettép,  Time wis
T conld hae picked one off wi' every shot,”

They fired. Orme's crowd came on,

“They're nearer than you thoonght,” Ted
remarked.  *The bullets went over their
heads,™

“Tliey sight for abool seven hundred,®
They fired again, sud now with some effect
They dvopped Lo the ground,  Ted hall ros
and looked back. Mopo and Boh were still
talking together, 1le told ll!'u._-l.'n-;,rnr 6,

“The lod is winning hing 1ronnd,” sald the
Beot.  “Mopo is nmee fool, for all he's
rogue, Now that Boh Lias "o: # heating be's
safe, I recion,  Orime's v senls mean coming
on atill,  They're crawling . They wimma
stop unless we mannge to pink a conple of
then.”

“ Then  we'll
Ted replied.

S0 leawve them to yon, and keep on at
the gang avonud the bullock-waggon to pre-
vent them hrfm"nl" up amm on,"” Mar-
(.‘iregor s, Take vour Lime, and stick to
tiem.™

(Next weel's dssue will contuin another
splendid instalment of thic exciting atory.)
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have o couple more shots,™




