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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Happy Afternoon !
(34 E, he, ha! ¥You do look n
picture, Wharton !
Thus Billy Bunter of the
Greyiriare Hemove.

Lezaons were over on ¥y adnesday morn-
1, and the Remove—the Lower Fourth
-—-had come eut of their Form-room,

The Famous Five of the Remove had
gathered in the doorwar, leoking out
into the sunny quadrangle. ' ‘

it was a bright and Eunuly du}; in mid-
eumrmer, and ns # was & half-holiday that
ufternoon  the chums of the Remove
ought, naturally, to have been looking
particularly chedrful,

But they were not,

Several fellows glanced at Wharten az
they passed the gronp, and mmiled. And
Billy Bunter ¢mik an uwoplessant
cackie

Wharton frowned.

He was not looking or feeling his usosd’

self. His handseme fape wes marked with

the signs of battle,. There wes a 'lierxgj

visible mouse undor his left eye, his-nose
wag ewollen, and there was a dark bruise
on his chin. Those adornmente did not
make for beaunty or for comfert.

“Shut up, you fai bovnder!™ growled
Bob Cherry, :

Billy Bunter grinned. ) )

“Well, Whartor docs loek a picture!”
Lie inatated, “ But Smithy's worse—he's
slill. zot a black eve! He, b2, hel”

“Do vou waut ong, fooT groated
Johnny gu.'il

Danter backed away a pace or two.
Most decidedly he did not want ane, and
Johony Jooked guite teady to give him
one.

“Oh, really. Ball, von koon—""'

“ Purr off 1™ eaid Frank Nogent.

“Make Four +lf rare!”
added Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, pro-
bably meaning scarce. Inky's English was
not elwavya up to concert piteh. ‘

“T aay, you fellows,” eaid Bunter, with-
out making himsclf scarce. "I've got a
suggestion to make! Whartos's detained
this affernoon  for fghting with the
Boonder in the dorm—"

“Have you just found that out, fat-
head
 “"Besides, he wouldn't care to po over
to Clif House with a fare Kke that, even
if Quelchy let him off,” argusd Bunier.
“Jt would make tha gids cackle. You
car’t show Marjorie a chivey like that,
Wharton ! .

“Oh, dry up!” snapped Wharton.

He was only too koenly conscions of
the fact that Eg could not let Mavjorie
Hazeldene eee his faco in its present
damaged condition.

4 MNaturally, vou chaps won't want to
o without Whartan™ continned Rilly
Runter glowly, Lhuking at the chums of
the Romove through his bic rlasses.  Of
course, vou'll stay in. Now, what I'm
asgipe to sugrest is this, Murjorie and
Clara are expecting you, I'd better go
instead.” :

“Ring off, norpoise!™

“(¢h, really, Cheery!

Yau can’t leave

hesinile

Marjorie expecting you, you know, 1f 1
go, it will be all efght, Pl go with Hazel,
you know, Iaita goi”

Bob Cherry drew back Ins foobt, and

Bunter hopped out promptly on the

atens.

“Took here, Cherry, you beast—-""

“Travel!” roared Bob.

“Well, am I to o fo Cliff Houwse
instead of you chaps?’ asked Ranter.
“*1 don't mind the trouble—not a bit
I'd do more than that to oblige old pals
like you fellows, You know BMarjorie
will glad to see me. She always is.
You needn't glare at me, Hob Cherry!
You can’t expect girls to think anyihing

ghout a chap with a face hike youra!™

“Why, you—you-—"" splutiered Deob
Cherry, in great wrath, . ;

* Better to face the facts, you know,’
eaid Bunter calmly. “ What girls admire
is a chap who's geed-locking and elegant
—a chap with a Brure——"

“ i, ha, hat”
_ A howl of laughter interrupted the fat

Y.
“Well, you've got a firure. Bunty,”
gnmmﬂ MNuwent—"lota of t! How many
vards round ia ®1

" 'm used to thin petty jealoumy I aaid
Bunter disdainfully.  “T say, you fellows,
if yoo Iice fo give me o message for
Marjorie, voun know—™"

“ Buzz of I

“As a matter of absolute fact, you
know, sbe'd rather see me than you,”
eaid Bunter. confidentially. “T'm not o
{ellow te brag, bot a cow with hall an

eve could see that Maxjorie 3 rfather
sweot in my direction. And, I say—ro
Yaroooop!™

Bob Cherry's boot wue introduced into
the ¢conversation nt thai point, and the
Owl of the Remove rollad off the stepa
and sat down.

Hazcldene of the BRemove came onk of
tho honse, and panzed 2 moment, colur-
ing a little g8 he looked at the Famous
Five,

“Fou fellows are poing over fo CILf
Howae?" ho eaid. * Wil you tell my
sister I'm sofry 1 can’t come this after-
noon '’

“Oh! You're not poing " said Harry
Wharton.
“No. T can'k as it happens.”

“I can't po!” 2aid Harry, knitting his
brows., “ Thesc chaps will give Marjorie
vour message, 1f you really can’st go,
Hazel "

“Twvo eaid T can't,” said ITazel. And
with that he went down the steps and
walked away towards the gpates,

Wharton looked at his chums

“Well, vou fellows had better ent off,”
he said, “*U've gob to go into the Form-
vaom ab ftwo, as I'm detained.”

“fh, we could all stay in!™ said DBob,

“No good doing that, You can’t keop
me company in the Form.room,” snid
Harry., with a smile. " DBeatdes, Marjorie
and Ulara ave cxpecting some of vs, 1o
ro on the eliffs. No good epoiling your
ufternoon,”

Billy Bunter scrambled up.

e

the razele agein, the ailly aga? And

“I aay, yvou fellows——"’

Bob Cherry made o rush down the
ateps, and the Owl of the Remove fled.

“1 shall sguash that fat owl some
day ! pgrowled Bob, as he returned.
“Now, to go or not te go, that's the
guestion, zs Spokeshave remarks™

“£o!” said Harry.

“Well, wo may aa well,” said Johnny
Bull. “No grod hanging about the
school. It's rottem hard lings—an after-
noon bike this! I Quelchy knew why
you'd hammercd Vernon-Smith  he

wouldn't have detained you.”

“71 couldu’'t exavtly explain to him,"
aaid Harry.

“Neo; but it’s rotten hard lines all the
same! Wou were an ass to fight him
gbout Hazel—the cad ish’t worth it!™

Wharton did nob answer,

“Look ot thoe worm mow!" conbinuce
Jobnny Bull *“His sistor’s expeeting
him this afternoon, and he won't go.
Where's he pone? Flaying carda in the
barn., with Pomsonby & Co., T'H het m3
hat !*

“I hope not,” seid Harry.

“Rata! Yeu kmow it as well 28 T dol”

runted Johamy Bull. "“He was ocut of
unds on Mesday night, and you know
what he was omt of bounds for. He's on
Fou
were #s5 ocnough be Bobi Smithy fou
taking him om! A lot of taking be
wanted, T fancy ™

* Perhaps I was an gss,” said Wharton,
“But I'm not sorry. Hazel gets into
mesehief enouph without Smithy helping
him inte more !

“ Br-r-r-r!" exld Jobhnny Bull

Johnny was a fellow of debermined
character himself, and anvone who had
set out to lead him inbo shady wavs would
have found the ik a very drifficult one.
He had only contempt for a weak-willed
fellow who was led fmto evil.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle ! Here’s Quelchy 1™
murmured Bob Cherry. And the jusiors
wore silent.

Mr. Sueich, the Remove-mester, came
along the passame. Hie sevore glance
rested upon the captain of the Remove.

“You will go into the Form-room now,
Wharton.”

“¥Yeg, sir,” said Harry guietly,

“¥ou will remain there till ive o'clock,
and employ the time in learning by heart
fitty linea of the * Aneid.” ™

“Very well, sir!"

Harry Wharton nodded to his com-
rades, and turned his eteps towards the
Femovea-roon.

The four Removites losked rather wlum
o5 he left them. Tt waa a plerious after-
pnoon, and they were free till cvoning
call-over; and they wsuoally enjoyed a
ramble over the cliffs with their girl-chume
of Clif House., I3uf it took awav o zood
deal of the enjoyment to start with their
chum 41:_-tai_m.~dj in the Form-reom to grind
pver vireil

There was no help for if, however.
They put on their straw hats ard
atartad,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Two in Trouble !

ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of
Greyiriars, was in the Remove
Form-room when Harry Whar-
fon arrived there.-

The Bounder did not leok exactly
cheerful, ,

He had Dbeen defeated in the fight
with Wharton in the dormitory, and he
was showin
captain of the Remove.

One of his eyes was quite black and
still painful, and he had a cut lip, ns
well as several bruises,

Mr. Quelch had taken a very severe
view of the matter. The cause of the
dispute he did not know., With a few
rounda with the gloves on, the Remove-
master would not have interfered. But

a fight with bare knuckles, followed by

discoloured eyes, was quite againsi the
rules, A feliow who carried a black eye
about the school was not a pleasant
object to look upon, and he was sure of

punithment. -
Detention for a ha‘llf-lmhdaf oIt A/
sunny day was punishment severe

enough, though, ss & matter of fact, the
two juniors had already been caned 1n
addition.

The Bounder locked up, with a mock-
ing emile, as Wharton came in.

il;?[a’u-:*gr, without glancing at him, went
directly to his desk and sat down.

A weary afternoon was before him.

Through the big, open windows of the
Form-room he could hear shouts from
tho cricket-field, where Greyfriars First
wore plaving o senior teamn from St

Jude's. There was also a junior match
between the Shell and the Upper
Fourth, The Greyfriars fellows were

enjoying that sunny afternoon.

Still, dull as it was in the dusky Form-
room, Wharton was glad that matters
Wera no Worsc,

On the following Saturday the Re-
move had an important cricket fixture,
and if detention had fallen on that day
Wharton would have been compelied to
stand out of the Higheliffe match.

He opened his Virgil, and started
work—not enjoyable work. The paper
shortage had been felt at Greyfriars, and
lines were much more sparingly inflicted
than of old. Learning Virgil by heart
is no doubt a very useful exercise, and
one who fully appreciated the beauties
of the Roman poer might have enjoyed
the tack. Dut at fifteen thers 1s 2 plen-
tiful laek of appreciation of Virgil's
vorseg, first-rate ns some of them are.

Vernon-8Smith had his Virgil open,
propped against a Latin grammar, and
was looking at it idly.

Both the juniors were soon weary of
the task. .

It is easier fo impress verses upon the
memory by repeating them aloud, and &
low, continuous mmmble of two wvoices
sounded for some time in the otherwise
silent Forme-room. .

Vernon-Smith pitched his Virgil across
the room at fask. ]
 “By gad! I'm fed-up with it!” he
exclaimed.

Wharton felt the same, but he did not
reply,  The Dounder looked at him
with an ironical grin,

“Can’t you apeak?” he asked.

“Yea, if you like,” satd Harry, laying
down his book.

A pretty pair of objects wo hoth
are !” gaid Vernon-Smith, rubbing his
Cve.

“?uite ac, "

&

gave you pretiy nearly as good as
TOU Igm'e me ! sneercd the Boynder,
“If 1 hadn’t had a fight with Bolsover

major that same day 1 fancy I should
have knocked you out, I wamn't Gt."
“I offered to wait.”

morg signz of it than the
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“Oh, I'm not complaining ! Precious
ool I:;‘mt wero to offer ™ said Vernom-
Wharton tock up his bock again.
This kind of conversation was not much
of a relief from P. 'ﬁfirgﬂi:m Maro,

“0h, chuck it for a bit!"” growled the
Hﬂundeg. “Dashed if I haven't a jolly
good mind to.cut "

“That only means detention for two
hali-holidays instead of one.™

“Fve a good mind to risk . You
wouldn't "

“Noti"

“No, of course. You'ro playing
Courtenay's team at Highcliffic on
Baturday !” sneered the Bounder. It

would rather knock that on the head if
you ot _ru_ietzlined. Is Hazel playing ?"

&8,

“1 needn't
nama's down "

“You needn't. It's not down!™ szaid
Wharton. And he went on with Virgil,
mumbling alond : *** Urbs antiqua fuit,
Trri tenuere colomi—""

ask you whether my

Hazel was just wheellng his bl

“A blinking city there was, of blink.
ing Tyre a blinking colony !" growled
the Bounder, construing in a way DMr.
Quelch certainly would not have ap-
proved., **Who wants to know all that
dashed rot? That old idiot CUato, who
thought Carthage ought to be destroyed,
might have made better use of his time
in destroying idiots whe wrete blank
verse about it!"” The Bounder pitched
hiz Latin grammar after Virgil. “I'm
fed-up 1™

He rose from his dezk, and moved reat-
lessly about the room, while the eaptain
of the Remove continued to mumble
Latinr verses. Ile stopped before Whar-
ton's desk at last.

HYou pitched into me on Monday
night becauwse Iazel came out of the
dorm with me after lights out,” he said.

“That's an old story now,” said
Harry.

“Wasn't it rather like vour check?™

“1 don't think so,”" said Wharton
guistly, “You know, as well as I do,
that E!uael‘a as wenk as water, and

oyele out. (See Chapter 6.)

One Penny. 3

always looking for troubls. I appealed
to you to let him alone, and you said
you would. If he's landed in a SCTA'®
again, it meang trouble for Marjonie.
He's bound to go to her with it, It was
& rotten, dirty trick you played in got-
Hng him to go out of bounds!"

“Ha, ha, ha "
. “:_I don't see where the laugh comes
in.

“ Suppose I didn't take Hazel out that
mght, but he took me out?” grinned
the Bounder,

*“Oh, rot!”
* Buppose I prevented him from going
to see the seedy sportsmen ag the Cross

Keys, and that's why he spun you that
yarn, to get you pitching into me, to
pay me out for disappojnting him?"

Wharton looked startled for a
moment.

“Rot!” he snid. *Hazel told me
plainly—""

“And if I'd told woun another atory
.Fﬂhlhlvu:{]d!ft Have believed me?"”
r,

it
= e T R .

“ And you wouldn't now "
L ND.”

“Well, I'm not going to,” szaid the
Bounder, Iaughinﬁ: “But your pro
cious proteges, azel—de wou know
whera he iz now "

Wharton shook his head.

“Ile's gone to meet Ponsonby of
Highehffe, and Gadsby and Monson and
Vavasour. It's a carvd-party in the old
barn,” said the Bounder, with a ancer:
ing faugh. “1 should be there, too, if
I wasn't detained!”

“1 dare say yon wounld [" said Harry
contempbuously.

“You turncd me out of the eleven
beenuwse vou weren'f pleased with my
wicked ways'" sueered Smaithy. ' DBe-
causp a chap might be seedy after a
night out—what!—and not play up to
form. and because I shork you—what!

Well, what about Hazel? Ile's doing
the same.”
“I've only vour word for that."
“You can casy prove ik, if you

Tae Macrxer Liseary.—No, 430,
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rhoose. Are you going to turn Hazel
aut of the elevent”

1Tarry Wharton did not answer.

“Or ‘are you going to keep him, and
chance the cricket and the Iligheliffe
match, becanse  he's  Marjorie's
brothee ¥

“MNo. If he's not in form on Batur-
day, he won't be played!”

“Oh, he'll be in some kind of korm !
You won't have the evidence till ho's
made his duck. You're going slower in
his case than in mine,” sneered Vernon-
Smith, “Oh, put that rotten Virgil
dewn! Do you know what I've o goed
mind to dot”

“Well, what?" smid Harrﬁ.

“Quelchy’s detained us both for Gght-
mg i the dorm the other mght. BHup-
pose we try it over again now!” said
the Bounder, his cyes glittering.

"We won't!” said Harry. “If you
want to try again, we'll try in the gym,
not in the Form-room.”

“Queleh would detain us hoth next
Saturdey—what !*

“He would be sure to if he found us
fighting+here, Don't be a silly ass!

“Well, how would that hurt me?”
sid the Bounder coolly. “I'm left out
of the eleven. I'm not playing aguainst
iighcliffe, anyway. Why shounldo’t [
make you miss the match, tooi”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

The Bounder stood regarding him
with mocking eves,

There was no doubt that if Mr.
Quelch—who was angry with the two
juniors already—found them fighting in
ihe Form-room during the detention the
matter would be very serious,

it would dprﬂbahly mean & EEVere
saning, and detention for two or three
half-holidays for both of them. ]

The Bounder grinned at the expression
that came over Harry Wharton's face,

“¥You wouldn't tell Que]n-hjr I began
it," he chuckled. “If you did. it would
anly bo yoar word against mine, dear
bow, and Quelchy hae got to be impartial,
Why shouldn’t T go for you new? 'That
meane keeping vou out of the Highelifie
match-—just as I'm kept out!™

Wharton rese to hia feet, .

“ Do as you like,” he said quietly.

The Bounder looked at him, grinning
evilly. It was cvident that the tempto-
tion was very strong in hie breast, but
some remupant of decency held him back
{rom ¢arr:?ini out the scheme, It was in
lig hands. A fight would certoinly have
brought Mr, Quelch upon the spot, and
the Romove-maoster cou not  have
puoossod that tho blame all lay with the
Eounder. ‘

“By pad, I've & good mind—"" the
Frounder heaitated. .

Wharton looked at him sicadily.

“You don't ask me te let you off ¥
prinned the Bounder, o R

T ask nothing of you !’ said Wharton
snntemptuonsly, g

1T =

“You Lkpow
rhoose ' ‘ .

"I know you can play a divly frick, as
vouw've done many times before, T Jon't
expret anything else from you!”

The Bonnder's eyes glitbered,

He had hesitated., but the ecornful
worda banished the last seruple he had,
He struck at Wharton eavagely across the
drak.

The next moment they were fipliting
furioualy.

what It means,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Kr. GQuelech Comes Down Heavy !
STEADY sound of clicking came

A from Mr. Quelch’s study,
The Remove-master was 1m-
proving the ehining hour that
aftrrnoon by labouring at lus voluminova

THE Macxer Lisreny.— No, 480,

" History of Greyiriars, from the Reign of
King Stephen ¥ —a work which had filled
hia ﬁ’isum hours for many yeaibs,

Mr. Quelech did not like being inter-
}rnptfd when he was labouring at great
Work.

He hardly noticed for some minutes o
noles that proceeded from the direction
of the Form.rooms.

But his busy fingers rested on the type-
writer keys at last.

He listened.

After Hatening a moment or fwo he
rose, with o dork frown upon his brow,
picked up a cane, and left hia Rt-lld%. ]

A minute more and he wae mk:ﬁug
inte the Remove Formeroom, with
thunder in his gaze.

Loud tramping of feei, panting of
breath, and heavy pommelling were on
in the ¥Form-room.

The two juniors he had left at deien-
tion tuske were evidently not devoting
themeelves to Latin versea. They weore
Buhting savagely,

Mr., Queleh was amazed ae well us
angry. Tho two Removites had been
detnined for fighting, That they should
dream of rencwing the combat in the
sacved precinets of the Form-room was
astounding.

Tho Form-master strode into the room.

“Bova!” he thundered. * Wharton!
Vernon-Smith! Cease this instuntlyl
Separate, do vou hear moeit'

The combatants separated. .

They stood glaring and panting, and
Alr. Queleh strode between them.

*How dare you !"” he exclaimed. “ How
dare you fight here—or, indeed, at all!
Cannot reugkee vour unruly tempers in
cheek aven in the Form-room "

Neither of the juniors replied. The
Bounder gave the captain of the Remaove
2 mocking look.

“Jt ig clear that I have not punished
yvou with sufficient ecverity,” enid Mr.
Queleh, 1 sholl now cane you both. You
firgt, Wharton! As head hoy of the
Form, you should know better, and you
are moest to blame. IHold out your
hand !

In grim silence Harry Wharton on-
dured the caning. It was seveoro cnough
—four on cach hand, laid on with great
vigrour,

“ (o to your place!™ said Mr., Quelch
harshly.

Tho captain of the Remove returned
to his desk, atill without a word.

Y Now, Vernon-Snnth——"

The swishing of the cane was heard
azain, The Bounder endured the costrra-
tion with stoical calm.

“Wou will both be detained for two
half-holidays,” snid Mr, Quelch sternly;
“and if vou Jdo not :mimim i proper
genso of dscipline, I ghall eeriouely con-
gider whether to take away your holidaye
for the remainder of the torm. As yom
canmot be trusted to keep the peace, ver,
Vernon-Smith, will go into the Uppor
Fourth Ferm-room to complete your
detention,” .

“Yes, eir,” =nd the Bounder,

He pave Wharton a last Jeok, but the
captain of the Remove did not, mect his
evea.  Then he quitted the Form-room.

Ar. Queleh followed him out, and
¢loged the door,

The Bounder went into the Fourth
Form-room rubbing s hands—which
hart considerably-—but amiling.

Alr. OQueleh returned to his study, and
to the interropted *“ History of Grey-
friare,”" assuved that he had dealt out
etrict and impartial justice,

In the Hemove-room  Wharton
mained alone,

He did vot settle down to his Virgil
guain.

He was in no mood for that., 1e movaed
rostleeely aboubt the room. Tihe caning

I'et=
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had been severe, and his hands felt aaif
they were on fire. But that wae not the
worst.

The Boonder had succeeded “in . hia
cunning echemes. My, Quelch had played
unconeciously into his hands. It had been
inevitable, Wharton was detained for
Saturday, now, and the Hizheliffe mateh
would have to be played without him!

It was enough to make the captain of
the Remove despondent. 1t had bren
impoasible to explain the facts to the
Remove-master.

His pride revolted from the ides of
gaving that Vernen-Smith had beeun if;
and if the Bounder had denied it—as
cerfainly he would have done—Mr.
(Jueleh could not well have aceepted the
word of one in preference to that of the
other.

Tho remainder of the afterncon wos
drveary cnongh to Harry Wharton, Hae
reeumad s task at last, and when bve
o'clock rang out, and AMr. Quelch rame
in, he waa able to rocito hia lines fairly
woll, and wae dismissed.

His chume were waiting for him at the
end of the passage. They had already
returned from their exouvsion,

Bob Cherry elipped his arm through
Wharton's.

“Tea's ready,” he enid. " Come on—
you're locking awfully down ™

“1 feel _rat%ar down,” said Harry.

“ ¥es, it was rotten," eaid Nugent,
“ Marjoric was gorry you couldn't come.
But it’s over.”™

“It's not over,” snid Wharton grimly.
“T'm detained for Saturday se well,”

“Oh, my hat!"

“What on earth exclaimed
Jobmny Bull. _

" Fighting with Smithy in the Form-
room.

The Co. stared at him.

“Well, wou muet have been pretty
badly in want of something to do,” =aid
Johimy Bull. * You might have known
that Quelehy would detain you again {or
that. "

“T knew that, of course,™

“Then what on earth did von do it
for? demanded Bull, rather tartly.

Wharton made an impatient gesture,

“ Can’t you ese? Smuthy know it tgo,
and he planted it on me. Quolehy came
down on both of we.”

“ (3, the deep rottoer !

“The rotterfulness js terrific!™  said
ITurree Singh dismally. “The esteemed
Higheliffe mateh will be mucked up.™

“¥ou fellows will have to play withnut
me," said Harry., It can't bo helped.
Leot’'s po and hava tea,”

The chums of the Remove procecded to
No. 1 Study in dismal hamenr,  Opes
more the Bounder had been too cunning
for then,

“I'H emash him " eaid Bob Cherry, aa
e cracked his egp.  “ Of course, the vad
did this on purpese.. My hat! He js going
downhill, and no mistake '™

“Tt'a Bmithy as he uzed to be™
rrowled Johnny Bulll T never thouzht

r'd guite yrot down o low as that again,
It's his old szelf. But we'll make him
sorry for it!”

“Not siuch pgood.” eaid Wharten
meodily. ** You can't be fichting Smithy
evory day. He's done me.  Better leg
iim alone, or some of vou may ba
detained on Saturday sz well, We dan'e
want lo [nee the Fhebelife mateh if we
can help it. The team will have a by
fight, anyway.”

“We mies Smithr from the eleven,”
confessed Bob Cherry: “"and with von
out of it, too, Harry, 1t won't. be a walk.
aver for ns, anyway. lf‘mtrti-najy and the
Catorpillar are in great form.'

Y Quelchy may relent,” eaid Nugent
hopefully. ™ You may got into his good
graces again, and beg off for Saturday.’

for?™
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Wharton shook liia head., That was not

hifﬁ]ﬂ::l _

“ Botter tev to think of a chap to foke
my placg,” he said. 1 think Delarey
will be about the beat, There mar be
another weak pluce in the team, too—
Hazel hasn't shown up very well lately.
It looke as if our luck’s out at cricket.”
“Nover say die!” eaid Bob Cherry, as
cheerfully as he could, “We'll beat
Hirheliffe somehow,” ]

Hurreo Jamast Ram Singh remarked
that the somehowfulness would be terrihe,

Altogother, it was not a very cheerful
tea-party in Study No. 1.

- The Famous Five did not see the
Bounder again till they went into the
Common-room in the evening. ;

Vernon-3mith was talking to Skinner
and Bolsover major, having spparently
become reconciled with the latter, He
did not look at the five as they came in.

Wharton’s chums restrained  their
natural desire to po for the plottin
Bounder. He looked as if he had hac
enough, for one thing; but the import-
ant consideration wag that they could
not afford te nek being detained on
Saturday,

Hazeldene was in the Common-room,
anid he did not look happr. He had
come in just in time for calling-over,
looking pale and tired. He glanced at
Wharton, but dropped his eyes as he
met the gaze of the captain of the
Remove, To judge by appearances,
Hazel had not anﬁ:-_}'ed his afternoon
with the nuts of Higheliffe, and pro-
bably by that time he wizhed that he
had gone to CLff House instead of join-
E]EG at "“little game " with Ponsonby

e ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Money Wanted !

URING the next day Harry
Wharton gave a great deal of
thought to the subject of the
Highcliffe match.

It was an important fixture to the
Remove, and it was Wharton's business,
a3 cricket captain, fo find a winning
team. Frank Courtenay, the jumor
skipper of Higheliffie, had brought his
tean up to o ﬁigh piteh, and the match
would not have beern: an easy cne n any
cnge. Now that the Bounder no longer
played for the Remove, it was more
necessary than ever for the rest of the
¢leven to keep up to the mark., Dick
Rake made a good substitute for
Vernon-Smith, hutﬁma was not up to the
Bounder's form at his best. Now that
Wharton himself had to stand out, the
prospects were not rosy.

Wharton had decided to play Delarey,
the South African juntor, unless, by a
miraculous chanee, Mr, gntel::h relented
and let him off for 8aturday. But there
wad noother weak apot in the team—
Hazeldene, .

Chiefly on Marjorie's account, Whar-
ton had always been very patient with
Hazel. But he could not risk playing a
passenger 1n an lmportant match on
anybody’s account. Hazel had neglected
practice of late, and had displaved an
uncertain and irritable tem when
spoken to on the subject, He was not
an easy fellow to deal with: but the
Eptnin of the Bemove had to deal with

11T,

Wharton was all the more unwilling to
take any step that would put Hazel off
cricket, because it would be sure to
theow him all the more into the nrme of
Skinner & Co. and the Bounder. But
he had his duty to the team to consider
first of all.

. After morning lessons on Thursday he
joined Hazel when the Remove came
ot of the Form-room,  Marjorie's
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brother
moody.

Wharton walked ond into the guad-
rangle with lim, Hazel only acknow-
ledging hiz presence by a restive ges-
ture,

“Time for some practice at the nets
before dinner, old fellow,” eaid IHarry
cheerily,

*1 don't feel up to it before dinner!”

“Oh, come along! We're all going ™

“Can't you give a chap a rest?” said
Hazel gulkily. *I don't believe in peg-
Eing away every apare minute,™

“Well, vou don't guite do that,” said
Harry mildly. “You never wenb uecar
the nets yesterday afterncon.”

“1 had something else to Jdo.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Your form's going all to  pot,
Hazel,"” he said, after a pause. “I may
as }veil speak plainly. We sha'n't have
a ripping chance on Saturday, anyway,
and every fellow o the team ought to be
at the top of hia form. 1 suppose you
know I'm out of it, and Bob will have
to captain the eleven? I want you to do
your level best when we play High-
cliffe.”

*If you mean you want an excuse fo
drop me out of the eleven, you needn’t
F-le':&tl about the bush. I'll resign, if you
-i {‘_‘51

“T don't mean that,” baid Wharton

looking depressed and

wan

guictly, “°F shall be disappointed if you
resign. I want you te bé in good
form.”

“0h, T shall be all right '™ said Hazel

irritably. “The fact iz, I'm not think-
‘mg' _crf cricket juat now. I'm in rather a

Wharton was not surprised to hear it
He knew Hazel's fixes of old.

Hazel stopped, and looked at the cap-
tain of the Remove uneasily and
anxiously.

“Look here, Wharton, I'll play up on
Saturday—you can rely on me, Tl
stick to practice like glue. If—if I
could get this off my mind :

““What i3 it?" asked Wharton.

“I=1 was with Ponszonby wvesterday
afternoon 5

“1 guessed that.”

Hazel sneered.

“I don't see why you should have
been thinking about it at all. 3till, as
you seem to take an interest in my
affairs, perhaps vou feel inclined to help
me out of the Aix I've got into. It isn't
much—only a couple of guid.”

“¥You owe it to FPonsonby ™

“Well, I want a couple of quid,” said
Hazel. *“No need to go into details,
The question 13, Can you lend me the
money, and will® you #”

“I can't—not at once, anyway. I
could get it, I've some money in the
bank."

“T want it to-dav, or not at all.”

Wharton pansed,

He uitered no word of the angoer that
wad within his breast. And he wns
more angry with the Bounder than with
Harel. Hazel, weak and irresclute,
always followed where he was led, and
Wharton had reazon to believe that it
was Vernon-Smith who had led him into
rascally ways again,

“Look here, Hazel!" he exclaimed ot
last. “I won't sar anvthing about yvour
playing the fool, Buot will this see you
cleay 7

“(Oh, vea!™

“You'll be nble to setle up with that
Hlfil(‘llﬂ'l!' cad, and bave done with him,
if I etand vou two quid *™

Hazel coloured uncomfortably.

“Tt will see me elear,” he said.

“And that will he the end of it?™

“Yea™

“Then I'll do it," said Harry, making
up his mind, 1 dou't think rou're so

"bicyeleshed.

One Penny. 5

much to blame, as it happens. Smithy
got you into if " ‘ .

“You needn’t E{ut it on Smithy,” mut-
terad Hazel. *““Ie had nothing to do
with my mesting Ponsonby.”

“He took vou down to the Cross Keys
on Monday night,” said Wharton,
frowning. *That was the beginning!™

“Oh, leave Smithy out of 1t!" said
Hazel, "1 suppose I'm not a blessed
baby, to be led by the nose by another
fellow, amm I¥"

“A good denl Like that, anzwpy,” said
Wharton. “If T didn't think 8o, I
certainly shouldn't lend vou money to
pay a gambling debt.”

“You needn't lend it to me!” said
Hazel sullenly. *1 dare eay Smithy
would, if I asked him."™

“I'll find it, somehow,” said Wharton,
without heeding that remark. “ You
can send it to Ponsonby by post, I
suppose.”

“NWo, I can’t! T

bike over after
lessons I muttered IHazel uneasily.
“It's all right! Pon won't play for
} DhU’a!" he added, with an uneasy
sugh.

“Then how do rou come to owe him
money ab all¥”
mean—"  Hazel broke off.
“Lool here, Wharton, if yon choose to
lend me the money I'll be obliged; but
I'm not going to be catechised like w
gilly kid, I'm old enough to look after
myeelf, I suppozei’

Wharton gave him a grim look,

But the harassed expression on Hazel's
face moved him a little, in spite of hia
cxasperatlon. If & loan of two pounda
would enable the wretched junior to get
clear of Ponsonby & Co, it was worth
it—though the dote of repayment waa
decidedly  uncertain. There  were
already several old loans between him
and Harry which ITazel had forgotten
completely, as it scemed.

“I'll manage it," said Harry. Tl

lessons, Hazel !

———

let you have it after

“Thanks!™ said IIazel, brightening
up. * X dare gay I can asttle quite soon,
I say, let’s get down to the cricket now
that'as off my mind 1"

“Right-ho !

Hazel joined the Famous Five on the
cricket- li*nu:id. and Isimmln:;d El excollent
epirtts all at once, e played up proett
well, though his late want of praﬂtiui
had told on him. Wharton was glad to
sep him bright and -cheerful, however,
and not sorry that he was helping him
out of his fix,

After lessons that day the captain of
the Remove proceeded to raise the re-
quired two pounds. He collected it in
hilf-sovereigns here and there, to ba
repaid by a withdrawal of the sum from
his account in the Post Office Savings
Bank., It wos not a small sum for a
junior to give away, and as for repay-
ment, that was worse than doubtful
But Harry Wharton did not grudge it.

Hazel's eyes glistened when FHorry
put the corcency notes into his hand.

“Buzz off, settle up, and come ta
my study to ten,” said Wharton.
“We'll wait tea for vou, Hazol,”

Haze! coloured crimson.

“0Oh, don't wait!" he aald, #
might be late. I—I think I shall have
spin on my bik 3

m nut__::

“1 may drop in ab CLff House,” auild
Hazel, “Mnarjorie expected to szee e
westerday, you know I™

“0h. all serene!™

Hazel thrust the eurrency notes tuto
his pocket, and hurricd away to the
He ceemed to be in re-
markable haste for a fellow wha was
only going to pay a debt. He wheeled
his machine down to the gates, where
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Vernon-Smith was Tounging with his
bands in hia pockets,

The Bounder gave himx an ivonical
look. Hazel would have pasesed him
without speaking, but Vernon-Smith

sddressed him cheenly.
“Buzzing off to  Higheliffe?” he
atked,

“Yes," said Hazel shortly.

“ What luck did you have yesterday?”
Y Rotten 1™

The Bounder laughed.

“And now dyuu’m going for some

more?” he said. ]
“Mind your own business!™
“Oh, don't be rvatty,” said the

Bounder amicably, “1 don’t owe you o
grudge for the rotten trick you played
me the cther night—"m>"

“You played me a rotben trick Grst,”
gaid Hazel sullenly,

“Keoping you away [rom the Cross
Kevs!” grinued the Bounder. *Lock-
ing you in the wood-shed when you
;.1'ﬁnted to go on the razzle! Ha, ha,
e 17

Hazel gave him a savage look.

“"Well, you paid for it,” he said, be-
tween his teeth. ** You knew I couldn't
lick you—but I knew Wharton could,
and he did.” |

“ Because you hed to hum,” said the
Bouuder pleasantly. “'It  was deep—
awfully deep—I never thought you'd
have the brains for such a tiiek,” He
rlanced round as the Famous Five came

wn to the gates, wheeling their
inachines. “*Halle! You're gomg to
have company., Ta-tal”

And the DBounder strolled away,
whisthng.

“Hold "on, Hazel!” called out Whar-

Lo,

Hazel staved at Jum.

“What is it—what—"

“"We're golg over to
too,” said Bob Cherry.
there, if vou like.”

Hazel changed colour. -

“You're gong to Higheliffe!” he ex-
claimed, so savagely that the chums of
the Remove stared at him in astonish-
rent.

“Yes," satd Wharton. " We'll ride
over together, Hazel, We're going to
give Courtenay a leok-in.” ]

“You've gnly just thought of going,”
taidd Hazel with a sneer,

Wharton gazed at him, not under-
slanding his anger and bitterness.

“Yes. Bob just proposed to run over
anud see them at cricket practice,” le
said, “ We shall see what form they're
in for Baturday, Why not?”

“You mean you're coming over to spy
cn me!” exclmmed Hazel passionately.

Wharton started.

“Bpy on you! Arve your mad

“What are you driving at, you fool?”
exclaimed Johnny Bull,

Hazel did not answer. .

With a sulkv, sullen face, he jumped
rm his machine and pedalled away up
the Courtfield Road, leaving the Famous
Five standing by their machines ex-
changing locks of amazement.

Higheliffe,
* Race you

o
H

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Visit to Higheliffe !
i ELL, my hat!” ejumlat-ﬂ&
W Frank Nugent. " What does
that mean, Harryi”
Wharton shook his head.
“RPlesged if I know! I thought the
silly ass would be glad of your company.”
Johmupy Buoll gave s snort,
“It's plain enough. It's one of their
precious  little  pames in DPonsonby’s
study. That's what he's going for.”
“It im't that,” said ﬁarr?, “ Hazel
ien't going over to gamble, He's going
10 Ipu}r a debt.” g
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“"How do you know, fathead?

“Well, he told me s0.” .

Johnny Bull gave another snort, which
expressed eloguently how mmch faith he
placed in Hazel's assuranice,

., are we goingl” asked Bob
Cherry. “1I want to see what shape the
Hi?;hﬂii’ﬂ’e chaps are in for Baturday.”

“I'm going,” smd Johnony Bull
grmly. ‘" Hazel's a-ullt;r looks docsn’t
matter twopence to me.’

Wharton hesitated,

“If he thinks—" he began.
“What the merry thunder does it

what he tiinf{a?"

matter demanded
Johnny Bull. “¥For goodness' eake E_et
on your jigger and let's start! 1'm

EOINg, BOYWaYy."

And Johnny Bull put his leg over his
machine and started.

“Oh, come on!" ssid Bob.

Wharton still hemtated, but his com-
rades llad after Johony Bull, and
he followed them. ]

Hazel's outburst had astonished him,
but, as he thought the matter over, an
explanation occurred to hiz mind. He
could not help thinking that Jahg:ly Ball
had hit the right nail on the head, and
that it was a little gama in Cecil Pon-
sonby's study that drew Hazel fo High-
cliffe, He remembered Hazel's inad-
vortent admission that Pon rofused to
play for I O U's. Had the wretched
“eportsman™ lost his cash the day be-
fore and raised a fresh au‘sbp]y from
Wharton by a Lel It looked only teo
much like it

It was not pleasant for Wharton to
reflect that, instead of helping Hazel to

et clear of Ponsonby & Co., he had

clped him with capital to try his luck
agam,

His brow was dark as he rode on.

Hazel came in sight as the five juniors
rode through Courtfield. They overtook
him on the Highcliffe road beyond the
tow .,

He gave them g sullen glance as they
came up, and did not speak.

The mmmh Five did nﬂ%h Shd{"aen

ed to k im company. ey shot
mnd, Ieafﬁ?g Hazel still pedalling on
behmed.

He was not in sight when they arrived
at Highcliffe.

Courtenay of the Fourth was on the
ericket-ground, at practice in the golden
summer evemng, and Harry Wharton
& Co., leaving their machines at the

orter’s lodge, walked down to Iattle
gidﬁ to join him. Ponsonby, Gadsby,
and Monson were sauntering in the
aquadrangle, chatting and yawning, and
t!he}"g‘ave the Greyiriars juniors super-
cilions amiles. Ponsopby, with a wink
to his companions, stopped to speak.

“Hazel come over with you, Whar-
ton®” he asked.

“MNot with us,” =nid Wharton shortly.

“But he 13 commn'?”

“Yea

“Oh, rood! We've been expecling
the dear boy,” said Ponsonby agreeally,
“AwPly goey chap, Hazel—what?"

“Regular sport, and no mistake!”

rinned Gadshy. *We're waitin® for

m.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on
without replyving. But DPonsonby had
confirmed the sespicion in Wharton's
mind. It was not to pay a debt that
Poter Hazeldene was cycling over to
Higheliffe Schoal.

C'ourtenay of the Fourth was at the
wicket when the chumas of the Remove

(acrived on the erncket-ground, but he

gave them z nod and a smrle. The Unteg-
pillar was bowling, and he was bowling

remarkably well.  De Courcy was gene- |

but rank

rally considered a slacker,
d in making a

Courtenay had suceecde
cricketer of him.
Ponsonby & Co, were ignoring ihe
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cricket. Those elegant nuts were not
much good at the game, and they had
no chance of gettmg into the jumior
eleven—if they would have cared to do
80, Nap and bridge and cigarettes were
more in their lne than the great sum-
nier gamnee.

. The Caterpillar left off bowling, toss-
ing the ball to Bmithson, as he spotted
the Greyfriars Ea.rt-g. He came off tho
pitch and joined them. £

v Jolly %t:d fo sece you,” he said
affably, * Franky would have kept me
bowlin® till the cows come home. Fright-
fully fatiguin’. I'm nearly droppin’.”

“You don't look it,” said Hauwry
Wharton, with a smile.

The Caterpillar sighed.

“Appearances are deceivin’, dear boy.
I am really in tho last stage of giddy
exhaustion. There's Franky glarin’, st
me now beeause I've chucked it. You
fellowas are my excuse~—I'm bein' polite
to visitors.™

“Don't chuck
though,”

“0Oh, I'm only makin® you an oxcuse,”
saicdd the Catevpillear calmly. * Franky
can’t rag me for bein’ polite to visidors.
How are you fallows gettin' on? Lookin’
forward to stapgerm’ humanity on
Saturday—what ¥ Look ont for me!
I've bean developin® a late eut that will
make you open your eyes.”

it on our account

Courtenay <come away from the
wicket. He greeted Harry Wharton &
Co, warmly. He was always glad to sce

his friends from Greyiriars.

“¥You fellows seemn to be in great
form,” Wharton remarked.

“Yes: we're getting ready for you on
Saturday,” said Courtenay, with a smile.
“It will be a tussle, anywav.”

“For us cspecially,” grunted Bob.
“Whearton's detained for Saturday,”

“What rotten luck!™ Courtenay was
sympathetie.  Wharton's detention on
the match-day imcreased his chances of
a win, but he did not look at it in that
light. “I'mx sorey.”

“Hard cheese,” agreed the Cater-
pillar. “I'Il tell you what, Franky, If
Wharton's etandin’ out, you ought to
leave oubt your best man—abem !—to
level things up. I don’t mind bein’ made
the sacrifice. I don’t, really I

“ Fathead 1 was Courtenay's reply.

The two cricketers returned to the nets,
Harry Wharton & Co. watching them.
The Higheliffe team were all there, and
they were certainly in good form. The
Gm’}' riaras fellows could see that Satur-
day’s matech would be a hard one, and
that they would mies their skipper sorely.
Bolb Chervy suggestéd a deputation to
Mz, Queleh to beg Wharton off deten-
tion; but the prospect did uob scem

very hopeful.

While they wore watching the cricket
Hazel came in at the gate, and joined
Ponsonby & Co. in the quad. They woend
into the Housa together.

Hazel did not come out.

It was half an hour later when
Courtepay gave up and joined the Grey-

friars Iellows again.

“You'll stay to tea—a war teal” he
asked.

“(h, do!” said the Caterpiflar., ** Nao
sugar, of course; and luckily we don’t

need potatoes for tea. Trot in !

The Famous Five accompanied them
to Study No. 3 in the Fourth, They
passed Ponsonby's study, and Pon's vaice
could be heavd throvgh the door as they
passrd.

“Your deal, Hazel!”

Wharton compressed hin Lipa,

But he gave no other sign of having
heard, and they went o to Courtenay’s
study to a sugarlees tca,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
; Marjorie’s Money !
HARRE’ WHARTON & CO. had a

very cheerful tea in Courtenay's

agtudy. Short commons did not

trouble them much, and they

were already  accustomed to  missing

sugar. YWharton's thounghts wandered

ee or twice to Ponsonby’s study, where

Hazel was enjoying—or the reverse—a

little game on the two pounds he had

extracted from the captain of the
Remove,

The black zheep's mean dodge had
startled Wharton. That Hazel was wealk
and wayward he knew only too well:
but direct falschood from him was not
what he had expected. It was unpleasant
to refloet that he had provided money
for gambling purposcs—and two pounds,
too, was not a sum he ponld afford to
regard with indifference. He was not

blessed with wenlth like the Bounder or
Lord Mauleverer. To devole money to
getting Hazel out of the hands of the
nutty sportsmen of Higholiffe was one
matter—but to provide 1t to cnable him
to tempt Fortune again waa quite an-
other. He wes feeling - deeply annoyed
and exaspernted, though he strove to
banish the thoughtfrom his mind while
he was in Courtenay’s study.

YWhen the Greyfriars juniors took their
leave, Courtenay and De Courcy walked
down fo the patea with them.  They
found Hazel just wheeoling his bike out.
Hazel was looking white and harassed,
and he hardly locked at them. He started
first, by himeelf, but the Famous Five
soon overtook him on the road.

While his comrades rode on, Harry
Wharton slacked down fo keep pace with
Hareldene, and rode beside him.

Hazel pave him a surly look.

“%What do you want?"' he snapped.

“To speak to you,” saird Harry.

Hazel sneered bitterly,

“You've found out what you came
for!" he snid.

“I came over to eee Courtenay, and
to see the form his men were in,” said
Harry Wharton guietly.

“Well, you've found me out, any-
way |"

“I couldn't very well help it, Hazel.”

The junior glanced at him in surprise.
He had expectod bitter words of con-
tempt and reproach.

#I—=I—" Hazel stammered, his
conscience troubling him. *“Look here,
Wharton, I may as well own up! I
never owed Pon anything. He won't
talie my I O U's. I wanted some tin for
a fresh start, and 1 knew you wouldn't
lend it me if vou knew M

*I certainly shouldn't!"

“Well, I had to have it. T wanted to
try again. 1 intended to settle up with
u this ovening, and I'm going to."

“0Oh! You've been lucky?"

“N-not  exactly !” Hazel's lip

wivered. “J—I had rotten luck., They
gleaned me out agamn !”

Y Perhaps that's better luck than
winning, 1n_the long run,” said Harry,
with & smile, “Never mind the two
:];ﬂdﬂ, Hazel. Let that go! Look here,

at kind of thing isn’t good enough for

o, Cricket's o bit better than nap or

nker, ang_dn.:.r. Chuck it up. and don't
think anything more about it.”

Hazel was silent as he rode on.

This kindness from the fellow he had
deceived so groesly touched him, and he
felt repentant and remoracful.

“I've got to settle up,”" he said at last.
“You're not going to lose the moner.
I'm not a awindler!" )

“Well, let it wail,” said Harry., T
can settle with the fellows I horrowed

from a8 soon as I get the tin from the
bank.

Hazel shook his head obatinately,
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“I'm going to settle,” he said.

“But you haveu't the tfin”
Wharton, perplexed.

“I can get it.”

YWharton frowned.

“Wouldn't vou rather owe it to me
than to the Bounder *” he said.

:gin”gwt thinking of Jmithy.”

ki

ITazel gave hitn a nod as they reached
a turning, and swoerved into another
road. Wharton rode on after his friends,
putting on speed to overtake them,

The lane Hazel had taken led to Cliff
Hounse Bohool.

The captain of the Remove knew now
where Hazel intended to raize the money.
Marjorie was to find it for him!

His brows were knitted as he pedalled
L 8
It was impossible for him to interfere,
but ho was bitterly angry. Ilazel was
determined that he would not remain in
debt to Wharton, His touchy pride did
not allow that. His pride did not, how-
ever, préevent him from passing on his
troubles from his own shoulders to
Marjorie's.

YWharton overtook the Co., and they
came up to Greyfriars together. When
the juniors went into Hall for calling-
over, Hazeldena was not with them, IHe
came in ot the last moment, just in time
to answor his name, however, looking
Hushed and breathless,

After calling-over, he tapped Yharton
on the shoulder in the passage. The
captain of the Remove looked at him
rather grimly. IHe did not want Mar-
jorie Hazeldene's money.

However, he followed Hazel infa the
window-recess, where they could speak
without being overheard. )

“I can sguare up now,"” said Hazel,
flushing. *“Can you—can you change a

five-pound note?’
“A fver!” cjaculated Wharton,
“¥Yes, Nothing wonderful in m

having w fiver, I suppose,” said Hazel-
dene irritably. ople mren't so
well off as vours, but we're not begpgars !

“Twook here, Hazel,” said Wharkon
plainly, “T may as well speak out! I've
told you you meedn't trouble about the
money. ﬂct‘. it stand over.”

“I don't cheosa to. I'm not going to
ramain under an obligation to you, if
that's what you mean.’ i

“You should have thought of that
before you diddled me into lending you
ths money, then ! .

Hazel's eyes gleamed. He was in a
atate of nerves after the unhealthy ex-
citernent of the gamble in Pon’s study,
and in a mood to quarrel with friend or
foe.

“T thought T should win ™ he said, “1
intended to seftle with wvou directly T
came away from Highelife. T had bad
luck. But T haven't asked you to wait
long. I've got the money, and I'm going
to pay up.'’

“Well, I can’t change & fiver, any-
way,” axid Wharton shortly.

“T'll get it changed, then."

“I'll speak omt,” said Harry, com-

ressing his lips. I won't take jt,
?{axﬁl! You are forcing moe to put it
plain. I don't want vour eister’s money,
and I won't touel it 1"

Hazel'a face flamed.

“3What businees 13 1t of vours where I
gob the tin*" he demanded angrily.

“None, as long a3 yvou don't want me
to handle 1it. But T won't handle 3t, aud
that's the long and the short of it '

And Wharton turned on his lheel and
walked away. He nearly ran into the
Dounder, who was looking at the two
from the hall.  Mazel stared after hon
with bitter rage and animosity in his
face, ¢

Vernon-Bmith, with a grin, joined him
in the window-reccss.
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“Move trouble in the family®" he

suid | smiled.

“The checky ead’" said Hazel, be-
tween has teeth, grinding out the words.
;“HE won't take the money I owe
bR ——

“Yon owe Wharton mouer!"™ ejacu-
lated the Bounder.

“IIe lent it to me thiz afrerncon”
Hazel was 3o full -of race and bitterneas
that hie hardly knew or cured whom [
was epeaking to, so long as he un.
burdened himsclf of his wrongs, “ The
rotter! Ho wants to keep meo umder
his thumb—to keep me owing money !
Hang his retten two quids!™

The Bounder smilad. Ile knew pre-
cisely how much faith to place in thar
But Hazel, in hie mood of irritable in-
dignation, was amuoeing to the cynical
Bounder, and he drow him out,

“My hat! Wharton lent yvou tin fa
play with Ponsonby again?’ le suid,
“ Blessed if I ever thousht he'd be an
pood-natwred ! I should have expected
w aarmon instoad of a loan.”

“Ho did not know, of course. Ha
thought I waa going to pay a debt, Now,
he won't let me settle up’™ Hazel
pug%ml_ “I'll make him take it, the
'::E b S

" Dashed queer!™ said the Dounder.
**Is he volling in money, that he wants to
give it away ™

“He's taking n rotten advantaze of
mao!” muttored Hazel, " My siater’s lend
mo a fiver, and he's guessed it, and be's
making that the excuse. What docs it
matter to him, I'd like to know?"

The excited junior did not obacrve the
smile of contempt on the Bounder's faee

Vernon-Smith understood.

That five-pound note represented poor
Marjorie’'s savings. Donbtless the girl
had changed many little eums into that
banknote in order to keep it with more
gfu:unty, and to be loss tompted to apend
it.

Hazel had certainly told ler nothing
of his dealings with Ponsonby & Co. I
wza hard up. and Marjorie had handel
him her littlo savings—perhaps with o
sigh, but wngrudgingly. Probably abe
had not even asked what the meney swas
wanted for; if she had, doulitloss el
igag evaded the guery, il not actually
ied. .

He owed Wharton two pounda, bat ha
hiad taken the whelo five-pound note. Did
Lo intend to raturn the thres pounda to
Marjorie? That question did net noed
an answer, Tho remaining threo pounds
would bo weed for another plunge, and
would follow the reast.

Hazeldono fumbled in his pocket.

“Will you change this note for ~mae,
Smithy? You've got plenty of money.
I can’t make him change it, but T can
make him take the money I owo him,
I'll throw it into his face if he won't
take it!"

“ Cortainly ! aaid the Bounder.

He opened his pocket-book, and rare.
lessly flicked out five ome-poumd notes.
He put the fivers into their plaoe.

Thanka ' martiored Hnm&.

He lmrried away in soarch of Wiiar.
ton, tho Bounder looking after him with
a cynical smile on his lips. Harry Whae-
ton had gone to his study for prep, and
Hazol hurried upstairs.

He found Wharton and Nugent ag
work in No. 1 Stody, Doth of them
looked up as e threw the door open
without knocking.

“ Hallo ! cjoculaicd Nozxent,

Harol strode in.

“There's your money, Wharton '™ e
csx;}nfmpdi :!

o priched fwo ponnd noies upon ol
study table, P iae
Then he ewune round and stegdle ont,

im;nmminf: the door after him.

THe Matxer Lisniity.- Mo, 490,



8

Frank Nugent stared at his chum in
Llank sstonishment.

“ Well, that's & new way to |
debts|” he remarked. * What on earilie
the matter with that mﬂy asa now’

! Wﬁhartmi pickﬁ:] up the currency notes,
i fingers trembling with anger. _

i nﬁ:nt it to Hazel to-day,” he said.
1 thought it was to pay & debt : but !yf.m
know what he was domyg at Higheliffe
whilo wo were there.”

Nugp¥ut whistled.

“No need for him to settle up
dramatie style, that I can seeo,
marked, =

“T'd refused to take the money.

“Eh? What on carth for?™ =

“It'e not his—it's Marjorie’s!” said
Wharton savagely. *'I don't want to take
Mariorie’'s money.” y

"(}Jh.'” anid Nugent slowly.

in this
ha re-

“1 sec.

But you'll have to take 1%, u‘iﬁ acout—
you can't ram it his neck.

Wharton nodded, and glipped the

surreney notes into his pocket-book. He

went on with his prep with a dark brew.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Litile Game !

KINNER and the DBounder were
S working at their prep when Hazel

come into their study late in the
ovening,

Skinner ﬂaﬁ'e him a cordial nod, and
Vernon-Smith a cool atare. ]

v @l busy? Pasked Hazel uneasily,

“ Nearly fnished,” yawned Skinner
“I'm not over-warking myself. I ghall
pot through with a erib”

The Beunder did not speak.

Hazcl licsitated, but he did not go. He
waited while the two juniors finished
their work. ®kinner roso and yawned,
amd took a box of clrarettes out of a
gnoTel TeCesa, ;

“ gmoke ! ho querted.

" Thanks 1" ;

The Bounder smiled mockingly as
Hal Nghted the eiparette. Skinner
finishod his smoke, and left the study,
leaving tho two together, Vernon-3mith
vose ae if to follow him. i

“Don't zo for a minute, Smithy,” said
Hazel.

“What the dickens do you want?”
asked the Bounder. 1 suppose you've
uot drof in as o friend, after the
rotten trick you played me omly loet
AMondey? I've been in two minds
whether to hammer you to a jelly for it.”

Hazel langhed uncomfortably.

“No need for ua to bo cnemies,” he
sgidd,  “You ﬁgwd a trick on me, and I
gave you & d for an Oliver, Let
bygoncs be bygones! XNo resson why
wao shouldn’'t boe friends. Marjorio ssked
after vou to-day.”

The Bounder lpughed. :

Iarel ovidently had an a<e to grind,
and he had no sctuple abont uweing his
sister’s name to put the Bounder into
a good humour,

"Veory kind of ber,” 2aid Vernon-
Smith. " Anything else??

“Well, if vou want to be on bad
terme—-"" &aid Hoazel Aushing.

“1 don't! I don't care a rap either
way [V

“Look here, we used to be {riends, and
'iial:u--:-!ﬁ-:-ma zood times together!™ sand

ael.

“"What do sou want?™ asked the
;E-?t#ndur abruptly. *Come, out with
! '

Hazel amiled awkwardly,

“What do wyou say to a little game
now?” he said at loet. ™ I'm in funde—
I've got three gquids, TII Flng you any

ante von like. There's half on hour
Before “bed-time,”
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“*HMa, ha, ha!™

The DBousader’s sharp laugh  vaume
through the study.
Hazcl had money in hie pocket again—

the remainder of Marjorie’s five-pound
note, It wae too late to think of seeking
Ponsouby & Co. again, 6o he had come
to the Bounder's study with the gambling
fever in his veins.

The treacherous trick he had played
npon  Vernon-Smith only a few -d)‘a:,ra
before did neot weigh with him—he was
only thinking of the glimmering cards.

e locked at the Euunﬂer savagcly as
he laughod.

| rgﬂn’f- sen anything to cackle at!”
he enid angrily,
& pame, you needn't play. You wmsed to
be keen enough at one time."

" ¥ou've got three quids, and you want
me to win it?” grinned the Bounder,

“I can take my chance. I'm a better
player than I used to bo, too. Perhape
you're afraid I shall win your money®"”

sucered Hazol
" I'm afraid I ehall win

Ha, ha! Neo.
youra,”

“That’s my business, jsn't it?” ex.
clairaed Hazol, * Are you going to start
sorrnone, like Wharton—you "

“Well, it would be somethi like
Satan rebuking ein, wouldn't it?” smiled
the Bounder.  “ Well, 1 won’t pamble
with you, but I'l give you some advice I

“Keep it till T ask for it1”

“ Not at all. Yeu've pot three pounds
left out of Marjorie’s five, Keep it in
your pocket, and give it back to her to-
morrow. "

“Confound your cheek! Are you zoing
to meddle in my private affairs, like
Wharton?" Hazel's face blazed with
weak anger. “I'm fed-up with this! I
aare say I can get & gamoe with Snoop or
Skinner.”

He moved to the door,

*Hold on!" said the Bounder quictly.
“If you're set on it, I'll play you™

Hazel turned back at onee,

“Good man! Where are the carda®”’

He was trombling with eagerness now.

“ Lock the door!” said Vernon-Smith.

The key turned.

Yernon-Bmith produced the cards, and
the two juniora eat down to the table.
The Bounder's hard face wore a cynical
grin,

Even if he had not been a better player
than Hazel, he was bound to win, for he
was cool and elear-headed, while his
adversary was excited, cager, greedy.

They played, and the play lasted just
a quarter of an hour. ¥ that time
Hazel's threo pounds lay on Vernon-
Smith's side of the table,

The wretched junior looked after the
money he had lost with haggard eves.
Vernon-Smith shufled the ecards.

“Gowmg ont" he smiled.

“¥ou'lll take an I Q Ui hesitated
Hazel,

“Hga, ha! What iz it worth?”

Hazel was sullenly silent,

“Any old thing,” said the Bounder,
with a touch of good-nature. *“Give mc
your I O U for three quid. Take it back
and try again™

“"You're a good fellow, Smithy!"

“Ona of the best,” grinned
Bounder, " Go 117

Hazel's I O U—worth exactly the value
of the paper it was written upon, and no
more--waa passed across the table, and
Vernon-Smith handed back the money.
They played agoin—anore heavily—the
defented gamester cagerly seeking to
anatch success by larger stakes. Seven
minutes sufficed for the money te crose
over to Vernon-8mith's side of the table
again,

Hazel gave a suppressed groan.

“I have such rotten luck!™
muttered,

the

ho

“If vou don't cave for
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“You've not the head for thie,” eaid
the Bounder. "“It's o mug's wame, any-
way ; but if you can't keep as cool as ive,
it's simply throwing moncy away., You
seem to think you can miake bad cards
win by pulting heavy stakes on them.”

Hazel's face was white and miserable.

The Bounder easily read his thoughts,
He had hoped to make up the five pounds
agam, and repay Marjovie for the note.
Instead of that he had Jost his three
pounds, and owed Vewrnon-Smith three
morg in addition.

The Bounder glanced at his watch.

“Five ininates to bed-time,” he
yawned, “"Quite an ammsing time!
You don't | ag if you've enjoyed your-
self, Hazel.”

Hazel muttered eomething indistinetly,

The Bounder rose from the table,
twisted up the I O U, and lighted a
aigarette with it. Ilazel watched that
praceeding in amazement.

“Time we ambled off to the dorm,”
remarked Vernon-Binith, aa he put the
cards away, and slipped lhis money into
his pocket. “'Take up vour tin.”

Ho pushed the three currency notes
across the tabla to Hazel

Y My—my tin?"” mutterad HHazeldene,

“Ha, ha! Yes, it's vours™

“You've wan it.”

“{3h, don’t be an ass!” said Vornon-
B8mith. *“1 was only pulling your lesx
Take ik u}: LY

Hazel's hand reached cut to the cur-
rency notes, but he drew it back.

“It's yours,” he muttered. *“I'm not
ﬁ:mg to be treated like a kid! I shonld

vo kept your nmioney if I'd won it 1™

“¥ou had about as wuch chance of
winning my moncy a3 the Kaiser has of
winning the war,” said the Bounder
contemptuonsly. “If I could Jose to a
silly ass like you, Hazel, I ehould chuck
up eards for good!”

“¥ou checky rotter ™

The Bounder lavghed, and wnloched
the door.

Hazel rose lo his feet, his eves fixed
ﬁm&dl on the money. Vernon-Smith

nd destroyed the I O U—that cloim
certainly never would be presented,
Huzel's heositation ended at last, Fa
picked up the currency notes and placed
them in his kot.

1 shall settle for this, Smithy,” he
muttored uneasily., * That makes six
quid I owe vou.'

“Ila. ha, ha!™

The Bounder left Lhie study, still laugh-

mg.

_%um}l followed him with a moody
brow. He bad been treated generously,
but like a foolish child. The Bounder had
knewn that he would win, that he niust
win, .and he had played to keep Hazel
fremy gambling with Skinner or Snoop,
who' certainly would not have returned
the winnings,

But there was only sullen resentmont
in Huzel's breast, He kiew that Vernon-
Smith, like Wharton, would not take
Marjoric’s money; and that, in Hazel's
view, was an impertinent intevference
with his private concerns.

In the Remove dormitory, Vernon-
Smith turned in without another glance
at H ., Wharton glaneced at him,
howerer, nutr:]:-f his pale and baraseed
face, but he did not speak.

After the rest had gone to sleep Hazel
remained awake. Owing to the Bounder's
action, he liad three pounds in his pocket,
and the feverish dréam of snatchin
victory from the jawe of defeat was stii
in his mind. 'The Bounder was awake,
too, and he smiled eynically in the dark-
ness when e heard Hazel creep out of
his bed.

The sound of a seltly-closing door
followed.

The Bounder was awleesp when [Tazel
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rcturned, hours later,  But, when the
Remove turned out at thée clang of the
riging-bell in the morning, he glanced
at Hazel and grinned. The wretched
ynior was showmng very visible signs of
a night ovut, and his depressed look
showed that the currency notes had
etaved at the Cross Keys!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Wharfon !

that ovicket!” snoried

i ALL
Bolsover major.
The Remove Elgven wore at

practire  after lessons, and
flazeldene had turned up with the rest.
5 Hazel had been quite out of zorts that
ay.
Mr. Quelel had neted it in the Farm-
room, and Hazel bad pleaded a head-
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must be made as strong as possible. I'd
rather you played,”

Hazel shrugged his shoulders,

“1 mean that,” said Wharton quietly.
“It will be a disappoiniment to Mar-
jorie. 8he's kéen on your cricket. But
1t ~an’'t be helped I'™

“0Oh, that will do!"” said Hazel. “I'm
out of ithe tcam. I auppose anothoer
fellow has asked for my place, and any
excuse i3 better {han nono !”

“That 't go, and you know it
You're utterly seedy to-day, and I'mm not
ass cnough not to zce the reason,” said
Harry, " You were out of bounds last
nirht. I've seen you like thiz before™

“ Father c¢onfessor again!” sneered
Haz’i'll:i t I t ot d

“That's a ve golt to say,” sai
Wharton.

And he moved away.

“Hold on,” sstd Hazel. “I've got

ache, . something to say, too.” Ie hesitated.
After lessons Hazel had come down to | * I-—T paid up the two quid I owed you
crichet praclice vnwillingly. Fest@rdﬁ;.”
He was making o rotten show, and!  *“ Well}™”
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*Write as I dieiate !*’ sald Vernon-Smith, (See Chapter 10.)

Bolsover major's contemptuous remark
was guite justified. i

Hazel batted hke a specialiy chimsy
fng of the Second Form, and failed to
deal with even the casicst bowling.

e waa evidently quite off form, and
the morrow was the day of the Highcliffe
match, Wharton, unwilling ns he was to
drop Marjorie's brother out of the team,
had po chole in the matter. It was im-
possible to play Hawel against Higheliffe
on Baturday.

When the cricketers came off the field,

he joined Hazcl, The latter gave him a
defiant  glance, guessing what was
coming.

“You'il have to sland out to-morrow,
Hazel,” =aid Harry.

“I knew that was coming "

“Well, you don’t think you're it to
play, do you!" asked the captain of the
Remove, with determined pood-hwnonr.

“I don’t care a twopenny rap whether
I play or mnot,” said ﬂv 1 eullenly.
*“Leave me out of vou like 1"

“Well, T must,” said Harey. “I've

got 1o staud out miveelf, and the team

“"You—yon didn’t want to take the
maney.” Hazel's face was crimson now,
“You—von sapd—"

“That'a so.™
. " Well, as—as you didn't want to take
it, you cen hand it back to me,” said
Hazel, his cyes dropping before Whar-
ton s,

The captain of the Remove under-
stood, His eyea flashed,

“You mean that you lost the rest of
the fiver last night, and you want the

two pounds to gumble with again?” he
exclamed.
“That's not your business. You said

you didn’t want to take the money”
said Hazel sullenly, *If you don't want
it, give 1t to me:; I'm in need of it

Wharton commpressed his lips,

“This iz Vernon-Smiuth’s doing,” he
muttored.
~ “Oh, get off that!” exclaimed Hazel
wrritably, Y Do wou think I'm a baby,
led by the nose by any fellow who
chooges to take the trouble 77

“Yes; that's what wou are” said
Wharton angrily,  *“All this foolery
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begoan acain fast Meonday, when Vernon-
Sunth took: you down to the Cross Kexs
with hm. You had given it vp, and he
started you again, the ead !

“Will you give me the money 77

“Not to gamble with,” said Harry.,

“Then you were Iying’ when you said
ou didn't want i7" said Hazel, with a

Wharton, sioppid dead

arton stopp cad,

*Don’t go too far, Hazel!” he ssid, in
& low voice, ' You know what I did 1o
Vernon-B8mith for taking you to the
Cross Keys? Yon're-asking for some of
the same for yourself 17

Hazel burst into a shril] laugh.

S0 you are going to bully mei” he
exclaimed, “Weall come on, then—I'm
ready for you! You'll find that bullying
won't do any moro good than sermonis-
mg. I shall go my own way al] the
same 1V

"I'm not going to touch you,” said
Harry, putting his hands " intg s
kets. " You'd better give me a wide

rth, that's al]1®

“And you're goi
oty 1 going to kcep the
Yes”

Then you wera Iying 1”

Whaston's eyes glinted.

It was onl
tho fact that HMazel was Marj-}rie'i

brother which saved him at that moment
from a taste of what the Bounder had
received in the Remove dormitory,

You can’t keep yeur nose vut of my
affairs,™ went on Hazel savagely, “ You
must meddle, of course, and gencrally
put your foot in it. You've dono that
already., Pll show you how much your
meddling is worth! It will do you good.
You fought Vernon-Smith in the derm
lust Monday night for taking me to the
Crots Keys, You fool ™ ifia VOICE @x-+
pressed bitter contempt and mockery.
"1 never went to the Cross Keys thig
m%’i‘:h at all”

havton started,

“¥You told me——*" he exvlaimed.

“I was fooling you.” said Hazel with
sneering coolticss.  ** Smithy never went
there with e at all—I never went! Ha
came out with me, and tricked me inio
the wood-shed, and locked me in.*

“What!™

He kept me locked in the wood-shed
till after midnight,” went on Hazel,
watching with bitter satisfaction the die-
may on ‘Whaf-tun’s face, “He only let
me out when it was too Jate to go. Then
wa came back to the dormitory, Wa
hadn’t been even as {ar as the school
wall,”

Wharton panted,

“*¥You told me—" ho exclaimed,

"¥es. I wanted you to hammer
Smithy, to punish him for meddling with
me!"said Hazel mockingly, "I knew

ou'd believo anyihing against him, He
ocked me in to keep me away from
Cobb & Co. that night, the cheeky end !
I pitched you a yarn in the dormitovy
to make vou hammer Iim for it—I knew
you'd meddle. And you did it”

Wharton's face was a study.

I “You unspeakabla ead!™ he gasped
at lest. “You lied to me—you made
me believe that Smithy had tempted
you into going to that den——"

“Why 14:~«:n;:1 n't you mind. your own
buginess?" sneered Hazel “ Meddling
never does any good |”

"And I—I licked him!" ottercd

Wharton, * And—and all the time ha
was only trying, the same as 1 was, to
l;m.-;: you from making a fool of wvouy-
self ! Oh, you rolten worm!”
“¥ou may let me alome m the
future,” sand Hazel, “I've net asked
for your protoction, hang you! And it's
anly gas, unyway—vou don't live up to
! You're keeping my money now,
after sa¥ing that yon didn't want it—-"
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Wharton took out the two ecurrency

riotes and threw them on the ground.
“There's  the money.” he eaid,
“ron't spesk to me again, you worm!

You're not fit to speak to a German!”

He turncd his back on Hazel and
strode away. The black sheep of the
Remove laughed sneeringly, and picked
up the notes. Five minutes later he
was wheeling out his bievcle, en route
for Highelife and Cecil Ponzonby's
study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Amende Honorable !

O MITHY [ _ _
The Dounder of Greyfriars was in
his study. 4 :
He wr3 amusing himself in

rather an odd way. e was seabed

at hiz table dealing cards to himnsell.

As a matter of fact, the Bounder was
practising dealing from the bottom of
the pack. That kind of skill was very
useful to & fellow who joined in the
sportive circle at the Cross Keys. Jﬂzﬁ

awle and his sporting friends h
various ways of aiding Fortune when
that fickle Eh:}ddem prove inconstant, and
it.amused the Bounder to play them at
their own game. 3

He slid the cards into his pocket as the
door opened.

Wh::?mu came in breathlessly, fresh
from the scene with Hazeldene in the
quadrapgle. The Bounder regarded him
W BUrpriae, .

“Hallo! Tooking for another scrap?
he asked unpleasantly. ' I'm your man!
Gloves or not? Just a3 you like "

Wharton did not heed. \

“Tvo como to ask your pardon,” he
said.

The Boander whiatled. :

“My hat! Because I slogged you in
the Form-room and got you detained
for Saturday?” he ssked.

“ HWazel's told me what really happened
on Monday night, Smithy.”

“By gad! Has he?”

" Ho lied to me when ha catao back to
the dorm,” said Harry, his face crimson:
“I believed him—"

“Lied like a Prossian,” agreed the
Bounder. *° woke you up specially
ko tell vou lies and make us th-. And
you walked inte the merry little trap
ike a born fool!” 1

“Why dida't yvou tell me?”

The Bounder laughed. .

“Would you have believed me!

“Well, no,” confessed Wharton.,

“Then what was the good of telling

sou’™ grinned the Bounder. “* Besides,
dida’t choose to."”
“T'm gorey I was taken in” said

Hurry. * As for the fight, you gave mo
jolly fearly as good as I gave gou, and,
i vyon'd been in better condition, 1t
might have ended the other way
'rc.r‘:,_n.:l." -
‘Quite possible.™
“? neve;r] dreamed that Hazel would
fall as low as that! I sha'n't be taken
in by him again,” said Wharton, #1
con’t blame myself very much for bein
fooled, a3 it looked—well, 1t looked as if
it wos tpue, and you didn't say o word
to contradict the rotter. Buk T'm ROTTY.
I owe you an apologs, and I've come
here to make it"

The Bounder looked at him curiously.

Wharton's handsome face was fushed
and very earnest. He had come there
to make what amends he could at the
earliest possible moment. Something
of the hardness faded out of the Boun-
dev's face. o

“All serere!™ he said lightly, “I
wonder Hazel told yvou about 1t, though.
Woll, it can't be hafpﬂﬁ now—but I domn't
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nrind saving I'm sorry 1 went for wvou
in the Form-room on Wednesdar. It
was a rotten trick.”

“*Never mind that—I can understand
how you were feeling,” said Wharton.
" E=—I never suspected that vou—yon were
teying to keep that eilly fool steaight,
jusgt a5 I was, Not much wse either of
us tryving, as o matter of fact, When
the Nt's on him there's no stopping
him 1"

“I didn't care a per
satd the Bounder nﬁgﬁy.
he comesz 8 mucker and

about him,”
“The sooner
ets sacked from

the school tha better, It's because——"
He paused,

“1 know," said Harry, “Becaunse of
Marjarie, ™

“Well, yes. He gives her trouble
enough without gettm sacked,” said
Vernon-Smith. * She's duffer enough to
care whether he's sacked or not—and
one can't help liking her the better for
it. But it wasn't much use—he’s bound
to go his own way. It means the boot
for him sooner or later.™

He burst into a laugh. :

“You're surprised at my trying to
keep that fool oumt of what I get into
myself,” he said.

“It is odd,” said Harry. *You can
see it's bad for him—why don't you
chuck it up for vourself?”

b use I'm built that way—and I'm
not & weak fool like Hazel, They don't
skin me at Highcliffe—I skin them!™
The Bounder Faughm:L “Pon & Co.
were very glad to welcomie me back into
the fold—but ‘hey’'ve paid pretty daaﬂg
for it. Do you mind if I get on wit

game " ;
he cards came out again.

“T shouldn't think thera was much
entertainment in that,” said Harry.
"Wdl;ﬁ‘a the good of dealing yourself

#Tnts! Did you ses how I was deal-
ing themi" \

“The usoal way, I suppose.”

“Not quite. Look here, let me {%Fal
vou & ha nly a game, you know.

Thé Bounder dealt two hands, face
down, after shuffing the pack.

1 supposa you think those two hands
are aa good a3 one another?” he asked.

“1 mu 8o, " said Harry.

“TU ]gv you five pounds to fire bob
my hand beats yours.”

‘Wharton shook his head,

“Oh, only mmla, & :;ﬁud the Bounder
lapghing. ** ere

e tEﬂl&d up the cards, and showed
king, queen, jack, ton, and nine in his
own hand, and an assorfment of low
cards in the hand dealt to Wharton.

“] should have won, you see,” he re-
marked.

“Yg thet a card trick 1" asked Harry,

“Hu, ha! Yes, in a way, It's WhB‘.-,E
is commonly called cheating at cards,
chuckled the Bounder.

-Ilﬂh 1.‘"

“] Leep that kind of gift for the
merry sports at the Cross Keys” ex-
plained Vernon-Smith. “They gener-
ally plant marked cards on a chap, and
thera are procions few marks I don't
know, or spot in a few minutes. They
never suspect a schoolboy of playing
them at their own game. It's very en-
terteining.  Fancy a Greyfriavs chap
cleaning out Jerry Hawke al a game
with his own marked cards !

Wharton's face was very grave.

“Shocked you—what?®” grinned the
Bounder. “My dear man, you shouldn't
come to this study; it's bad for wour
morals,”

“It's rotten, Smithy!" eaid Wharton,
in_a low voice. “ You're lowering your.
aelf to the level of these cheating raseals.
It'a horrible! T wish vou could see it as

do, and keep clear of it!™

“I shall never see things guite as you
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do,” said Vernou-Smith., e put the
cards into o drawer, and rose, vawning.
"I you fellows have done with the
pitch, I'll go and get some crickef
practice."

“ Mo reason why you shouldn't prae-
tice with ua said Harrr., *‘Look hers,
Smithy | I suppose we can't be fricnds,
but--but I don't want to be enemies.
did you a big injustice, though, good-
ness knows, 1 never meant to. and if you
itke to take my fist, there it is!"

He held out his hand.

Yernon-Smith gave him one look, and
took his hand lightly.
“All serene!” he said. ' We're

going our different wars, but we can do
that without snarling st one another.”
Wharton's brow was very thoughtlul
whoen he left the Bounder's study. In
spite of Vernon-Smith’s dingy black-
guardism, in spite of his many recklesa
ragealities, Wharton could not get rid of
hig feeling of friendship for hum. He
wondered whether the blackguard of the
Remove would ever find the right £path
again? Omne thing was certain—if he
strove for it, he would find ready and
cordial help from Harry Whartoen.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Pleasures of Going the Pate |

* ELL, you were an ass!”
‘Nf That was Johnny Bull's
candid comment when
Wharton explained the mat-
ter to his chums ab tea-time. It was
anty fair that the fellows should Lnow
that Vernon-Smith had been innocens

in the affsir for which they bad con-
demned him, ;
“The assfulness was terrific!” re-

marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It is too late to withdraw the esteemed
black eye vou gave Smithy.”

“Well, he gave me nearly as bad,”
said Wharton. “I couldn’t help being
taken in by Hazel, conld I7"

“Well, ne,” agrecd Bob Cherry.
“5till, it was rotten to hommer Bmithy
for nothing. Hazel is an awful cod, and
ne mistaka 1

“The thrashfulness the
proper caper.” 2

Wharton shook his head.. .

“I'm not going to touch him,” he said
quietly. “He can't stand up to me, for
ona thing. But it's rotten. It's really
due to Hazel that T'm detained for to-
morrow afterncon. A chap can hardly
blame Vernon-S3mith for eolin ratty,
thongh he might have ehown 1t in a
different way." .

“What about aszking Quelchy to let
vou off to.morrow " asked Nugent,

‘FH.{}.}-

“ Bless Hazel!" grunted Bob Cherry.
“He onght to have a jolly good licking !
And Y'd give him one, only—only 1
don't want Marjorie to see lim with a
black eye, and ﬂ;nmv I gave it to him.
Brr-rrr!”

Wharton noticed that Hazel was pre-
sent in good tifne for evening eall-over,
He was looking moody, as was usual
with him of late. It was not difficult
to guess that his latest visit to High-
cliffe had not becn prosperous.

He looked, in fact, so seedy and de.
pressed, that it was hard to feel angry
with ham.

Several times in the Commen-room he
glanced at Wharton as if inclined to
speak, but the captain of the Hemove
avoided his glances,

Lator, when Wharton
study, Hazel followed him.

Wharton showed hmpatience as the
wretehed junior came into his study,

“I suppose you're surprised to see me
here '™ said Hazel, forcing n grin.

would be

went to  his



Every Monday.

“T'm net surprised at anything you
de!” snapped the captain of the Re-
move, “What do you want? You
don’t expect me to be friendly, I sup-
pose, after what you told me this after
nedn ¥

“*T've been an utter fool!” mutierved
Hazel shamefacedlsy. "I can see it now,
I've had rotten luck at Highcliffe, too !

“ Do you expect sympathy from me on
that asore !

“*No,” said Hazel, laughing uneasily.
“PBut — but I'm sorry, and — and if
thete’'s 2 chance for me in: the team, 1
shall bho all right to-morrow—-m"

He paused.

YWharton gave an impatient laugh.

¢ understood ocasily enough, As
wsual, the weak-natured fellow's out-
hreak had been followed by repentance.
He had lest all his money—the money
he had obtained from Marjorie and from
Wharton.  There were no other re-
gources, and the merry blade business
had i be given up perforce. So it was
time for repentonce and reform; and he
was duly repenting, and was prepared
for réform, Wharton laughed—he could
not help it,  There was an element of
the comic in Hazel's backehdings and re-
pentances.

*1t's a bit too late to walk zbout the
match,” said Harry., *“You're in rotten
form, and T can't play 3ou to-morrow.
If you like to stick to practice, you may
have o chance next week.”

“T'm poing to stick to 1t," said Hazel.
“T wich I'd done so all along, It's a
51]]§ niug’s game, playing the giddy ox,
ag I've dene. T haven't the head for it
as Binithy hes™

“It"s a mug's game, right enough!™
gronted” Wharton,  * You usually see
that, T think, when you come 1o the end
of your money.”

Hazel Bushed,

“You needn't rub that in ! he mut-
fered.  “I—=I wouldn't mind so much
about my own weney, but—but——"
Lia broke off. *“ Well, it can’'t he helped.
I suppase it wouldn't be any use asking
vou to lend me five pounds 7

*Not in the least ! said Wharton,

“I—I dou't mean for gamblin ]

Wharton's lip curled.

“ Bo vou said before, amd the two quid
I borrowed for you went straight to
Pongonby 1™

“"I've admitted 1 was plaving the fool,
But—but I want fve iﬁoundi for =ome-
thmg elae,” said Harel wretehedly.

“Oh, I knew what you want it for!
You've spent all Marjoric's money, as
well as your ewn. And vou want that,
and if you got it, you'd go over to High-
cliffe to-morrow and gawmble it away in
Ponsonby's study ! said Wharton con-
temptucusly,

“I—1 wouldn't!”

“¥ou don't expect me to beliove that,
I suppose F™

Hazel's lip quiverrd.  Whartom had
been so patient with him hitherto that
he had not expected a rough rebuff, He
eremed quite  uncondeiows of having
given seriouy offence,

. “Even if you kept I:.'qut' ward, which
in't likely, I can’t let you have the
meney,” went on Wharton,  “You've
had two pounds from me, and I'm not
made of money. Marjorie wouldn't like
to take it from ine, if she knew, and
that’s what it comes to, If yvou offered
her the five pounds, and she knew it wag
me, she would refuse it, and you know

1 b

“I—1 shouldn't tell her that. I—I'd
sottle up later—pecrhaps quite soon !
mattered Hazol

*When you'd won some mopey from
Tonsonby  or  Jerey Hawke?™  askod

Wharton sarcasticallv,

Haxel did not answer. He Jeft the
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study with hanging head. Wharton
made an Impatient geature, Elnzel
looked so down that, in spite of himself,
he felt some compassion for the miser-
able fellow. But five pounds was not a
aurm easy for & junior to obtain, and to
raise 1t =omichow, ahd trust it into
Hazel's hands after his previons deeep-

tion, would have been aimply dolly.
Ouly o fellow like Hazel gmufd have

thought of asking such a thing.

In the passage Hazeldene hesitated for
sonie nunutes, snd then made his way
slowly to Vernon-Smith's study.

¢ found only Bkinncr there.

“Hallo! Trot in!" said Skinner
affably. “Have a smoke?™

' N-nl:l-. "

“Had too many at Higheliffie?"
grinned Skinner. Y What sort of luck
did you get? Deen spoiling the Egyp-
tians 1"

“T'm stony.”

“You gencrally are, after going on
the merry rarale,” chuckled Skinner.
“"¥You were born to be a lame duck,
Hazel,™
L want somecbody to lend me fve
quid,” said Hazel. “T auppose it's no
good asking you?”

" Ha, ha, ba " roared Skinner.

Hazel gave him a savago glare.

“What are you cackling at, confound

vou "

“Ha, ha! Your littlo joke!" wolled
Bkinper. I didn’'t know you could be
so funny. You should put thai in the
*Herald * 1"

“Oh, shut up "

Skinner, still chortling, etrolled out of
the etudy. Hazel sut on the corner of the
tablo to wait for tho Bounder to come
in. It was eomo time before Vernon.
Smith came to hia study, and he stared
at Hazol when he found him there,

“Hallo! Been enjoying yourself he
asked gemally.

“No, I haven't !" prowled Hazel, “1—
I auppose you'll only cackle at me, but—
but I want to borrow some money.”

“Ha, ha, ha!t™

Y You've got heaps of money, Smirhy.”

“And enough eense to look after it,"”
ayreed the Bounder.

I knew it would be no good,” mut-
terad Hazel. " But—but goodnees knowa
what I'm poing to do!™

Vernon-Smith looked at him curioualy,
Thera wae 4 break in Hazel's voice, and
hia lips weve quivering. e looked as if
almost on the verge of an hysterical
breakdown. It was not surprising, after
It ?eeu]mr experiences of the past week.

“In a fix—what!" asked the DBounder
Hﬂﬂ{fhh?mnumﬂly‘nbud "

“I—I owo som ve guid,” said
Hazel huskily, Y e

“ Your sister, you meani™

LE] .E'w'!l

“Well, Miss Hazeldene souldn’t have
expocted to eco the money awain when
she lent it to yon. She knows you!™

Hazel winced,

“You don’t understand, Smithy. I
I promised to retorn thoe fiver on Batur-
day—to-morrow. I—I thought—I hoped
I should have some luck., 1've been a
silly fool!”

i ]{!as that just dawned upon-you?”

* Marjorie's saved up that money for a
Jong rime.” went on Hazel wretehedly.
“B8he'a pot some hills 1o pay with it
She's always careful with money. I--I
told her it was only a temporary affair,
I—1 thought it was, you know, She.-
aha's expocting that fiver to-marraw, '

“It won't be - a surprize to her whon it

doean't turn up!" encored the NRounder

_“Perhaps it wan't; but T—I say,
Smithy, you offered to lend me some
tin the other day——"

The Bonnder’s lonk was ao full of bitter

{ing away miserably,

-glipped B into the envelope.

{ feorn that Hazcl stopped, his voice trail-J

One Penny. 11

“What would yonr gister think 3f sho
knew you were asking mo for meney to
send to her?” said Vevnon-Smith contenp-
tuonaly. I think that it would make even
Marjorie fed-up with you &nd your ways!
I don’t think she would forgive that.”

Hazel did not anawer.  He dropped jnto
a_chair, and his face fell into his haude,
He wae in & state of nevvoun tension, and

his self-control had given way at lasty

e Bounder's lip curled as he looked
at him. Ho could not understand weak-
ness of this sort, and he had little vom-
passion for it

“For goodness’ sake don't make n
seene in my study ! ho enapped. ™ What,
do you play the fool fer if you hdven't
nerve enough to stand the racket? Yon
nsed to whine that I'd led you into it—
imu can't say that now. You went eut
ooking for trouble, and found it, Waen's
it what Fou wanted?”

Hazel did not epeak.

“I've got your sister’s fiver in oy
pocket,” went on Vornon-Smith, * You'va

ent the moener. Do yon want me (o
give you the fiver {or nothing "

Hazel rose to hia feet, catehing hia
breath, and moved to the door.  Tha
ﬁmkmg glanco of the Bovnder [ollowed

im.

S Hold on '™ he gaid suddenly,

Hazel looked back hopeleesly,

“8it down!™ shapped the Boupder,

Ho pushed Hazel uto a chair at the

“Take that pen!”

Hazel took the pen niechanically,

“ Now write as 1 dictate,” said Vernon-
Smith, “"Dear Marjoric,-—1  encloen
your five-pound note, which T fnnd 1 o
not need, after all,' ™

Hazel looked up at him Llanklv, Tha
Bounder made a pesture, and ho wyote o
dictated,

“ Now address the envelope. ™

Hazel obeyed,

Vornon-Smith folded the leiter, sl

Then ho
opened his pocket-book, tock ont the five-
pound note, slipped it inlo the leier,
and sealed the envelope varefully,

Hazel watched him dumibly,

“That ouzht to be  pogisior
srowled tho Bounder, “Rut it's fea

te for that, "There's &till time [or the
collection, though. '

“8Smithy, I—-I—"

“Well 77

“It”—if;‘s awfully good of you! T

“¥ou needn't trouble about thankinge
" prunted Vernon-Smith, ' vou

s

I .
want to know, T intended 1o return Mar-
jorte the banknote ull along, and that's
why T changed it for vou, It's quite sasy
to foresce the end of your exploils s o
merry blade. I knew it would come in
thie in a few dnia at the most. No tiun
for jaw now—tho letter’s gob to po to-
night,”

azel hield out his hand for the letler,
and the Boumlber langhed.

“T'Il post it,"" ho said.

" You—you think--—"" mutlered Hueel,
crimeoning,

“T don’t think anvthing: but 1 know
['m not taking any chances with a fishy
spoofer ke you!™" said Vernon-Sinith
coollv.  Amd he lefl the stady will the
letter in his hand.

Two minntes later it was Jroppod mio
the echool Jetter-box.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPFTER.
The Bounder Plays Up!

ERNON-SMITH wora o thoap -
fil loclk the next mormnine,
He was thinking g he egl in

closs, thowpeh # waa ol los
lragons that gave him eo minch foad {or
thouehi,
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Hazeldene, as several follows noted, was
looking guite bright and cheerful.

The repayment of his dobt to Marjorie
had ].iftecg} a weight from his mind, and he
had already forgotten the bitter words
Eith E]'-irh the lfaund#.-r had accompanicd

w il

Hazel's fresh essay pa a merry blade
was ended: and Tom Brown and Bul-
strode, hie astudy-mates, had seen with
astonishmont Hazel burning a sporfing
paper and several packete of ciparcites
i tho study grate. Evidently Hazel waa
on the carrect tack once more. He had
learned his lesson, and it was likely to
last him for some time.

Clertainly he had to consider now that
lie was indebted to the Bounder for five
pounds, and to Wharton for two; but, as
noither intended to ask for tho money,
that little matter could be dismissed from
Lhis mind, and Hazsl dismissed 1t
quite cheorfully.

So that morning he was, as Bob Cherry
remarked, merry and bright, and locked
as_if he hadn’t a trouble m the world,

When tha Remove was dismisscd that
morning Vernon-Smith turned back, and
went to the Form-master's desk.

Mr. Quelch gave him an inguiring look.

Tha rost of the Remove filed out,
Ioaving tha DBounder alone with the
Form-maater.

“Can I E{Bﬂk to you for & moment,
gir?” asked Vernon-Smith reapectfvlly.

* Clortainly, my boy.”

“1 hava a confosston fo make, sir.”

“Todeed?  BMr. Quelch looked very
snarply st the Dounder. *“What ia it
Vornon-Smith? Yon may procecd!”

“ Last Wednesday, sir, you found
Wharten and me Hghting in this room

during detention—-"
eloasd, Vernon-

That matter 13
Smith."

“Wharton was detained for two half-
hiolidays in consequonce, sir—"'

.k .5."5"3. vos rrr

“T want to explain that Wharton waoa
not _to blame, sir," went on Vernon-
Sraith ealmly,

*Indead 1"

“Ho was unwilling to firht during
detention, siv, but I torced him to.”

Mr, Quel-:ffa brow darkepned as he
Bstenad to that peculiar confession,

“ And what was vour motive, Vernon-
Bmith, for acting in that discreditable
raanner?” he exclaimed.

“1 woe lolt cut of the cricket team, and
1 wonted to epoil Wharton's chance to-
day,"” eaid the Bounder,

f: !‘E"amnn-ﬂmﬂh J¥
vou found us fighting here, sir,” aaid the
Bounder. “That is why I did 1.

- And why are you telling me this now,
Vernon-Bmith!"” said the Remove-master,
staring at the jumor blankly.

“ Becanase I'm sorry I played a rotien
trick like thet, and I should like justice
to be done, sir.” i

Mer. Guelch pursed hia lipa.

“You mean to say, Vernon-Smith, that
by deliberate trickery you caused me to

commit an  act of injustice?”  he
excluimed.

 Exactly, sir.” _

There was a short silence. Mr.
Quelch’s expression showed that he

hardly knew what to make of the junior
standing quietly before him. The Boun-
der of zreviriars was not cast in a com-
men mould, and he did not quite fit, as
it were, into the Remove-master’s ex-
perience of boyhood.

“*1 shall repair that act of injustice,™
said the Form-master, at last. “*I shall
relense Wharton from detention.  But
I hardly know how to deal with you,
Yernon 8mith! If this had come to my
knowledge by any other means I should
have repo ou to the Head for a
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knew yvou would detain ns both if-

Aogging. As you have confessed of your
own free will, however, I do not care
to take that step. Your detention will,
therefore, be doubled. I am glad that
you have had the honesty to own up in
this matter. Have you anvihing more
to tell me?”

HINoe, sin”

“Very well!l You mav go.”

And the Bounder went.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone down
ta Little Side for a guacter of an hour
at the nets before dinner. Wharton was
gtill anxious about the team that was
to meet Higheliffe that afternoon.

Hareldene joined the cricketers at
practice.

His lnte troubles seemed to have
passed away like a cloud dispelled by
sunghine, and he semed very fit. Whar-
ton, with a new idea in his mind, set
him to bat againat Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh, the champion bowler of the Re-
m::H{-.. The bateman did remarkably
well.

“This is rather a chango since vesker-

dav, Hazel.” Wharton said, when he
came off the pitch. .
“I think I'm in pretty good form,”
said Huzel .
“You seern to be™ Wharlon hesi-
tated.

“I'm ready, if vou'd like to give me
a chance,” said Hazel, colouring. I'd
—TI'd like to play. Marjorie and Clara
and Phyllis are coming over to Highcliffe
to see the match, and—and—"

Wharton did not speak for a moment,

“All that rot's over,” added Hazel
hastily, evidently alluding to his late ex-
E]uits as a blade. *'I've chucked that.

ve had enough—more than enough,
I've got clear of it all, by good luck—and
—and I've réturned Marjorie her fiver—
the same fiver, too.” !

“Vou have!™ exclaimed Wharton, in

astonishment. X
“Smithy gave it back to me,” zaid
Hazel, a little unsteadily. “Of course, I
shall settle up with him later. That can
wait, though—Smithy isn't in ‘!.#n.rlfhﬂf
money. It—it was posted last night.
“(ht" snid Harry. :
“Tt's all over,” répeated Hazeldene.
“I've had a rotten time for a week past
—worry all the time.” His face clouded
for & moment. The remembrance of the
razzlo he had indulged in was not
pleasant, “I'd like to stick to cricket
now, if you'll give me a chanee”

“PDone!” said Harry. *You seem all
right to-day, anyway, and I huven'y
ﬁﬁed your place yet—I was going fo
decide that to-day. You'll plag.”

“Right-ho!" spid Hazel cheerfully.

Wharton let it go at that. Hazel was
so unconscious of having given offence,
and 8o cheerful and bright now, that it
was scarcely possible to feel animosity
towards him. Eﬂﬁr Marjorie's sake Whar-
tonn was glad that the breach could bo
healed.  Healed it was—and the new
state of affairs was likely to last as long
ns Hazel's repentance—though how lqgg
that would be was a guestion to win
the captain of the Remove did not at-
tempt to find an answer, G

There was & joyiul surprise walting
for the Famous Five when they went
in to dinmer. When the juniors took
their places at the Hemove table, Mr.
Quelch addressed the captain of the Re-
maonse.

“Wharton 1"

% en, sir?”

“T have been informed by Vernon-
Smith that he was whelly to blame for
the discreditable scene in the Form-room
on the occasion of vour detention last
Wednesday, ” )

“0Oh!” ejaculated Wharton, in utter
astonizhment.

“In the circumstances vou are released
from detention, nnd I am sorry that
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Vernon-Bmith's ceception caused me to
act with unintentional injustice.”

“Qh, thank youw, sir!” stammered
Wharton.

He sat down in great amazement,

Bob Cherry very nearly uttered a war-
whpop of satisfaction., When the Re-
move came out after dinner, Bob seized
the captain of the Remove and waltzed
him round the hall in great exuberance.

*Hurrah!” he chortled. “We're
E’D}l‘nﬁr to beat Higheliffe after all! Hur-
ra

“The hurrahfulness is  terrific!”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton jerked himself away from
tha exuberant Bob.,

“Bmithy!" he exclaimed,

The Bounder grinned.

“Well, are you satisfied?” he gueried.

“It is ripping of you,” said Wharton
gratefully. 'Rlpﬁmg! I—] suppose
you've got it a bir thicker for owning
“p??

“Four detention half-holidavs instead
of two,” said the Bounder. © Never
mind—I can stand it. I'm not specially
anxious to take walks abroad and show
off this black eve.” :

It was jolly decent of zou!" said
Harry. “I wish you would come over
to Highcliffe this afterncon.”

“Jf I did 1 sheould offer Pon two to one
on Greviriars,” grinned the Bounder.
“Tt's all secene—Quelchy’s E:umﬂgD out
this afternoon, and Skinner and Snoop
are coming into the Form-room for a
little game while he's gone. I'd prefer
f}rickﬁt, but dear old Quelchy knows

est.

And the Bounder nodded, and walked
away with a smile on his face,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Highcliffe Match !

ARRY WHARTON &
arrived at Highelife in

time that atternoon 1
were in great spivits. Owing
Bounder's confession, Harry
was there to captain the
his presence made all the dif-
Bob Cherry, who had been
going to act as skipper in his place, was
not i the least disappointed at falling
from his high estate—quite the reverse.
“Ho you've turned up, after all™” said
Courtenay, as he shook hands with
Wharton. *“Not detained?”

“No, that's all right,” said Havry.
“Let off at the last minute almost.”

<4 Unngrﬂhllatiana‘." vawned the Cater-
pillar. 1 suppose you regard that as
good luck. Now, if my Form-master
would detain me this alterncon I'd write
a-poem to his honour. But I've got to
slave at cricket. It will be your fault,
Franky, if I kave to be carried in aftey
the match.”

 Hallo, hallo, hialle ! Here they arel”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“They” were Marjorie and Clara and
Phyllis, and Bob iushed off to greet
them, nod conduct them to seats out-
side the pavilion. Marjorie’s face
brightened as her brother joined her.
Hazel's careless and contented look
showed that all was well with him.

“Yon had my lefter thia morning,

o,
ood
They

ta the
Wharton
team, and
feronce.

Marjorie?" he asked in a low voice.

The girl nodded.

“It was all right!™ ] .

“Ves, Hazel. You didu't peed i
after all, then?" .

“MN-n-ot exactly!™ said Hazel, colour-
ing.  “Serry I bothered you about
it. I sha'n't want it now.™

“ And the difficulty you epoke of—"

“Oh, that's all over.”

“T'm so glad,” said Mavjorie softly.

The three CL House girls had the
pleasure- of watching an unusuvally good
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match., Greyfriars butted first, and
though the honours fell to Wharton,
Bob Cherry, and Squiff, Hazel knocked
up =n runs for his side, which was not
8 bad score against the Highcliffe bowl-
ing. The inmings ended for ecighty-five,
dnd when Highcliffe went in they
reached eighty, The Caterpillay in that
innings did not look much l!:ka a slaekar,
and lis score was only second to Frank
Courtenay’s,

Ponsanby &-Co. lounged on the field
for some time, looking on, when Grey-
friars butted o second time. The nuts of
Higheliffe  wore supercilious looks,
While Hazel was waiting for the call
to the wirkets Ponsonby joined him.

“ Bit slow this,” he remarked.

™I dor’t find it s0,” said Hazel coolly.

Pensonby gave him a sharp look from
wnder hiz brows

“Come along to my study while you're
waitin' " he suggested,

Hazel shook hia head.

“Well, give us a lookan after the
mateh,” eaid Ponsonby., * Alwaye ready
¢ give you your revenge, you know.’

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Thanks, but I won't come.”

And Hazel joined Marjorie and Clara.
Ponsonby, giving him a far bHom
pleasant look, walked away with his
nutty friends. FPonsonby & Co, did not
honeur the cricket match with their
presence  any  further. EBridge in  the
study claimed their attention.

Greylriars were all down for ninety in
the seccond innings. The Highclifhans
made a hard struggle for runs when
they went in again, But Hurree Jamset
Ram Hingh was 1 his best bowling
form, and Hazol, by & good catch, got
rid of Frank Courtenay.

The Caterpillar and Smithson held
out till near the finish, and brought the
score up to eightyfive. The Caterpillac
was In great form, but Smithson fell to
Huwrree Singh's bowling, and Rupert De
Courey left the wickets—not ouf,

“By gad, you've beaten us!™ yawned
the Caterpillar, when the ericketers came

off. *“Awiully bad luck! ‘Who says
ginger-pop ¥
Greylriars Remove had won  the
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match by ten vuns—much to their satis-
faction.

And while the Greyfriare cricketers
were at Higheliffe, the Bounder of Grey-
friars was in the Forme-room, in the
precious company of Skiuner and Encop,
enjoying s detention—mnore or less—
with the aid of the game of banker,
Shinner and Buoop were gone before Mr.
Quelch came 1n, however, and the
Hemove-master found  Vernon-Smith
patiently at work when he looked in ta
dismize him. He thought of the merry
cricketers ot Highelifie, and he thought
of the dingy amusement with, which ha
had relieved the tedium of detention,
and his ]i;ll_l curled. He askod lunpelf
again, as he bad osked himself more
ithan once of late, whether the game wos
worth the candle. And he hardly Fuew
what to answer to that gquestion,

(Don't miss “SIR JIMMY’S
PAL!"” — next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

mmmm““il‘ihlm&imm”*
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No. 26.—FRANK COURTENAY:
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RANK COURTENAY does not belong to

Greviriars, of course: but one feels

sure that no reader intereated in this

series of articles would feel satistied
if e and the Caterpillar and Poneonby were
left outaide it. All three hove played cone
siderable parts ik many & Greylriars yarn,
and in gur affectigns Courtepay and his chum
almost rival ‘Harry Wharton and Bolr Cherry,
while Ponsonby is, in a sepag, u more satis-
tactory villain than Skinner.

It 19 doubtful whether Mr. Frank Richarde
ever wrote & better story than "The Raoy
Without a Name." He himself is inclined to
think it his best, one learns.  And, indeed,
it is wholly admirable. There is plenty of
fmeident in it, there are surprises, and there
i@ o gowd deal of excellent character-
deawing, When ong has read it one knows
thoroushly not only the hero, but also bis
churn, Rupert de Courey, with his lazinesa
voneealing brains and pluck and strength, or
half-coneealing themn ; Ponsonhy, the aristo-
cratic scoundrel, with his contempt for any-
thing plebeian in the way of manners, and
his rendiness to play such dirty tricks as no
deceut fellow of the cless he despises would
dicara of ; bhis satellites, Gadsby and Vava-
sour, and the rest; Smithson, the right sort,
but not stromy enough to assert himself alone,
pmd fthe w»ther fellows of his type; the
wpobbish little Mr. Mobhs, toadying to Pon
& Co.—pne knows them all!  They stand out
alive, touched by the magic wand of geniuvs;
and whett "HRivalsa and Chumes " ecame alon
we lailed its appoarance with delight, nnE
were pot dizappolnted.

One would be ionclined o set down Frank
Counrfenay as almost an ideal lero.

He iz not so inultlessly perfect fthat he cver
loses our sympathy.  He & gqulte human.
But he ig a veritable Admirable Crichton, good
at everyihing; and he can even preacl: a
little hit without our feeling inclined to resent
it. He does preach to the Caterpillar,
though the style ia not the style of a sermon,
and e does it with good efect.

Those chapters in "The Boy Without o
Nume ™ in which the pradual ripening of the
Irfendship Dbetween these two fa told are
really grogt. At first the aristocratic, slack-
ing Caterpillar’s taking-up of the boy from a
LCogncil sehool, who has come to Higheliffe
on o scholarship, =eems very npch of & whim.
Ierhaps the Caterpiilar himeself does  nob
realise that it is mmueh more. Certafnly
Courtensy—called  Arthur Clare then—does
npt feel smre of i, and there gogs an in
i semething of 2 strugele against his prow-
ing affection for the dandy who lias drifted
ldly on the tide with Pon & Co. until his
ROMInE,

He mnkes it plain to De Courcy that he hag
ng  wotion  of  heimg  patronised.  But the
Caterpillar has mo notion of patronising him.
From the firat he sees—though he may net
admit it to himself from the Hrst—that there
e bhe stuff of leadership in the new fellow,

Himseli too lagy to Iead, ha is oot too proud
ta follow.

Moat of you know the story—how Pon & Co.,
with Mr. Mobbs, hotly resented the fact that
a4 mere scholarship boy was coming to Hi1lzl|-
eliffe; how the nuta misdirected him on s
arrival, 80 that he reached Greyiriars
helieving it to be Highelifte; how he
chimimmed wvp with Harry Wharton & Co.
hefore he had found out the deeeit: how he
turmed up late ot hia rightiul deztination,
and was taken to task by AMre. Mohbs; how
e was rageged by the nuts in the dormitory ;
haw the Caterplilar unexpectedly chipped in
o his eide; how Ponsonby went  down,
thorouehly heaten by the new-comer; how
the Caterpiliar asked him bto share the astudy
which he and Gadsby occupied; how Gad:hy,
not liking it, was indoeced by the Caterpillar's
manceuvring to go; how Smithson & Co., who
had been looked down upon and tyrannised
over by the nuts, began to take heart of
grace: how Monson major of the Sixth came
along to point out to them the error of their
ways; how the new hoy stood u}p to Moneon
major, aml heat him in faie fght: and how
thereafter Monson major was taonght 2 lesson
that bullving docs not glways pay.

Then tomes the more serions part of the
stary, and wo regd how the hlnckpuardly plot
against Courtenay was Inid by Ponsonhy, and
how he wes convicted nm what looked like
indisputable evidence of dronkenncess; how
even then fhe Caterpillar stood by hia chum g
and how the arrival of Major Courtenay, and
the dizclopure of the fact that " Arthur
Clare ™ was really Frank Courtensy, led to o
much more agarching inquiry, out of which
Frank cmerged cleared.

Cleared—and Pansonhy's cousin--the son of

the man whose money Cecil Ponsonby had
hoped to inherit!  Pon might shake hitnds
and pretend to bury all hitter feeling, but it
was not In Pon to do it,  Thencelorward hie
was his cousin’s hitter enemy, rcady to try
any vilemezz npaingt him !

In "Rivals and Chuma™ the Calcrpillar's
ia really a higgor part than Courtenay’'s, and
there will he more to be said of 1hat story
when one deals with Buopert de Courey, DBut
how splendidly Frank shows up in the later
chapters, when, hrt as he is by his chom's
apparent defection to the Ponsonhy camp, he
goes over to Courtfield to warn him of the
raid upon the rpambling-den, and to share his
peril il he cannot save hime. There is the
real stuffl of troe friendship here; eod it s
all s0 well and vet 2o simply told that it
leaves upon one's memory an impression vory
bard to elface.

The friendship between the two Higheliffc
chums and the Famous Five of Greylfriars i3
deep and strong, foo.  Ton & Co. are the
encmics of Harry Wharton and his circle, ng
they are of Courtenay and—in a different
way—aol The Courey; bt it does nob need o
comman enemy to draw togetheor fellows s=o
well-fitted for fricudship as these, Courtenoy
and De Courcy, when they come to Orey-
friara, are honourcd gucets, and yet Ltwo of
the crowd, not mere outsidera.  And two of
the crowd, with big parts to play, arg ihey
alag in that enpital story, “The House on the
Heath," which formed the last Christmas
WNumher of this paper. You will &l remember
how they were imprisoncd by fhe German
ofiicer—who bad escaped from prigoft-—and Hiz
ragcally comfederate, and how Rilly Bunter
ahared thelr captivity, and how they got out
at length,

It was not sarprising that, when onee the
more decent sectlon of the Higheliffe Fourth
had mot the upper hand, Courtenay showld
e mode cuftlt.ain of the Foroy in plece of
Pon, while that aristocratic swihdler becamie
leader of the opposition.

But all Pon's scheming is not hikely (o
depnse  Courktenay., The nuts are in a
minority, and the fellows over whom they
formerly rode roughshod represent the Form.
Pon & Co. represent nothing bhut themselves

Many an attempt have the nute made 1o
take down thelr rivals, and at timcs they
have had some shlight measure of suceess;
Imt it haa never lasted.  Onee, indeed, it
did Ieok a3 thongh they had managed to sow
dissension betwern Courtenay and their greys
Triars chuma: bt the clowd iew over.

With all his apparent laziness, the Cater-
pillar is a wery Keen individual,  Frauk may
he ready to belleve in TPon's hypeeritiosd
pretenecs at being more friendly « the Catoer-
pillar regards Fon 48 a “most intervstin’
specimen,” et knows hime Loo well to bave
the faintest expectation of seeing ony gocld
come gut of him! ;

e does not like the Caterpillar the lesp
for his lack of fuith; yob one lkes Courlenny
the more for his soperabundancee of it.  In
that nature, fitting =20 well his name, Lhere
is no reom for suspicion autil it s Torved
upan him, amd even then he stroggles agninet
it. In generosily like this there I8 real great-
ness, for nob one in ten thouveand of va can
forgive thus fully and freely.

THr Macxrr LiBRany, - Na 480,
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IN A LAND OF PERIL!

By BEVERLEY KENT,
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Author of “Ollicer and Trooper,” “Cornstalk Bob, "A Son of the Sea," ete, ete.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Bob Masters and Ted O'Brien, an Irish
boy, cacape from the clutches of Faik, a
rascally adventurer who is In pursalt of a
secret treasure in the African wilds.  Faik
s working in collusion with Jaesper Orme,
Bob's cousin, at Cape Town. The two lads
nre captured by the natives of the Intobi
tribe, who al3o surround Faik's party. Faik
has done the chief ¢of the tribe o bad turn
in the old days, and tries to place the guilt
no Bob; but, thanka to a Scotchman pamed
Mactregor, and a friendly native—Mendi—he
[ails In bhiz plot. Bob iz acelaimmed chief on
the death of Kazna, the former leader. The
comeadea save Fpik from the vengeance of
the tribe, then push om after the treasore,
hut are waylaid by Mopo and a strong foree.
Mopo, who iz Bob's dewdly rival, is beaten
off, with his braves, and Galzu, & messenger
from the lorobi. comes to their camp.

He brings tidings of Mope, whe iz in pur-

guit. Tha campanions  elude  Mopo by
diving inte the lake, and fthey find a won-
derfnl undergrounmd country, inhabited by o
tribe of weird people unlike the human Tace,
These strangers they oversome, secure the
gold, and then, after amazing adventurces,
find Lhemaelvas back in the world they Bad
quitted. Mopo, Falk, nnd slse Orme, Bob
Blusters’ cousin, with a strong party. are on
thoir tracks.
{Now read on.)

The Only Way.

Ted took very steady aim. He selected ofie
man, and at the third shot managed to dis-
able hLim. He could mot distinguizh Orme.
His next shot wounded n second, and the
others dropped down,
up, and gave the word for a rush, As his
men rose, Ted brought down a third. Orme
burrwedly went to ground agamn. E
_ Meanwhile, MacGregor had been drawing o
bead on the waggon, and beforé long the men
there crawled upder the wheels for safety.

“]'ve got my ot quiet, T think,” Ted said;
and he looked back again to sed how Bob
wai getting on. He gave o joyinl ery.

“Hob i[5 coming back't he shouted.
“Mopo has joined %:1'5 crowd, and they are
all squattiog on the grownd. Hurrah! Bob
bns won!i» :
hlIﬂL-‘EfEE’DI" wiped the perspiration from his

row

“It's been the worst few minotes o my
lite,” he said. *“XNow that it's over I feel
?;:{e_slmken, I couldna F:: through it aguin

all the world has to gie!”

They lay watching their enemies on either
side. Ormp and hia li:mg were frring to
make pcover for themselves [rom nny siones
within reach. It was clear they had no
intention of advancing, and wvery probably
they were afraid to risk retiving. At intervals

of a couple of minutes or so Ted fired, to
remind m that he was wide awnke and
watchin

Kow reappearad.

“Eh, mon, but you've proved the courage
I always knew wos in ye!” MacGregor hegan.
“Bhake hands on it! But for your nerve we
wad all be wiped cut ere noo! Doubtless ye
heard us pelppeﬂng at Orme? He was minded
¢ Tush us,

“Yes, atd vour firing helped me a hit, too”
Bob aald, as ho sat down. “It did a good
ﬂtn%rt;]:r Enﬁek un;&rin‘}:udhu u}; y

& at happenad ¥ Ted nsked eagerly.

Boh lwkﬁdp a trifle diwnncertef. but he
qulekiy pulled himaelf together.

" has agreed not to attack,” he began,
“Ho says be will take the word of a white
man,

“And I muppos: you promised fo get things
ltngljhunedr?ft ’gr.:. hipn?” 8 £
"Yea," Bob paid slowly.

“What else was settled” MacGregor asked.
eyeing tha lad keenly.

et soon Orme sprang,

"He gives us until the moon rises to-night:
that will be at about ten o'clock. If Eampa
doesn't come by then the truee between us
i3 at an end.”

“And are we to stay here till ten? Orme
will be on us long ere that,” the old Scot
returned.

“No. We are to leave here.”

"And where are we {o go?'

Eoh rubbed hia chin. It was evident he
atill had something to tell which was not
altopether apresable.

“It's this way,” he said. “Mopo ia & cute
beast, and, of course, I couldn't absolotely
prove fhat Kamps wng coming.  He way
in¢lined to believe me. B8till, these savages
are Yery suspicious, you know."

"Humph ! MagGregor granted. " Row,
there®s Just one thing I would like to know,
my lad, without any more beating about the
bush:  What are i.'ml I-:tke&ing hack¥"

Roh abruggzd his shoulders.

“It'a mot much, really., All will eome
right,” he answered. * But there's a lot to be
done. We've pobt to carry the gold, and
there's Faik lying there, and we mus i

“What's the trouble? It's something about
yourself " Macliregor persisted

“It’s not, really,” Boh said dogpedly. “Tt
doesn’t amount 1o snything. But Mopo
won't take any risks, he said. And he's not
a0 epay to bargain with as you might think.
Now, Ted, don't youn ebarh talking again !
For Ted had stood wp, and was walking
towards bim. *“An howor back you made an
awlol fuss, you know, about my poing down
to Mopo, and all eame. right. And—"

“You're going down apain!” Ted Fasped.

“That'a it! And what about it?" Bob re-
torted.. “1'm stopping with Mopo till Kampa
arrives. That's all."

“And Mopo has given us tili the moon rises,
and i Kampa is not here by then—"

“He's sure to be hepe!”

Ted wrung his hands,

“You're not moing!® he exelaimed. *This
means that ¥ou are to be a hostage, and if
Kampe is late Mopo fakes it out of you.”

“Thera was no other war to fix it up”
Bob replied. “If I didn't aeree, Mopo had
me in hls power there and then, badn't he?
And at the worst ib was betler for me to get
till mooomlight than to be wiped out on the
spot. We haven't time for talking. I pgave
him a promise that I would he back with him
in half an hour; and, of course, 1 stick to the
promise. That ponts a stopper on  any
objectlon. For you wounldn't have me po back
on my word, would youft”

Ted atood sileat.  There was nolhing he
eould say,

MacGregor apoke.

"1 had hoped all that husiness was over,”
he gighed. “We may ns well know the worst
at onee and act accordingly. Galza, are you
certain that the great Kampa will come
with the night? Thon hast heard what the
young white chief hath spoken.”

The mative's face was anxjous
thoughtful.

“I hava heard, oh master,” he replied.
“There is o great water to ford, and that will
take time. And Kampa does not kmow that
the peril is ao nigh.”

“Thou eanat find him$™ MacGregor ashed.

"Ay, master”

“Then take him thiz message—that if he is
not here with his warriora by the rising of
the moon, the young white chief will he slain.
I suppose Mopo will let him go, Bobf”

Bob pointed {0 a wood three miles away.

"Tou two are to go there,” he said. “And
you can start at sny time.” He looked un-
comfortable again, "There is just one thing
more,” he continued. “I had te promisze that
if Kampa did not come in time you t&llﬂwa]
would not seek fo rescue me”

Tod sprang up in & fury.

“That'a going too far!” he shouted, "Won't
I just wipe out as many as I can?

and

“Then 'l have to tell Mopo what sou

mean to o, and take the risk when I get
down to him now,” Bob replied.

Ted was choking. He turned away, and &
EhntE soly came fromi his throat. Bob stepped
aufckly to his eide. o

ad .ur

" Don't worry, old chap,” he pleaded.
luck haa never quite deserted us”
hiﬂ.nd. deeply moved, he hurried down the

Missing !

During the time in which this had been
taking place the villpin Faik lay scowling,
with hiz arms still bound, Triumph gleamed
in his fishy eyes when he heard of the advance
of Mopo: boet he shivered when he learmed
that Orme alse was approaching. For he
knew he could hope for buf scant mercy at
Orme's hands.

Ted chanced to glanee in his direction, and
strode towards him,

“You ¢ur! It iz thro
danger; all we have gone
you ! he said flercely. “LU've a good mind to
leave you here for Orme to deal with. But
you can be of use, and I won't spare you.
Get up. and 111 1oad you like & pack-horse with
the gold, and i you turn sulky we'll just
whack you along '™

Faik stumbled to his feet. Ted strapped
a couple of baga on his back., MacGregor
jolned hirm.

“Ye had better stay here, my lad, for the
prezent, and fire o shot off and on at Orme
to keep him away whilst we are retreating,”

h vou Bob is in
hrough is due o

he =zakd. " (Galza can carry another load. and
I't meanpee one, too. Jalza can come back
again, and you c¢an help me with the
bhalance."

“1t  only we had Mendi here!” Ted
remarked.

*Ay! He wad be very usefnl. He's an the

raft still, 1 expect, waiting to hear from us.”
the old Scol Eifhrd. *His ankle ia well
enough by this time fo enable him to get
along, I'm thinking, and he wad be wonder-
ing what bras happened. But there's no uee
in idle regrets; we maun do the best we
can.””

With Galza and Falk, he left the hill. The
savages, grouped together inm the plain,
layghed when they saw the villain bowed
down under hizs heavy load, Bob waved hiz
hand to, MacQregor. The lad was seated
apatt, and a few yards from him stood Mopo,
Ieanmf ot his cherished axe,

Aas they tramped towrrds the wood they
heard Ted firing from time to time. The
wood, they found, was small, and surrounded
by a natural diteh. Galza hareied baek. It
seemed impoasible to tice him. He made two
more Journeys, ¢arrv[u'-§ the ammunition and
Erﬂ'ﬂﬂlﬂl‘lﬁ, and on the third Ted accompanied

im.

The day was drawing to a close now. Ther
took & mesl, Galza sped away to hurry along
Kampa and hiz followlng, and the Hcot and
the Irish lad waited for the dark., Suspense
increased as the ahadows deepened. Ted had
a foreboding that Bob was deomed. At last
he ¢ould not conceal it any longer.

;\Ejlt Mopo stick to his agrecment?” he
asked.

MacQreger did not answer at once. Por-
IME.! he, too, had the same doubt.
These savages are honourable in their

way, and Mopo :tands to loce il he doesna,”
he replied. * And I dinng think he has any
petsonnl grudge against Dob. He s only
angry because the tribe made Bob their chiel.
And for that there iz an excuse, for il DRob
had not turned up Mopo was by right ths
next to rule

“Mopo hasn't shown muech honour so far!™
Ted said, with a touch of bitterness. :

“Na, nal But scli-interest may make him
keep to his word ™ 1

They zat sHent again. Not a sound came
to them,

{ Continued on page 15.)
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41 wonder what Orme iz deoing?® the lod
remarked, after o long pause.

“Likely he ia waiting for highti:ull o]
attaek the hill, where he thinks we still are”
MacGregor suwgested, © And, in that case, it
won't be Jong hefore he makes a1 move.™

A slight wind began to rustle the leaves
over their beads. The sun bad gone in A

reat blnze of bright colours. Swiltly they

ad shaded away, and in a few minutes the

sky rhad turned a dusky grey. The grey
deepened, and hecame black., Every minute
the darkneas grew more impenetrable,

“Ted started, and jumped up.

HIMd you hear that?” he asked.

MacQOregor put a hand to bis ear and
listened.

YT heard naething,” he replied.
m;ﬂit wase like the crack of o whip,® Ted

“Ah! Then Orme has gobt under way!”

“But it didn't come from the [ar e of
the hill,” Ted replied. “It sounded moTE
to the feft, as if Orme was coming round the
aide. Al! There it 2 again!”

MucGregor got up. 3

“&y, I beard thas, aod I'm alraid ye're
he said.  “ ot why should Orme
bave changed his remte¥ t aould have
happined to muke bhim baud off from attack-
log wmi»

“What if he knows that we have left the
hill ##

“You meag—=>

“May not Mopo have sent someons to tell
him =

“In that ease Mo would have broken
hiz bargain, and B warll be free of his
premise,®  KMacOregor szid, volee  very
gterm. "ot we must first make certain.”

BI'mr aure I'm right!™ Ted insisted. * Amld
the cur has got Bob, Is there aothing we
can do ¥

“Bome time maon pass yet befere  the
moon rises, and untid them——
hgﬂﬂatﬂ{.bped. A buollet -had sung over their

3

“Qrme knows we're here. FHe's going to
attack?” Ted gazped., “Shall we sfay on of
clear outi»

“We'll haud him back for o bit,
sheer off for g few Bupdred yards ™
Oregor replied.” “If we keep rnwrlng, he
winna be able to spot us.®

They went to a corner of the wood. Again
a8 bullet whistled overhead, and Ted fred in
retorn. The crack of the winp was bot
repeated.  Evidently the wapgpon bad been
brought fo a standstill. Hat after another
Fva minntes ancther shot ecame from a
Ugrent direction.

‘*'I‘he{'w: zeparated, and are trying to sur-
round the wood apd geb us inte a trap,”
Ted said.

Ay, that's the gome!” the old 3Heot
replied. “ DBut we winna be fooled so easily,
and we've plenty of time wet. It's obly a
very lucky shof that conld find its mark in
pch darkmess as thie, and the party iz z0
sma' that there must be a big space between
en.cnh twa men, if fthey're tryin' o surround
4,

From anpoiher another

direciion ecama

bullek. Ted and MacQregor now began firing
o every side, as il scared, amd frying o
beat off the attack on all sides. Orme':

fusillade became more brisk. Evidently his
gang thought their Lactics had been dis-
covered,

“They'll push on fast noo,
close round,” MacGregor said.  “Boa we'll
Jusk clear out., And we'll keep together. I
we come on a oouple, then we're & match
for them.*

#And Faik?®

:f%ft him do what ke can to =zave him-
gell.

They fired anotber round each, and then
left the wood at the corner nearest o Bohb.
Having gone a short distanee, they lay down
under o tree, OQrme’s party Kept up the
ring. From DMopo's camp nok a soumnd
came, _

After hall an howr, when the firing ladl
dieidt away, they suddenly heard a great cheor
coming from the wood.

“They've gob tle gold!™ Ted mutfered.
T They ve f[ound it, and that's why they're

and try to

yelling, *
“And much good may i de them!® Mae-
Gregor chuckled, “1o ye think they can

cver pob far with B Like a3 not they'll
TN
any cose, we have only to gle him fhe tip,
and he’ll run them down wherever they trek.
No, it's not about that I'm troubling®

He had been watehing the sky., A zilver
light was rising whera he gazed. Brighber
and brighter it grew. Of a sudden they

and then
|]-

inte hoampa any minute now: nod, o |
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beard the beating of a <rum.
repeated twice.
" Then from

it was

afar came a wild war-cry.
Hoarse yells followed, and rifie-shote.
“Hampa at last!™ MoacGregor cried.
“{ralzn has found bhim, npd -he has come
nergsa Orme’s WAggon.®
There was no mistaking the war-ery. The
rifles erneked,
warriors were pot dismayed. They swept
into thé fray, heediess of the white men's
bullets, and their courage and their axes
and their numbers made victory certain,
Louder and lowder grew the din, whilst Ted

anid  the old Sect, their eyes shining,
listened. The help they bad needed, that
they had waited for with sueh anxious

Licarts, ‘ad come. Boh was eafel

The fight grew mrore and more desperate.
The firing inereased, as though those defend-
ing the waggon were bemp terribly driven.
Sometimes 1t slowed down, only to swell
agaim; sometimes the war-cries- rang like a
chollenge, sometimes they died oot nhrllpﬂ{.

And as a triomphant cheer rong fort
repented again and again, MacQregor spoke,

% That’s done it!1" he sadd. % They've got
the waggon! Orme had not the pluck to
join up with his confederates. Had be done
50 the Inrold might have Deen beaten ofl
by their rifle-fire,  He thoughbt only of his

own skin, ke the cur he iz, and before Jong .

he'll pay for his ecowardice

Now Ted jumped up.

“The moon!® he cried. “There it {27

“And Kampa has come with it!™ Mae-
fregor sald,

“XNo: he s not here vet.
delayed him, And Bob—Bob—>

“ But Mopo kens o the fight, too,® the nld
Seotchman urged. “He knows now for cer.
ﬁ:;lukﬂm what Bob told him iz troe. And
B ncn:;'s-. too, that if be lays o hamd on

“But the drum? I was golng o speak

‘about it when I heard the Inrobi war-cry,

and I forgot. Bob is not safe. What does
the beating of that drum mean

He had become terribly agitated,
Gregor, too, stood up

“It's &' rleht—it maun be a" richt!” he
urged. “Hut, if you Lke, we wil go to
Mopo»

“Oh, let's go!™ Ted cried. And he dasked

Away.
Eeotehman moved affer him as

Mae-

The old
fast as he coohd. They had to eover a couple
of milez or 30. Hnowing how quickly Ted
could ron, MuaeGregor calenla when he
would reach the comp, and az the minutes

| went by, and he did not hear s sound, he

slowed down., And belind him he heard the
Inrolil- chanting songs of +tictory asz they
marched from the scene of the febt,

Gn and on he went, and at last he began
to fear be mnst have lost bhiz way. He was
very tired: his footsteps were stmmbling He
trod on sometbing soft, and trippéd amd fell
GGetting wp, he looked dowm He had fallen
feross & human hody,

With heart beatimg fast, he bent over it.

It waz Ted!

Reeling - hack, he put his band to hiz head
and looked around.

There kay nnother body!

# Mendi!® he gasped. “He followed
and met with this!"

He efngmersd, But he

again,
Boh! Where are you?? he erfed.

s

F

looked around

Y Bkt

And iher, by the flattening of the grass
and by the ashes of fires, hga BaW thuﬂb: he
was in what had been Mopa's camp.

Mopo and his followers had crept away.

And Bob! Where was Bob?
]Hﬂmrt-hmken, the old man flung up his
nirmels,

“Dob, Dol ! he wailed again,

————

Justice for Faik!

MacGregor ataggered in dazed bewilder
ment.  Seldom had he received n worse shosk,
Pulling himscll together by o great effort, he
went hoek to Ted, He hod only glanecd at
hitn for a moment. What would he find on
eloser inspection®

Ted lay on iz bacl, bis armae stretebed
ot on either side.  Tia face looked ghasily
in the meealight., The old man knelt down
amd place o baod on biz Beard,

It =till Dead, There waz o gash across lhs
forehead, bnt ne ather sign of violeneo,
From him Maclrezor went to Mendi, e,
Lovta, Wikd UMCOTEscings,

Eampa amd his hraves were alvancing,
ainging their songs of friumpl, There, out
on the windswept pluin, the old Scotelman

but evidently the Inrohl.

The fight bhas

15

stood dered and helpless. The three men
who bml jowrneyed so far with him n&t
all die; he could not be certain, indeed, -
Boly wae still alive. It was a terrible blow.
The Imrobi warriors, coming up, found him
derapipg, altmost done,

At first they broke into a great cheer. Ha
Bad lived with them for vears, pided them
often by his wise counscl, shared their sknple
jo¥s and sorrows, won their respoct and
regard, They crowded rouhd him. DBat &
ery made them turn, Ted and Mendi had
been discovered.

HKoampa pressed his way lorwamnd.

“0h, great Barelege, wiscst of the white-
faces, we rejoiee that once ogoin we see
youl™ he spid. “ DBut what meaneth all thia?
For lo!the young white -chief s mot with you.
ard his friend s surely death.stricken; and
Mendi, too, looks near hiz end. Who hath
done thigi?

MacGregor pointed geross the plain,

“] dinna ken for sure, but Mopo was hee,
xnd the young white éhief was with him, and
nog hoth are gane,” he replied.

“Thiz is the work of Mopo!* Kamph cried.
# And bitkor shall be his punishment. Muoch
bave we done to-npight, nor shall we pow
tarry. My wuarriors shall follow Mopo ang
exnet the penalty [®

Galza hurried o

“Mendic hath spoken, and there s much
that "he would siy,” he begon.

They moved to where the black Loy wus
Iving. He was still very wenk, but hiz eyes
shone feverizhly. He smiled when he saw
MacGregor.

“0h, Barelegs, why didst fhou wander go
far nnd lcave me.on the raft when denger was
afool sod [ could have helped?” he asked
repromchiully. “For was not my place by
the* young- white chief, apd have I ewver
ileserted him?®

“ Hut, Mendi, ye were weak and in pain;
no’ fit to walk™ MacGregor replied. * We
wad have warnedl ye had it been posaible,
Bul we juist had ¢'en Lo keep moviog.”

% 'Tis a8 I Thoopht, and yet was my heart
sore and trovbded,” Mendi replied. “ Rut now
I have peace, Tor pew [ se¢ thee agoin. Neor
will it be long before T meet the young white
ehief, for this e hes told me™

“*Wheg did he tell you that?” Maclregor
asked quickiy.

“ Betore these iackals brought me low.®

% You saw hior to-night ™

“0f p trubkh [ Aid. Nor wnz: 1 surprised

for I bhad followed His treil There were
signs wiwl porimts all the way. For some-
ttmos, keeping dome to Mopo, T osaw hdm

make.2ll spur, apd sometiroes be tarried, end
1 knew whither be was bound to work the
exvil In hts Ieart, omd how ot times be
thonght all was o5 he wished, and bow agaiy
fear gripped hime Thus did 1 judge. And
thus, watching closely, did 1 see the meeting
between Mepo and the trodtor whom the
white one with tie fish eyes had sent back,
apd. creeping close, -did T listen ond learo,®

¢ And what did you hear?”

“«1 heard the plot. That onother evil
whiteface was coming from the sowth. aod
that, Alopo was -to-come in from the norkh, 2o
that the young white chief and ¥e who are
his friepds . might be travped. Dut my beg
was wtill weak, nor could T keep pace with
Mopo langer, and therefore to-day I was still
far away when I heard the iron tuhes speak-
ing thumder, and I knew that ye were fght-
ing for life™

*That was vhen we were on yonger hill,»
MacGregor explained.

“And I came on, my heart moeh
troubled,” Mendi continmed.  TAnd  the
thunder ceased, and [ dild not Enow what
had befallen, and night closed arowd,  And
as I drew nigh to this place [ zaw ihe young
white ehiel being bed away; and bhis faee
was pale, Luwt e waz calm and Iwaye as ever,
Amd with lam were somng few, and lehind
eame Mopo with others. And as T stoppol,
spellbound, he =aw me, for the ‘moon was
ahiing Tull o me s con Tim, and Te called,
and this is what le sudd.

Al Yistened eazerly.

0 Hagve noJfear Tor e, Mendi, buf hasten
ot be zhowted.  © And Jonk that yon e
feet, for Mopo it pigh bPehind me. Amd g0
to my Trienids amd worn them, and tell them
that Mopo, hearing the great Koamps and lils
warriors fixhting, was full of fear lest they
maielet Tall wpon Biee; wnd Lhevefore, hropkine
hig wornl, i= he taking mye with bim that he
neay bold mie Tor oo bostage. Bob let them
not vicld, bt fighd on’

A as hpe spokc e was harrisd pact, and
somr  rushed al sme.  RBuot, forgelting any

{Centiverd v poge 16.)
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IN A LAND OF PERIL. 5

{Continued from page 15.)

palns, I ran ewiftly, and eluded all,* Mends
continued. “Apd 1 bhad come where You
found me when I met with others, and they
smote me heavily,. and- I zaw red thunder-
bolts, and I fell, por do I remember more
until this,» .

“Thou hast done well, Mendl, and all thou
hast braved for the young white chief will
ot be forgotten to thee when once again we
are In our homes ™ Kampa said. *EBut the
timma for talk is not yet. We musk pursue
them. ™

He turned to glve the summons, but at
that momént  holf a dozen of the warriors
were seen dragging a man towards the
crowd, The man wos Faik!?

“They bhas found Faiki? MacGregor mur-
mgred,

At onee Kampn . strode forward, Faik's
‘eeth were chattering with terror and bis
facd Was green.

“And who s this?® Eampa demanded
:ternly. “1 have seen his face before. Oh,
Harclega, i3 he kndwn to you?® ;

For an Instant MacGregor did not move.

%1 know him, Kampa,” he sald, =M¥Muach
hath heen forgivem him, but so hlack ia his
heart that the more he bath heen pardoned
the worse hath he done.  He i3 of my race,
ind we deal justice among ourzelve:, nsking
10 nid from others. Ay, we maistly reckon
to do thut same, and wntll now 1 would hae
nleaded that he might' hae been left to me.
But the time for that hath past.”

Fuaik pave mpn agonising shriek. He strug-
aled to fling himself at Mac(regor's feet.

“Merey! Mercy!™ he wailed. *1 fepent!
F amr.eorry for everything I have dome. (Oh,

o nob leave me to be tortured and slain,
Ity these savages!®

Nut he was held so Gemly that he ecould’

nob hreak away, His eyes began to rolf, his
mouth “to slobber, MacGregor's face grew
cyary- moment darker, _

“And Dol he asked—*the lad who never
d *you any harm? | Wil he ever see the
moplight againt . XIs it just that he should
{fe. and thut ye who brought thia on him
snould live? How*did you. treat bim frowm
the start? ¥e joined' that villain Qrme in &
vowardly plob to geb him’ on™ the veldt and
them make sure that he shoikl never retuen,

¢ gought to flog him 4z if he was a dog.

hen he left: you you followed; secking sfill
to destroy him. He saved your 'lifé ab the
Inrabi village, and-let ye go-free. B5till you
followed him. Ya itood in with Mopo, and
«ent to Cape Town for Orme that he mighk
hplp to destroy him. Ye .stole the fortune
we had secured with sueh great hardship.
And now, at the finish, ye sent again to
Mopo, thut between him and Orme the lad
might die!®
“%I am sorry ! Falk shrieked, = Deal with
arg yourself, but do not hand me over to
these savages '™

‘“¥e are their eaptive, no’ mine,™ Mae-
frregor replied coldly. “Js Hob to be deait
with by black men, an' ye mo'y Whe are
ve, that your fate should be hetber than
Bis? T he dies, his death will be on your
lead. Kamps, thoo hast heard all, hat
sayest thou?”

vampa noddea,

_“There is naught too bad for him, and It
is Bt that we should judge him, for lms he
nob worked wrong wpon us?” be answered.
*For §f, through him, our young chlef is
njured, is not that an injury. to us?  And
(" he siays our chief, where iz it written in
e laws that we should mot take his life?
Much have I heard from thee now, oh, Bare-
tega, of which I did not kpow, and all T
have heard has sent my old blood tingling
w3 In my youth, Dy us he shall be judged,
and At onee!™

Faik, almost bereft of consciousness,
Jdipped down bepeath his eaptors, They had
to drag him vp; and hold him thus, for his
teps  wore hanging  leoosely.  His mouth
opened and shut; he struggled hard to speak,
Hia eyes were fixed im pitiful pleading on

MacGregor., At last his voice came,
“] can 5'12 & young Bob Mustera!®™ he splut-
reped, Y Thiére s much that I can  tell.

e had me in his power, and drove me to
thia, Me is-the feal enemy, as 1 can v,
< ¥ou can save Bob?Y MuosGregor um_

Exga: and I alone ean save bim. If
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Eampa gets attacking Mopo, then on that
instant young Musters will be slain.”

“And how can ye save the lad?"

“Mopo will not touch him i[-1 order other-
vr_'!.a_;c. If you let me go to Mopo all will eome
right.” )

“Ye never kept your word yet, and what
reason have I to believe ye now?" MacGregor
asked. “Thia is juist & trick to -eseape. D'ye
thionk that I am such a fool as to let ye slip
awny ™ .

* Then gi&:mu come with me!" the wretched
man replidd,

“And Kampa?"

“He and his lot can come, too, 80 long as
they don't attack: and on the way I can tell
¥ou why Orme from the first iotended mis-
ehfef to young Musters.”

Mac(regor felt a hand on
Turning. he faw Ted. The labter was still
very pale and mucl shaken. Only hiz cager-
neds kept him on his feef.

“Try him, Mr. MacGregor!” he urged.
“There may he spmething in whot he says;
I feel almost sure there js. Bob has often
spoken to me about Orme, and was always
puzzled to know why that villain had a2 deep-
lnid plot ready for his destreeiion 08 zoon
as he landed in Cape- Town.  And il we
don't act guickly and with cautlon we may
never eec Bob apnin.™

MacGregor stood Inm thousht for a few
gecomda.

*“And what savs Kompa?™ he then mskeod.

d medicine-man smiled.

1§ will be as the Ermt Hitrelege chopses,”
he raplied. “"For what matlers if the axe
does not fall for 2 few houra? There will be

the more {ime fo sharpen ib. And yonder evil
whitefuce cannot. escape us"™

. *Then, Faik, we consent,” MacGregor sald. ]
“Ye know what ye hae undertaken, and- your

promise must be carried out.;, If yop-fall you
die.  Keep him ‘well guzzrd&d,ﬁﬂnm a. And
now, iet us make our prepardtions!”

By Kampa's ordira’ Faik was led away,
closely guardud, na pitiable object in very
troth, whilst EKampa began to address his
braves. |

“How are yon feeling, my lad?" the old
Beotdman asked of Ted.

“Uneommon  dizzy,
generally,”” Ted .Mpgﬂﬂ. “But I'll he right
enough soon. T blundered inte this, I
didn’t know I had got to Mope's camp, and
was running alomg still, when  three of his
seoundrels . came on me suddenly. I was
shoart of breath, and not able o put up much
of & fight. They got on to me apgain, and one
hit at_me with his axe. . Fortunately, I was
able to dodge, and he partly missed his
stroke.,  Buot it was cnongh to knock me -:mlL1
and I fancy he thought he had Bnished me!

“1t's lucky he did, or be micht have struck
again,” MacGregor said. "“IDao ye think you
will be able to rang with nsy"

* Bather!” the ploeky lad nsserted quickly.
*Its not lkely 1I'm mding to stay behind with
Bob in danger! I'Il get along all right, and
I hope they'll make n start soon !™

“Then there's another matter,” MacGregor

and knocked out

remarked.  “That cur Orme and his gang
have ‘gone off with the treasare. Wea muask
collar  them, too! Tut here ja Komps.

Kampa, there i3 something of which we would
talk i

“My braves are rendy to follow after
Mn{u:-." the old medicine-man anid.

*"Fizs well,” MacGregor answered. “Dut
there is anobher also who must not escape our
vengennee. - I apeak of the evil palefuce
whose wappon you deatroyed!™

“We fought as the Inrobi over fipht opainst
the Iron tubes there, and of the waggon
neught remains pow  but  burnt sticks,”
Eampa said. *“We spared the bullocks, for
they will be of use o ws!™

FNext week’s tmswe will contain another
gplendid instalment of this exciting story.)

hiz shoulder.

-grrand-boy with his cyes glocd to a
‘dreadful! The penny dreadful, or - blood.

NOTICE.

e

fl‘he Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Monday :
“SIR JIMMY'S PALI!™

By Frank Richards.

More than a lew requests for further
stories about Hir Jimmy Vivian, the good
hearted little schoolboy baromet rcared ie
the slums, have come to hand, Next week
story is about 8ir Jimmy, and it shows what
4 thoronghly decent and loyal fellow he ir
with all his surface [uults of manmer. Hede
how his friemd . the “3padger " cOmes O 50§
him at Gn:lyfriurs—hﬁw Skinnor r?!l:rtcs—ﬂf the
part played by the Dounder—and of the Way
m whieh Mauvleverer nnd the Famous Five
stand by Bir Jimmy. You will like if, or [
am oo judge of what you likel

INTERESTING COMMENTS,

I clip the paragraphs which follow f

& recent izsue of the * Daily Express.”
think they will interest. Thy readers; although
the MaigNET and "“Oem ™ are certninly Dob
“hioeds,” and the writer seems to ho
agquired coneiderable misinformation as.
the price of hoys' papers, I don’t know ‘on
ab twopenece—as yet. It may comre, thoughl

“Cradle of Heroism."”
“Do nmot grow indignant when yol see An
penny

usually costs twopence, and itz dreadfulpess

is-renily guite imaginaty. Hchoolmasters anil

palice-court “magisirates and otheér people
with didactle minds bave osdy-ill t0 speak of
the *blood,” which they say Is  responsible
for 83.5 per cent. of the crime of juyeniles in
the erl',-!;.h Isles, toe -cloema-bejng the' cpwke
of the remainder. This is nomsépse.  The
inspiration of the penny dreadful iz romance
—cheap romance, it is  true, but sl
romance—and deeds of derring-de are s
leading features,

“The late Adrant Allen declaved that the
‘Family . Herald' lovestory stimulated
Tomanee  in dull hentts nand  determimed
young women only to marry for love, Love
marclages were, in his oplnion, essential’ to
the well-being of the race, and the noveletie
was thus & public henefactor. Similacly with
the * blood. We have zéen in the heroism
af our hattlefield the result of the love of
courape and adventure I engenders and
keeps zlive.™

QUITE RIGHT!

There ean be no doubt thot reading of
placky and straightforward fellows—and the
herows of  boys' - stories  are " always  that
nowadays—helps to quicken 4£he ve of
cournge and other manly wirtues, Dut the
pld naines, *penny dreadfal ® oand #blood,”
are out of date—at any rate; as far as our
papers are concerned.  The people who talk
of the harm doné Ly Doys' papers are talking
without kmcwledge or judgment, that's all?
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