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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too.!

OB CHERRY stood on the steps
of the School Hous:, with a big
bag 1 his hand, whistling.  Billy
Bunter came out, and his hig

glaszes turned upon the bag at once,
Billy Bunter had been  looking  for
Snoop of the Remove, who had had a
remittance that day., Bui he forgot
Snoop now, and rolled up to Bob Cherry
;_a:ilh bis most agrecable grm on his fat
aee,

“Going out, Bob, old fellow? he
asked affectionately.

“Weou, fatty,”

‘* Lake me to carry vour bag?”

ol Cherry did not look grateful for
thut obliging offer. He snorted.

“There's notling a1k porpomse.
We're not going out an a picnie. Plenics
are off till the cnd of the war!™

Billy Buonter closed one oye know-
mglv. - Why fellows should go our on
a hali-holday with a g bag, unless it
was for a plonie, was & mystery Lo
Bunter,

The Ol of the Remove prided him-
self upon the faet thar 1t was vory diffi-
cult to pull the wool over his cyos, shork-
sighted az they were.

“Well, what ave von blinking at?™
demanded Bob warmiy,

M, come off it, von know!™  said
Bunter.  “Keep that varn for the
Marines, old chap!  Of course, I know
pirnies aren’'t allowed wnow, because of
the geub rules! Buot 1'H keep mom !

“You fut Jduifer' It's not a2 pienic”
oaved Bol,  **This bag’s empty '™

Bunter  winked again--a  fat
Lnowing winle.

*Rely on me, old chap,” e said re-
aszuringly, 1 won't give wvou away.
1 like a l{ﬂed as well as anybody. Look
here, U'll carry the bag for you, and (o
any cooking you want done, That’s o
fair offer!™

“Ho yon don’t believe this
cmpty ¥ asked Dob.

Another fat wink.

“1'1l show you that it is, Bunter.™

“{zo ahend!” grinned Buonter.

He expected Bolb to open the bag to
show that it was empty; but Bob Cherry
had another method in view,

Ho swung up the big leather bag, and
landed it on Bunter’s head.

{rash !

The bag certainly was emply, =ns
Bunter could tell by the foel of it.  If
it had been packed certainly Dunter
would have been hurt,  As it was, e
sat down on the steps with a sudden

ar.
at ¥ow ! he roared.

Bob Cherry glared down ab him,

anid

bag’s

“Da you believe it's cmpty now ' ha
demanded.

“ Yarooh !

“Bhall 1 try again?" asked Bol,

swinging wp the bog )
Bunter squirmed down the steps like
o very fab worin,

Y Yow! Beast ! Keep off!
Yaroocoh 1
“Halla! What's the name of this

game " asked Johnny Bull, as Bob's
chums came out to join him. “ Are you

taking a rest, Bunter?*

s GWP‘ !1-?

Johnny Bull also bad a Lag in his
haned. And Harry Wharton, Frank

MNugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
were also provided with bags. If the
Famous IMive of the Remove were
surreptitiously  planning a  pienie, in
spite of the logd regulations, certnin]y
1 was to be a plenic on o very large
sl !

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet,
crimson with the exertion, and blinked
angrily at the Famouws Five. Ho kept
at a wary distance from Bob Cherry's
bag, however.

“Yah! Pood-liogs!"™ ho snorted.

“What!” emeutated Harry Wharton.,

“ Bunter thinks it's a prenie ! growled
Bob, " T've just demonstrated to him
that this bow 15 empiy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fat doffer!” exelaimed Harry
Wharton,  “These bags_are all empty !
Come here amd try this one on your silly
naﬁper!"

unter codged away.

“Koeep off. you beoust?
H little gane 1™
“0h, rou kuow

I know vour

it, do you?' said

MNugent,
“¥es, T do.  You're going fond-
hogging ! =aul Bunter, with o snort of

contempt, 1 kuow the game! You're

ing round the shops buying uwp things
or & feed, and snecaking them into the
sehool, like Bkinner! ah !

“¥aou fat villain!" roared Johnny
Bull, making a rush at Buntes,

The Cwl of the Remove dodged
again, taking refuge behind Wharton,

I say, Harry, old c¢hap, keep him
off !  No offence, you I:nnw—-nmhinﬁ
to get into s wax  about, is there?
roared Bunter,

‘*Ha, ha, ha!"

Evidently Bunter did not think there
was anvihing offensive in an accusation
of food-hogging.

“0h, come
Bull.

1 zav, you fellows—-"

The Famous Five started the
gates, swinging their bags. Billy
Bunter blinked after them with deep
SUSILEIG,

Why shoold five felloas stark out in
the afternoon with [ive cmpty bogs?
What reason could they have except
that of accumulating forbidden food by

¢

on f grunted Johnmy

for

“going round the shops ™ getling in
stipplies?
Billy Bunter was quite sure of ik, And

Billy Dunter micant to bave a whaek in
those supplies. or elze bring the delin-
quents to justice.  And he rolled after
the juniors to the gates, his fat little logs
going ltke clockwork.

1 suyv, vou fellows!" he gasped, as he
overtook the five. 1T may, hold on!
Don't wallkk so fast, yvou know! Look

here, I'm not a sneak, of course, but I
ean’t stand this.  It's wnpatriotic! If
you treated me a3 a pal it would be

diffierent ; but, under the eircs, 1 feel it
my duty to speak to Mr, Queleh!”

“The esteemed Bunter i labouring
under an absurdiul misapprehension,’
satd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh mildly,
“"There is to be no food-hogiulness 1™
_i“ﬂh, r.?;tﬁl‘i:‘ zuid lﬁgl:i_tﬂr. X hr']fml?w
the pame! 'm an oblyging chap—if.I'm
treated as a rli ﬁrrﬁ the bags for
ven 1f vou like; bui—"

Bob Cherry halted outside the gates,
and winked at hiz chums with the eye
that was furthest from Bunbor,

“Let’s let Donter into the game, you
fellows?" he suggested.

“What!"” ejuculated Jobnny Bull

“ Bunter's jolly sharp, vou know,™ said
Bob. *“No good trying to fool Bunter—
is i, Willtam George?’

“Not the shightest,"
YT'm Ay, you know!"

“Exactly. Well, we're going out to
get something in these hags——"

* He, he, he !

“Tt may lead to plenty of grub, or 1t
may not,” said Bob.,  ““We expeet that
it will e

His chums stared at him for a moment,
and then grinned. Billy Dunter grinned
too.

(] Hl"..
chuekled.

eal.] Bunter.

he! T expeel it will!” he

Yo et E:pnﬁl' PTNE, WM
know., Look here. I'm willing to be
pally.  I'm not going to give you away.
[ don't sce why a fellow shouldn’t have a
Feed 1"

*You fat tead!” grunted Jolnny
Bull.

“{h, really, Bull——"

“Ruite  right,”  suid  Bob  Cherey.

“Consulering the amount of work we've
put into the potato-ground at Greviriars,
we're entitled to o Teed =if woe ean get
it. There'll e & ton of ‘tatoes this
antumn, all grown by our cwn fair hands,
The labourey is worthy of his hire—
what? {'ome on, Bunter, it's a go!
You can carry the bags for us, and you
ean have as much as yon can cat of what
we bring bheme m them.  That all
right P

“Done 1™ said Bunter.

“The donefulness is terrific ! grinned
Hurrce Singh,

“Wall, T aprec,” sail  Wharton,
Y Bunter carries the bags there, and we
carry them back, and _ﬁuntqr has all he
cih eat at one sipting !

“Hear, hiear!”

“U'm ovouwr man!™ said Banter.  * You
ean't fool me, o Yemow ! But 'ny all
cight if T'm treated as a pal ™

And the five juniors Landed Dunter
the bags.,  'The 0wl of the Remove was
peinning with satisfaction now., Hea did
nob i eavrying live conply bags if the
Co. carvied  them when they were full,
aned if he wore allowed to cat all he counld
at one sitting of the supplics,  Bunter's
powera were groat in that line, and he
could deal with a very lurge quantity of
provisions at one silting.

(]

Harry Wharton & Uo. walked on
cheerily, with  theic hands in  their
ockets, and the fat jumior laboured

ehind with the bags.



Every Monday.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
i |

Awlyl For Bunterl
HAY, you fellows ! .
Billy Bunter was gasping.
it was & warm summer's after-

usty. .

Empty bags seemnd a simple pro-
ition—at Grst, But Billy Bunter was
ing them woighty at last. _

Three of them were lnather travelling-
Lags. One waa a portmantcau of sohd
construction, Only one was a cloth bag,
and evin that was heavy.

With two bags in oither hand, and one
under hiz fat arm, Billv Bunter was
pretity well loaded. _

orgover, ha had a considerable
amount of weight to carry in his own
solid porson, The feod repunlations had
made no differonce to Billy Bunter's cir-
cumferenne so far.

After half a mile, Billy Bunter waa
red az a turkey-cock, and atreaming wich
perspizition.

A fly porsisted in settling upon his fat
little npse, and Bunter had no hand free
to +ll:i.['rﬂ.'l with the inscct, He snorted and
gnmm:—:d to drive it away. but the

y seemed to find some atiraction in
Bunters nosd, and atuck to 1ts guns.

“[-—-1 say, you fellowse—-= Oh,
dear !”.

Bob Cherry Toolked back.

*Buecle up, tubby " heo said,
lagping 1"’

1 sav, I can't carry this lot much
further I gasped Banter,

i “Ilﬁnt-s! Wo're going io carry them
wil.

“You might take one, Bobl"

“Bow-wow "

“Look here,
Bunter,

“MNeovar mind. "

“But I do mind " howled Bunter,

“Well, wo don't, so thut's all right,
Got a2 move on ™

“Oh, dear!” groaned Bunter. as he
rolled on agnin. “I—1 say, you fellows,
hruﬂh that dashed fly off my nose, will
you !

#Cortainly '™ anid Johnny Bull,

Biff !

“Yaroooh!" yelled Dunter, az he sat
down in the road, and {he bap: went
filving in all dircctions. “Yow pw-ow !
Yousilly asa! I didn't ask vou to punch
my nose ! Yow-ow-ow !

“The Ay's gone,” said Johony Dl
inapecting Buntor's erimson face,

“¥la, ha, hie!"

figon, and the lane was hot and ]

HY ounre

I'm tired ! roared

“Yah! You rotter! Ow-ow!”
FAra you coming on?’  domanded
Wharton, “If wn go without von, jon

kg

den't get any of the cargo ta leed on
Y Yow-ow-ow !
The junioes picked up the baga, Billy
Punter jumped up hike a jack-in-rhe.

Lbox. He did not mean to be loft out of
the feed.
“Hold on!™ he gosped. 1 T'mm

coming ! Uh, deae '™

“Tele up, then !

Billy Bunter groaned as the bags wore
peled on him again, Ha was bedog koegt
strictly to his bargain.,  He gasprdd
again, with relief rhia tine. as the
jnmiors tarned out of tho hob, dusty lane
mnte the cool shade of the woad.

“Going to Conrtficld ¥ he panied,

Mot so far na that.”

“Where are vou going, then "

“You'll see”

T0Oh, dear!” mumbled Bunter,  Hoe
Inboured on with the Lags, an nele in
gvory one of his fat limbse, Fven the
prroapechive food was lesing ats atrrae-
tiena now,  Bunter did not hke cxertion.,

“I wish I'd gone with Hmithy now '
he panted.  “Bmithy was very keen for
i to ge out with him this afree-
BoonR -———

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

One Penny. 3

lr'.r! '!i- _L_'L ‘_,I
T e &
ol

b,

i"’r':";' o {h

il s i !

Playing Porter to the Famous Five ! (See Chopter2.)

“I heard Smithy fell you he'd kick
o if you botherod him,” grinned

ugent.

“Ahem! I might have gono with
Snoop and Stott abid Skioner, Snoop's
;1:&1 2 vomittance, Oh, donr! I wish |

“3o do L" smiled Bob Cherry, |

“I— agjé'. Bob, old fellow, you might
tako ono of these Logs "

“If you call me * Bob, old fellow,” T'll

i

aquash von !

“0Oh, dear!"

Tho Co. walked on cheorily through
the green, shady wood, with Bunter
lubouring behind, Bob Charry ntterod
u sudden exclamation as they came out
into a preen, dusky glade.

" Hallo, hallo, hatlo!"

T'nder n big beoch, four juniors were
seated in the gross. They were Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyiriars, and
Skinner, Snoop, and Stott. There were
r_-.mffsl-y ginger-neor bottlea in the grass,
and crumbs of hiscuita, Tho four young
raacals wore using & basket ps a eard-
table, and enjoying themselves in the
ogpish mnnn({r that was their custoin,
when safe from obaervation or discovory,

“Your deal, SBmithy "' SBunop said,

The Boundec was shufling the cands

when the Uo. cama on the seenn,  He
panaidd,  thoe colonr crecping into Jus
rlwirks,

Hkinner noddad coolly to the Famons
Fivi.

Flalle ! he said, taking a cizardibe
from his month, “Jduost in time to take
a hand ! 3it down, drar boys !

And his companiona Phurhfrd.

Motters "' growled Jolinny 13l

“The rotterfulness 13 terrifie !

“Bhocked, ain't vou 7" sneeved Snoop,

Sidnoy Jpmes Snoop was i proat
fenther that aftwernoon.

As a rule, Hnpop of the Bemove was
hard up. A good many fellows ar Grey.-
friars know that HSnoop's father had
come to grief, having promoted com-
panies in the City, not wisely, but too
well, Ono of hin companios had been of
so exencdingly tricky a nature thal aftor
the  crash  camo BoSop's father had
retived from the paldie ave, being ascom-

rnodated by tha Geovernment in a
secluded establishment for the term of
thren vears.

Snoop, who had boon aceustomed Lo
putting on_side, found that circum-
staneo vory hard to live down. A {athes
in prison was & dreadiully diffienlt thing
to explain away,

Most of the fellows had been wery
sorry for Snoop, who cortainly was not
to blame for his father's misdeeds, and
the matter wos nover montioned to him,

It bad boen fortunate for Snoop that
an wnele in Canada had taken him up,
and undertaken to seo him through lns
school lifo.

It was from that kind nncla that
Qidney Jamea had received a remiltance
that morning, "honce his unaccustomed
wealth, and SBnoop was making the
money By, _

Sncop was not uwsually held of much
uecount, oven ameoeng his friends, but
with five pounds in his pocket ho wan
treated with more than usual respeet by
Skiuner and Stoth, at least.

Snoop was enjoving lamscli now, in
hia way. He was elated at being taken
np by the Bounder, if only for the after-

nnonm,

Harry Wharton frowned s he looked
un at the sceno,

It wrs no busincsa of his, of course,
low othor Ffellowa passed their hall-
holtidny—he was no consor of imarals: but
the scene jarred on his nerves, omd he
was gorry to aeo the Bownder so f-ﬁgng:-ﬂ.
There was much good in Vernon-Hmith,
if littlo enongh in his companions,

“Come on ! said Nugent abeuptly.

“Awlully shocked - what 1 snid Rnoap
vanntingly, “Dash it oll, you'ra sufo
fromn the prefects hera! Why not take
bl 7 They're weleome, ain'e they,
Hruithy '™

Verpon-Swmith did not reply  ITe wna
still rhuffling the cards mechanically.
HSomchow or othor, the Bounder did not
acem to like being fonund at that occupa-
tion by ITavry Wharton & Co.

“Have a smoke " continuod Buoon.
“"I'm standin' the smokes, and vou're
walcomo, What do vou say, Whorton "
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“1 say you're a silly, meusly idiot!”
said Wharton. “It would serve you
right if Wingate or Gwynne camo along
and caught you.” ;

“Aya you going to sneak " jeered
HSnoop.

o como  on,
Wharton. X :

The Famous Five passed on their way,
Bunter following with the cargo of bags,
Hnoop’s shrill, mocking laugh died away
behind them,

“1 say, fellows, we're off the foof-
path !’ said Bunter at last. *Is this =

shﬂ&i out 1" 5 —
‘"Not exactly,” said Bob, grinning.

you chaps!”’ said

“Where are we ing, then ¥’ ex-
claimed Bunter. “We sha'n't get to any
shops in this direction.”

"Bhops! Who's gat:;lg to shope 1"

Billy Bunter halted, and fized =2
basilisk glare upon Bob Cherry.

“Ain't you poing shoppingf"” he
demanded.

“(Certainly not !

“How are you poing o get the grub,
then 1" shrieked Bunter.

" Grow it,” .

“Ha, ha, ha !" yelled the Co., delighted
at the expression wpon Billy Bunter's fat
features,

“Gue-pug-prow it!"” stuttered Bunter,
letting the bags fall inte the grasa.

“Rxactly !" )

“You—you-—you silly ass ! What have
we come here for I yelled Bunter,

“We've come to gather leaves-—-"

"Leaves !”

“And vou've come ta carry our bigs.
Awlully good of you, Bunter !"

Billy Bunter leaned against & tree and
mopped his flaming brow. He wae quite
ot & loss for words. i

“hd think we were going shop-
gin,g-!‘” nsked Bob innccently. "By

ove, I remember now, you said some-
thing about food-hogging! My dear

ise, we're not going food-hogping.
Ve're working. We've brought these
"-"'“15* to fi'l with dead lenves—-"

" D-d-dead 1-l-leaves ™

“ Certainly ! To dig into the allotment
at Greyiriars™

“ Ok, crumbs 1"

“It's the cheapest and best form of
manure, you know,” ¢xplained Wharton.
“All amateur gardeoners gather dead
leaves. They're thick enough here in the
wood. And you can cat as much as yvou
like of what we carcy home in the bags,
Bunter. That was the agreement.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You—vyou said it would lead to—to
plenty of grub ! moaned Dunter faintly.

“1 said we cxpected it would,” eaid
Bob. “If we dig the leaf-manure well in,
we shall have a good second crop of pota-
toes in the auiumn, ¥ was alluding to the
potato-ground at Greyfriavs, dear boy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" 0Oh, dear!” groancd Buater.

The thought that he had fagged for a
mile apd a half on a hot afternocon to
enable the amateur pardencrs of Grey-
friare to provide themselves with leaf-
mould almost overcame Bunter.

He could only gasp and glare.

If the Owl of the Hemove had taken his
fair share of work on the school allot-
ments he would have known all about it,
He was paving the penalty of shirking
o,

The juniors picked up the bags and
opened them.

* Are you going to help us, Bunty#”
asked Bob v::hmrfu%m “You’ll have your
whack in the taters when they're grown,
vou know. You see, we'ra going to get
a fine crop of firet early planted late in
the season, after the main crop have been
gathared in.”

* You—you—yau silly chump!” splut-
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“Rlow vour potatoes!
Blow your alloiment! Blow your leail-
mould! Blow youl”

“Ha, ha, hal®

# I—1'd thrash you all round if 1 wasn't
fagged out!™ gasped Bunter, shaking a
fat fist at the grinning juniors.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥aoh! Beasts!”

Billy Bunter rolled away in utter dis-
gust. There was no feed for Bunter that
:If:frnﬂpn. Hea was ﬂ?n};. {Ei iﬂlkﬂ the Iicm::

ra in an ¥ hogging, 2
howl of ]aughﬂt:ﬁ from the Fnrgnﬁug; Five
followed him.,

Then the chums of the Remove set to
woek, taking different directions in the
wood, patiently gathering up the fallen
Jeaves and cramming the bags with them,
for future use on the potato allotments at
Groyiriace,

tered Buunter,

s ™ —

THE THIRD CHAFPTER,
The Broad Arrow

L HAT the dickens—"" 1
W Harry Wharton paused in
SUrprise. .
He had left his companions
a+ some distance, and was moving alon
under the trees, izmding a3 he went, an
gathering up fallen leaves. The bag he
carried was already half full. .

Beveoral times he had noticed o rustling
in the thickets, but he put it down to a
rabbit or stoat, and gave it no heed.

But 25 he turned aside from his path,
and pushed through o clump of bushes to
wet to fresh ground, he cavght sight of a
leg disappearing among the underwooad.

%‘i‘mn he stopped in astonishment. _

Someone was dodging him in the
bushes. Wharton put down the bag, and
stared through the openings of the thick
greon,

*Hallo! Whet's that 7*" he called out.

There was no reply, and the rustle was
not heasd again.  But as he stood in
silence amid the green thickets, Wharton
was conscious that he was being watched.
As plainly ns if hie had . seen them, he
realised tlat eyes were upon him, scan-
mng lum from cover.

The Greyfriars junior was astounded.
Unless he had come npon some lunatie, he
could not imagine why the unknewn in-
dividual shouold be dodging out of sight
like this, and watching %;'Em covertly,

“What the mervy thunder [ muttered
Wharton, in perplexity.

Then he atarted back as a figure sud-
denly showed itself in the thickets,

Instinetively he clenched his handa,

For the man who so suddenly stood be-
fore him was dressed in 2 gach thore was
o mistaking.

The hl‘ﬂﬂg arrow marked the raggod
clothes that coverod him. The broad
arrow was upon the vag of a cap on his
tonsled head.

The face thar lnoked as Wharton wnaa
thick with stubbly, unshaven beard; the
eyes were hollow and haunted in theiv
lank.

“My hat!” wutiered Wharton, wary,
and on the defensive at once. " A con-
viet 1

He underatocd now why the man had
beca keeping out of sight, though he
could not understand why he had at last
sliowin himself.

“Yau need have no fear!” oxclammed
the man, in a hurried, husky voice, hold-
ing up his hand.

1 not afraid,” spid Wharton calmly,
though his heort was beating a trifle
faster than usual., Bt his chums were
within call if he wanted themn, amd there
was little canse for fear—even if he had
been given to that weakness.

“Yon belong to Greyfriars i

£ Y’ﬂﬁ. Lt

“1 knew your' cap,” said the etranger,
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in the same husky voice, “Are you noj
young Wharton ¥

“Yeas, " said Harry, in astonshment:
“that’'s mv name. ow the dickens did
vou know it

The man panted; and looked hurriedly
round him, .

Evidently he was in fear—the fear of
the hun animal.

“ Are you alone hera 1" he mutterad.

“My chums sren't far eway,’” said
Harry, with a slight smile. He did not
know the purpose of that question.

“For Heaven's sake, keep it secret that
youw've seen me ! muttered the convict,
shrinking into the cover of the bushes.

Wharton's brow grew a little grim.

. He had no desire whatever to take part
m hounding dewn a hunted mman; but
kecping it secret that he had seen an
SACH convict in the wood might be o
serious matter, Such a man’s presence
was 8 public danger—to others, i not to
Wharton,

" ¥on shoulda't have shown yourself I"
said Harry curtly.,  “You could have
kept cut of sight. Vou e¢an’t expect me
to keep it secret ™

He expected to see fury in the haggard
face, porhaps to be attacked. He was on
hie guard. But the haggard face of the
convict expressed omly musery and lear,
and it touched the junior's heart,

“1 showed myseli bécause I recognised
the Grevirfiare cap ! he mutterad. 1
have threwn myeelf on your merey.”

“What do you know about Grey-
friara?"” demanded Harry. He was not
inclined to believe that & hunted convict
could ever have had any connection with
his schaal.

A bitter somle crossed the serubby,
worn face,

“You don't know me "

“17 T've never seen you before!” ex.
¢laimed Harry, in astonishment.

“¥ou have zecn me."”

“Where, then?”

“ At Grevfriars,™

“ At Greviriars ! oxclaimed Wharton,

“You do not remember me? I have
vhanged, of course. But I remembered
you as soon a8 I saw vour face,’

Wharton scanned the man in amaze-
ment.  FHe seemed about thirty-eight, or
perhaps Torty, though the stubbly beard
aned haggard expression gave his face an
older look. There was nothing familisr
in his features. though Wharton had some
fuint idea that he had seen that pointed

nose  #nd those close-zet, sharp eves
Lefore,

“T have a son at Greyfrinrs,” the man
went on. 1 uged ta vimt him there, be.
fore I—before I had misfortunes, He
poitted you out to me in o rricket-match
onee.  “That ia how I know you,”
Wharton recolled with an exelamation.

*Are yan Sneop'a father 7Y

“I am Joziah Snoon.”

“Good heavena ! muttered Wharton,

He thought of Sidney James Snoop of
the Remove, l:la_v'mg cards in the wood
lesg than a ieile away, with the Bounder
amd hizs set.” And hera was Snoop's
father, whose swindling had landed him
in & conviet prison, lurking in the depths
of the wond, a fugitive frnm the faw!
Wharton  knew the stevy of Snoop's
farher, but he had ahinost forgotten it.

Snoop would not have been enjoying
mself po mnch that sunny afterngon if
{u:'-. had known that bis father was elose
W,

What woulld this weak and dingy black
sheep of the Remove have thought and
felt if he had known? Wharton wons
derad.

The man was watching his face
nagerly. He read compassion there, and
it brough a tinge of hope into Lis
own lace,

*Yeou know me now ¥ he muttored,
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“%es,"” paid Harre, locking at him.
Y1 can see vou're like Snoop now. But
~but what have yon come to me fory”

“I want you to help me, Eta:r-—anﬁ
a shght service--a very slight one,

s not much to ask. I am not asking
ou to help me to ecscape-—to break the
aw. Only a slight aprviee,”

“¥You can go on,” said Wharton un-
easily.

He hardly knew what to say or to do. 1
The sudden meetigg had thrown him a
little off hia balanece. He coold not think
of helping to hand Snoop’s father back
to a living death. But to afford aid
to an escaped conviet was impossible—
it was against the law, for one thing.
It was not ns if there had been the
slighteat doubt of Josinhh Snoop's guilt,
That was only too well-astablished, as
Wharton had known at the time.

“What do you want me to do?” he
asked, as the man stood panting in the
folinge his eves roving about like those
vi 8 hunted fox,

“Take a message to my son.”

“Oht"

“ That is all—it iy all I ask., Tell him
—tell him I have escaped-—that L have
come here, that he may help me—he is
my #son, and he will not abandon his
father in his hour of need! I have been
at libhorty a woek—T have hiddon by day
and tramped by night—I have fed on
roots torn up by my hands, when I have
not starved—I have lurked and cropt and
skulkod. for a hundred miles to get near
Grovinars! And for two days I have
lain hidden here, hoping to see my son
—heping to get word to him—but it was
impossiblo. Then I saw you—and, as
aoot a8 I saw your face, I knew you—
1 thought you might help me—-"

He broke off, panting. There was a
step in the thick grass under the trees.
The convict's syes dileted wa e shrank
back mto cover, But as he did so there
was a2 light laugh, and a coal voice
drawlad

“Too late, old scout—I've seen you

Wharton apun round towards the new-
enmer, It was the Bounder of CGrey.-
friara!

ik
:

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Secret For Two !

ERNON-SMITH met Wharton's

‘;’ startled, uneasy eyes, and

srmiled. There was a cigaretie

between the Bounder's lips. He
had laft the card-party, and was strolling
carelessly through the wood, when he
had come uwpon the scene. He gave
Wharton 2 cool nod, and hia eyes
gleamed mockingly as the conviet,
realising that it was too late for conceal-
ment, roze intoe view again, with a
desperate expression upon his face.

“By gad!” said the Bounder, remov-
ing his cigarette. “Thia beats cock-
fighting. ho's  your morry  friend,
Wharton

“It's HSnoop's father,”
curtly.

The Bounder starbed.

“Enoop's father! Dy only Lai!"™

He seahned the stubbly face, The eon-
vict's hands were clenched hard, and his
eves were burmng,

“By gad, I shouldn't have known rou,
pir ! ‘said Vernon-Bmith, with mocking
respect, *‘I've just left Snoop—a quarter
of an hour ago. He doesn't know the
pater’s here, 1 fancy, Quite & loug time
gince  yo've vigited ue at lereyiriars,
sir. Unaveidably detainad--—-what?"

EDon'tt™ muttered Wharton, The
eool irony of the Bounder jarred on his:
RCTVEA

“Ho wou've got away, Alr. SBreop?”
went on the Bounder coolly.

The wan nodded.

said Harry
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You should have stuck it out, and gat
away on ticket-on-leave,™ said Vernon-
Hmith with a shake of the head. “You
haven't any chanca of pgetting clear.
You can't get abroad in war-tins, you
know—1I suppose yon know there's a war
on? And wo're all ticketed and num-
bered now, on a new system, since you
went to cﬂnke;,f, air. Even if you got
& new rig-out, you would be nsked for
your regiscrakion card wherever you
wont—rou havo to give your name, age,
Form, and al;artfﬂgt;prim, vou know.'
Tha Bounder luughed.  * Betier have
stuck it out to tha Onoish,™

“¥You are Yernon-Smith™
the wretchad cutonst. I remember you
now. You were a friend of my son”

“ Hardly that.,” said the Dounder with
a cnrl of the lip. “I knew him, that's all,
I darc say you have seen ud together at
Grroyfriars, 1o tho old days, Tf you want
to hear abont dear Sidney, he's rvight as

muttered

rain and cheery as a ericket. Ile's had
g rvéemittance to-dey from hia Uncle
Huggine in  Canada, aud hLe's in
high feather!™

“You will not mention that vou have
geen me'*"”

“*Why should IT" said the Bounder
shrugging his shoulders., “What was
your crime, you poor wretech? You were
found out. I suppose there are ten
thouwsand like you, playing the same
%ame in ke City, who haven't been
ound out yot. If vou'd had Letter luclk,
you might have been a gmnt wars-
profitase by this time, nnd a big gun, 1
don't ses why I should help the bobbices
cdo their '.lmr{. T've my own aflairs to
attend to.”

“That is all I ask " muttorad Josiakh
Snoop, with a sobbing breath.

“PBut there's Wharton," sald the
Bounder, with a sardonic glance at the
stlent captain of the Remove, “ No good
asking that of Wharton. Wharton is
the model of virtne to all Greyiciars—
the good boys model themaelves accord:
ing to him—"

‘Don't ba a fool, Smithy!™ broke in
Wharton savagely.

“ My dear chap, I'm sitating the facts.
Some of us, Mr. Bnoop, live in hopes
of veaching the height of virtne Wharton
was born to, but 1t’s uphill work. I’
pfruid Wharton will feal i lis duty to
give you away-——and ho alwaye does his
duty, right up to the hile.”

“I'm not going to give him away,
Snuthy.” said Harer guetly, 1 don't
think I ought to. I don't know.”

“You're improving,” said the Bounder
sarcastically, “Beware, my yvoung
friend, of the first atep from the path
of moral rectitude—

“0Oh, shut up!™

The Dounder langhed. Ho was in a
sardonic mood that afiernoon.

“%on would have done better to stick
in the stone jup, Mr. Snoop.” he said,
turning to the panting conviet. **Yon
got out of a lot of things there. You're
ot over forty, 1 believe?®”

Mo eaid the man, starine at him,

“Well, then, you've got ont of con-
geription by being a wmerey conviet, I
voird been a fres man you'd be in the
tronches now."

¥ Better that than the stone walls!™
mutterad Josiah Snoop. It is little to
face death after what I have been
through 1"

The Bounder gave him a euriona lock.

“You'd better cut off, Bmithe!” mut-
tered Wharton., " You can keep this
darle, 1 suppose? ¥You needn't inter.
fare,"”

The Bounder smiled, and lighted a
fresh cigarctte. _

“I really dido't mean to interrupt
your pleasant chat,” he said. "I came

B Rome time sebk to run. T believe?

along qnite by chance. Good-aftornoon,

GIIE Pﬂﬂﬂ?& b

Mr. Bnoop! No good msking you to giva
me a fook-in at Greyleiars, I auppoge ™

And, with a light laugh, the Bounder
sauntered on, and dizappearsed among
the trecs.

The conviet looked nt Wharton,
teembling in every limb.

“He will keop my secret?™ he mut-
tered.

“1 think zo. Smithy decsn't care
much about law aud order at any time,"”
said Wharton. * I fancy ho's got mors
sympathy  with you than with the
poliee. ™

“I have suffered for what I hava
done,” muttered Josinh Snoop, IE -
if it were possible, 1 would make up for
the past—I would ask nothing better than
to take my place in the trenches. Whar-
ton, you will take my message to my
son, and—and say nothing of having
soen me?”

“I—1 suppose so," sail Harrep.

“Tell him to come and ses me here—
as soon as ho can,” muttored Josish
Snoop. He knows thiz wood well, I sup-

—he caon come to this spot. There
13 & big, hollow oak-tree near here—do
you_know it?"

“Yes, it's well known,” gaid Harre,

Hell my son to coma there, and he
will s0e me. I only ask that of you.
You will do that—and keep eilonce?”

“Yes,” paid Harry after a long pause.

Whether he was doing riglit or wron;
ho hardly knew. The man had sinn
but he had suffered for it. If he had
been a brutal and desperats eriminal,
Wharton's duty would have been plain.
But bhe waa not that. He had becn a
smobth and soft-spoken swindler .in hLis
prosperous days—now he was a wrotched
outcast and fugitive; and, in apite of his
disgust for the man's character, Whar-
ton could not rosist the compassion thak
came inte hiz heart. A man so utterly
down on lia luck appesled to the frank,

bovishh nature.

0 more was said, Iarry Wharton
picked up his bag and turned away, and
the convict disappeared into the thicketa,

Wharton bhurried from the epot, H
had said that ho would say nothing J
the. meeting, and his word was his bond,
His dedire now was to keep his chums
fram making the discovery he had made
He did not want them to be burdened
with such a secret to keep—and he I;
not sure that they would keep it. B
Cherry and Nugent and the good-natured
Inky, doubtless, wonld shave his foelings
of compassion, but he was not so sure of
Johnny Bull. With Johuny, a st
senso of justice was liable to outweigh
COTDABEI 11

“allo, hallo, hallo 1"

Boly Cherry came vpon him sudden
in. the wood, Wharton started, a
coloured a little,

“Gob your bag fall?"” asked Bob.

“ My——my bagi"

Wharton had almost forgotten the
waork that had brought the Famous Five
to the wood that atternoon.

“Yea. wa're loaded up, and I'vo hoon
loolking for weu,” said Dob.  * Why,
vou'ro only half full, you slacker!
You've boen taking a rest!”

“Oh, that's enough!™ sald Harry.
“Let's get back to E%ﬂ;‘friam,”

“ Plonty of timo for tea,' anid Bob.
“ Let's fill your bag first; 'l help you.
We want all wo can get for the ellot.
inent.*

The energetic Bob aoon had the bag
full, Wharton helping him, and they
oined Nugent and Hurrea Singh and
f}c:lmn:.r Bull, who were resting in the
grass while they waited, .

Fach ¢f the juniors carrying =&
ecrammed bag, they started for the schoal,
Four «f the forty wors discussing potato-
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grovwing with great zest oe they west | it:'i '{E}gmjd Wharton took the epportunity

but Herry Wharton was eileny

"He was thinking of the hunteg o
caet hidden in the wood, and of the
message he was to take to Snoop of the
Remove, and wondering whether he had
done right or wrong i helping, to that
-lt-zctt-!nt. a man who was wanted by the
aw

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Snoop’s Reply !

HE Bounder of Greyiriara was
lounging on the School House
stops when the Famous Five
came in, He pave Wharton a

curipna look.

“Had a good time, yvou fellows®™ he
drawled. .

" We've pot lots of plunder,” said Beb
Cherry, with great satisfaction.  Must
be jolly ncavly a hundredweight of stuff
i theso bags.™

“What on earth ia 1t?"

“0Id leaves from the wood.™

The Bounder stared.

“In the namo of all that's idiotic, what

have you been zathering cold leaves
for?" he -ejaculah‘:& s
“You'd know all aboul it if wou

weren't a elacker, Smithy,” said Beb
sevorely, “It's to dig into our allot
ment after we've taken up the cabbagee,
Don™t you know that it improves the svil?
When tho cabbeges are up, we can grow
a eccond crop of potatoes on the same
cround—HEret earlies, you know."

“ Firat carlice—at this time of the
vopr 1

“Yea, for a second erop,” explained
Robh, "“First early potatoea aro like a
pood bat at ericket-—first in and not out,
vou know, You begin with em, and you
end with 'em. Of coures, you have to
boe carcful of ‘em. But we're preity
good gardencrs,’ :

*The good gardenfulness is terrific!
reanarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. ' We
ehall beat the submarine Huns potato-
patchiully. ™ .

“If you fesl keen about it, Smithy,
vou can como along to the allotment to-
morrow and help us with the hoelng-up,”’

i

said Bob, * Wo're atill at work on the
mnain crop, you know." .

“Thanks; but I don't!” grinned the
Bounder.

“"Well, you're a elacker!”

Bob Cherry sniffed, and merched in
with his chuma. 1t wae the rule at Grey-
friare that every fellow should take lue
share in the work of the vepetable allot
ments, but some of them contrived to
clode it. Tob himeelf did the work of
two or three, being very keen—especially
keen on helping to beat the Hune br so
easy & mothod as growing vegetables.

arry Wharton looked in at Neo. 11
Study in the Remove, which belenged to
Snoop and Stott, but those two cheery
vouths were not in yet. He went along
to his own study to tea with Nugent.

The message from Josinh SBaoop was
weighing on his minod, and he waa
anxions to ece the convict's son, and get
1k over.

He waa realising more cleacly now that
he had placed himself in a serious posi-
tion by allowing his compassion for the
wretched man to got the upper hand.

Nugont noticed his thoughtfulness, and
looked at him oddly several times; but
Wharton had ne intention of mentionine
the motter oven to his best cham. It
waa quite ible, he knew, that the
affair might have unpleasant con.
sequances. He did not mean that anyone
elee should share in the consequences of
his act if it came out.

Alter ten Nugent, who was secretary of
the Remove Cricket. Club, had adeounts
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Peond it eald

= for Sncop again.

This time he found Sidney Jamee in his
study with Btott. They wero having tea
—g rather more plentiful tea than the
regulations sllowed. Doubtless Snocp,
being in funds for once, felt a desire to
epread himeelf a little,

fnoop was looking a little pasty, pro-
bably the result of Yoo many cigareties
in the wood, but otherwise quite cheerful,

He had been lucky at nap, and his five
pounds, inetead of disappearing, had
mercascd to five pounds ten ghillings.

The shillings hm{phe'!mlgml to Skinner
and Stott.

Sno had a fecling of elation, and he
wae looking forward to mova littla pames.
and to relicving the Bounder of some of
his euperfluons wealth, Vernon-Smith
was a very rich pigeon to phlack, if the
plucking had been possible.

Snoop smiled in a encering way as
Wharton looked in. His uenal rather
fawning manner was quito pone: he waos
feoling of more consequencoe than usual,
and, in fact, %uiiﬂ doggish and bucked.

“Malla ! ke aaid, the merry
eermon coming at last? Wait till T pet
a Eﬂrff I'll emoke whila vou preach, if
vou don't mind.™

Stott chucklad,

Wharton did net look angry. He
knew how Enoop’s bravado  would
crumple up 88 enon as he knew what
had te be told him. Whartorn’as feeling
towards the wretched Llack eheep was
of mingled compassion and contempt.

“I'd like to speak to you, Snoop,” he
eaid quietly. " Will you come for a
stroll in the quadi”

“ Thanks, no! ¥You can epeak here, I
supposei’”

“I'd rather epeak in private, if wou
don't mind.”

“But 1 do mind,” said Snoop coclly.
“I'm not poing to listen to a sermon
on my own, Htott will see me through,
Besides, it will do Stott we much good
as it will do me, He'a just as depraved

22 T am.”

" Just!™ prinned Stott. “Ha, ha,
ha !

"You Jdon’t underetand,” said Harry
patiently.  “I'm not going to epeak
about your silly blackguardism, Snoop.™

“No? What is it, then? Do wven

want me for the Remove Eleven in the
nevt Rookwood matehi”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Stott.

“If you won't ece me alone, I'll leave
it till ancther time,” said Wharten, "1
have a messagre for you, that's all™

“*h! From whomi”

=il tell you that by youreelf.”

“Yau're jolly miysterious!” encercd
suoop. " ¥You don't mean to eay that
Jerry Hawke, thoe bookie, has eent a
meseage by vout”

“T shouldn't bring it if he wanted to
Harry.

“Well, what is it all about, +hen?
You can speak before Stoth, T can't see
anvthing to be mysterious about.”

“¥Yee, go ahead!” eaid Stett. “I'm
quite curious, you know, Get iz off

i1F

yvour cheat, Wharion!

Wiarton turned fo the deor, He
could not give the convict's messape in
the presence of Snoop’s study-mate,

But the grave expression on his face
gtk Bnoop a little,

“* Look here, what he ex-

- [—
13 aLi

claitied, “¥ou might buzz out for a
minute or two, Btort, i you don't
mind.”

“Oh, all right! I'm poing down fo the
Common-room,” vawned Stott, And he
lounzed eut the study,

Wharton .watched him down the pas-
gage, and then closed the ddor carefully,
i and turned to 8ncop. The latter watched
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him with a sneer, but with a vague un.
castness, too.

“Well, what ia iti" he exclaimed
teatily. * For goodness’ sake get it outl”

"I met somebody in the wood this
afternoon.” eaid Harry, by way of break-
ing it genily, A relation of youre,
Suocop, ™

“What rot! What do vou meanil

“I mean your fatheg !

Snoop sprang to his feet.

“My—my fatheri™

“Yea, Snoop.™

“You—you fool! You know where
my father is!"" panted Snoop. “You
knew at the time, you rotter! Ho you've
come herp to throw that at mae, have
vou? Yes, it's like you! Hang you "

“Your father is in Friardale {V{:od."
auid Wharton, unheeding Snoop’s weak
anger. * He's pot away somehow,”

“"Good heavensl” muttored Snoop,
einking into his cheir, hia face white za
death, and his oyes diiatiﬂg.

“"I'm sorry to give you a shock,” sand
Harry, his voice quite gentle. “I've
never mentioned yvonr father to wyou,
Snoop, and I'd be the last fellow {o
blame you for anything he did. It's not
my businass, ANy WaY. gBl.ﬂ‘.- I've met hum,
and he asked me to speak to you.
couldn’t speak before Stott.”

“For mercy's sake, don't Iet & word

et out!™ panted Bnoop. “I—I eay,
ogk at the door! He—he may ko
ligtening.™

Wharton opened the study door, but

there was no one in the passage. He
closed it again.
“That's all right, Snccp.  Pull your-

i

self together, ol nha.fr'.
Snoop panted helpleesly.
“He's got away!” he said dazedly.
“Away from prison!  And—and he's
come here—here, near the school 1"’
“Yes. He saw me in the wood, and
recognised me—he's secn mie here, you
know, before—and he asked me to speak
to yon,” said Harry. *“He wants you

to £0 and see him."

Snonp gave & ory.

“To see him aa%h he's mad !

“He's hiding in the wood, and if you
go to the old hollow cak—-yon know it,
off the footpath *—you'l] find him there,”

“0Oh, it's a shame—a shame ! stam-
mered Snoop. “'Why couldn't he atay
where he was? He ssked for it. What
does hie want to come here and disgrace
ma for, when the fellows have forgotten
about it all® Oh, it's & rotten sheme!
I—I won't see him! I can't—I
darean’s ™

Wharton was silent,

e+ had wondered how Snoop would
take his father's message. Hp waa learn-
Ing now,

“*He's no right fo come here | went on
Snoop furiously, with the passignate fury
of & weak nature. *It's—it's infamous!
Wy, he may be collared near the school !
Everybody will know ; it'l} be the talk of
Greviriars from one end to the other! I
may have to clear out of the school, I
wolidered that the ITead let me elay as
it was, It'e infamous! Haven't I
suffered enongh for what he did?  Clan’t
he leave me mn peace now 77

“ Hush I" said Harry warningiy.

Snoop’s voice was rising to an almost
Livsterival shriek. '

The junior clenched his hands.

“I won't see him—] won't—T can't!?
Why, it'a againat the law! What docs
he want? Tell me that!™

“1 think he wante you to help him,
Snoop.”

“Help him! How?"
his testh,  “Oh, T know!
mﬁﬂ{_}?t g}uihnsj I supposat’

“T know;: he wants to dodge thae
jolice. I can't help him! Why, I might

¢ sent to prisom mvself if I took him

Snoep ground
He's in—in
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elothes to cscaps in!  It's against the
law; vyou know it'a against the law,
Wharkon.”

Wharton nodded. He was not very
clear as to the law on that subject,
naturally, but he knew that it could not
i:tll: lawful to help a convict to escape from

8
sot’s duty bo his father came befors
everything else. And yet, that was a
dangerous doctrine. It was hard enough
talgger s strafght course between right
and wrong in such a matter, Buot Sidney
James Snoop was not so much troubled
by considerations of right and wrong a8
by fear for his own precions skin,

“You want me to go!” hissed Snoop,
with a bitter look at the captain of the
Remoye. * You'd like to sco me landed
in awful trouble, wouldn't you?

Wharton compresscd Jdiis lipe ‘

“I'va brought yof your {fatliers
mossage, Hnoop, bocause he psked me,
be. replied.  *That’s all I have to do
with the matter.” ]

“You'd no right to!" hissed Snoop.

“ What ™' :

#You know vou'd no right to.  You
shouldn't have done it. Now you've put
me in a horrible position. T can't go to
him—I can't help him ! You knew I
conldn't. ¥You ought to have refused.”

#Oht" said Harry, after a long pause,

“You can help him if you like,” said
Snoop savagely; “I can't! If you like
to do &aﬂh?_l wants, ]i'll gwtn Fﬁu that
money—all the money Uve got, 1'm no
gninﬂg}rm soa him, jr.'If nan'gb! It's too
frightfully risky!”

“Ho's your father, Snoop!™ broke out
Wharton st last. g

“What port of a fathor has he beon
tn mei" z?mrled Hnoop. ‘“Ha's dis-
graced me in a way I shall never got
over. The fellows never speak of it;
but they haven't really forgotten at! 1
know that. It will cling to me sll my
life—having a father & convict! Ylat
did ho want to promote rotten companies
for, and then ateal because he was
ruined 7 Let him take the comscgurnces
himself. I'm not going to tuke them!
1'vp suffered cuough for him ™

“Well, it's your own businasa, Snoon,’
said Wharkon, “T thoughe L was bound
to give you your father's message.

“You'd no right to! Look here!
Snoop eanght his breath. “You haven't
menttoned this o anvbody ™

“OF coursn not."’

“ Nobody plas knowa "

* Only {"‘brnnn-ﬂmit!u."

* You've told him—that sncering cad ™
sliricked Snoop.

*I did not tell hkim. He saw your
father in the wood. o camo up while
we were talking. Dut he's said he won't
mention it."

* Nobody salae—nabody but Smithy ¥

" Nobody."”

“That'a good !"
breath, 1t nm‘%
He. will clear off.

Pk

Snoop drew o de
be kept dark after all,
He can't stay there

tong, e ought pever to have comeo
rear, Just ke bim-—selfish, alwaya
selfish ! As if 1'd dare to risk going to

Fri_g{:n h}' hel[‘}irlg liim! I'm not going—
[ cun'tt"

Snoop spokes those words with savage
cinplingis, Thers wes nothing more to
Lie aaid, and Harry Wharten quitied the
sludv., He left Snocop pacing to and fro
in the atudy with & black brow, in a
hitter mood. YWharton's brow was dark,
ton, &8 he wend,  Doulitiess it was geliiah,
incongtderate, of tha czeaped man to
Liring this new bronble upon his son,  Dat
o, had torned fur lielp to the only
]acrsaibln_qq!armr. Wharton conld not
wlp  thinking of the wretehed nan,
skplking half famislied in the wood, wait-
ing For 13 som to come--tla son wlho
pepthindod Tine, wrnd wotilhd nal eogns,

———

police, He might bave ssid that a |
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Left in the Lurch'!

ERNON-SMITH gave Snoop 8

‘.l" curious glanes when the Remove

fellows went into their dornutory
that night. _

Sidney Jasmes Snoop was pale and
harasse _-lﬂﬂkinfs T

He had firmly made up his mind that
he would not go. He dared not go. His
one bitter hopo was that the hunted nean
would leave the neighbourhood, and
meet his fate elsewhore. A lad with
firmly-fixed and ligh principlee might
have thought it his duly to refrain from
interfering with the course of the law,
But it wag not & matter of high principle
that moved Snoop. 'Tt was fear of the
consequences to himself; consequencea
that were magnified, too, by bis vague
terrors, Hia feeling towarda the hunted
man. was one of resentmount and dread.
His father had dono him harm enogh-—
he might st least loave lum in peace
now, That was Snoop’s thought.

Tha Dounder was curioua.

He waa -aware that Wharton lind
brought a nessage from the skulking
man to his son at Groyfriary, and that it
could only bo.to ask for help. He won-
derad what 3noop was E?mng to do.

Other fellows noted Snoop’s lnoks, too.
None but the Bounder and Harry
Wharton knew the capse.  Fullows who
knew that Snoop hind baen blowing his
remittanco on a “razzle” that afternoon

ut 1t down to too many cigarettes. Dilly
%tllltﬂl‘ emitted a fat chuckle as he
blinked at #noop’a haggard face through
his big q!uaae-n. i

“Didn't the amokes agree with you,
Snoopey 1" he nsked. .

Snoop glanced at him vaguely without
repiyving.

“epl rather queer inside--what?”
chortled Bunter. * Heo, lio, hel”

“Well, you do lock a queer fialy,
Sroopey ! remarked Shinner.  “ You
didu't have such a dashod lot of smokes,
either. YWhat's the matter with yon?"

“ Nothing " muttered Snoop.

“ Bit sea-sick T grinned Tob Cherry.
“Who wouldn't.bo'a giddy blade on the
merry downward path "

“PThe sen-sickfulness ia terrific!” re.
marked Hurreo Singl. I suggestiuly
advise turning over a new and estremcd
leaf, my worthy Snoop.  The stitch in
timo longest to the well
L4 En, shut up ! growled Suoop.

Ha fumbled at the stud in his collar
with nerveless fingers.  The Bounder
came towards him. |

Lot me help you, Sncopey,” he said,

Snoop stare vnguﬂi{ at the Pounder,
as the latler unfaatencd the atud for him.
He knew that Varnon-Smith wos mnlmuﬁ
that a pretexl for comung near to spea
a0 that the otliers should not hear. The
Bounder sank Lis voive to a whisper, amnd

woenk ont

“ Are of  bLounds
turniﬁht i

“No !" muttered Snoop.

“ 11 help you out if you hike”

Bncop’s oyes glittored.

“'m not going ! he muottered aullenty,

“Put you haven't been already *”

B H |Iu-

The Bounder locked puzzled.

“'i}ut, you know, Wharton told wou

“Yeas, yes. Shut up! Skinner’s listen-

e

youu going out

ing !

“1Tallo! What are you two eonfalibing
nbout?”  eaid Bkinner fnguisitively.
“Taot a follow into it1”

“ Nothing ' grunted Sooop. .

The Bounder went buck towards his
bed without answering Bkiuner.  8noop's
veply bad taken lim aback, Cynical na
Lo was, amd profoundly as he deapised
Sooop, the Houndsr had pod fxpched
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that. Ile realised that the junior mean$y
to leave the matter whero it was—that
the hapless man’s appeal for help was to
pass unanswered. Hiz lip curled.

Bnoop did not look nt him agein. He
turned in sullenly, and fay silent while
the uwaual buzz of chat ran from bed to
bed after lights-out. But it was long ba
fora Snoop slept. ]

it had been easy to decide upon Ins
coursg of action, but it was not casy to
dismiza the matter from hia mind. The
thought of the helpless, hopoless man
lurking in the shadows of the wood
haunted him. Btill more darkly the fear
haunted haim that woree might come of it
—that Josiah Snoop might bo ran down
o near the school that all Gﬂ?‘friarn
would ring with the story. And, if-it did
not come to that, thero was no telling
what mt%ht happen,

Josinh 8noop bod revealed hix prosenco
to Wharton, to Ee's s message to his son.
Wharton vould be trusted to keep silent.
But if nothing came of it, what step
might not the weetched man take next?
Crreyfriars fellows wore in the wood often
enough. Suppose the wretched man tried
to send & message by another junior—
Eome fellow like Skumner or inter?
What lie had tried once he might try
Rgain.

Other fellows might not be so discreet
aa Wharton. Bunter, for example, would
acquaint the whole school with the matter
at once, if ho knew. Bkinner or Stott,
perhaps, would keep it dark, but they
would make Snoop writhe under their
aneers. Other follows might go steaight
to the police-station with information, or

to the Head ! Emnﬁ turned cold with
horror at the thought of what might
happen,

It was past mudnight when he slept—a
troubled sleep, broken by drmmﬁ . in
which convicts and police and wardera
were mingled. Snoop’was in s decp sleop
when the rising-Lell rang out n the
sunhy morning, and he was awakened hy
& heavy shske., Mo started vp, and
blinked dazedly at the good-humoured
faco of Bob Cherey bending over him.

“ Rising-bell, slacker !" said Dob.

" Let me slone, confound you !

_ “Hallo, hello, hallo! You've woke up
in & aweel temper, dear boy,” said DBob,
“T°1 hul;l:v yvou out, ahall T

He rolled 8noop out of bed on to the
foor.  The junior gave & yell as he
landed, and, springing up, he rushed at
Dob Cherry like & tiger, hitting out
furicusly. The surprised DRob received a
envage blow Full in tho foce before he
knew the attack was coming, and he sat
down with & bump on the floor of the

dormitory.

“Eﬂ. , he ! uﬂkla‘i_ Runter.

“Mum-mum-mny hat!"  gasped Dob,
“My word! Why, I'll m up the
school with you, you blessed wild-cat '™

He serambled to his foet in (lzrﬂt wrath.
Snoop, slecady scared by what he had
done, backed away,

Harry Wharton oaught Bob by tho
arm, and stopped him.

s d on, Bob 1"

“ Leggo " roared Bub.
noge '

Whearton tightened his grasp.

“Hold on!™ ha said, in & low voice,
“Lot him alone, Bob. There's romethin
up with S8ncop. Don't touch him, ol
chap "

Bob atared al him, and then at 8n
Then his anger died away. It was g:f;
too plain from Bnoop's Tocks that some.
thing was up with him. Such a sndden
outbreak of savage temper waa very un-
common in the funk of the Homove, . At
nny other time Snoop would a8 roon have
tlmugh’t of tackling a wild Ifun as of
attacking Dol Cherry,
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“Ohb, all serene!” gaid Dob.
Better not take any more liberties with
my neose, though, Snoep, or you will get
hurt., What's the matter with you this
morning, you Huni"

Bnoop did not answer, and Bob turned
away. Snoop made baste to get out of
the dormitery, He wanted to he alone
out of sight of the fellows. He kurried
out inte the guadrangle as eoon as he

But the bright sunshine in the
quad had rno cheering effect upon him.

He scowled, and turned away as he saw
Vernon-8mith coming towards him. But
the Bounder was not to be eluded. He
jeined Sncop under the elms,

“Cheer-ho, Ernwga 1™ said  the
Bounder, with & balf-mocking grin.
“You lock as if you're enjoying life this
nice morning, by gad " .

“Let mec alone!™ muttered Snoup
sullenty.

#3ith pleasure !" smiled the Bounder.

“You'd

“I'm not seeking your sociely becausa
it's agreeable, dear boy. But ®lhat about
vour pater ?"

F ‘uh 1,“‘

“The elms can't hear us' said the
Bounder, laughing. “Loock here, Whar-
ton brought you s message from your
pater yesterday !

“ What about it, haog you?"”

“ He's in the wood,™

“1 know he 151"

“1 suppose his message meant that be
vranta you to help him 7"

“That's my business 1™

“ Quite so. Are you going to do any-
thing 1"

“ﬁﬂi I'm nott™ L

“Going to leave him to gtew in his
own juice—what ! smiled the Bounder,

o o necdn't worry about i, any-
way.'

“1 don't intand to.” The Bounder
langhed. “ My hat! He must be proud
of & son like vou, ‘Sidney! You'd be a
ceedit to eny proud parent—I don’t
think! But, I say, ke’s in rather s bad
way, you know.”

Snoop zave him a bitter look,

“That bethers you, does it¥" he
sueered. “VYou care a lot for others,
don't you, Bmithy 1" ,

“Not a rap for anybody in the wide
world e:m%ting my pater,” said the
Pounder coolly.

his father, hang it!
do the poor wretch a
you !

*You'd like {o land me in an awiul fix,
vou mean ! :

The Bounder looked at him curously.
1liz own hard and recklesa nature was 20
utterly unlike Bnoop's that it was not
vasy for him to understand the weak-
nerved jonior. . .

“Youre not going to risk it 7" he said
at last.

“No; I'm not}” _

“But you mayn't have any choice,”
paid the Bounder. “ Suppose he nails
another fellow o send with a message, if
vou don't come? Suppose it's a tattling
duffer lika Bunter, 'rinstance ™

If yvou wanted to

turn, I'd help

Snoop shuddered.
But he did not speak, and the Bounder
strolled away, whistling. He met Whar-

ton when he went in to breakfast, and
geve him a grin.

“You know what Snoop's decided 7" he |

paked.

Wharton nodded. . )

* That poor wretch in the wood is going
to ba left in the lurch 77

“T supposo so.”

“You going to do anything in the
matter 1" asked the Bounder.

Wharton started.

“1t What can I do1?

“Well, you could take the matter in
bhand, you know, and give the merry old

Tue Maoxer Liarany,—No, 492,

“"But a chap's father 18 |

gent the help he needs, and make your-
self linble for o streteh in o reformatory.™
The Bounder chuckled,

“I'm not likely to do an thing of the
sort 1" eaid Wharton sharply. “I1 can't
help thinking I'm deing wrong in kecping
i scerct that he's there. As for helping
hin to escape justice, that would be
wrong, as well as aganst the law. It
might be justifiable in Bnoop—not in
me.’

“Exactly ! Ti's pretty cool of the chap
to come hanging ebout Greyfriars, any-
w_?; and he might hava known our dear
E‘. ney James hetter than to expect any-
thing of him, ¥ wonder how it will tuen
out?"’ And the Bounder laughed, snd
went in to breaklast,

T

| THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Second Message !
i“ EEN Bnoop "

Hazeldene of the Remove asked
that quesfion as he came in at
tho gates as the summer dusk

wae faliing. Harry Wharton was wheel-
ing in his bicycle after a visit to High-
cliffe, and it was to him that Flazel spoke.

“No,” eaid Harry; “I've been out since
lessons, How are they at Clif Housze?
You've been there I

“¥es,” eaid Hazel, as lie walked in
beade Whmtmh “Yve azked Marjorie
about coming over to sge the Rockwaod
match when it comes off. They're
b coming. "

“Good 1"

“¥ took 2 short ent through the wood
corning home,” enid -Hazel, colouring a
little, “I——" He paused. “I want to
see Bnoop. Where i3 he, I wonder

Ha went on towards the School House,
while Wharton wheeiod hiz bike awzay o
tha shed.

Wharton’s brow was sombre.

Hazel had taken a short eus through
the wood. He had asked for Snoop
immediately he came in, And he was
locking econfused and uncomfortable.
Wharton ecould not hel% suepeoting what
had happened. Josiah Snoop had waited
twenty-four hours snce harton had
geen him, and he had watted in vain for
hig son to come,

Wharton pucssed that he had faken
the risk of wshowing himself again, in
order to send another message to Snoop.
The wretched man’s only hope of escape
lay 1 getting help from lis son, ro-
bably. he felt himeelf bound te take the
risk; possibly he did not care if Snoop
suffered 1r disgrace if the junior
refused to help him in his extremity,

Wharton wondered how it would all
and. When the fugitive realised that
F hig son <did not mean to come to his aid,
it was quite possible that he would take
some desperate at:dp.

Hazeldene ask for 8 up and
down the Houge, but Sidoey James was
not there, ;

“ Blesz the fellow! Where's he got
to?"” exclaimed Hazel irritably. “ Have
you scen Snoop, Smithy ¥

“Want him pacticulardy i asked the
Bounder.

“TPva got A message for im."

“Oh!' gand Vernon-Bmmth, "1 wasn’t
aware that Snoopey had Iriends at Chil
House 1"

“It's not from Clif Housn; it'e—it's
something elze!  Whera the dickens has
he got tor?

And Hazel turned away.

f “Did you come home throngh the
woold !’ asked the Bounder,
“Ehi ¥Yeat
| “Meet anybody therei™
Hazol gave a jump.

“ Bmithy ! ou—ysoun know, then"

ho stammered,
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“Ha, ha! Yes.”
“You've seen him 7 breathed Hazel,

“ Yesterday,™

“It's rotten!™ muttered Hazel un-
eagily. “I—I was startled—scared at
first—but when he said he was Bnoops
father, I—I said ¥'d bring o meszage, I
said I woulde't give him away. bat
could I do? Like his cheek to speak to
ma, but—but what could 1 do, Smithyi”

“Give Snoopey the mestage, and keep
your mouth shut, that's all,” said the
Bounder, smiling.

Hazel, in a very uncazy m hurried
away in search of p. But it was
not till calling-over that he mw him.
Snoop came 1 to roll-call with o n,
He had been tramping in
i the Cloisters by himself, alone wrth his
[ miserable thoughts, Iigu..e} joined him
in the corridor when the juniors came out

of Hall,

“Come into my study, Bnoop!™ hao
 saicl u.i}rupt-];,'. “%"m got something to
m% to you !’

noop gave one startled look, and fol-
lowed him without & word. Hazel closed
the door of No. 2 Study when they were
within, Tom Brown and Bustrode for-
tunately not being there. i

*Wall 1" eaid Bnoop huskily.

“1 came home from Clffi House
through the wood," said Hazel, ' I met
a man there. You know your father'’s
there, 8ncop? He said you knew?”
5 o "i.’fes," muttered Bugop, licking his
*dry lips,

“He said he'd sent yor s message
vesterday, and expected you, and you
hadn’t come.™

il ?E'E?”

“Heo wants you io ‘
hollow oak-—that's ' said  Hazel
“T'm dashed if T Jlike being mixed up in
it, but—but I couldn’'t refuse him. 1
snppose I ought to have.”

“%Ed‘ he say anything clee?’ asked
Sucop, in a dry, hard voice.

“He said he'’d cxpected you, and you
hado’t come, and that it was vour duty
to go. and you'd betfer do it.

“Thot's & threat, I supposai™ .

“J don't know, That's what he said,
anyway."”

Huzel opened the door as a hint to
Snoop that tho interview was over.

brow.

p

ﬁﬁm hin: at the

Snoop went out unsteadily into the
passage,  Hazel shrugged his shoulders
nnpatiently,

He was bitterly annoyed ot bei

| mixed up in such an affair, and he

soma dread of possible gonscquences,
He had done with the matter now, how-
gver, at all events, Ho had given the
message he had promised to give, and
Snoop could do as he liked about it

“Hallo, here you are!™ said Skinper,
meeting Sncop in the passage. **'Where
have you beoen all the time? What about
a littlo game?  Stott's ready |

“ Let me alone!” :

“q)h, come on !’ =said Skinner, “Ip
in the box-room, you know—sefo as
houses 1™

“Let me alone!™

“You won our money yesterday,” said
Skinner disagreeably.  “ Don't you want
to risk losing 1t again?”’

“noop burst into o biller, jarring
laugh, His exploits as a sport and o
blade were as nothing te him now, in tha
presence of the dreadful trouble that had
coma upon him.  Skinner eyed him
addly.

“What's the mattor with you, Sncop?
he asked.  * You've been jolly queer all
rday. 1 saw Quelchy looking at you in
the Forme.room )™

“Nothing. Let ma alone 1

Ha brushed past Skinner, and went to
hie own study. He locked the door, in
cast Stott should come, and flung him-
gelf into a chair, Hé wanted ta think
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out the situation, but he eculd not think

iy

What was he to do? That question
hamomered incessantly in his brain, He
understoad the imphlied threat in the
message Hazel had brought. Hopeless
of escape, the convict intended to remain
where he was; and when he understood
that he was abandoned by bis son, he
would grow more reckless. More mes-
sagos would come, il the matter became
thg talk of the scheol.

coner or later it must end—in the
arrest of the hunted man, and & scandal
that would cling to Snoop! It would
grﬂbﬂhl colue sooner, rather than later.
osiah Snoop was very likely famished,
and & hungry man would be desperate
and implacuble,  What was to be done?
Snoop grouncd in misery as he tried to
think it out.

There was an impationt rattle at the
door-handle.

“Here, let me in!" It was Stott’s
voree. Lot me in, vou ass!  What
;{'}“':E' vou got the blessed door locked
or?

Snoop drogged himself to his feet, and
unlocked the door. Stott gave him a

surly look as he enterod,
“What did you lock me.out for, fut-
head? What's the gama?”

Hrnoop left the study without replying.
His problemn was still ensolved, and,
think as he would, he could come to no
aclution.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw |

HUD, thued, thud!
“ Halle, hallo, hallo )"
Baly Eﬁl*rl*j Inoked out of the
gates a3 he heard that hurried
beat of footsteps upon the dusty road.
1t was the sound of someons who was
running, as if for his life  And a2 the
sun was streaming down upon the road
in o blaze of heat, it was remarkable
that anyone should be running at such a
rate, unless he had o wild bull on his
track,

* Bunter ! ejaculated Dob.

Hea stared blankly at the approaching
jupior. Billy Bunter was not given to
any exertion that he conld possibly avoid.
That day, after leesons, Bob Cherry had
marched lum down to the juniors
potato-ground to help in the hoeing, snd
Billy Bunter had dodged away at the
firet opportunity, risking a ragging after-
wards, to got out of the work. ¢ had
scuttled out of gutes to escaps com-
pulsory servico, ;

Yot here ho was tearing along the
dusty road towarde the school gates, his
fet face crimaon and streaming  with

; llairn{iun, his speetacles half-way down

18 fat Little nose, and covered with dust
from hedd to fvot.

n from a distance Bob eould hear
his heavy gasping and panting as he
thudded on. DBob stood rooted to the

ground. Hias cyca swept the stretch of
sunlit road behind Bunter, but there was
no lrace of a vpursuer. Unless Billy
Bunter bad gone out of his senses, thero
secmed no explanation.

The Owl of thae Remove thudded
breathlessly up to the gates, and without
seeing Bob there rushod right into him.

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! here are you
barging to?"” roared Bob Choerry, catch-
ing the fat junior by the shoulder and
swinging him to a halt.

“ Help 1"

o Whﬂt?ﬂ

“He's after ma! Heolp

M ¥ou fat dufler!”” said Bob, shaking
hlmi-i’ l'“ill‘hem's nobody after youl”

L] E Pl L]

“What’'s the matler?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, hurrying up from the
quad.  *"'What the merry dichens—""
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“ Bunter’s gone tty,” said Bob.
“Sunstroke or something '

' HE]F pe

Billy Bunter reeled against the gate,

pumping in breath,
“Are you—are you su®c he's not after

me?"” hoe panted.
“Nﬂbnci]y’& after you,.you fat funk '”
“0h, dear! Oh, deari Groogh!

Oh, dear!” spluttered Buntor.
" What's happened?” demanded Bol-
sover major. A crowd of curious fellows

ware  gathering around now. “The
Highclifie cads been after ;mu?"
“Yow! No! Yowl

“Been ragging with the Courlfield

chaps?” asked Peter Todd

“Groogh! No!”

“Have the Germans landed #** chortled
Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I—I say, you fellows— Oh, dear!
Sure he's mnot following me, Iob
Cherry 7

o “l;ioi'" roared Dob,

“Groogh! The conviet !

“The what?" phricked Bob Cherry.
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me to do some hoeing, and he was alicr
me with a hoe,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I—1 leid down in the wood for a
rest,” sald Dunter, gasping, “I—I
never knew anybody was there, I--I
fell nsleep.”

“That's nothing new!" grinned
Skinner. “You're gencrally asleep
when you're mot eating, Ifard lines on

you when they appoint a Sleep Controller
as well as 8 Grub Contraoller !*

“Oh, really, Bkinner—-"

“And you dreamed you saw a con-
viet 7" asked Skinner, :

“No, I didn't, you ass! I woke up,
and thoeee he was P* panted Bunter, " A
horrible ruflian in broad arrows, you
know, locking half-starved and—and
awlully ferocions, I just stared at him
at first—-—-"

" Did it blind him "

“Nousilly ssa! I I was taken eback,
you know. hen he spoke o mo--
asked mo if T was a Grevirinrs chap--
and I—I bolted ' pgasped Bunter. I
knew ho was going to murder me! 1

“0Oh, dear! The murderons ruffian 1"
panted Bunter. “The conviet! Yow-
ow! I've been nearly murdered} Oh,
dear I'?

“IFairly oft hig Lleseed chump ! said
Bob, in wonder.., “Sunstroke, I sup-
Elﬁl}. Botter go and lie down for a bit,

unty, and sleep it off,”

“It's & conviet ! yelled Buntor, “Ile
i wias in convict clothes, same as they wear
in plays, you know—a horeible, bearded
y ruffian I

" Bow-wow I"

Iarry Wharlon's face Lecame sombee,
The Bounder, who had joined the crewd
at tho gatos, gave him 2 quick look, and
Hazeldene, who had just come up,
colonred. The three underatood who it
was DBunter had scen,

But to the other juniors Dunter’s state-
ment scomed even more i:ucmdi%fn- than
most of Bunter's statemcnts, which is
saying a lot,

“1 say, you Icllows, it's true " gaspnd

Bunter. “I--1 went down to the wood,
vou know, That beast Cherry wanted

r4.)

heard him coming through the weod
nftn{{mo, Imf“j I ran t'nrt:i::y hife "

“Your Iifé ain't worth the tr =
remarked Skinner, L,

"Beast! I- 1 thought he was after mae
all the time, and I never stopped till I
got to the gates here. I'm exhausted |
I—I wasn't frightened, of course—not
cxactly frightencd——"

:' EnJ }m, ha ™ i

‘But ho was a desperate villnin ! Oh,
dear ! L-I might be Iving in the wood
at t.'ElmL ver L:}nmezit-——q—”

“ Inston bying here ! said Peter
Tealih. “Why don’t you chuck lying

“1la, ha, ha 1"

“It's teme ! shricked Bunter, T4
wag a conviet! I'm going fo Yuelehy to
tell him, so that he can telrp]:ims ruj'thu
police. The awful rullian eught to ha
arrcated b Oh, dear! I was awfully
mﬂ'rﬁl_l ml?]a.ﬂ, L wnn'?'t searcd-—*

“He wouldn't have hurt you, you [at
ass 1! growled Hazel oI

“Do you belicve there was a morry
convict, Hozel 1" grinned Bob Chorry,
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XT{'s only ono of Bunter's deeams, after
sating too much.”

“Tﬁo dreamfulness was terrific, my
esteomed fat Dunter, You had better-
fully not ﬁo to Mr. Quelch with such a
yarn," paid the Ndbob of Bhanipur.

“1 tell you I saw him !

“Bow-wow !

“Tell vs an casier one, Bunly,"” sug-

ted Squiff. “That onc’s too big.
ive us something we can digest.”

“I saw him as plain as anything \”

“As plain as your face?” ausked
Akinner.

#'F&"'M-“

“Well, that's jolly plain ' g
, "Oh, really, you beast, Skiumer ! This
13n't u joking matter "' roared Bunter.
“My mistake ! I thiought it was!™
“I'm going to Quelchy, anywaz!"
gasped Bunter, and he started across the
guadranglo,
"My hat!
goos in with a tall story like that!”" said
Bob Chorry, *°1 say, Bunter! Mako it
a German spy 1nstead of n conviet!”
Billy Bunter did not heed. Ho rolled
on, and a crowd of grinuning juniors
followed him, to sca w wether fim would
Quelch with such o

really go to Mr.
tho

arn. Billy Bunter tu'-;lﬁpmi at

ove-master's door, and went in,

“My hatl it 1
Nugent.

“The donefulnesa ie terrific!  The next
procteding will bo the jawlulness,” re-
marked Hurroo Emgh]:; )

But tho dusky nabob was mistaken,
Throurh the open study doorway they
beard Bunter gasping out his amazing
story, nnd the cool, guict voice of the
Form-master putbing in questions. And
in amazement the juniors heard Mr,
Quelch say ak the finish:

“Yery well, Bunter., You Jdid quite
right to come to me, slthough it appears
to mo probable that you have mado o
mistako, [ shall telephone at once to
Inepector Grimes, and acquaint him with
vour statement, You may go.”

Billy Bunter came rolling out of the
study, atill in & broathless condition.
He blinked trinmophantly at  the
Removites.

“Quelchy's "phoning to Courtfiel " ho
paid. “Wy at do you think now ™

“[ thick Quelchy's nearly as big a
donkey as you are,"” said Bolsover major,
“"Thero wasn't any convict outside your
fat hoad I”

“Let's go to the wood and have a look
for him," suggegsted Tom Brown,

* Botter not,” said Wharton uncasily.

“Why not?" asked the New Zealund
junior, “If there's a giddy convict, wo
could run him down,”

“*MNo buosiness of ours,” gaid the
Bounder. *“The poor brute’s gob enough
against him, without amateur policemen
joining in." .

_ UWell, that's so,” saul Tom, "'Dut
if he's & dangerous charactor-——"

“1f he's & dangerous character, I don't
woant to meet him, for ome," said
Bkinner. .

Mr, Quelch came out of his study,

““‘hlﬂ:ﬂn‘!" )

“Yes, sir?" said Herry,

*School bounds will be restrieted for
the rest of to-day to tho gotos," said Mr,
Quelch. “Kindly pass the word round
in the Lower School.”

“Yory well, sir."

fio's dono said

The word was passed round, and
naturally the restriction bounds
caused Dilly Bunber's discovery 1o be

mugh discussed, It looked ‘as if Mr.

Queleh believed in the existence of the

convict ifi the wood.. The possibility of

such a character being in the vieinity

was sufficient cause for drawing in school

bownds, of oourse, But evidently the
Tnr MAOKET LIBRARY.—No, 492,

Quelchy will jaw Lim if he ¢

think," said Harry,

Remove-master was taking the matter
seriously,

Tho Romovites discussed the affair
with great excitement, and Billy Bunter
was called upon a dozen times to relate
the particulars of his thrilling encounter,
RBunter’s feriilo imagination had had
time to get to work, and each description
became more thrilling than the last, and
ere long it came out that the convict was
a six-foot ruffian, armed with a revolver,
and that Bunter felled him with a blow
before he fled-—pr, rather, retired from
the seene after felling him. And the
Owl of the Remove.anorted with wenth
when he fonnd that the added par-
tizulars merely made the jupiors more
disbelioving than ever,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Takes a Hand'!

(1 HARTON! TYou—you know
—"  EBnoop's voice died

awar in & gosp.

; Harry YWharton had gono
to his study, end Snoop had followed
himm™ there., The wrotched junior's
atricken. look showed. that he h:r.é heard
the nows,.

His ¢yea were fixed uporn Wharton's
faco 1n anguish, :

“Yea," said Harcy quictly. “There's
no doubt that Bunter saw your father in

the wood, Snoop, Hoe was bound to be
seon thera sooner or lator,”
ﬂnm’p croaned,

“Ho's sent yon a messago twice, I
3 “As you didn't po,
he was looking for somebody tu give
another messege to,  It's unlucky he
found Bunter, I dare say he's protty
rockleys by this time, He must feel sure
that you won't go to him,"”

“He's trying to frighten me
ﬁnmg " monned Bnoop.  *I1--1 supposo

e doean't dare to leave the wood. Ho's

ot nowhare to go, wnd-—and i1f T don't

elp him he will bt arrested there, Hao
may ba starving, and it might be the
best thine for him to bo. takon,  What
cen I do, Wharton? They sar that
l,%uu'lnh;r has tolephoned to thoe police
already-—"

“That'a true."

“Grimes will know there's something
in it, 1 heard somo talk to-day about
food boing stolen from a farm at night,”
asid SBnoop. I puessed what that
meant at the time. And I doare say
Grimos has heard about o man getting
away from prison. He will put two and
two togother. Io's likely to moke a
search 1n the.wood—don't you thinlk o "’

“1 suppoae hie's sure to,” said Wharton
gravely.

“Whats to bo done? THe'll be'
arrested near herel Al the fellows will
know—-—"

Wharton's lip curled inveluntarily.
Even at that moment Bnoop was thinking
ontly of himself, not of the wretehed man
who was, after ull, his fathor! Snoop did
not heed his expression.

“If he could be warned, he might clear
off I" he muttered.  “I—T don't want
him to be taken. Ho's my father. If—if
he could be warned——""

“HYou might chance it." said Iarey
slowly. “&rimes can’t be on the sccue
till later, even if he moves in the matter
this evening at all. He may not,”

Snooap shuddercd.

1 can’t go! X dare not!  I--T was
thinki:gf that you-——-"  He broke off.
LEven Hnoop had a dim seuse of the im-
pudento such a reguest,

Harry flushied.

“You're not asking me
SI‘I‘?ﬁp?”

I—I suppose you won't!” muttered
Bnoop. ' You've gob more nerve than 1

inko

to go 1o diua,
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have, Wharton.- I daren’t go. He—ha
would want me to h&];} hirm, asd I can'’t!
Ch, what shall I dot™

tlarry YWharton moved uncomfortable.
It was an outrageous request, yot he folt
pity and concern for the wrotched,
cowardly fellow. Ila felt vagucly that it
wag up to one who had cour to help
a weaker fellow somehow. nﬁﬁt Snoop
was asking him deliberately to intervene
bétween the police and the criminal they
sought, It was impossibla{

* You won't help me t" groaned Bnoop.

“I can't, Snoop. I've no right to act
as vou ask,” ecaid Wharton uneasily,

Thero was a tap at the door.

The Bounder of Greyfriars looked in.

“Bunoop here?” he askod. “Oh, hera
you are, Sidney Jamcs, my merry
‘prppin " YVernon-Smith ateppea into tha
study and closed the door. *It's all out
about your pater, Bnoop."

“They don't know 1t's my patert”
gasped the junior.

“Not yet. Dut they will when he's
lagwed,” said Vernon-8mith, “It's a bit
too lato for you to look after him, as you
ﬂﬂu_th- to have done at first,”

X "f;—-l oughtn't! It's—il's against the
aw ™

““Oh, blow the law !"" eaid the Bounder
coolly. ** After all, what's the law made
for? Chiefly to fill the pockets of
lawyers, I supposs.”

“Smithy !" said Wharton. .

" Well, the poor rotter's down on his
luck,” said the Bounder. “I've always
had n,ieﬂﬂw-feniingﬁi:nr anybody who was
up against everything and everyvbody.
Look here, 8ncop, I'm going to give yon
soma advice. The man's your father.
Put the rest out of your mind, and think
-only of that. Do you think I'd be count-
ing up the risks if my pater were, in
trouble? You're not thinking of the
right or wrong of it, either—only of your
dashed skin! YWhat's that worth 1"

“Go easy, Bmithy 1" said Harry,

" Well, mﬁ advice is, Eﬂ- and help your
father now he's on his beam-conds,” saidl
the Dounder. *“"He's vour father, isn't
he? If you want money, I'll lend you
soree.  If you're afraid to go alone, I'll
go with yon, Is it a go?'

Wharton lodlced at the Bounder
wonder. Why did the hoard-natured,
eynical Hulmd{arr concern  himself, abouk
Snoop, whom he despised, and Snoop's
father, whom he hardly knew? Perhaps
thera was eomething in the convict's posi-
tion that appealed to the lawlessncess in
the Bounder’sa own natwre, Porhaps i
was only his keen taste for reckless and
lawless adventure, But Wharton e
lieved that a real generosity was at the
bottom of it.

Yernon-3raith loocked nguiringly ot
Suoop, but the latter gave no sign of
assent.  Yle leancd heavily on the table
without speaking.

“Haven't you anylhing to saz #" de-
manded the Boundor sharply.

“Loean't go!” The words secmed to
be wrung from Sncop. * Smithy, you've
got more nerve than I have—you go!”

The Bounder laughed.

“That's cood, I must say, Do you
know what & cheeky ass you are, Saonop?
Why should T do anything of the kind»"

Snoop sunk weakly into a chair.

“Let me alone, then ! he maltered.
U L.=T'll run away from Greyiriars!
coubdn't stand that awful dizgrace gver
again t” .

“82ell thinkine of your precious self "
sneercd the Bounder.

“I1—I'm thinking of him, too!" mnt.
fapig] Bnoop, “I've been hawited by the
{hought of hira, But he oughin't to have
comd here.  You know that. I was
rotten to drag me into his troubles again !

e's deme e enongh havee. Bopnose -
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supposc the police came while T was there
with him "

" Vou've just asked me to rigk that!”

Bnoop un'};r replied with a groan. He
was overcome, and he let his head fall
into his hands upon the table, the tears
trickling through his fingers.

The Bounder eved him with a strange
mingling of compaesion and contempt for
some moments. Then he turned to
Wharton, with an ironical smile.

“You don't see any renson for inter-
fering 77" he asked. .

“How can I?" said Harry uneasily,
“Tt's easy enough to sneer, Smithy, and
it's like you. But the man’s guilty. He

went to & just sentence, and he ought to
be taken back.” .
“Right on the wicket! DBut he might

have repented. People do repent, you
know, when they get found out,” said the
Bounder sarcastionally, " VYou don’t think
vou ought to help him get away from
the bobbiez?"

Mo, I donc 1"

“Well, I don't agrea with you,” said
the Bounder coolly. *T'll leave you here
to comfort Sn:::-:ipﬂ? with your high
morality, while chance it with the
police, and go and help that poor rotter
out of danger. Ta-ta!”

And, with a sneering laugh, the
Bounder strode out of the study, leaving
Wharton ‘crimson to the ears. The
Bounder's taunt had strock  home.
Wharton knew that he was right—he
kuew it—and yet—

The Bounder was going into danger—
for there was danger. ¥ he were found
helping the convict he might be arrested
with him. Undoubtedly he would be ex-
pelled from the school fer such an action,
if nothing clse came of it. The Bounder
was risking that. And Wharton was left,
with his high merality, as Vernon-S3mith
rarcastically expressed it. It was only
for a moment that the captain of the He-
move stopped to think, and then he ran
from the studv after the Bounder.

e E——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Chanece of a Lifetime !

i MITHY !"
S The Bounder was already out
of the House, and sauntering fo-

wards the school wall at a dis-
tance from the gates when Wharton over-
took him.  He looked back, and stopped.

“Well?” he said.

“ You're going to help that man 77

L1 Y% »¥

“T'H come with you!™ said Harry.

The sneer left the Bounder's face.
shook his head.

“Don’t!” he zaid. “Don’t mind what
I paid, Wharton, You're quite right.
The man deserves ull he got, and more, 1
dare say.” i

*Yet you're going to help him,” said
Harry. i

“I've been thinking it over,” said the
Boundoer quietly, 1 think there's 2
way for him to escape, and at the same
time without any wrong being done. If
he chooses ta take my advice, I think I
can save him; and if he doesn't, I shall
‘eave him to take Lis chance.”

“T don't quite see—"

“No time for talk now,” said Vernon-
Bmith, “and none to waste, It's preity
certain that Grimes knows of a convict
Leings loose, and knows it's & man with a
velation at Grevfriard. As soon ajs he got
Quelchy's telephone message, vou can bet
that Grimes jumped to it who the man is,
and why he's in this neighbourhood,
There's no time to lose. Ta-ta 1

“I'm commg with you !” said Wharton
stubborndy.

“Look here, it's a big risk !
be eavght on the spot——"

He

We may

- Bounder had in his mind,
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2 ?:F‘ going to share the risk with
ou!

The Bounder gave him one quick look.

“If you mean that—"

“You eay that the man can be 'hei;wd
ta f_;'r:ape-’ without wrong being done ¥

“Yes,’

“Let it go at that, then,” said Harry.
“I'll come with you!"” .

* All gerene, then," eaid Vernon 8mith.
“We can'’t go ont at the gates, ing's
there, and the whole Lower School's
gated. We've got to get over the wall.”

“ Basy enoungh.”

e two juniors strolled carclessly be-
hind the big elms close to the school wall.
Bereened from sight of the buildings by
the trees, the Bounder helped Wharton
up, and Harry leaned down and gave him
g hand to the top. In less than a minute
they had dropped jnto the road.

Frem the road they cut across the
fields, making for the wood by the
shortest cut.

M1 supposze he's still near where we saw
him before?" the Bounder remavked, as
they hurried oo, " It's the safest place in
the wood. ™

know where to find him. He's
keeping near the hollow oal, to zee
Snoop, if he comes,™

“He, ha! Not much use, that 1"

They hurried on over the sunny
mezdows, and reached the wood on the
Courtfield side. Wharton asked no gues-
frons, but he wes wondering what the
. He had taken
Vernon-Smith's staterment on trust; and
1t surprised him, too, to find himself
trusting the Bounder,

At a good pace they penctrated the
dusky shadows of the w{mcf They passcd
the spot where Wharton had met the
hunted man two days before. In a few
minutes more they reached the hollow
cak—a gigantic tree that towered above
the elms and beeches in the wood., Save
for the twittering of the birds and the
occgsionsl rustle of a rabbit in the under-
brush, silence reigned round them,

“Well, here we aro!” said Vernon-
Smith. *I wonder—-"

" He must be somewhere about,” said
Wharton. “ He was geing to keep watch
at this spot for Sncop to come.’

The Bounder raised his voice, calling :

“Hallo, hallo! Show up, man, if
you're here 1™

His wvoice echoed among the trees.
Wharten started as he caught sight of
two glittering, furtive ayes that pecred
at him from the underwood.

“He's here, Smithy "
~ There was o rustle, and the man came
mto sight. Ha had conccoled himsolf in
the thickest bushea at the sound of foot.
steps. He came shivering out into view
—more stubbly, mﬁged, and haggard
than when Wharton had scen him before.

“My son?" ho muttered.

The Bounder smiled.

" Snoop can’t come !” he said. “ We've
comne instead, Siilu”

The  haggar eyes watched the
Hmmdﬁr’saﬂm.

“You are gomg to help me®”
muttored Josiah Snoop.

Harry Wharton was silent. e left the
talking to the Bounder. The matter was
for Vernon-Smith to deal with,

I W&’re_going' to help’ you—on condi-
tiems,” gaid Vernon-Smith,

Josinh Bnoop made o gesture,

“Conditions] T can give you nothing !
I am friendless, penniless, huited—even
my own son has deserted me’’—his voice
quivered—"1 deserve it! I have not
boen a good father to him! Yet I never
thought that he would abandon me in
my extremity,” Ile broke off miscrably.

“On conditions,” repeated the Bounder

calmly. *““Vou ¢arned the sentence you
cot, Mr, Bnoop, and you’ve no right to
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gsk anybody—even your son—to come
between you end the law., But.if you've
found time in prison to feel sorry for
what you did—and to want to make up
for it—"

“Do you want to henr me talk repent-
ance 1" muttered the outcast, * ﬁuﬂ
you believe me if I did?”

“Yes, if you proved it.”

*“How can I prove it?"

“Listen to me,” paid the Bounder
steadily. *“You're in pretty bad condi-
tion now: but feeding and training
would make a heap of d:ifference to you,
You're not to eld to serve in the Army.
If you want to make n fresh atart, there's
work for you to do—pood and honest
work. don't suppose vou've heard
much news in chokey; bnt you've heard
of the War, and Ilaup}mse you know
that men are being bowled over every
day like rabbita? Tensof thonsands have
fallen, and tens of thousands will fall.
Every man who e¢an handle a gun is
wanted in the line. That's what you can
de,  There's a recroiting-office in Court-
field.™

'%‘hl: man stared at him blankly,

A recruiting-office ! he muttered.

¥ea. Do you want to join up? I
you do, I'll do my besi lo give vou a
chanee. A man n the fightingline i
better than a man in prison, any day.
don’t know what the law would say about
it, but I'm settling this off my own bat,”
said the Bounder coolly,

Wharton's face hrigf:tcnc-d* He unders
atﬂng n?im 3

“Grood man, S8mithy I* he murmured.

[ That's the idea,"” said the Brn:ﬂ:lhder,
with a grin. “It's up to Mr. Hnoop_to
tﬂ]{‘?i it or Ir.!-aw it I’

iarton  locked anxiouely at  the
haggard, bearded fara h&{-re him.
Surely, he thought, there could be
thing wrong in that—in giving E:
wretched man a nce to serve his
country? What was the use of his grind-
ing away dull years behind prison walls
whoen the Hun was at the gate?
. It scemed some moments beTore Josiah
Snoop could fully remlize the Ponnder's
meamng. But as he reslised it a new
light came into his worn face, o new light
into his hollow eyes, Unconsciously his
crouching form drew more erset.

He drew & deep, deep breath.

“H I only had & chance!” Lae
muttered,

“If you had a chance, you'd take it 7

The outeast laughed bitterly,

“Take it? T would jump ot it! But
what's the use of thinking of it? I’va
thought of it already. It was in my mind
when I broke from priecn. How can I
get into khaki? They wouldn't take o
gaol-bird—a man hunted by the police}
It’s madness ™ '

“You needn't hand in your visiting-
card at the recruiting-office,” grinped the
Bounder.  “What's the maiter with
Private Smith or Thompson 1

“{}iutu—-lmk at*mek"

“"Well, you can't exaectly go to join u
in the broad-arrow rig. ﬂulﬂ Cal gnamtgg
all that for you. You want a razor, and
6 wash, and new clothes, and there yon
arc. By the time the bobbies ave looking
for yor'll have vanished, and a decent
eolibier will have come into existence
lestead of a sneaking comviet,  It's s
chanee of o lifetime—if you choose to
take it.”

Josiah  Bnoop was =ilent for sgme
momenta. Iis face was working, The
Bounder's look softened as he zaw tears
glistening in the hollow eyes,

“Heaven bless you!™ said Josiah
Snoop at last. “I will try. I T succeed
I shall wipe out the past; if T fuil, I shail
for ever bless you for having given me
the chance.”

There was no doubtlng the man's
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pariteatneas, Somewhera  In this
pwindler's broast thore waa a8 spark of
good, The thonght of atanding once
more, with upri Et. linad, among his
fellow-men mmﬁ to have given him
new life. HFven the convict was not in-
aonaible to the call of duty—the call to
take arms against his country's foos,
Even the conviet had a country, aad was
ready to strike a blow for ita freedom
and Lonour,

“Good man Y eaid the Nounder, ¥ It's
a go! T'll get you all you want. But
you can’t remain here. The alarm's been

given. You've shown youraelf once too
uvften 1"

The convict shiverad.

“You're going to lend a  hand,

Wharton "

“Yeou," maul Harry quietly.

“Get him away from here, then, whils
I emt off to Courtfield and gof the things
he wants,” said the Bounder. " I'll come
to tho ald Priory, and meet you there, as
gpont ad | cdn get back. That all raght?”

ST stand half, Smithy,'" said Harry,
it & low voire. .

#Rot! I've plenty of tin! Tlas is my
game," said the Bounder,

And with that ho hurried away,

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Private Smith I

HERE the dickens is Harry 1"
Bob Cherry was asking that
question a3 the dusk fell upon
Groeyfriara Behool,
It was nearly time. for tho calling-ovoer
and Harry Wharton's ¢hums bad misse
Lz, .
“ 8 st have gone out of bounds,” said
Johnny Bull. *“Asking for troubla!
Quelchy will be in a wax if he comes
out.”
“T say, you fellows, be's pone oul with
SBmithy," chimed in Billy Bunter.
“Rats " gaid. Nugent.
*Oh, reelly, Nugent!
anid Bunter. "1 happened to have en
evs on them, you koow, They smesked
over tha wall together, hours ago.™
“ Bosh 1" said Bob. * What should he
go out with the Bounder for? By the
way, ia the Bounder out, you a?!
“Not at all. He's here” 2ald the
Boundar's cool voice,
Bob turned. 2
4 Oh, here you are! Seen Wharion?”
“T think he's in the quad somewhere,"
!Tjd t‘:hmunvﬁmith: and he went on into
the housk.
“There's the bell,” said Nugont.
Harry Wharton joined his chums as
they wers heading for Hall. The Co.
looked at him very curiously,
“ You've beon out of bounds?" asked
Bob. o )
“¥as: hut I'm back m time,” emd

(1%

Harey, “Tt was a close thing,  All
sorenc, though, I'IL tell yon abomt it
presently.”

The juniors went on into Hall, and
anawered to their nomes as Mr. Quelch
called the roll. Sidney James Snoop
came in with the rest, looking pale and
pickly.  After rollcall, Snoop joined
Wharton in the passage,

“You've seen him?™ he muttered.

“Yea. It's all cight,”

“Ia ho gonet”

© Yea"

"Aknd—a'ﬁd the policr—"

Wharton smiled alightly.

“Wo saw Inspector Grimes o tha Inne,
with a couple of bLobbies, ™ he said.
“TFhey were neading for the wood. They
didn't see us—wo kept out of sight.”

dnoop drew a deep, sobbing breath.

*“You think he's safe?” he mutterad.
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listaned 1in sstonishment

I saw them, ™

“T hopa =0, said Harry., “That's all
I can say.. Smithy gave him some good
advice, and ho'a taken it, He's got ull he
u_*ugtu. I hope he'll pull through all
rignt,

YI=I'm glad." Snoop’a lips quiverad,

“I—=T'm really not—not o selfigh ns you
thonght. I've thought of hiin, teo, Whar-
ton; but—but I baven't nerve like you—
I can't help it! T hope he'll got clear—
goodness knows, hopo he will, It's
harrible for me; vou haven't hed a
father u convict—it's an awful thing for
any chap"

Wharton nodded,

“All serene,” he said.  “Smithy's idea
may work out all right for him—if it
does, it will mean a
bietter for your pater,

back ivte a decent position aygain, and

wilzna out the past.™
"I don't understand! What's he
going to do, then?" asked Snoop. Then,

na Wharton hesitated, ha wont on:

* Nover mind—you needn't tell ma any-
thing—I only wanted to know that he
vy gone—IL mean that ha was aafa™

In Study No. 1, a littla later, Harry
Wharton explained to the Uo. He did
not want £o keep a secret from has chums,
and he knew their disceetion could be
relied upon. The chums of the Remove
and Bobh and
Mugont and Hurrea Hing!h expresad ap-
proval. Only Johnny Bull gave & grunt.

fice kind of man to plant on the
Army 1™ he said,

“Ha scomed pretty keen on 8 chance
to play up,” said Harry, “It might be
the making of him. Training Joas a lot
for a man hike that. Besides, he arould
hava been conscripted when his sentence
was up, a0 it comes to the same thing
a8 Tar as that goes.”

“It was an excellent
eatepmed Snuthy,” sald Hurree Jamset
Rant Singh.  “But it had batter ba kept
very darkfully. T.et us hopefully wirh
that the worthy rotier will make the
moat of his chance.”

i Enoop doesn't know." said Harry.
“8mithy thought it better to keep it
quict till wa see how it turns out. It's
Smithy"s business, I hope it will be a
success; though whether we'vre done
quite right, I can't say. But belping a
lamn dfig over a stile can't be very
wrong, I think."”

And the subject dropped.

The Co., a3 well as Buoop, were very
anxious for news the next morning.
Inapactor (rrimea was surg fo let Mr
Queleh know whether ha had mado a
capture on the information furnished by
the Remove-master. As a matter of faef,
the portly inspector dropped in at Grey-
friars after morning lessons, pnd asked
for Billy Bunter. 10 Owl of the Re-
nove swolled with fmportance as he in-
torviewed the inapector, who drow from
him full details of his meeting with the
gonvict in the wood—and so many de-
tails in addition, that were evidently
exaggerated or  imagined, that Mr.
Grimes waa loft in very considerable
doult as to whether Bunter had really
seen the conviet at all

Tha wvisit, however, showed that no
capture had vet beesn made. That much
wad sahisfactory to the chums of the Re-
Oove,

“T say, vou fellows,” said Buuter, in
tones of indignation, as he joined the
Famous Five after the inspector was
gone, **that silly ass Grimes doesn’t half
beliave that there was a convict at all!”

“ae hon!”  sad Bob  sarcastically.
“d you tell him how vou folled the
fearful ruffion with & hlow "

“Yea, of coursg—-="

“Ha, ha, hat!"

“Blogsed if L gee anvihing to cackle

ig changoe for the:
He mughf even:
earn o pardon, if all goes well, and got !

idea of the

A
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atl" zatd Banter warmly, “T explained
to hira fully how the murderous ruffiumn
sprang upon me like a tiger—-"

*“Ha, ha, hat" yelled the juniors.

“Like a tiger'” roarad Bunter. * Like
a savage tigar, I tell you! I hit him
right botwoen the eyves, and he rolled
over like—like—like anvthing. 1 loft
himn lying in the wood !

“Did he eatch it from you" said
Johnny Bull,

“Eh? Did he catch what?

“Lying ¥

“You silly ass, T'm telling yon exactly
what occurred! I gave himi & drive
straight from the shoulder, fairly on the
nogg——""

“As well as tha one botwern tha
eves?” prinned Bob Cherry.

“I—I mean the same ons, vou knowx.
Ho went down like a—a felied ox, vou
know, and never atirred again—"

“Not even when he rolled overi”
asked Nugent,

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Look hera, if rou fellows don’t ba-
lievea me—"

“The bolievefulness is not tervific, my
esteemed fat Bunter.”

Billy Bunter snorted, and rolled away
to look for a more credulous audience.
Bab Cherey chuckled..

“That silly ass has made Cirimes b
lieve it was whoppers froun  start to
finish,” he said. "1 fancy Girimey won't
waate much more time locking for
Bunter’s conviek. Al the better for
Snobp's pater,”

For a few days Sidney James Snoop
wad anxious for news, but no news carne,
It wun cortain that the escaped man had
not been captured, and Snoop breathed
more frasly. Thers was hittls doubt that,
after his personal interview with Willian

Ciegrge Bunter, Inspector Grimes had
lat the matter Jmp.

Hn was & good deal more cheorful
HOW. o did not seewn  particularly

anxious to know what had bocome of the
fugitive; the heavier part of the burden
wa3 off his mind now that he himself
was comparatively safe.

On the following Saturday afternoon
Hearry Whartott and the Bounder joined
Sncop in the quad after dinner. Whar-
tonn looked wvery cheerful, and the
Bounder's face wore o grin.

“L:t:rminjg for a trot this afternocon,
Snoopey*” he asked.

“Yes, if you like," smid Snoop, with
a very doubtful glance at Whorton, The
Boundar Ia.ugh&c?.

“Tt's not cards or smokes,” he wsaid.
“Wharton's coming! Just a pleasant
little prom, with light snd entertaining
conversation.”

¢ Look hers, what ave you gsttinig; att"”
demanded Snoop somewhat anrlily.

“Wao're going to meet a friond.™

“Homebody 1 know?" asked Suoop,
perplexad.

“ A soldier ¢hap,” said the Bounder.
“Tve had o word from him that he can
get off for ap hour this afternoon—he's
1 tminih% at Wapshot, and he's coming
along to Friardala, Come on, Snoop!”

“Look here, T don't want to waste a
hali-holiday going to sec u soldier,”
growled Sncop, as the Bounder tonk hia
arm ond led him away to the gates.
Sncop was becoming very mnuch his old
aelf again now. _

“Put it won't be waste" said tha
Bounder. “You'll find the chap very
epterfuining.”

“Yes, come on, Snoap!” sad Whae-
ton.

Puzzled, and sonwhat jreitated, Snoop
Ioft the school gates with the two
juniora,

Hoe was thinking of a little staokmg-
party arcangad with Skinner and Btoti
and some of the Higheliffe fellows, aml
he did not want that waik. Bur he
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allowed himself to be led by the master-
ful Bounder,

The three juniors turned from the
road into the old spinney a mile from
the school.

“You're meeting the soldier chap
here?” asked Snoop.

"Yes; 1n the spinned.”™

“What on earth fori”

“To give you a treat, dear boy—you'll

bo pleazed to make his zequaintance,”
B the Bounder.

“Who on earth in it—what's his
name "

“ Private Simith.”

“1 don't knew him."

The Bounder chuckled, and led Snoop
on into the spinmey. A man in khaki,
seated upon a log, rose to his feet as the
Greyiriars juniors came in sight. Both
Wharton and Vernon-Smith looked at
him curiously. The outéast of Friardale
Wood looked very difierent mow, Tha

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

stubbly beard was gone.
moustache was trimmed and neat, he
man looked ten wears vounger. The
haggard face was already filling out, and
there was colour, and a touch of sun-
burn, in the cheeks. The crouch was
gone—as he stood before them, the one-
time outcast was-sturdy and erect. Even
a week in traintng bed made a wonder-
ful difference to him—and that even
more in manner than in appcarance.
There was strong selfreliance in the
place of lurling fear.

"By gad!” said the Bounder, in ad-
miration. “It’'s a success! 1 rather
think I've scored this time, Wharton.”

“1 think s0,"” eaid Harry.

Snoop was staring at the man with
wide-open, dilated eyes. And the man
wes looking at Bnoop.

“* Bidney!” he gaid,

Snocp tound his voice,

“Father!™

The ra g%{-d

of counrse.
But one thinks
The pame i one

of those good, hearty English ones

E celgna himself Richard,

That is his name.

of him as *Dick.”

thegt arc pever stale. Tom, Dick, Harry,

Jack, Bop, Dill—other names may he higher-

sounding, more picturesque In thelr assocla-

tions, hut these are always good enough.

And Dick i+ one of the best of them all, and
it just fits Hake.

He iz all there, this Dick Make. SHound In
Twody and brain, quick enough with band and
tongue, plucky apd fup-loving. There I3 no
swank sbout him, though you do not catch
him regarding himeelf 2s 2 worm. He has

lenty of independence, and, while on ¢xcel-
ent terme with the Famouns Five, has pever
beeome, amd I3 pever likely to become, n
mere hauger-on of theirs, any more than
Squlff or Tom Brown or Plet Delarey or Feter
Todd

Buch fellows as these are ready to take a
Jine of their own when they think it neces-
sary. If they agree with Wharton in mnst
matiers, it fa only because In mest matters
Wharton's ja the view that a decent fellow
would tuke, Harry Wharton himself being as
decent and straightforward a fellow ns one
midght find anywhere.

Rake has heen up against the Famous Five
hefore now. A keen athlete, he maturally
wanted a place in the Form feoter team, and
wheit be [ownd hie wia cast for the part of
reseTve, owing to the fact that there were
niore thau eleven good players to be con-
sidered, and that he was not guite one of the
top-notebers, he organised opposition.

Peter Toidld did the same thing in connec-
tinn with the Coker Cuap. Yermon-S3mith, with
different motives, did it in the case of the
tereylrines Crusaders. The Crosaders—Toddy's
team—atul Hake's Rebels were all made wp
In very much the sume way. They Included
severs]l fellows quite good enowgh for the
Remave regular side, who were only ont of
it beepnwe there is room on A eide for no
micre than elevenn players,  HBut they also
jpeclueded, quite Inevitahly, several who were
nol ool enongh, and whom Wharton would
not have played in o match of importance,
And thiz doubdfol element Jet down the
opposition sides, in spite of nll that their
crack plavers, =purred on by amhition, could
o,

The stary of how Rake's Mehels were heaten
will b remembered by many readers,  They
wianted matelies, and one offered lteelf, It
war wilh a school they had never heard of
hefore; Dt that old not matter. What did
mitter was that when the vizitors turned up
they were—girle! At least, they appeared Lo
he wirle. But there was nothing gitlish about
their Hay—a fnct not surprising when one
knows that Misa B. Sharp and the rest of
them were really the Hemave téam in dis-
guise, Inky standing out as tog diffficult to
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tranform Into even a weird
Britizh girlhood,

ltuke was in hot water for being such an
s asa Lo make a match with a girls' school,
Hia supporters were no hetter pleased when
the suppozed girls' school made rings round
thein, And they weore not even satisfied when
they knew the truth.

%0 Hake gave up the rebel rols, though
shiace then we have geem him joining Peter
Todd in oppoxition to Wharton, amd there
i= no guarantee that he may not some day
try anelher fall with Wharton on his own

specinicn  of

pecount. I he docs, it will he iy & spirit of
ul[ﬁir;'nlmu.? and manly rivalry. One s sure
of That,

When ek Rake arrived at Greyfriars he
was no mere Limid new boy, raw from home,
Ho baud bl cnclier expericnee of Lhe rowgh-
awl-bmnble of schooklife, amd he took Nis
plivce in the Kemove with ool resolution aned
mendiness to fght his way il neceszary,
Coker, Patfer, and Greene were the first
Greyfriors Tellows he met, The maenifcent
Hornee consldered him too cheeny for any.
thing, wn:d they were piling on him when the
Famoans Five catne to the reseve.

The Eutpowns Five thought him rather too
conl and sellfassured,  Jobnny PBull hedd this
opinlon Lo an éxtent cven greater than his
chums.  Make argned with him, and Johnny
consldered that rather cheeky in a3 new hoy,
it was Johnny who sent the new.comer into
Wingale's atmely to have a wash and hriush-
up, carcfully misleading him as to whose the
stndy waa.

Later, Rake and Bull fought. There was nn
actual decislon, as the combat was  inter-
rupted ; but Johnny reallsed that he had met

One Penny. 13
“God blesa you both!™ said Private
Smith, a3 Wharton and the Bounder
moved away, leaving Sidney Janmes
Snoop alone with his father
The two juniors relwrned to Gray-
friars together. At the gotes of the
scliool they parted.
“Not coming along
Sinithy ¥ asked Harry.
“No. I'm due at Highelilfe—Ponson-
by's expecting me,” sapd the Bonnder
Hehtly. “ You don't feel inclined to come
aﬁwng and have a hand at nap in Pon's
study—what 7 Y
“Thanks, no!"” said Wharton drily.
“Ha, hal” R
The Bounder laughed, and went his
waY.

{Don't mizs “AGAINST HIS OWN
SIDE ! "—next Monday's grand story
of Harry Wharton & Co., by Frank
Richards.)

to  cricket,

a fellow who was &t least his eqoal with
E;e gloves, and that made him like BRake
tier,

Hake was put Into No, 14 with him and Fial.
The Yankea tricd blufl, hu%_.mu ret in
his proper place. Muke liked his money-
grubling schemes as little as Johnny Bull 4
and when trouble arcse in eOngequence of
them those two always atood together. Once
Fizh had the nerve to put up a pawnbroker's
sign outslde the doop of the atudy. They
soon had that down. HRaeke held the-skrug-
gling, would-be Uncle Fish while Johnny did
the smashing.

A prominent incident in Dick Rake's early
days at the school wos his aceidental dls-
cvovery of Loder's rugcally plot to keep Win.
gante out of u cricket match hy means of &
faked telegram. Rake went teo work to
thwart that scheme in a very cool and able
manncr. He told the Fumous Five, reallsing
that the warning he bad to give the skipper
would carry more welght with names stch
az Wharton's attached than it It bore only
the glgnature of & new fetlow. And Loder
wiy checkmated, Bo, without the necesalt
for eecking private vengeance, Rake fo
wome of his own hack on Loder, who lad
treated him brutally for a mere aceldent.

Dick Rake knows how to stand by a friesd
in trouhle, and bhelleves In the old adage
that blood Ix thicker than water, He showed
ithat when he hel his cousin, who had
Loited under suspiclon of embezglement, Thao
story Iz told in % Rake's Rival.® Dick's tival
—anil enemy—was o new fellow, one Arthur
Carthew, o good cricketer, between whom
and Huke the last place in the HRemove
Fleven was in dispute,

Carthew learned Rake's secret by ap¥ing.
and uzed it to put pressure upon hims to give
up hiz nlace, I;:a terrar for another's &ake,
divitdled hetween hia loyalty to his cousin and
Id= loyalty to his Form, Rake wavered, yef,
in the long run, showed Wmself the staunch,
gﬁurl-;:f fellow he 5. And all eame right, and

arthew, whose own father had heen the
real embezzler, had to quit Greylrinr,
More recently Dick Hake had heen u

against the Bounder I hia blackest mood,
%ot oven yet is Rake, fine though hisn form
hats hecn utl Umes, a réegular member of tha
cricket team, lut the neceszity of drepping
they Hournder gave him a place.  After wll,
he il not play, however, Yernon-3mith
picked a1 guarrel with him, and thrashed Lim
sov eflectively that be was quite wmfit, And
Vernon-Smith played, and won the mateh for
hiz s=ide; and it wns wainly through  what
Itake sai? that Wharton, ot the last minute,
ollered the Bounder a place.

The fellow who conid thua sink hip own
resemtment for the good of his slde—the nide
for a place In which he had struggled so hord
and grllantly—Iis the hest kind of o rporis.
man. No doubt about that!

Tue Magser Liprany.—No, 462,
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1 HOUEING 1™ spid Tommy Dodd, sleepily. “0h, my heye! My ‘ead’s queer? “Cpme hack, you rufian!” shouted

* Awi'u,}'!“ gald Tommy Cook. Lemme alome !~ hknowles.

4Tniguitons!” chim in Tommy | 010 Mack scramhled up rather wnsteadily. But Mack dig not come back. He was

Doyle. ©Iniquitgus, bedad!™
The three Tommiea of the Rookwood Fourth
Farm wero really ahocked.
It was Indead a shocklng sight.

014 Mack, the porter, wis fast asleep. He
had chosen x aheltered spbt by the stables,
under & béech-tree, The three Juniors cane
on him guite duddenly, and stopped.

Old Mack was snorlng. He did not move
when Tommy Dodd tiekled his nose with the
toe of his boot. That showed how fast asleep
he waa. So the thres Tonlmizss were not sur-
prised to sea a flask lying close by him.

Of conrse, old Mack wasn't tipsy. He wes a
teetbtaller; ot least, he sald he was, Per-
haps thére hed heen ohly water or ginger-
beer din the flask. It wasa emply now.
It so, the water or gifiger-beer had had a
very soporiflc effect on old BMack, for he was
sleeping so0 soundly that a “Jack Johmson ™
wouldo't have awhkkened birm.

“"Shocking !"™ repeated Tommy Dodd, "I

atly fear, my young friends, that old
ack has been wasting the foed of the
l# in warstime in the form of intoxicat-

ng Lliguor, Wa are called upon o take
notice of such wnpatriotic conduct. I dars
gay it comea nnder the Ofcnea to the Realm
Act. Yo fellows stand guard over him and
mtt_?lt ha comes to Ro harm till I get

“Phwat's Lhe goma?® demanded Doyle.

“Walt and see, dear hoy ™

And Tommy Dodd cut off to Mr. Manders'
House, to his study.

He was back jn about five minutes, and he
brought several things with him. Among
dharm was a brush and & tube of crimecn
paint, and a cardboard box full of soot.

“ph, my has!™ sald Tommy Cook. “You're

not golng—"

“1 am[? pald Tommy Prxld.

And he did,

'‘Teppeline or thunder would not have
awakened old Mack just then. He slapt on

eefully while Tommy Dodd attended to

m.

Tommy carelally robbed the soot into old
Mack's red face tili It was as black as ibe
ace of spades, Cook and Doyle looked on,
grinning. Mack's best pal would not have
known {nlm when Tommy Dodd bat finished

with the soot.

Then Tommy palnted hia month red, making
it lock abouf three sizes larger than nature
had mnde ft—which was quite Iarge enough,
ADFWAY.

Aftar that he put white circles round hla
eéyea with chalk. Then he stepned hack to
Bllilr:‘,.“ hig' bandiwork, and seemed very' proud
of if.

“%ﬂw‘s that for high? inguired Tommy

“ Ripping ¥

“ Lovely, bedad "

“Now lLe ought to he woke ul;.” -guid
Dodd thultﬁht.l.’nllr. “ Anyboily might

and gee him, and they'd thionk he'd

been drinking—which would be haed anil une

juat on a strict thetotaller lke Mack.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The three Tommiles. shook old Mack, and
shook him ogain and agein; and he woke np
at Iast and blinked at them., He looked =0

ueer that they yelled with lnughter as they
shook him,

“@roogh '™ fald old Mack., < Lemme alone!
I'm aleepyl ‘Tain't seven o'clock yet, drat
er' Grooh! I ain't going to ring the riaing-
wit yet, 8o I tell yer! CGrooh! And I ain't
*ail & drop—not & litele drop! Not ma!®

“A big drop, though, shonld think!*®
grinned Tommy Dodd,

'Tﬂmrn;'

“Aln't touched It to-lay,” sald old Mack

Printsd and publishesd pr
Ageots for Auntralasin:

weakly by Lha Propristors at the Flasiway,
lih'rzw "r uutw.nﬁnl'{gﬂ:nrﬁﬂﬂnﬂr.-u mide, Brishane, amd Wallin

Tommy Dodd caught him to steady him,
and Mack at once grazped him. He seemed
to have woke up In o bad téemper,

“ You blinking German '™ sald old Mack,

Perhapa Mack bad been dreaming about
Huns, Tommy Dbdd gave a fearful yell ns
olil Matk smote him,

Mack squared up.

“Come on'!™ he roared. “Come on, vou

‘Tni»
“My hat! ¥e's dongerops!” ejaeulated
Tommy Cook. “We'd hatter clear,™

And the three Tommies clepred.

But they waited at o distance to see what |-

old Mack would do. They were certain be
wonld eanse a eensation when he appeared
in public looking- as he did.

BY WwWers rlggt_

Old Mack atood gromhling to bLimseif for
rome tlme without the least 1den of the way
bis featuras bad heen Improved while he was
aaleep. Then he started for his lodge.

Jergeant Kettle apotted. bim in the quad.
rangle, and bore down on him at once.

“Dutalde ™ sald the sergeant, taking bim
by the sghoulder, never dreaming of recoglfis-
ing Mack io his war-paint. He took bim for

a nigger mimatrel who'd had the cheek to
come into Rookwood.

“Wobt?"® suid Mack,
“ Qutside! Think you cen glve izl performe
ence ‘ere?" gald the sergeant, with & sniff.

“You travel off tn

* Wotcher meant?

“J mean that If you don't get hout I shall
help you hout!™ sald the sergeant.” “ Under-
stand that, darkey?

“Who are you calling a darkey?? yelied
0ld Mack, In astonlabment. © You're drunk 7

“My ayel Arve you going out?® romred the
sergennt.

“No, [ ain'tin

“ Then T'll put yon!n

0ld Mack wondered whelher he waa still
dreaming when the sergeant collared him and
waltzed him away towards the gates. Tut
Mack's Rghting-hlood waa up, and he did not
go quietly, He landed out, and the sergeant
caught hls kouekles with his nose, and col-
lapsed. Mack gave him a glare, and stalked
on, leaving Hergeant Keftle trring to get his
sacond wind,

“0h, my hat!” mmrmured Tommy  Dodd,
“What next ?"

“ Here comes Enowles !

Knowlea of the Sixth came tunning up
He had Ekeen the nigger, A3 he supporsed,
knock the sergeant down,

“Here, out of this,
clafmed.

“Ont of what?" yelled Mack.

Knowlea pointed to the gates,

‘,:jmﬁﬂ-f off, or I'H call in the police' he
sadd,

-

my man!" he ex-

“My heye! Are you drink, toof?? gasped
j:il:-lll‘:’-_'luck. 11 report this ‘ere to the
arl e

T order your ont '™ gajid Knowles,

“ Well, I niju't golng o™

Knowles measured him with hiz eyo. He
did not Enow Mock- nobody wounld have
known him—bLut he thought he could handle
& fTubt nigger, and he tried. He took Mack
with Loth bands and ran him down to the
gates.

Mack reared and sbrugeled,

tLemme go! You ‘eeeld roumg raffian?
Lemme go'™

Tha three Tommiex were almost weeplng.
The hig Bixth-Former was aquite nlle to
handle Mack, and the podr old porter hadn't
o chance., HBut he got awny from Knowles
near the gate, and made a beedine for the

School House.

S | e——— [0 TS A ——

wi and Jelapuedbnrg,  Saiordal,

heading for the Hehool House for protection.
Hia head was still rather dizzy from sleep—
andl olther causés—and he believed that the
sergeant was drunk, and that Knowlea was
mad, He rushed on at top epeed. mnd
Enowles and the sergeant rushed after him.

eére was a whoop in the quad e & lot
of fellows canght sight of them. The Rook-
wobders had never seen & nigger streaking
faetosa the , quad hefore with a prefoct and
the sergeant on his tradk

£ Toin u?:" yelled Lowell of the Fourth.
“{ome on "

“Hz, ha, ha!?

Quite an army of fellows Joinad In the
ot Mack sto ped on the st i

ack s on the steps, panting,
and looked back, His eves almp;nt. starked
from his head az he saw half Rookwood in
hot, pursuit.

“My heyé!™ he pasped. *“Ther're all gone
potty—falrly off their chumps! What's comq
over this "ere blessed rchool¥?

“ Collar him ¥

& Halze himi»

“Tackle him!»

“0h, Jminy!" stuttered old Mack. And he
dodged Into the Honss as the crowd rushed
down on him.

Ho headed for My, Bootles' stody for pro-
tection. He didn't » to knock st the
door; there was no time for that. e burss
the door open and rushed n, panting.

H'Elp ™ he gasped.

Mr. Bootles was buay with exam. papers
that aftermnoon; he forgot all about
exam. papers at that dreadful vision dawnod
upon him. He jumped pp. and atool wlmost
frozen with terror ns a nigger, with black
face and huga. red mbuth and rolling eyeq,
burat upon him.

“Blesa my soul!” pgasped Mr. Rootles,

“What—what-—""

“After him?" came im & roar from tos

méane. “ He'll attack Mr. Bootles®
111

Mack slammed the door of the stody, ond
felt for the key. He didn't know what to
make of sll Rookwood running bl down in
f‘hin way, but he wae so alarmed and scarel

& hatdly know what he was dolng.

“Oood heavens!™ panted Mr. Boolles.

He was almost pumb with horror st fipd.
ing himself shut up alone in the studr with
this wild nigger,

The window was open, and Mr, Bootles
made a rosh for ft. It wasn't very digni-
fled for A Form-mester to ecoot out of n
window Jike a fng; bub it waso't o time to
consideg dignltljr. Mr. Bootles wasa thinking
of 1ife nnd Hmb, woet dignity. MHe wont
through the window lke an acrohat. )
rolled in the quad outside, tangled up in hio
Eow i

There wng a erash ou the study
Muck Tt had time to tuen Ehe ke,
door burat open agaln.

“Here he isl"

“Collur him ™

AMack backed away as the erowd raalied i,
Thiere was only one way of cscape for him,
uid e took it, jumping out of the window
with wonderful activity consldiring his g

He lended within & yord of AMr. Dootlea,
whe had ecrambled up.

"Yowl Help!™ welled Mr Tontlea, Tully
Ielleving that a maninc was in pursait o
him.  “%Yulh! Okt Melp!  Police!™

e dasheid off, with his gown fiving behind
him, Muack rushed after him.  He expectes]
to be aafe with AMr. Bootles: but Mr. Kootl.s
didn’t feel safe with him.

"Btop!" he gaaped. "I say, atop!”

Mr. Bootlea wasn't likely to atop,

(Continyed on puge 15.)
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was Mack, for he could see the whole crowd
pou oot of the study window after him.

Mr. tles whisked info the House again
hy #he hig doorway, and Mack w im
vnly a couple of vards behind him, and after
Mack came the whooping crowd.

8r. Booties rashed for the Head's stoady.
Mack rushed alter bima.

Fortupately, Bootlee got bome first. He
tore open the' Head's ﬁor. and dashed in,
stammed the deor, and locked it.

Dr. Chisholm jumped up.

“Mr. Bootleg ™

The Form-master collapsed inte o chair.

“Bless my soul, Mr. Bootles! YWhat bas
happened ™ exelaimmed the Head, in alarm.
“Whr have yoa locked the doori™

"Becure the windew ™ panted Mr. Bootlea.

“what?"

“"He may come round to fhe window!
Secure it!"

"He? Who—what—"

"A drcedful negro—a  fearfol  masise !
phrieked Mr., Bootles.  “1 have narrowly
exenped with my Hfe! 0O, dear! Telephone
for the police, sir! Telephone to Latcham
for the Territorials! Telephome for the

apldiers! Oh, dear! Oh, dear!”
AMr. Bootles would bhaove called the Army
home from Flanders at that moment i it

Bhad been possible,

“Mr. Bootlos—"

The Hesd was interrnpted by the sound af
a terrille sgtrogele ouwtside his door. Mok
had been faicdy eorbered ot the locked door,
and Koowlez and an army of fellows were
swarming over lim.

“Got himi”

= Doewn hio !

MBIt on his head”

» Hureal 1

“hega my sonl!” exelaimed Dr. Chisholm,
rushing o the doore

“Pa opob open the doar!”  shirieked  Mre
Boptlea, &% dreadfol negro-a most alarm-
ing maiman—---"

But the Head odid not heed him. He un-
incked the deor, snd threw it open. The
sowite that avet his saze woas extroordinary.

iMd Aack wus there, but he conddin’t boe
EEOTL. The fellows were simply  awatmping
Dijam.

ALl right, =ir!™ pasped Enowles,
wob the raiflan, sirl”

“We've pob bim!™ chorbled Hansom of the

L | KRR

Fiftl. “Pwe ositbing om his  head,  mip!
Y arool: ! Yoop! Whoooop ™ yelled Han-
g, jumping up.

“Mansam ., What H

“Yarvonp!  I'm hitten!  Yow!”
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“Hdit on him, Hansom!™ panfed Lovell
nE{t K

“Yow-ow! You sit on bim! Yooop!”
“Hilence '™ thandered the Head maojestically.
“Thie excitement is moat neseamby! Who is

this mant"”
Kmowles, “L

“A prad nigger, siel™ gnéred
spofted Rim iz the quad! e assaulted

HJergeant Hettle, and assaulted me, and then
went for Mr. Booties!"

“I narrowly escaped with my life!” stnt-
teved Mr. Dootles. “Hold him securely!
Po not et him escape! He is dangeroms ™

“We've gob him, mr!”

" Yow-ow-0w 1" came in muffled accents from
underneath the Rookwood fellows. “Yow-
ow-woip! CElp! Tell 'em to get off, sir!
I'm bein" suffocated! [ am't dome mothing,

gir! I'm Mack, sir! 1'm yeur porter, sir,
and 1; ain’t & pigger! They're all med, alr!
“Mack " shouted the Head.
HMack " stuttered Mr. Boobles.
" Pain't Mack!" shounted Lovelll *ILs a

nigger—a wild nigger!”

“ A dangerona lunatic. sir!"

"Maid as a hatber, air?”

“Black as the ace of spades, air!™" chimed
in Tommy Dodd. “How could he be Mack,
with a complexion like that?”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Cook and Doyle.

“Eilenee " thundered the Hewad, - Release
that mbn immedinlely ™

“He ain't safe, sirl™

“ He's dangerous, sir?"

“Hitence! Release him!”

The Head had to be obeyed. The fellows
roleazed old Mack, amd he scrambled wop.
Dr, Chisholm's eyes alrmast helged throwgh
hiz glasses a3 he zaw Maek's Tace,

“'Eip!" mosned old Mack, “0 aip't done
nothing, sir!  They all got arter me—"

~Muck! Is that you, Mack?" gasped the
Head.

“{ourse it ig, sir!  Don’t you know an old,
faithful zervant, what has heen with you
thirty years? stuttored old Mack.

“Blesa my zoul! If it iz you, Maek, for
what reason bave you peinted your face
that cxtraordinary manaer?™

“Eh? 1 aint!™

“Look in the glass, man ™

d Mack stepped intoe the study and
ledkced i the glass.  Mr. Dootles still eyved
him very netvously, and backed round the
Head's desk., 2

“My hoye! poaped Muoaek, as ho oatw g
reflection in the glasa. "My honly "at! I3
G tlets thore oae, =1e?”

“What o ecurions iden for Mack to paint
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himnelt np like thet! murmtred Tommy
]htlﬁd. h“ “&;ﬁ' have thought it was Mxeki”
“Ha, ha, ba™
“Bilence! Disperse at omee!” rapped oul
the Head; and he clozed the door shoarply on
the astonpded crowd. “Now, Mnck, what
doeg this absmrd masquerade mean? Explaln

yoorself at ooce ™
“I—I—I dasno! moaoed Mack, still gozing
helplesaly at bis astonishing refleetion in the

glasa. "I kpows I fonk o nap by the stables,
I was that tired with "ard work, and I woke
ap, and the sergeant he rushes ot me, and he
BAYE. Bays bhe—"

“HRomeone haz played 2 brick you
while you were asleep,” said the Head, nnder-
sbapding now. “Go away at ooce and clean
yoursell [

“ih, my "at!" said Mack.

“This matter siwall be inguired into! said
the Head aternly. I do net opprove of
sieh  practical  jokes—it i5 most wnseamly .
to at onge !

0ld Mack limped away., A big crowd fol-
lowed him to his lodpe, admiring hiz com-
plexion, and Mack waa gflad to et ieside and
logk the door.  The Head juguired after the
practical joker. but nobody seemed to Know
anything about him, and the matter remained
a mystery ot Rookwood,

BUNTER’S LITTLE DISAFFOINTMENT.
By Bob Cherry.

The sun was hot as hot eould be,
And Bunter dry as dry; ;

Apd all the roads wore white as white,
And blue as blue the sky,

“001, that I had "—here Bunter sighed—
“A thumping goosceherry-pie!”™

And as he smbled round the Close,
He looked in ab the shop.

He wept like anything to see
Such quantities of pon.

S0h, that 1 had "—he sighed gomes moFG—
“Even 4 little drop!”

“ith, Mra. Mimbkle, sive me bick ™
"Twas thus the porpoize pled,

* A4 careant eake, A piece of steak;
We'rn wll a0 noideried !

A little lesa, and [ should be
Starved—done for—perished —desd "

Bat Mrs. Mimble looked at him,
And knowing was that tonk!

And Mrs. Mimble rapped out = No!®
Az Toreibly she shook

Her head.  Amd Bunder turned away,
And sadly took his hook !
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For Nexi Monday :
“ AGAINST HIS OWN SIDE!™
By Frank Richards.

The Bouwnder is apcain to the fore in Lhis
story. Popsomby and the rest of the nutty
brignde also tigure prondnently, To the
amazement alike of Higheliffe and of the
Greyfriare Remove, the nuts take seriously to
ericket! They wont & mateh  with  the
Remove, and they got what they want.  Hut
Ponsoniy has something up lus sleeve, as
wsual., What that something was you will
learn mext woek—if you have not goessed it

Eefore, Dolsover major also comes inlo ile
picture. He thinks he cun force Wharton's
hand in the mabter of choosiug the eleven,
amil  cirewmstanees  couspire  to moake _ it
appear that he has done so. Then Hilly
Bunter plucks up courage, aml he also
attempts method: of terrorism with  the

skipper of the Remove. A eapital stoty in
every way, and a story which T am certain
vou will afl enjoy.

AN ANSWER TO AN OFT-REPEATED
QUERY.

Iiardly a day passes but o lelter reaches
me asking why Ehe Macier and * Gemn ¥ can-
not return to bheic old sizes ab doulde price,

The answer is Lhat we cannet afford to nse
the paper which would be necezzary to allow
of Lhis.

The use of paper 2imply must be eut down,
If this iz not done, the day may come when
Lhe papers will he stopped altogether,

Ko one knowa how long the war muy last,
gnd for somé time even after it i3 over

aupplies of paper are likely to bhe short, as
storage space in ships will be needed for
food and other vital pecessities )

It is quite possible that to churge Bd. might
cause such a drop in cireulation as would
entail no bigger draft upon the paper supply.
But bave youn who nsk for this considerced
fully what it wonkd mern?

You have the twopenees Lo spare, no doubt.
But whut of thoze who have not? Would it
he Fair that soun should have more to read
at the cost to them of going without?

But they can borcow or clob togetler, ¥ou
may say.

But would this be fair to ns?

A perny is updoubtedly the stamdard price
for a boys' paper. There have been half-
penny papers. There may be sgain, But I
deubt it

1 don't think ony Loys' paper has over
heen pnblished at fd, To Lring out our papers
at soch a price woulil be o risky experiment,
Papers for grown-up  people ab 2d, have
seldom proved resily popular for long.  With
hoya the resoll woenld be. in all hkefibood, o
ereat desl of clubbing together and passing
roumd, In Lhis way the circulation might be
bronght down to a point at which the papers
ceazemd to ke profitable.  Then they wouwld
sEom,

‘-‘E'I-e mitist economize in paper. but wob Al
the expense of losing money., We don't pre-
tend Bo oTve away our papers. We zell sz
roodd value for the money*as we can—less now
than farmerly, hecause paper is desrer by
for, and mueh harder to get,

Tint, yon mapy =ay again, if bhe experiment
aof o paper at 2d. is not o sucecss we can go
Tk Lo Lie old price.

Nob s eazily as von might think, and not |

under the old conditions,

Whyt

Becauze many of those who had got into
the way of paying tor a share of a 2l paper
woulidl still continue to pay for a rhare a
li. one. Frankly, too much-of thia sort of
thing fnevitably spells death for any paper.:

W do not merely want readers; we, want
supporters—fetlows who think the pape:
woebh the price charged for dp, and realls
that, in fairness, they should pny that price
it they want to rcad Qt. ;

It is better to have a hundred thovsnnd
readers who all bay their copica than half »
mililon  readers oand  only MLy  thouwsonl
huyers.

I have not & word Lo suy against the prac
tice of sending vopies, after read, to our
eallant soldiers wodd sailors. That is all right.
And if you have n chum who cannot afford
to buy—and 1 know that everyone ia not
lucky enough to have much pockei-money--]
would rot be so churlish as to suggest that
you should refoze to lend to him. But d
cannol zee any repacn why you shonld Lemd
eviery week to fellows who can afford to buy
it. It is not for the good of ihe paper or
for youra, and I doubt whether, in the long
rim, i ks for theirs, One pels far more cojoy-
ment out of o thing paid for thah out of
one eadEed.

Perhinps I linve rather mn away from my
frst subject; bk 1 am sdre that publication
ab 4l wounld not, as Lthings are, be n popular
mave, L owe over do raise the price to that
Beare, 18 will be because the change is in-
evitable, Bixteen pages at one perny and
thirtv-two at twopence may laok like the
anme fhing; hob the appearance s eenptive,
for heee comes in the question  of pag_ﬂt'
suprly ©on the one hand, and on the other
the tisk of desteoving o popularity built gp
through  zeveral years Ly pgiving the hest
poseiltle value at @ priee within the reach
ol mo-t would-be ceaders,
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' IN A LAND OF PERIL! |

By BEVERLEY KENT,

|

Author of ' Ofticer and Trooper,” “*Cornstalk Bob,”” ““A Son ol the Sea,” etc., etc.
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Coneluslon.

Koampa was ranging his warrlors in hattle
arder. Then they waited until sunsct. When
the gon had sunk these was less than half
an hour left until complete darkness should
get in.  In the guickly-gathering gloom they
advanced, and halted twe hundred yards
from the enemy's camp, a8 arranged, without
being detected.  There they waited for the
gignal from the advanceed division. -

Lights in the camp ahowed that Orme and
his gang were cooking the evening meal. The
evening bushebad fallen over the veldt.  Sud-
denly.a:melancholy book came down the wind.
The warriors gripped theic battlecaxes tighter
ond looked ot Kamja.

Bob stepped forwarnd.

“I fead the charge,” he said. "And 1
command that you spare all who ihrow down
their arms!” ]

He etepped to the Iront. He waved his
arm in enconragement, and dashed abead.

Acrosa the plein the warriors tushed in
serried ranks, Bob well in front. But they had
only crosgsed half the intervening distance
when o yell rang forth. The advance party
huad been doen by Orme.

On the moment rife-shots rang out, and in
angwer ¢ame bhe terrifying battle-cry of the’
Inrobi. Amid the hail of bullets and the
appaliing din I raced the harder. He
rushed -into the thick of the fight. The rtles
were still woing, and around him men wede
falling.  Almost naked fAgurgs ewayed in
the red Tight of the fires like demona; axes
gleamed. * Ho saw bloodshot eyes and facca
twisted with excitement; he heard dull
rroaps, and now and then « heavy crash.

iphting desperately, e was forced almost off
his feek.

And then came a pause. 18 was followed
by a ringing shout -of triumph, and then
gilence, and ii’u: got hreathing space.

The Inrobi had triumphed. They were
doneing ronnd the fires, and ehanting their
wir-gonE, flinging up their axes and catehing
them again end again.  Bob locked sround.
All Orme's. men were om the ground.  Some
were wounded, and some had theown them-
gelves down to avoid death, and thus lhad
ereapedl.  And he saw one burly form and
one sullen face, with eyes still savape, though
life was ebbing fast.

His eousin, Jagper Orme!

He walked towards him to_offer whal help
he vould And Orme recognized him. Bven
in that errible moment the wvillpin's heart
war still full of malice end thwarted greed,
By a desperate etort he raised himself on
one ellw, and his voice rang with batred.

“0 die nz T have fived !* he chouted. % And
my one sorrow is that I camnot deag you
with me!” :

He [ell back and lay still.

Ted and Macliregor fiurried up.,

“He is dead,” Boh sail.  “Some are
wounded, Bub he i3 the ooty one who has
lost his Tife, e hated me to the end, and 1
never «id him any larm®

W Had Jee clives] he woad have endured lifes
long  bmprizomnent,”  MacGregor  replied.
“ Perhaps, thwrefore, T i3 ns well he has
gome, e was one of those men, and 'm
glwl 1o think there are very few like Iam,
who detest  all ibat iz honeurable and
straightforward, Heahated ye, Bob, hecause
yve are so differcnt fra him,  And T think
there was another reason, too, 1 faney that
in some way or another wyou stood in bis
light.®

© How eould Uiat he?™ Bolb psked,

sWell, T'm going Lo find out. We've nob
dote with ¥aik yet. He sadd something the
other day,”™

He called 1o the zeoundrel, who came [or-
ward.

E¥on saifd vou kKnew somefhing aboul
Bob,® MacUrepor hegan, 1 warn yon that
vou had betier speak the truth.  We have
net yeb decided how we are going to deal
with you,*

e drew =2

Faik looked down ot Orme,
deep hroatl, R

1 fold yow: “hat that man bad me in his
D

power,” he raid, “That is true. He Enew
encugh about my past to settle me, and le
troded on the knovwdedge. e was the only
one in the world 1 fearedd. T had to do wbat-
ever he commanded, and he wanted to geb
rid of Rohert Musters.”

E“Whyt" MacGregor demanded.

S Heonnse Muosters stood between bim and
n fortieme®

“How?? Itob asked.

“¥You and Orme had o cousin in England,”

Faik said.

“Y¥e3. And when my father died that
cousin wouldu't do anything for my poor
mother or mysclf,™ Bob replied, * That is
why I came eut here to make my fortune.™

“And while you werg on the way oub your
consin died, and the news was eabled to
Orme,™ Falk went on, “and he at once took
steps to hide the knowledge from you aml
to get rid of you, for you are your cousin’s
heir. ‘That is why he sent you at once out
of Cape Town, And-he told me to— Well,
you know the rest.™

Bob stood dumblounded.

“He wanted what belonged toe me™ he
said ot last. “1 would gladly have helped
hitn if he hed treated me as a friend. Apd

my mother! 8he has hekn in ph!;en,{ all
this time, and she . doesn’t know “where I am

or whet may have lappenéd to me. My
poor mother! Oh, Lhis was eruel, cruel!”

He turned away for a moment. TFed
stepped to his side.

alt'a all rvight now, old chap,” Ted zaid.
“1¢ won't be long before you cam wire to
her. We'll press on with all speed to Cape
Town. And eithér you con go home gr youl
cafr hring her out here. We're rich men,
the three of us, with this gold; and on top of
it youn have wyour fortune in the Old
Country.™

“Y¥es, evervihing hag turped
MaeGregor, agreed. ¥ But  there'sz jusk one
husiness that ye seem to forget, Ted. HRoh
is the chief of the Intobi tribe, and it's no'
likely they're going to part wi® him."

Ted's fnce grew lon,

“irent Beottt” he gnzped. ®=T'd forgolten
that, and it’s no end of & pickle, Dut what
ever iz to he donet™

Bubk Bolr only smiled.

@ Tf wyou had forzotten it, T never did. for,
good as these fellows hawve heen, it's nnt
likely Ehat I coubd look Forwaed: with plea-
sire b living amongst them for ever, hun-
dreddz of miles from civilisation,”™ he replied,
“we p proposal to make?

He ealled to Kampa.

“ireat HWampa, semmon fhe braves, for
I would spenk!V be convmanded,

The warriors elusbored aroumd in g wide
cirele, holding their axes alofl, Bob walked
into the centre of the circle.

okel weel,™

& Rampn, wise mediciie-man aml sooll.
gayer, ana ve, ob | warriors of the Intald
tribe,” he begun, *“ hearken onto me! For

thiz duy, thanks to ye, all oor brouldes are
over, and now, in jov, we wend our slepe 098
our own homes,  And what of wne?  Who ain
|

EThon art owr ehiel ' o many cried.

2 And T, Eow, bpve my home far away, afd
hetond where ye live,™ Bolr comttinned. = Amd
there my thounghts often turn.  And connot
Lhe chief have o bearl alse, and long for hiz
prople!  Amd who wonld gainsay him:”

A deep silence followwl.  IE was broken
by Kampa.

“What do these words porlend ?2 be asked,

whhat I would ask the wpood wil and
peneroslly of my people,” Bol replied. " For
I oam thy chief, and so will T be for suach
thrme a2 all wizsh, Dt T s not gs ye. Moach
caly T ocho Tor thee wted the great wnce in the
counvil-halls of my people, and many griey-
ancez Lhou bast can I amend, bat not if |
shay slwonys with Lhee. L=z nob this fruih?
Thercfore, For thy sake, will T go sonth, and
often will T return, amd abwayz will my earz
be open thot you may speak what you need,
Thua shall I bring great good to thee. And
there is more,”

He stopped for a moment.

% And o?em]mtl! 1' also speak, for I wonld
not that you should think 1 ask only for
ye, for that would not be all the Lruth,” he
went om, “For I bave, too, a mother, aod
ve would not that I left her lomely in her
age? Nor can I see her if T stay with thee.
Hut often I will come back, and always will
; ihg?m at heart your welfare. Lo I speak
alre?

“{(h, chief,” Eampa cried, "thy honour
has been proven, and tby word is as a bond!
Yeb does this sadden ws.™

“'Tis for the best in all ways, greabt

Kampa.™

% gt whe rules when thou art ahsent?”

“Him whom 1 appoint,” Bob repliod, and
again he smjled in & way that bopd puzzled
Ted. #For 1 know of one fleet as the wind
and brave zs & lion; one who is of my mind
and will do as I direct; one who hath
travelled and hath been in bondage, and oub
of sorrow #as learnt much. Ay, one It o
guide, for knowledge s with him, and his
worth iz proven.?

“ And who is he?

Lob turned and-pointed to Mendl

“That is he!” he said,

Ted flaong up his bat and cheered,
Gregor quickly came forward.

“« Rampa, thie young white ohiel has chosen
well, to that I can testily. And have ye
not always said that wiadom s with mei®
he urged. *“Mendi iz young. If fighting
should come, who is braver or knows belter
how to lead? Im thy counecils who would
betler approve thy wordsi™ y

Kampa stood in thought. He raised his
| {TEH T

“« ¥Mandl, thou art chozen!” he said. ® Walk
with the young white chief, and lead the

Mac-

way home™
E ] ¥ L] - - o i
Threc month: later the three Rritishera

atood together on tlhe veranda of an hotel
in Cape Town. Buob's eyes were danging.

“ There comed the ship! 1 go Lo meet my
mother 17 he aqid,

#Ted and I will wait here,” MacGregor
replied, 1 have ordered dinner.  YWhat a
podly evening we will have! Murry along,
my ladim

:;Iuh ran down the steps, Ted looked after
him.

% (Good old Boh ! he murmured.

Ay lad—ay! T know bt ong to egual
hirn, and that’s yourself,” zafd the old Seof,
his aged eyves plistening.  “ And iE's joy to
me to ken fhat 'l e spending the remnant
of my days wi' two sneh tried comtudes!”

THE END.

NOTICES.

I.eagues, Etc.

. Macfarlane, 26, Albert Slrect, Dundee,
wants tg join a “lem " or " Magnet ™ Le gus
in Dundee which rana an amudenr magazime,

F. Stratford, 56, Redhill Strect, Nement's
Park, N.W., wants to jein & “Gem ™ pnd
“Mapnet " Loague in bhis district,

“Magnet ™ and “Goem Y Universal  Corre
apondence League, openn to Teaders in wn
part of the worll.—Apply A. Burps, 27, Lyell
Street, Melbourne, Ausbealia; or at  head-
gquarters, H. J. Thomae, 18, Downs  Hoad,
Walmer, Kent, England. .

More  mumbers wanted Ty Toberuatismal
Correapondence  Exch nge,  devoted Lo ex-
chiange of stamps,  picture postoards, eoins,
haoks, and corrcapendenee, ol e enitivate

friendship among  readers,  Stamped  and
addressed envelope,  please.—Frederick H.
Edginton, 20, Pitenirn Doisl,  Milvham,
Burrey.

More members wantod for club, Stamped
and addreszed  covelope, please.—8, Brown,

| 63, Camberwell Grove, Londun, 5.E.
14-T-17



