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NSONBY’S PAL!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wingate Minor 5 Wanted !

" rHARTON ! :
W Harry Wharton wmtopped af

once as Wingate of the Sixth
called to him. -

The captain of Greyfriars was lm::kmgj-
out of the big deorway of the Bchoo
House, and there wes a worried frown
O hi.s hm“"i .

Wharton had just started for Lattle
Side for practice. Bob Cherry's powerful
voice was bawling to him across the

uadrangle. But Wharton turned back
&eerfut!y to eee what Wingate wanted.
Thowgh the Remove did not fag for the
senjors, and were very stubborn on that

int, there were few Bemovites who
woutd not have done .anything for “old
Wingate."” L .

“Yes, Wingate?" eaid _Hﬂ.n'?; cheerily.

“Have you seen my nunoty

“MNot to-day.” : :

“J want him,” said Wingate. “Will
you find him and send him to my study,
Wharton #"

ik - h.t'hl:“ !II‘ ! : ;

“ Hold on, though,” said the Bixth-
Former. *Not if you're playmg. I'll
find somebody else.” .

That was just like Wingate. He was
always considerate, even towards the
most inconsiderable fa_ﬁs,

“Tt's all right,” said Harry, at once.
“Only practice, you know,
Jack and send lnm along, Wiug:aie;"_

“Thanks !" said the Greyfriars captain.
And ho turned back into the house.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!™ came Bob
Cherry's stentoran fonee—tones which
cven the celebrated Stentor Rimself
might liave envied, “ Are you coming
alcﬂg. vou slacker? I'm waiting for
Fm' : - - "

Harry Wharton hurried across to join
his chums. Nugent and Johnay Bull eng

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were with|

m - L] 1.
“;2-]“1'-11 Wingate minor, yop chaps?
ATTY.

“PBless Wingate minor |" said Bob.

“Haven't scen him," said Johopy
Bull. *What the marey dickens do you
want & Third Form kid for?"

“0ld Wingate wants him."
“T.et old Wingate look for him, then,”
sted Johnny Bull.

*He'a asked me. Cut along, you
fellows, and I'll join you later.”
“Bow-wowd"” eaid Ig.ob. “If you're
ing fag-hunting, we'll: hallp you,
t's young Jack been doing?' '

“1 don't know, but Wingate looked
very serious,” said Harry. * Lopks as if

the young bﬁuu]d:}r iaE tan sOME BCTAQE.

MNugent whistled eoltly.

"Igfﬁnﬂilltln't' wonder,” hs remarked.
“¥ gaw him up the road with Ponsonby
of Highcliffe the other day. Pon isn’t
the kind of chap to do.azsilly fag any

Fr

“No fearfully!” remarked Hurres
Jamset Bam.-Bingh, with emphasis.

‘the fags along the passages.

il look for

“Well, let's find him.”
The Famous Five started in search of

Jack Wingate of the Third, The Third |-
Form-room was drawn blank, and the

captain’s minor was not visible among
. Neither
was he to be seen in the quadrangle,

* Must have gone out,” said Harry, at
last,
Wingate minor?” -

‘Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, halted, and gave the captain of
the Remove a curious look.

“Looking for him 1" he asked.

“Yes, ™ .

“Ta his major on his track? T saw old
Wingate looking like a thunder-cloud.”

“His major wants him,” said Harry.
“Io you know where he is, rE-l:mthy?
You look as if you know something about
it. F¥

The Bounder laughed. ]

“¥You may have to go over to High-
cliffe for him," he said. **Master Jacky
has been chumming up with FPonsonby
lately. " _

“YWhat on earth for?” said Wharton.
“What does Pon want with a Third
Form kid? Jack-hasn't much tin to lose
at banker, I E&ulp meh?"d

Vernon-8mith laughed again.

“Peor Pon tin%ﬂu he has,’”” he re
marked. “Anyway, they've got friendly.
The other day, whén Pon was over here,
Wingate found him smoking with Snoop
in Snocpey's ﬂ.tud{{ He licked him.

“Berve him right !

“Quite s0.  Pon thought it an awful
cheek for Wingate ta lick a Highcliffe
fellow, though,” grinned the Bounder.
“1 fancy Pon was annoyed.”

“1 shouldn’t think being licked by
Wingate major would make him very
friendly with Wingate micor,” remarked

Boh Cherry. .

“You mnever know!"” smiled the
Bounder.

And, with a nod, he went on his way.

“ Blessad  if understand  what
Bmithy's driving at,” tﬁuntad Bob.
“"TLook here, whers has that young ass

Eﬂt to P

“We can't go over to Higheliffe for}

himi, if he's there,” zaid Nugent. “Go
and tell Wingate he's done the vanishing
trick.”

Wharton shook his head.

. *Bettor find him, if we can,” he said.
“Heo must ba somewhere, bless him!
Hallo! Here's Bunter ! Bunter, you fat
Owl, come here.” e

- Billy Bunter rolled. up, blinking at the
chums of the Remove through his big
nectacles. 5

“1 say, you fellows, T was just looking
for vou,” he announced.” The postman's
juar been—""

“Bother the postman!™

“He hasn’t brought a lctter for me,”
said Bunter sorrowfully. ~ “I think I
mentioned to '_miu ihu.pﬂ that I was ex-
ecting a._.postal-order—"
¥ “I'Ethinhpﬂyuu did—about a hundred
times."

“Hallo, Bmithy, have you seen |

* Nearer a thousand,” grunted Johnny
Bull, _

“Well, it hasn't come,” said Bunter
seriously. “Delay in the post,: you
know, due to this blessed war, I suppose.
I. suppose one of you fellows couldn’s
lend me five bob till my postal-order
“oomes !

“You supposs right! We couldn’t,”
agreed Wharton, “*Have you seen Win-
gate minor "

- "He, he, ha!™.

The Famous Five starcd at William
George Bunter as he burst into that un-
oxpected cachinnation.

Well, what's the ecackle about®™
demanded Wharton,

“He, he, ha!™

“What are you
Chinese cracker for?
Cherry.

“He, he, he!"”

“Have you scen Wingate minor " . ox-
claimed ‘I.‘}hurtnm exagperated.

Bunter gave him p fat wink.

“I'm not going to give him away,"
ho remarked. ‘I may have seen him,
and I may not. That's telling!”

“That means that you've seen him, I
suppose. Whera is he?"

“He, he, he! Perhaps he's in the old
tower with Snoop and Pon, and perhape
he isn't,"” grinned Bunter. “Perhaps
they're having a smoke party, and per-
haps . they're not. e, he, he!
Yarooch

Billy Bunter’s cackle was suddenly cut
ghort as Bob Cherry jammed the busi-
ness end of a boot’ against his plump
ribs. ‘Bunter's cackle {:!g‘langed to o roar.
The Famous Five hurried away towards
the ‘Cloisters, ' leaving Billy DBunter
rubbing -his ribs; and glaring after the
aninra ‘with a glarc that almost cracked

is spectacles.

going off like a
! exclaimed Bob

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
. Caught i the Act!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. looked
very grim as they hirried
through the old Cloisters in the
“direction of the ancient tower.
It was a secluded and deserted spot,
and hardly ever visited save by fellows
of the “gay dog ” variety, who wanted
to smoke cigarettes out .of sight of
masters and prefects,
Bunter's. mfermation, had  deeply
-angered the chums of the Bemove, They
knew Cecil Ponsonby, the blackguard of
Highecliffe, and his manncrs and customes,

vory well. The fact that they were on
friendly terms with Pon’s cousin,
Courtenay of the Higheliffe Fourth,

made it incumbent on them to be cut-
wardly civil to Ponsonby when they hap-
pened to come into contact with him.
‘But if Ponsonby had transferred the
scene of his blackguardiem to Greyfriars,
it was not a cage for civility. It was time
for a foot to be put down—hard !
“Paes the matches”



Every Monday.

nby's voice was audible as they

4 up t6 the old stone doorway of the

El?-ruinml fower., They knew the cool,
gwling tones at once.

An atmesphere of tobacco-smoke smote
them as they strode in.

There were three juniors in the dusky
room, dimly lighted by the narrow loop-
bole windowa.

One was Snoop of the Remove, another
was Jack Wingate of the Third Form,
End the third was Cectl Ponsonby, the

andy of Highcliffe.

Ponsonby removed the cigarette from
his lips, and glanced round with a sneer-
ing smile at the sight of the five grim
faces. Bnoop grinned through the smoke.
Jack Wingate coloured erimson, and alid
bis cigarette hadtily behind him.

* rood-afternoon, dear boya!" drawled
Ponsonby. * Dashed kind of you to be
givin' us & look-in. Pass them the
smokes, Jack!"

“Ha, ha, ha!' roared SBnoop, much
tickled hy Pon's plessantry.

Wingate minoer coloured more deeply.
He, at 1ena1;5 was ashamed of himself.

“Bo yours here!? said Wharton.
Wa've bean hunting for you, Wingate
minor! Your major wanta you!"

Wingate minor rose from the stone seat,

“Don't go!” said Ponsonby.

“I—I mmust, if my major wants me,”
ptammered the fag.

“Oh, rot! Let him wait till you'vo
finished your smoke!" said the dandy of
Highelifte. “EBe a man, you know!”

ack Wingate hesitated, and then sat
down again, and the cigarette came into
¥iew Onoo more,

“Wingate minor isn't going to finish
his smoke,™ aaid. Harri.r W%m.ﬂan quietly
“Neither are you fellows.”

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders, and
Snoop scowled. :

“Look here; you chaps can mind your
own buslness,” said SBnoop. ‘1 supposs
it doesn't matter to you what we do!"

“ Mot o far ad you're concerned,” said
Harry Wharton contemptucusly. " You
can be a3 big a feo! as you like, and a»
shady as vou like, But you, Ponsonby,
won't be allowad to carry on this game
gt Greyiviars, You can keap it for High-
eliffe, where it seems to be the fashion!”

Ponsonhy deliberately blew out a little
stream of smoke. Wharton coughed as
he caught it full in the face,

“ Wingate's licked you onee for smok-
ing here,” said Wharton. “II you wans
another licking, that's’ the way to get
il

“Ha's going to get it sakd Johon
Bull, who was methodically pushing bac
his cuffs in hiz slow, stelid way, “I'm
going to lick him!” .

“f‘.m::k here: you fellows needn’t mter-
fare,” said Jack Wingate *'Pon's my

1 E:!l
pahYm: don't want pals like Pon,”
Harrey.

“That's vy business, I supposa?”

“yWall, I suppose it 18, in a way," ad-
mitted Harry., *1 suppose you haven't
sense cnough to see that that blackguard
is twisting you round his finger, and
faughing at you in his sleeve for being
puch o young ass!’ .

Jack Wingate erimsoned agaiu,

“ Look here——"" he began,

“But Ponsonby won't be allowed to
play this game here,” continued Harry.
“ He wants o lesson, and he'a going to
got ik, You can cub off to your major.

“Yau're not going to touch Pon-
gonby 1" ghouted Jack Wingate, with a
gudden passionate burst of anger. * Mind
your own bustiness!” .

“I'm going to touch him—hard!” said
Johnny Bull, **Put u]i your hands, Pon."

He advanced on the dandy of High-
¢liffe, who coolly put his hands behind.

“Thanks—1 didn't come here for a

aaid
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Pon at Greyfriars !

(See Chapter3.)

serap,” said Poneonby. * Hooligan rows
are not to my taste, dear boy. I think
I'll be gettin® off now, Jacky. - Greyfriars
manners rather get on my nerves,”

“You won't go without being Tickea 1™
said Johuny Bull grimly,

“ Let me paas!™ ]

“That'a for.a heginning," said Johnny,
and his henvy hand fairly crashed upon
Pon's handsome, supercilious face.

The Higheliffe junior gave a shout of
rage, and sprang upon the Removite. In
n moment they waore fight-iﬂﬁ savagely.

Hidney James Snoop sidled quietly out
of the room, and retreated from the spot.
He was not seeking for trouble with tho
Famous Five. Jack Winﬁltﬁ looked on
at the fight with a sullen, lewering brow.
Harry Wharton touched him
shoulder, -

“Your major wants you In,his study,
Jack '

“Hang my major! Let me alone

“You'd better go, kid!"”

“MNot till I've finished my smoke,” said

the fag defiantly.
. Wharton looked at him quietly. There
was something so absurd in the fag's
assumption of mannish airs that it was
almost pathetio. It was evident that he
was very much under the influence of the
leadar of the Highcliffe nuts. And that
influence Wharton meant to put to end
to—whether it was his business or not.

“Cut along, Jack!" he aaid.

“] won't!" ]

Wharton tightenad his grip on the fag's
shoulder, and led him out of the tower.
The Third-Former eould not resist tho
strong grasp of the captain of the Re-
move, though he struggled augrily.

Wharton jerked away the cigaretie.
Ho threw it on the ground, and set his
boot on it. .

“ Now, cut off I" he said. .

Ho roleased the fag. Jack Wingate
starcd ot him for o moment, hia fists
clenched and his evex blazing. It was
clear that bhe was meditating an attack,
and Wharton smiled as he saw it. But
the hopelessness of attacking the captam
of the Remove dawned upon the fag, and
ha awu round and tramped away
through the Cloisters.

on the

BSounds of loud trampling and seuffling
and panting came from the tower.

Then they onded. and a dishevelled
vouth camo flying throngh the doorway,
to sprawl on the flags outside.

It was Ponsonby of Highelitfe, with
his collar and tie hanging loose, his hair
ruffled, and his nose streaming red.

Johnny Bull followed him out, calm
and stolid as ever.

' Betber clear off I'' he suggeated,

“The betterfulness will ba terrific, my
esteemed diagusting Pon "' murmured the
MNebob of Bhanipur,

Ponsonby sat up dazedly.

G “-‘E:.th " he gasped, * You—you rotter!

w!

‘*Are you going?" asked Johnny Bull.
;I'vn got a boot to help you with if you

on't.’

Pansonby staggered to his feet. He
f,'a'm the grinning Removites a loock of
iatred, and hurried away through the
Cleisters. Pounsonhy had had enough.

“ Nice kettle of fish!" snid Bob Cherry.
“Fu voung Wingate turning out like
tlﬁ:t.rlmﬁrl-l'&'s been such a decent little
o

“It's Ponsonby's doing,” said Wharton,
frowning. ““Ha's twisted the young ass
round his finger—it’s easy enough to in-
fluence a kid of Jack's age. and Ponson
is a8 cunning ns a Prussian, But he won't
Elay any more of his tricks hore in a

urry, I think." .

“Tet's look for Bnoop, and give him
a licking, too!" suggested Johony Ball

“Let's go and get some practice,” said
Bob Cherry laughing. “"Come on!”

And the Famous Five went down to the
playing-ficlds.

pt
v

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Brother or Prefect |

11 OME in, Jack!"

‘ Gzeorge Wingate
enough, though his
knitted,

The fag's face was sullen as ho looked
into the study. Evidently Jack Wingata
was not pleased by that summons to his
major's presence.

Taeg MackeT LipanY.—No. 507,
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~ He came into the study with obvious
_:i:'ﬂl-'hﬂ.ﬂﬂll said you wanfed me,” he
rai
" Thal;:s right. I asked him to lack

ou,
“Well, what is it?"
“&it_down, Jack.”
The fag hesitated.
“ Are you going to keep me long?"” he

Any other fag in the Third Form
would scarcely have ventured to bandy
words with the head of the Sixth. DBut
Jack was in a rather different position
from the other fags. *

When he had first come to Greyfriars
Jack had assumed airs in the Third on
account of his importance as the captain’s
minor. The Third Form had soon
knocked that out of him. Jacky's airs
and graces, as Tubb, of the Third called
them, led to raggings, and the raggings
led to Wingate minor's settling down 1
his pmpurﬁﬁuce.

But with hiz brother he could still
venture to assume o privile ition.
Wingate's ashplant E:u nggdmwr:ndily
fortheoming for his minor as for any other

o 8t down ! Wingate repeated, frown-
ing.

Jack sat down.

“X haven't seen much of you lately,
Jack,” said the captain of Greyfriars, his
eyes on the fag's moody face.

*“¥You never do gee much of the Third,
do you?" saiq Jack, '

"Well, no; but I don't want to lora
ight of you because you're in the Third,

the same.”

* You"ve told me I'm not to think my-
self any different from the other cha

because my major's captain of ¢
school 17 said Jack.
*“That's #0,” assented Wingate.

wmte
WThat kind of thing would only make
you unpopular. Hut, though favouritism
1s out of the guestion, I went to keep an
eye on you—and I intend to! To come
t6 the point, I've got a bone to pick with
you, Jack.™

Jack did not answer.

“You've bean seen in com with
a Highcliffe feollow,” resumed Wingate.
“I was told so by a Sixth-Form chap.
Isn't it sof”

“Taotz of the fellows know the High-
cliffe chaps,” said Jack. * Some of the
Remove are very thick with the Hig .
cliffse Fourth—Wharton, for instance.’

“That'sa different. I know Wharton's
Highcliffe  friends — Courtenay, De
Courcy, and that set—quite decent
fellows. I shouldn’t object to your being
friendly with them, if they wanted to
chum with a fag. I'm speaking of a
young scoundrel named Ponsonby.”

“I don’t sea why vou should call him
names."”

“I call him a scoundrel because he 18
a scoundrel,” said Wingate quietly, "I
suspect that thersa are some follows at
Greviriars who are not quite up to the
Greyfriars standard; but a fellow like
Ponsonby couldn't stay at this school at
all. He would be bo out before he'd
been hero & week, if he came. Highcliffe
is a rotten show, the Head iz an. old
donkey, and the masters are all slackers,
and most of the fellows do as they hke.
It’s a kind of school that gets a bad name
for the public-school system. I've heard
a good bit about Higheliffe, and am quite
aware that the seniors thers are merry
bladesa, as they call it, and most of the
juntors follow in their footsteps. 1
admire Courtenay for the wav he stands
up against it in the Fourth. He's a good
Ind. Ponsonby is one of the very worst.™

Jack gave a grunt, but he did not
spaak.

Tae Macwer Lisrary.—No. BT,

“I've eaught him smoking here, in
Bnoop’s study, and licked him for it,”
added Wingate.

“You hadn't any right to lick a High-

cliffe chap!™

“What "

“Anyway, there's no great harm in a
smoke.”’

“There's a good deal of harm in it, for
o fellow of Ponszonby’s age, Jack. It's

bad for the health, when a fellow’'s grow- | ta

ing, and it's silly. I shouldn't be hard
on i silly kid who tried to smoke for a
lark ; but there's something wreng about
a boy who cultivates a” grown man's
habits as a regular thing. I've heard
other things about Ponsonby, too—that
he gambles, and plays billiards at the
Three Fishers up tﬁe river. It's not my
business, as he doesn’'t belong to this
school; but it is my business to ses that

he doesn’'t bave anything to do with my
minor. You see that?”
“No, I don’t.

Wingate compressed hiz lips.

“Have you made iriu\ﬂ.-unnztg:ﬂ!I with ‘Pon-
sonby, Jack?”

“"T've met him." |

“ Mora than once?™

IIT'EH.‘FI

“Then you're friends?”

nI Ellp ose m!!

“ And ]Eﬂw do you amuse yourselves?”

Jack was silent. _

“Are you aware that vou smell of
tobacco-smoke at thia minunte, Jack?”
usked Wingate very quietly.

The fag started, and coloured: but he
did not answer,

#Have you met Ponsonby to-day?”

“Yes”

“ And smoked with him?®™

Silence. 5

“And pl pards, .perhans?”

claimed the‘gi-zth-Fm'mer angrily.
“¥You have no right to catechise me!”

said Jack sullenly.

“¥ou seem to have forgotten that I
am head prefect,” said Wingate. *“If
you don't care for me to question you as
vour elder brother, I will speak as & pre-
foct. Have you been playing cards with
Ponsonby "

“I'm not bound to answer a prefect,”
?‘lﬂ:id Jack. "“You can lick me, if you

. "

Wingate seemed nonplussed.

“Look here, Jack, thizs won't do! I
can't understand why Ponsonhy has
taken vou up. You're not in hiz line at
all—a mere kid in the Third! He's a
precocious little beast, and he can't want
a kid's society. Why has he made friends
with you?”

“T suppose he likes me.”

*“(Oh, rubbish ! )

Jack Eﬁt-tad his teeth.

“¥ou're only & fag, and your pocket-
money can't be much of an obiect to
him,” said Wingate, puzzled. “He may
find it amusin
young rascal, think he ia that sort of
a bldckguard, That's about it, I sup-

ge. Well, I want you to promise me

ave nothing more to do with Highcliffe,
Jﬂcka”

No anawer.

“ Do you hear me?™

HIYEE 5

ax-

"W&H,_ will you promise?”

“Nol'

Wingate set his lips.
goently enough.

“Jack, I'm aking for your good.
This fellow is doing you harm. on't
you do a8 I ask you? ¥You can trust my
judgnient, can't youi"

“I don’t see why wyou should inter-
fere.”

“That means that you won't pro-
mige?"

“No, I won't!”

“Very well,” smaid Wingate, with a
grim look, "“I'll drop the major, and

But he spoke

You'ra never to speak

‘out that Jack is pnllJi?

speak as the captain of Greyfriak
ou're to drop Ponsonby's acquaintance,
to him again,
That's an order from Fyour head prefeck
Understand, Wingate minor?”
“I understand.
“Now, give me jyour promise thaf
vou'll do ae I say.”
“I won't!”
b’i‘li"ingatﬂ picked up & cane from the

“If T let you answer me like thaf,
Jack, I should have to let the other f
do the same,” he said. * Are you goin
to_toe the line, or are you going to takﬁ
a licking 7" _
Bl J‘]Ew don’t care sbout your dashed licks
10

EHI;M out your hand!” said Wingate

rily.
Four loud swishes followed. Jack
Wingate squeezed his hands when the
infliction was over, and stood looking mé
his brother with lowering brows.

Wingate pointed to the door.

“¥ou can clear, Jack! Remember
what I've told you!”

The fag left the study without a word.
His face was sullen and savage, his eyes
%.':;.j;haring, as he went. But he left Geor

Yingate with a heavy weight on his
hn‘ﬁt' paced the

Wingate the study for some
minutes in deep and troubled thought,
and then he called to a fag, and ﬁen:ﬁim
for Harry Wharton.

an

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea ail Higheliffe !

ARRY WHARTON & C0. were
crogsing from the Glﬂéﬂfﬂ'! to-
wards the p]nj‘igf,‘-ﬁé] 8 when
Nugent monor the

Form came up.

“"You're wanted, Wharton!”
out the fag.

“"Hallo! What is it?"

“ Wingate’s study !¥ —

Dick ent went his way, whistling,
and Harry Wharton stopped.

“0h, bother!” said Bob Cherry. "'We
sha'n’t get ﬂ]’?’ practice before we have
to start for Higheliffe, at this rate, if
we're going to see Courtenay this aftex-
noon !’

"I sappose Winqr.ta'u saen his blessed
minor by this time!” eaid Frank Nugenk
“What on earth does he want now

“Well, I°d better go,” said Harry,

“We'll have a ginger-pop while we
wait for you,” wawned Johnny Bull.
“Tell Wingate to buck up.”

Harry rton went off to the School
House, and his chums _lﬂungad into tha
tuckshop, to wait for him there. Whar-
ton was asbout a quarter of an hour gone,
His face was very serious when he re-

called

to teach you to be a [ joined his chums.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! "Had a licking 1*
asked: Bob Cherry, as the captain of the
Remove came in. £

“No, asg! Come along!”

They left the tuckshop together.

“ Wall, aniﬁﬁng up? "asked Bob.

“From the expressiveness of the
esteemed Wharton, I should surmise that
the upfulness was terrific!” remarked

Hurree Singh. ] .
“It's about wyoung Wingate,™ said
Wharton abruptly. -“Wingate doesn’s

mind my teling you fellows, but, of
course, it's to go no further. He's found
with Ponsonby, and
the young ass won't promise to chuck
him. mg Wingate can keep Pon nm
from here, but he can’'t prevent Ja
sncaking over to Highcliffe to see him.
Heo thought I might be of use there.
We've pgot friends at Highcliffe, yom
know, and—" -
He paused.
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“I gavyy!” said Bob. * Jolly thought-

ful of old Wingate. In case of doubt,
aimﬁs aEpi;,- Lo the Remove.”
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

"“We may az well get off,” said Harry.
“Wao were going there to tea, anyway.”

"“Right you are!™

The Famous Five sauntered down to
the bike-shed for their machines, There
they found Vernon-8mith, getting his
bicycle out.  They 'l.-.rlfmc-if:dH out their
machines along with the Bounder.

“Come for a spin through Courtfield,
Bmithy?” said Bob Cherry, as the aix
juniors wheeled the bikes out of gates.
“Give the Cross Keys a rest this after-
noon, my infant. Vou've got out of the
habit—don't start it again ™

The Boundor laughed.

There had been trouble ab Creyfriars
during the reign of a temporary head-
master while Dr. Lorke wus away; and
the Bounder had been one of the moving
spirits of tho Greyfriars barring-out.

During that exciting time Smithy had
seemed quite a now fellow. and his shady
manners and customs had been almost
forgotten.

ut now that affairs were normal at

reyfriars once more the Bounder had

resumod the devious ways which had
earned him his nickname.

“As it hupf]ens. I'm not going to the
Cross Keya," he replied. “I'll come with
you If you're going my way."

“We're going to Higholife" said
Htréy.

4 ﬂ‘l:: ‘E‘.‘P I; glad of your company.

The juniors rode away in a bunch,

Vernon-3mith wes grinning. Harr
Wharton & Clo. wore going to visit Fran
t(ilﬂrﬂuﬂﬁl_mﬂr,rl#e h;n-:I c:lf thf decent seb in

Ighchiffe Fourth., It was £
clear that the Bounder's visit w;}:ﬂ&
quite a different nature,  His friends
ware among the nnts of Higholiffe—
FPonsonby-and Gadsby and Monson and
the rest.

“Heen anvthing of Pon thia after-
noon ! Vornon-Smith asked, asg they
pedslled down the road to Courtfield.

“Yeo," suid Harry.

“I was going to walk back with him,
but I didn’t happen on him. I think he
was at Greyfriars—""

“ He took a thirk nose away with him,*
gaid Jobony Bull. “1I gave it to him."”

The Bounder laughed again. He was

friendly with Ponaonby, but he did not |

seom to mind that youth having been
iven a thick wnose. Tha BRounder's
rigndships were generally only skin-deep.
If he had any real regard for anyone it
was probably for Harcy Wharton; which
was curious enough, for no two fellows
could have been more utterly unlike one
another.  Wharton, too, did net feel
quite indifferent towards the Bonnder,
much as he disliked his ways. There was
gcsﬁd in 8mithy, mixed aa it was with
evil.
The juniors rode throngh Clourtfield,
and went spinning along the Higheliffe
toad. They arrived at the gates of
Highcliffe in a cheery crowd, A trio of
elegantly-dressed youths were chatting
there, and they greeted the Bounder
warmly, ostentatiously taking no notice
of his companions. Gadsby and Monson
and Drury did not like the Famous Five.

“ Hallo, Bmithy!" sang out Drury.
Y Hera you are, old scoutd What Liave
they been doin' to Pon ?"

“ Anything happened to Pon®" asked
the Bounder, as ha jumped down.

“ He came in ten minutes baock with a
face liko thunder, an” & rad noso,"
t-rinne»d (ladsby. *Looked mad asz a
n.It_Ear. Boen in the wars, I sup i .

glrg Wharton & Co. whaaled their

bioy in, and left them at the lodge,
leaving thae Bounder with his nutty
riends. Frank Courtenay was on Little
ide, coaching his men. Il prac.
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tice was in full swing at Highcliffe. His
chum, De Courcy, was looking on, with
his hands in his pocketa. The Catarpillar
could an onergetic player when he
liked ; but he did not often like. Frank
Courtenay came off the field, throwing on
a coat, and joined the Greyfriars fellows.

“{zlad you were able to come,”
said, *“ ('aterpillar, cut off to the study.™

“ Right-ho " yawned the Caterpillar,

He lounged ﬂ]fI’[ the ground.

“I've been at it all the afternoon.
aaid Courtenay, with a smile. * ['m get-
ting the team into shape. Highchiffe
Fourth are going great guns at footer this
geason. You fellowa will have to look
out when we meet you."'

Courtenay's keanness was a ecurious
contrast to the slackness of Ponsonby and
his zet, and most of Higheliffa. 1are
was slackness through Highelifie from
and to end, ‘Moat of the Sixth wore
great “ blades,” and they had enthusi-
astic imitators in tho lower Forms. It
waa uphill work for Courtenay to stand
againsk the genoral dry rot in the school,
but he did 1t well and bravely. The
juniors talked footer and the prospects of
the coming season for aome time, while
they watched the practice, Courtenay
occasionally calling out to his men in the
Egill-i; and then they followed the Cater-
pillar. :

On the way to Courtenay's study they

il tho apartment of Cecil Ponsonby.

e door of that study was closed, but
voicesd oould be heard within.

“Your deal, Smithy ™

“Pasa the fogs, Gaddy '™

“*Wheore are those dashed matches?™

Courtenay colourad a little, but the
Greyfriars fellows were apparently deaf.
It was no business of theirs to pass com-
menta on Higheliffe manners and
customs. They knew that the samo kind
of thing was going on in the Fifth and
Bixth. The masters’ aystem at High-
cliffe seemed to be to avoid ca.re{tﬁly
making any discoveries. Ho long as they
prescrved their dozy comfort and case
they did not cara what waas going on just
under the surface,

A search in the Fourth Form studies,
or even & walk along the passage some-
times, would have opened Mr, Mobba'
eyes wide aa to the peculiar pursuits of
some of his pupila. DBut Mr. Mobbs'
chicf object seemed to be to keep his eyes

genled. A week-end at Ponsonby's home,

where he met titled people by
was mnrh more to the
his duty.

‘Tea was ready in Study No. 3 whon
they came in.  The Caterpillar beamed
at them acrosa tha table,

*All ready !” he announeed. * What
do vou think of that, Franky ?"

“You're ciﬂlljf indnatrious all of a sud-
den," said Courtenay, Tatlﬁhir:g-

“¥Yeas. 1 got young Baggs of the
Third to fag,” yawned tho (‘aterpillar.
“ Baggs in made Lappy with two bob,
and tea’s ready. 8it down. dear boya!™
The CUaterpillar made a grimace. A
doshed war téa, you know ; Franky won't
let mie splash in war-time. "

It was o cheery tea in No. 3, frugal as
it was; aml the juniora jawed footer tall
the Cnaterpillat fled. As he had explained
to Courtenay, his conatitution wonld
stand only a certaimn amonnt of football
jaw. .ﬁnél{ he gracefully execused himself
and went *' to see a chap.”

After tea, however, Harry Wharton
came to the other ohject of his visit. It
was rather an awkward subject to
approach, and he hesitated a littla.

“I'm going te ask you something,
Courtenay,” he said, at laat,

“ (o alhead, old scout '™

“ About Ponsonby."

“Oh!

“Of course "—Wharton coloured—
““yon know [ wouldn’t pass any opinion
about things that don't comoern ma,

e dozen,
orm-master than

‘Greyfriars satished.

One Penny. &

Pon's doings are nothing to me, Buk
he's taken up a fag at our school—a ﬂli‘r
young ass In the Third Form. It's
Wingate minor, the young brother of our
captain.”

rourtenay nodded withont ing.
The merry reputation of Ponsonby & Co.
was a sore point with him,

“ Ponsonby chums with some Grey-
friars chaps,” said Harry. “Bome of
them are tarred with the same brush, as
& matter of fact—""

“There's one in-his study now,”™ said
Courtenay drily.

“Yo.es. Bmithy's not & bad sort,
though,' said I-Eurr;i};:ther hutilyi “ Buk
never mind that., Pon was smoking sk
Greyiriara the other day with Skinner
and 3noop, and our head prefect canght
him, and licked him."

“Herve him right '™

* It peoms to have put Pon’s back up.

-Now he's taken "F young Wingate, and
¥

he's making a ailly fool of him. Yom
understand. The silly fag’s nothing to
him. It's only a trick for getting dven
with old Wingate, That's how it seems
to ma, anyway."

“ Likely enough.”"

“Pon won't show his nogs st Grey-
friars again for a bit. Bu Foung
Jack comes over hera—"

“I've soen ham."

“"Well, you're head of the Fourth™

g W Cn Lo LLE
ed. Wi gop
of Pon's study

“Why doesn’t his major stop him 1"

*“ Ha's tried.”

Courtenay thought & moment or two.,

“All serene,” he said. “I'll do ikl
Jack Wingate sha'n't coms to wsee
Ponsonby here. I'll taks the law inta
my own hands on that poiat."

“Thanks!” said Harry. “If the case
ware raversed, I'd do 1% fast enough.
The kid iz a good little chap, but it's
easy enough for a cunning rascil to gk
influence over him, and—and Pon is &
rascal, you know, if you don't mind my
E-H{’IHE a0, "

‘ourtenay laughed.

“I know lie is, All sercne! I'll keep
an eye open, and apeak to Pm“inded‘o &
'I:-ii;- éurﬂd'ne:r than speaking if needed.”

[ 'W -l'l

Harry Wharton & Co, rode back to
Thay could trusk
Courtenay to keep his word, and it
looked as if the reckless young rascal of
the Crayfriars Third would hﬁ 5 ouk
of harm’'s way, whether he liked it or

nok.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby’s Pupll |
66 IVE ~five ten—five fGOfteen—fve
F fifteen and fourpence ("
Patrick Gwynnes, of the Sixth
Form at Greyfriars, was
mumbling to himself, There was a little
pile of hlack unrl‘red currency notes and
coing on the stud¥ table befora him.

A tap: came at the door m» Gwynne
mumbled over his accounts. Th1 iloor
opened, and Gwynuoe called out withouk
looking up.

“Faith, and h.“i‘ off vriu:L v, T‘han a
fellow’s busy with accounts, an
won't come right intirely, at
Buzz "

“I—I thought my brothor was hers ™
stammersd the voice of Wingate minor.

“Oh, it's you!” Gwynne looked
and gave Jack Wingate a kind ne

“ Your brother's gone, kid. Aunything
1 can do for you?"

Jack Wingate's {-,Erou reated upon the
money on tho table for & moment, and »

leam came inta them. Perhaps he was

inking of the use he could have put
that considerable sum to If it had been
Tax Macnzr Linrary.—No. 607.
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his. It would have furnished capijtal for
quite an extensive plunge in Ponsonby's

etudy. .

e f—I wanted George to lend me half-
a-sov,”  ho eaid. “1 suppose you
wouldn't, Gwynne "

Gwynne laughed.

“Bure! I %uu't vsually lend money

in thel Third," hzlq remarked. * But if it's
mething special—"

ol I&I'Ee E::i to for eome things,

and my allowance haan’t come !

“ Al right, kid! There yon are!”

Gwynne extracted s red currency note
from his pocket and tossed it to the fag,
who eaught it eagerly. Wingate major
looked into the study at the same moment
with & footer under his arm.

“Haven’t you finished yet, Gwynne?"
he exclaimed. - ) ;

“ Faith, and I'll resign this treasurer's
job 1 exclaimed Gwynne, 'It's all the
throuble in the world intirely, with you
and your minor popping in and out when
e goseoon's doing his accounts.™

*What on ecarth are you eﬁwmg my
miner money for " exelaimed the cap-
tain of Greyinars )

“Because he couldn’t find you, Win-
gate, darling ¥

“You ass! What do you want ten
shillinge for, Jack?"

Jack Wingate's look was defiant for a
];mamhznt. ﬁmiu it changed under - his

rother’s searching eye.

::il want to pnf:. i‘.‘[rﬂ. Mimble,” he
841,

“¥You yvoung.ass, have you been run-
ning up an account at the tuckshop "

“7—1 didn't know it was running up
like that: but Mrs. Mimble acked me for
the money, and—and I came to ask

i All serene 1™ said the captain of Grey-
friars good-humouredly. * Here's your
ten bob, Gwynne. I can make loans to
my minor., You'll have to dock it out
of Jour allowance, Jack.”

“Yeg; yea! Of course!”

“Cut off! By the way, what are you
up to this afternoon " asked Wingate,

Jack heeitated. It was Saturday after-
noon, & half-holiday. And perhaps Win.-
gate major was a trifle suspicious, oon-
gidering the happenings of the previous
Weduwdm:te

“We're beginning footer, George,” he
szid. “‘Do you want met? I've promised
to keep gosl for one of our sides.’

Wingate smiled,

“Not at all! Cut off, Jack. I hope

u'll have & good game, . look
ggre, you need only LEh:m:I-: half that ten
out of your allowance. Keep the rest.”

“Thanks ! stammered Wingate minor,

And he cubt off.

Wingate major, quite restored to con-
fidence by the information that his minor
was playing footer that afternoon, sat in
the window-seat while he waited for
Gwynne to finish his accounts. Gwynne
finished at last, and he shoved the maoney
and the books into his desk, and the two
prefects left the study together.

Meanwhfle, Jack Wingate had not gone
mgwhere near the fage’ ground. bhk
and Paget and Bolsover minor, and a
crowd more, werc punting a muddy
foater about, but the captain’s minor did
not join them. That enterprimng youth
had ecudded out of the gates, and was
hurrying along the road to Highcliffe.
Jack WI].:llﬁfﬂnﬁ-& 1ad his own way of epend-

in%_]:iu hﬂhﬂp};. .

ndet the genial tuition of Ponsonby,
the fag was developing. Lies had never
come easily to his lips before he knew
Pon. They did not come quite easily
now, But they came. Daceit is the de-
fenoe of the weale againet the etrong. The
fag iried to find & wretched justification
in that thought. Ho had not yet
reached the stage—which Pon had passed
Tee Macxzer Lispary.—No. B07.

long ago—of deing wrong without at-
tempting to :.]i:“hﬁ it to himself. :
W‘Ii‘xile Ja Wingate was scuddi
away to Higheliffe to meet his putiy
friends there, his major etrolled down to
Big Side with Gwynne and Walker, The
Remove were at practice, and Wingate
paused for a moment or two to give
Harry Wharton & Co. a lock-in and an
encouraging word. The Bounder had
turned up to practice for once, and he

was doing remackably well, and Win.
ate gave him a *Bravo!" as ho bent
ﬁﬂhn;ng Bull in goal. Then, feeling that
a little encouragement might do the fags
good, and especially his minor, ithe cap-
tain of Groyiriars wallked over to the
fagas' ground. .

Third-Form footer was of a rough-and-
rea.dge'rar_icty. Mud-collecting seemed to
be the chief object. 5

Wingate smiled at the sight of a hml.{?
of panting faga 5Frawl:mg: over & ball,
struggling and yelling,

o glgullu ' Do you eall that footer 7" he
called out. .

“"Yow! Keep vour silly elbow out of
my eye, Paget ! roared Boleover minor.
2 ﬁaﬂg Wingate [

The fags scrambled up, -

“Jan't my minor here?” asked Win-
gate, looking round.

“No;: he's not here !”

“Isn't he coming down?" asked the
Grevinars captain, brows confracting.

“"Wai he's gone out!™

“Oh, well, get on, and don't worry the
ball ike dogs over a bone,” advieed the
Bixth-Former.

And he walked away. :

Wingate had had a shock, It was
pretty plain t‘.]:ult. Jack had lied to him
when he had eaid that he was Eﬂmg}u:u
gla.{l foater with the Third. Why had

o lied ?

The Sixth-Former went directly to the
tuckshop. Mrs. Miumble was there,

“Has my minor paid you the ten
shillings he owed 7ou, Mra, Mimble?™
Wingate asked.

The good dame locked at him.

“Maater Jack didn't owe me ten
chillings, eir " she replicd.

Wingate breathed hard,

“Did he owe yvou anything, ma'am "

** Nothing."'

“0h, it's all right—a -mistake I mut-
tered ’f‘ﬁringatﬁ.

He left the tuckshop abruptly. His
nunor had lied to him twice. And where

waa he now, with the money he had ob-
tained by false pretences? The evidence
was too clear for Wingate to doubt it,
but he felt staggered. It had come to
this already—lies and deceit, Ponsonby
of Highcliffe was an able tutor!

Wingite was not very cheerful on the
Eiuth—ﬁurm ground that afternoon, and
his play did not give promise of great
things ?nr the season.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cecil Ponsonby removed the
Jack Wingate looked shyly into his study
Gaddy was idly shuffing a
pack
door. The nute of Hig
Ponsonby, smarting under the well-
that curious schame for revenging him-

Courtenay Puis His Foot Down !
cigarette from his li and
at Highchffe.
Gadsby
cards,
: heliffie exchanged
& grin.
d ed licki Geo Wingate had
CEeTvVe ICHL A rEga h‘,& £‘
.  Ponsonby was as revengeiful ag a

HT ROT in, dear boy "
spoke with great cDrﬂ:aI{tg, a4
and Monson wera t]lerve, alzo
smoking.
Jack Wingate came in, and cloged the
The fag was very amusing to
them
iven him at Greyfriars, borated
. Hun. He never forgot or forgave an

- aonby's speech.
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injury. The big Sixth-Former of Grey«
friars was out of reach of his revenge,
it would have seemed. But Poneonby’s
idess of revenge were far-reaching and
utterly unecrupulous. With coo
cynical wickedness—a quality u
whioch Pon rather prided himself—hea
sub out to revenge himself upon Wingats
] his minor. And poor

major by corruptin
J E.t:]k too easily under the

and

had fallen on
influence of the older fellaw,

The nuts found it amusing. They won
the fag's pocket-money; but that was
little enough, in their eyes. It did not
pay for half the cigarettes they emoked.

l}{'— was only & make-weight. To see the
foolish fag emoking, ewearing, and

ambling was extremely amusing, ‘from

onsenby's point of view, I it led to
the eack for him from Grevfriars, Pon
could have asked nothing better. That
wanld be a blow at Wingate which would
hurt a good deal more than a licking.
Whether it culminated in the eack or
not, 1t was certain to lead to trouble and
disgrace in the long run; and if, when
trouble came, Jack should apply to Pon
for help to get out of it, he wae quita
certain to discover the kind of pal Pon
WAE,

Jack Wingate sat down at the table
with the three nuts, and the carde were
ghufled. The foolish fag was immensely
flnttered at the notice taken of him by
the superb dandies of Highcliffe, whom
he greatly admired. And if some of their
ways had diegusted him at firet, ho was
rapidly growing accustomed to them. He
was never likely to become quite so com-
plete a rascal as Pon, but he was well
started on the way.

But that little pame in Ponsonby’s
study woas destined to be interrupted.
The carde had scarcely been dealt when
the door was flung open, without =
knoek, Frank Courtenay strode in. He
was in footer garb, with a ¢oat on over
it. Hia face was flushed. _

He had sighted the Grevfriars fag
orossing the quad, ond had conme off the
football-ground. And he had not come
in a very good temper.

Ponsonby remoyed the cigarvette from
hiz lips, and gave tho captain of the
Fourth a look of supercilious insolence,

“Quite an unexpected honour, by

ad I’ he remarked. "' You might have

nocked at tho door; but trainin” tells,
I suppose. They never, knock at the door
in your elum, I suppose, dear boy ¥

Jack Wingate locked at {,’aurtﬂm_g
rather nervously, Bomehow, Frank's
healthy, Aushed face made him feel un-
easy in the smoke-laden atmosphere of
Ponsonby's study. ]

*I saw Wingate minor come in here,”
said Courtenay, without heeding Pons
“1 came to stop thisi™

“To stop what, by gadi™ ejaculated
Monaon, ;

“What's going on here.”

“You cheeky rotter!” panted Pon-
sonby. “Are you goin' to begin inter-
ferin’' in my study now ™

“Yes, when you have silly fags heve to
teach therm smoking and gambling,” said
Courtenay calmly. * ¥You wouldn't dare
to do it if the mastere in thia echool wera

doing their duty.”

“ Retter pﬁn an’ tell Dr. Voysey and the
rest your Hatierin' opinion of them!”
sneered Gadeby

“ Never mind that!
gebte lsn't comun
going now,” sai

Young Win-
here again, and he's
Courtenay, “It's no
good talking to you, or appealing to your
senge  of decency—you haven’t any.
Clear out, young Wingate, and don's
come here again !
The fag, with crimson cheeks, pose
T sy ushed Bim back
OnE 1 DRCK.
?‘.Dmﬂ ?E-:-P‘ ho maid, between his
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teeth. ““This is my study, and that inter-
ferin' cad can't give orders here !”
“Wa shall see about that " sard Cour-

tenay grimly. * Wingate, got out of this
study at once, and clear from High-
ciiﬁit ID:} you hear?”

] rl'l-

“He's not goin said Fonsonby,
white with rage, and holding the Grey-
Eriars fag in his chair.

Ponsonby's supercilious coolness was

one now. 'That the captain of the

ourth disliked intensely the rascality in
his study he knew., The fact onl
aroused him. But that Courtenay shou
put his foot down in this way was & facer.

He had never dreamed of this !

But Courtenay meant business. He
came towards the table, and laid his hand
on Jack Wingate's shoulder,

*“Get up, young "un!" he said, not un-
kindly. * My advice to you is to keep
clear of these rotters—they're rotten to

the very core, the lot of them! The
won't do you any good. Anil\'_mﬁé this
isn’t going on any longer at Hig liffe.
Clear off !

The fag made a movement to rise, but
Poneonby held him.

Lot him o, Ponsonby i

“T won't!" hissed Ponsonby.

Courtenay gripped the wrist of the
dandy of the Fourth, and, with a twist,
forced him to loosé the fag.

Fonsonby uttered a cry of pain.

“ Now, get out, young Wingate 1"

Jack, with faltering steps, moved to the
door. He weas trying to feel angry and
resentful ; but Clonrtenay's scorn and in-
dignation brought shame to his face and
to his heart., He had ne word to say for
himself.

* Stop, vou young fool !*' shouted Pon-
sonby, springing to his feet. “Back
up, vou fellows! We're not goin' %o
stand this! Pile on the cad [”

He sprang at Courtenay, his eves blaz-
ing, and Monsbn and Gadsby, almost

wally enraged. backed him upe
IEn-lE'.ﬂmlr. Clourtenay Jdid not receda a step.

He did not fear the slackers of the
Fourth, though they were three to one.
He faced them with his hands ufb and his
aeyes glittering., His ferce loock was
enough for Monson, at least, who fell
back, muttering something. Uescil Pon-
sonby was niade of rather sterncr sruff
than his comrendes, and he attacked hotly,
and found himeclf sent spinning with a
crashing blow on the point of the jaw.
Punsml’f;jr crazhed nto a corper, and
Courtenay advanced on CGadsby, who
dr Jd his hands in haste.

“Hold on! I'm oot in this!" stam-
mercd Gadsby,

“Zet out of our studp, you ruffian!™
shouted Monson., “* Yon can take that
snivesang fag with you if you like!™

Courtenay, with a contempiuous look

at the nuts, turnel to tho door. Hoe
pushed Jack Wingate out, amd closed the
dogr.
“Naow, cut off o Groyfrars, kid," he
said, “If you've any sense, you'll keep
out of that kind of game in future,  Any-
way, vou can't play b here. Clut off with
you !™

And the fug, with crimson checks, de-
seended the stairs before Uourtenay, who
paw him oub of the school gates belfore
retucning to the football-ground, There
the Caterpillar mot him, with a somewhat
ironical smile.

"“Beoen savin' the merry innocent from
the olutchea of tha deceivin® Pon, dear
boy " he drawled. * 3till standin’ up
for morality an’ things—what? What a
grand unecle you'd make, Franky!"

“h, rats!” growled Courtensy.

And the Caterpillar grinned, and went
back to footer.

Meanwhile, there was gnashing of teeth
in Ponaonby's study. Pon sat and nursed
his chin. which falt as if it were no longer

' ('_luurtranai? up to thie,” he said. "I
m

“little scoundrel—he's willin’ enough
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there, Monson and GCadsby loocked
sullen, but they were grioning, too, at
intervals,. They seemed to find some-
thing rather amusing in the downfall of
the great Pon. A

“Ow, ow, ow I" said Ponsonby.

“Why didn't you smash him, dear
hug?” said Monson. _

Oh, shut up! Why didn’t you?”

“Too hefty for me,” said Monson
candidly. “These dashed lower class
chaps it too hard for my taste.’

“T'Il make him pay for it!” growled
Ponsonby. " And as for that scrubby
little beast, Wingate minor——"

“I'm afraid that game's vp!" grinned

| Gadsby.

11 Rut ["

“Wall, ho can't come here any more
without a row with Courtenay,
that's not good encugh! And you coan’t
carry it on at Greyiriars, under his
major’s nose. That brute, Wingate
major, 18 rather too heavy-handed.”

“More ways than one of killin' & cat,”
said Ponsonby. “It means meetin’ him
out of gates, that's all.”

¥ Lot of trouble for nothin' *

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

“Wharton came over here and put
know
that. -gsure of it.  The low cad
wouldn't have thought of it on his own.
He's never interfered in my study bcelore
—not on his own, like this.’

“T dare say you're right. But——"

“They're puttin' their heads together to
keep that little cad out of my wicked
hands.” Ponsonby smiled—an evil smile.
“Well, Courtensy ond Wharton and
Wingate mn.ljm' are tgmn‘ to be disap-

inted. I'll make that fag into such a

far us that goes—that he’ll be a disgrace
to his school, an' very likely get mkqd:
That's what I'd like better than anythin
else. T'll make his major sorry for layin'
his hands on me, the cad! And it will be
one in the eye for all of them, all round !
Hang the lot of them [

And Pon, muttering curses, stamped
out of the study, and elamrhed the door.
From the study window (adsby watched
the dandy of the Fourth hurrying down
to tho gates. It was evident that Cecil
Ponsonby had not yet done with the
Creyfriars fag. Outside the gates of
Higﬂclil’fn he was bevond interference by
Frank Courtonay. Oadsby shrugged his
;hul.llnldt*rn. and settied dewn to a game of

anker.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy in a New Role !
i DEUM 1" panted Wingate minor,

A The fag, réd and breathless

with running, come into Hall
just in time to. answer to hia
name at calling-over. .

Mr. Quoleh, who way taking the roll,
lanced at him: as he answored breath.
easly, Lut made no comment.

Vernon-Bmith, i the ranks of the
Remove, glanced at him, too, curiously.
When the Fellows come out of Hall, the
Bounder dropped his hand on Jack Win-
gate'a B]lﬂuhf;['. ;

The fag looked up sullenly, but his
face cleared as he sow who it was,  Since
Wingate minor had taken up his new role
of gay dog, he had thought a good deal
more of Smithy, the black shecp of the
Remove. He would have been glad to
cultivate Smithy's distinguished acquaint-
ance: but the Bounder had no use for
m:!luaintanm in & fag Form.

“ Hallo, 8mithy !" he mid quite civilly.

“T'd like to give you a faw words of
advice, ypung "un,' spid the Bounder,
if ycm,'ﬁ honour me with your attention
for & minuts or two. tep into the
window here." _

“All serens I™

s B8

One Penny. T

“You've been over to Higheliffel™
asked Smithy, as the fag followed him
into the deep window recess,

“Yea.”

“*Much of 4 gama?"

“Courtenay came in and turned me
out,” said Jack, biting his lip. *“He

knocked Pen down in his own study.
Ghuﬂek%gnd Es
The Bounder chuckled,
“ Poor Pon! Bo you lost your
game "
“MNo. Pon came out after me, and we
fla.yed in the old barn,” said Jack., *I—
‘ve had bad luck.™
£ G‘aﬂi !I:I
“I don’t reckon it's d,” said Win-
gate minor sullenly. “I've lost all my
tin, .and goodness knows where any more

is coming from "
“Now, lock here, kid!"™ said the
Bounder quietly. *I dare say you know

that“l"m played the giddy ox at times

* Everybody knows it!"

“H'm! '!u"i?al! a8 a chap who's been
through it, and found out that there’s
?Mht—- in 5:_&-—1;:%1:&::5* but Daudhﬂ-m
ruit—I'm going ive you a tip to k
clear of it.E' said the DBounnder. "E:E
away from I'nnmpb?', and don't play the
goat. That's a tip."

“I1 thought you were to ask me
to a game in your study,” eaid Jack

L

Wingate, disappointed,
ha, hat"

* Ha, roared the Bounder,

“Look here—"

“No, you lock here, my son. You're a
good little chap, when you're let alone;
too good for this kind of thing,” said the
Bounder kindly. * There's your brother,
too, a ripping good sort. You wvught
to think of lum. Keep olear of playing
the fool, There’'s nothing in it, and it
will land you into trouble sooner or later.
You knew, I'm not goody-goody, and
{-:m can d on my advice, [—

fallo, I didn't see you, Wingate!” broks

off the Bounder, colouring, as the cap-
tain of Greyfriars looked into the window
racess,

Greorge Winglata gave the Bounder a
very friendly glance.

T was looking for my minor,” he said.
“1 couldn't help hearing what you were
saying, Vernon-S3mith, You're not quite
the fe'low I should have expected tn-tL.e.u.:
giving good advice to kids,"

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders,

“I den't generally do it," he said.
** Nothing for you to complain of in what
I was saying to your minor, Wingate, I
think?"

“Not at all. I'm glad I heard you,"
said Wingate. “It's made me think
better of you, #nd prevents me from be-
lieving some queer whispers I've heard
about you, Come with me, Jack!"

He led his minor away, leaving the
;I_Euundar with a soarcastio ile on his
Yina. :

A good deed, it 12 said, is never wastad,
and the kindly impulse which had lad the
Bounder to spenk to Jack Wingate cer-
tainly had not been wasted. Vernon-
Bmith wos very careful and very cautious,
but rumours about him were certain to
spread, and evidently the in of the
school had heard something. But George
Wingate waos -not likely to distrust a
junior whom he rd giving good
and sensible advice to his minor, who was
undenbtedly in need of it.

The Bounder laughed softly. His luck
was amazing, there was no doubt about
that. Wingato's opinion might stand him
in good stead some day, if his sina came
home to him. Still mmhngi. he went u
to his study to smoke a cigarette witﬂ
Hkinner.

Wingato led his minor awsy to his
study 1n the Bixth. The fag was sullen
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and apprchensive. George Wingate
closed the door. Jack shifted uneasily
under his glance, :

“You did not-tell me the truth this
afterncon, Jack,” said the captain of
GI.'E,F frﬁat'a very quietly.

“You went out, instead of i
footer as you told me." playing

“1 changed my mind.®
“::Yﬂu ?:]I"gl not owe I!]rll'ra. Mimble money,

you did not pay her.”
The fag ntnrbecFa

“¥You—you've been—"

“Where have you been, Jack?"

Bilence,

“"Have you still the ten shillings "

No answer. .
&u"I It]:wlr‘bhw i;:k:rcru ‘F.f“‘%r‘@!' mt&

wh g, . Eal Ingate.
“Can't yaurn;-‘g that this is serious, kid?
Do you want me to report you to the
Head '

Jack started again,

* Yaou—you wouldn't—" he muttered.

“I'm bound to treat you like any other
fag, unless you tuke my advice, and give
me & chance to go with you,” said
the captain of Greyfnars. *“I want to
g:af!ﬁ’? with you, Jack., Won't you let

“I—I've done nothing!l”
Jack. |

“Tell me where you’ve been, then.™

# J—I went to the cinema. 1 spent the
money. You can have it back out of my
next allowance. ™

“Never mind the money. That doesn't
matter. - If I could only believe you—>
muttered Wingato.

“It's true.”

“T suppose I'm bound to take your

muttered

word,” said Wingate, after & very long
pause. “ But you lied to me once, Jack,
only ou must understand this—

unless you make a clean breast of it
and let me be assured that you're -
ing clear of hlackguardly games, I can’t
Iﬂgp yous If anything comes to my know-
ledge, I'm bound to report it to the Head,
in your case the same as in that of any
Kl ”“mm"-m;ﬁt.;'ﬁ"h : Jack
n, Ve you any me,
—ag your elder brother?”

“Nol'* muttered the fag.

- well! I ghall hava to look into
thamonlger as a prefect, then. That's my
duty. You can gol” _

Jack Wingate left the study, his face

e. Thera was some doubt in his mind,
a twingo of remorse in his heart.

But on the following morning, when
most of the Greyfriars fellows wera going
out for Bunday walks, Jack Wingale's
walk led him in the direction ufnfhﬁi-
cliffe. The moth was fAuttering round the

candle, with the cortainty of getting his
wings burnt badly soconer or later.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Money Wanted !

ARRY WHARTON had de:ed
into Vernon-Smith’s study after
lessons on Monday for a talk on
the subject of footer, when Win-

v minor tapped at the door and looked

E: Wharton was seeking to induce the

Bounder to take up footer seriously for

thd season, and Smithy seemed half-in-

olined to yield to his arguments. The
captain of the Remove paused as the fag
looked in timidly.

#f—I—— Can 1 s=pealt to you,

Bmithy " asked Jack Wingate,

“¥You can if you like, when Wharton's
¥ gaid the Bounder, with a emile.
“Well, I'm abonut finished,” said Harry.

“TI' gire you another look-in, Smithy—
you dgi.\ ] inclined to come down to
the punt about now?”
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" Not just now.™
Wharton left the

Wingate mi
did not speak till s e

study.
he ]gad gone, and he

closed the dogr carefully after the cap-|

tain of the Remove.

Vernon-Smith eyed him curiously.

“Well, have wyou been pnintinﬁ the
town red againi” he asked. “You're a
fumig iitﬂa a.nsl::nal &It;

“I—1I say, ithy, vou—you seemed
friendly on Saturday, and—and I thought
I'd come to you—"

“You want soma more advice? Go
ahead "

" Not exactly.”

“What do you want, theni"

“I—I saw Pon yesterday. I say,
Smithy, have you ever played pokeri”

“Yes, you young assl”

“It's & stunning game,” =said Jack.
“Pon taught me. You want some capital,
and a lot of nerve. You might win an

awful lot of money, though.”
“ You were playing poker on Sunday "
sald Vernon-3mith. My hat! ¥You're

improvin'. You grubby lLittle rascal!”
“{h, don't be an ass, vou know !" said
the fag. *“Look here, Smuthy, I'll tell
you about it. I had a ripping hand—{our
gqueens and an aeca, only—only I hadn't
snough tin to cover what Pon put up, so
I had to pass cut. Pon wen the pool with
& rotten hand, simply because I hadn't
any capital, If I'd had a few pounds, I
could have cleaned him out—and Pon's

rich, you know. Fancy bagging ten or
twelve pounds, Smithy " ﬁa fag's oyea
glistened

“My hat!" murmured Vernon-Smith.

His look waa half cynical bhalf compas-
sionate. The of the gambler
taken hold of Wingate minor. His youth-
ful facea hardened as he was speaking,
and locked strangely cld.

“I have great luck,” continued Jack.
“Pon says I'm lucky. He says some
fellows are born with luck at cards, and
I'm one of them. I was winming all the
time, till Pon suddenly raised ﬂmI &pﬂt

n't

two poungs in & 11L1r..1|:t|:§:3 and I could
cover it, ‘and had to let him take it—
sea? If I'd had the money—" Hage

used.
e Laok’ lisve, kid” esid the Bounder,
kindly enough. *Ponsonby™s a bad egg.
He's not & fillpw for you to

*“You're pally with him.* _

“T'm not a ally fag,” ,gruwlad Smithy.
I can look after m seif.”

“To you think I can’ti”

“ Oh, erumba! Yon young ses, of coursa
you can't! Can't you eea that Pon ia
simply playing you for a mug?” ex-
claimed the Bounder mmpatiently. **He
lets you win to draw you on, snd then
clears you out at the finish by putting up
a sum he knows you can’t cover. Pon's a
bad egg."

“] don't believe it.” :

“Well, it's no good talking to you,
then, What was it that ancient johnny
said? ¢ Though you bray a fool in a
mortar, yet will not his folly depart from
him.' ¥ The Bounder laugh “Co
shead till you get fed up. I suppose it's
the only way. Your pocket-money will
give out soon, I mne.“ .

“Jt's given o cady,” said Jack
ruefully, * That—that’s what I'va come
to sea you about, Bmithy.”

“ Oho!™ The Bounder whistled. “1Is

know.®

thaet it?” .
“You've got lots of money, Smithy!
Will you—will you lend me five or six
pounda 1™
“(Great pipl”

*I—1I know it eounds like beastly cheek

“T ghould jolly well say o |

“But—but I'in lucky, you know. I'm
practically sure to win—in fact, quite
gure. I it. Now, lock here, Bmithy,

if you lend me a fiver, I'll hand it hack
tﬂ_ﬂlﬂu in & few days at the latest "
¢ Bounder roared with laughter.

Jack Wingate stopped, looking at himi
sullenly. o did not quite expect the
Remove fellow to make him that loan,
thnuﬁh he hoped. Vernon BHmith
Iaugwed till the tears came into his eyes.

“When you've done!™ said the fag.

“ 0k, gm!'rl too funny to live !™ gaid
Vernon-B8mith. * Yeoun young ass, you've
%'ut- about as much chance of winning
FPon's money as the Kaiwer has of captur-
ing the British Fleet! Not that I'd lend
you maoney to gamble with ,in any case"

“¥You gamble yourself!” exclaimed
Jack Wingate angrily.

“That's my business, not yours."

“Wall, it's my business, then, if L
gamble, hang youl"

“Quite so, 80 long as you den’t employ

my money to do i with,” zaid
Bounder coolly, "I draw a line at that.”
Wingate minor's eyes pgleamed

degperately.

“Loock here, Smithy, lend mo the
money! I know you've got lota. Lend
it to me, then "

¥0Oh, get out|”

“ It—it wouldn*t pay yvou for me to tell
mmap&:}pl&m_moitgathin 8 I know
about you, Smithy|” muttered the fag.

Vernon-8mith etarted as if .an adder
had etung bim.

“What?"” he gasped.

“I don’t want to—but—but yca can
lend me five quid, Smithy—"

“My hatl” The Bounder drew =
deep breath. * Yon little scoundrel! To
think of extorting money from me—by
threata! FPon’s got a promising pupil in
you, I must zay! Do you understand
that this is'the way to get to prisoni"

“TI must have some tin!"

“You won't get it here,” eaid the
Bounder grimly. * What you'll get here,
my Eoh, 1S & good licking, which
is what you want!"

Hea caught vp a walking-cane, and

made s stride towards the ﬁﬁ'
“ Hands off 1" muttered Jac Wi.ngaﬁ
his eyes glittering. ' Hands off, o

Vernon-Bmith's grip wae on his collar
the next moment,

The fag was swung round in the

Bounder’'s powerful grasp, and the cane
rose and fell with energy.
Lash, lash, lash|

Wingate minor yelled and struggled.
But he was an infant in the hands of the
Bounder. Vernon-Bmith did not releaso
him - till he had administered a sound
thrashing.

Then he opened the door, and tossed
the fag, panting and guivering, into the
passage. ] :

“Now clear!” he said grimly.

Jock Wingate glared st him for a
moment or two, with clenched fists and
burning eyes. Then he slunk down the

BSAEE.
YT ey, Smithy—"  Billy Bunter
rolled up, greatly emrious. “ What's the
row, eh? What were you licking young
W‘i‘ E hﬂ:: d tho Bound

ind out!” snap 0 &r.

“Oh, really, Em:tﬁ;—’-‘

“Qh, buzz off I

“You might tdl & fellow,” urged
Bunter inguisitively.  **What did he
want, eh? What did you pitch into him
for, Bmithy? Give it a nams!”

Instead of g’ving it & name, the
Bounder tg:“ unter a shove, and the
Owl of Remove sat down, with a
roar, Vernon-§mith went back into his

study. He laughed as he lighted a
cigarette, The descent to Avernus 18
always easy, and

akin J?ﬂnk Winga.ia :]:::
idently making rapi o
i:tlmcﬁvj:z- dmsthmﬁm——tfa ogs!
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to gomble with wae very thick; but the
Bounder's drastic m had nipped
that in the bud.  But Vernon-Bmith
wondered curiously what the young
rascal would do next. T

He shrugged his shoulders, dismissed
the matier from his mind, and went
down to Little Side to join in footer
practice. Wingate minor had gone to
the Sixth Form passage. Some vague
idea of borrowing the money from his
brother was in his mind; but outside
Wingate’s study he paused. What was
the use? George would guess what he
wanted the money for, and wguld be
mora likely to give him a licking.

From Wingate's study there sounded
a murmur of voices. Jack recognised his
brother's voice, and the Irish accent of
Gwynne of the Sixth. The thought of
Gwynne brought back into his mind what
llaw-{md seon on Saturday in Gwynne's
gtudy. The little pile of red and black
currency notes scemed to dance before
hizs eyes. He shivered.

The fag’s face was pale now. Hie eyes
glittered feverishly. :

He glanced round eautiously. Already
thera was & sense of guilt upon him.
There +was no one in the passage.
Gwynne was at tea with the captain of
Greyfriars. He was not lhikely to return
to his study wet.

Almost before he knew what he was
doing Jack Wingate had elipped into
Gwynne’s study and closed the door
after him.

It was five minutes later that he came
out and hurried away, with a face like
chalk

— ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Four of a Kind !

13 OU fellows comin’ 7"

i Cecil Ponsonby  asked the
question, as he gave his tasteful
necktie & final touch before the

looking-glass.

Monson vawned, and Gadsby grunted.

“What's the Fﬂﬁd?" said Gadsby.
“I'm not walkin' out to meet dashed
fage. Bother enough when the little
beast could come here, Why not chuck
i

“I'm not comin',” sald Monson,
shaking his head. *“Too much fag! 1
should thinktﬁcru were fed up with that
gilly kid by this time, Pon. There's no
money in 1t, either. Dash his silly hali-
crowne !

“7 shouldn't wonder if he's rﬂaed the
wind,” smiled Ponsonby, “He was
nwfuiljr bucked westerda ‘at &0 mnearly
cleaning me out. I dealt four queens
to encourage him I

“Ha, ha, ha!" L

“How could he raise the wind "' satd
Gadshy. ‘ His brother won't stand him
anvthing, now he's suspicious. How can
a ird Form kid raise anythin’ worth
whila 7™ )

“Ways and means smiled Pon-
ronby. ‘*From the way he looked yester-
day, I fancy that dear boy is Empared
to take any measures to raise tha wind,
and try his luck at poker agasin. I've

t an idea that he will contrive to

rrow the money—somehow 1"

Gadsby looked startled.

“Pon 1" ho muttered.

“Well 17

“1=—1 say, it's too thick | Besides, il—
it the vicicua littls beast should do any-
thin’ of that sort, it might come back
on us!”

“What rot! If he talks about us, we
deny 1t all point-blank," said Ponsonby
coolly. *They can believe what the
like at Greyfriars. I fancy they'd fin
it hard to convince Mobhy that we
weren’'t model youths, If necessary, I'd

ask Mobby down to my place for a week- !
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end to meet a marquis. That would
make Mohby quite certain it was a rotten
slander agamst us.”

“Well, I know you're too deep to be
caught, Pon; but—but—"

“But what, you asal”

“I don't quite like it! After all, the

kid’s done you no harm.”

“ His brother has,” said Pon, showing
his teeth in & smile. “I'm getting at his
brother through him, as I told you. I'm
not going to lei him drop—yet! You
fellows can come or not, as you choose.”

“Well, I'm not comin’,” said Gadsby
shortly.

“ Bame here! It's not good enough!”
gaid Monson.

“ Please yourselves!™
And Ponsonby strode from the studsy.

-He passed Courtenay and the Caterpillar

in the hall as he went out, and smiled.
Courtenay had put a stop to Jack Win-
ate's vizits to Higheliffe. It had done
ﬁfﬂﬂ good.  Ponsonby was not to be
defeated sc easily as that.
The Caterpillar glanced euriously after
Ponsonby.

One Penny.

“N-no.”

“VYou look a bit off colour.™

“T'm mll right. Have rou gol ile
cards " .

Ponsonby suppressed n laugh,

“Yos, Iyt.hin.EpI"vﬂ got therﬁ, kid.”

“I--I've rgised the wind,” said Jack
Wingate. *“I—I've borrowed some fim,
Pon. I—I'm well heeled, you know."

“Good " yawned Ponsonby, esitting
down on the beam. *I suppose I must
ﬂm you your revenge, voung ‘un

ough I'm preity certain that Tuu'ij
elean me out this time.™

“71 shouldn’t wonder,” said Jack, mors
brightly.

Pansonby produced the cards, and
shuffled them.

In & minute mors the game of pokes
was in progress. hen Ponsonby was
E]a.]rl_lzig with a fellow like Vernon-Smith

s did not venture to assist fortune by
the various devices he was acquainted
with, Bmithy was too sharp for that.
Marked cards were no use zgainst
Bounder. He was too well ualnted
with dodges of that kind, ut tha

I Pon at homs ! (See Chapter 8.)

“Pon looks very cheery, Franky,” he
remarked. “Bomethin® up against
somebody, I fancy. I wonder who's the
happy victim 1"

Ponsonby was indeed lm:r]{:l'.u%'. and
feeling, cheery. He had nearly finished
with Jack Wingate. From gambling to
stealing 7 not such a very long step;
and Pon had little doubt of the way his
wretched dupe was going. Pon reflected
that Wingate major would have reason to
ba sorry for having lasid hands upon his
clegant person at Greyfriars, if indeed
his dupe did take that fatal plunge.

He- smiled ss he sauntered into the
barn, & mila or so from the school.
Jack Wingate was there.

The fag was seated on an old beam,
and he ross as the Highcliffe junior
came in. His face wae pale, and his eyes
had a troubled lock. _

“Oh, here you are!" said Ponsonby
airiIF. “Sorry if I've kept you waitin®,
Lid.™

“Tt's all right,” muttered Jack.

“ Any trouble at Greyiriars?” asked
Ponsonby, eyeing him curicusly,

foclish fag was like wax in Ponsonby's
cunming hands. 'The Highcliffe sport
cheated him almost openly.

That poker pame was not a long one,
The deal fell to Jack, and Ponsonby
passed, after looking at his cards, leavs
g Jack to bag the ants. It was onl
a shilling. Then Ponsonby dealt, an
Ponsonby had his own way of dealing
when he was opposed to an inexe
perienced young duffer like poor Jack.

Jack's eyes glistencd as he found him-
self in Eposammn of four accs and a
king. Fout of a kind, see high, was an
almost invincible hand. Only a straighs
fluch could beat it. =

Pongsonby regarded his hand with a
doubtful expression after the draw.
His dubiouns lock was guite enough to
convines Jack that he did not possess
the straight flush mnecessary fo Leak
four aces,

“You—you're not going to pass,
Pon 1" mumbled Jack, dismayed at tha
idea that hia splendid hand might
wasted on bagging a esuple nft:iln lings,
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“0Oh, I'lll sce wou through™ said
Ponsonby. “I'm a sport. Play up!”

Money rattled inte the tin can they
were using as a pool.

Mo limit was fixed to the game.
Ponsonby, with s well-assumed air of
bravado, tossed in a ten-shilling note.

Jaek ‘!'l.'ingnte covered it at once,

“Halle! You're game!” said Pon-
sonby, with a smile, L

He paused, as if considering, before
he put in another stake., Wingate
minor watched him feverishly. on
dropped in o pound note at last.

T‘gn fag grinned,

His belief wasz that Ponsonby was
bluffing, and tr:‘rin[ﬁ_t{: foreo him out by
raising tho stakes high.

But Jack was well heeled, as he had
said, on thisz “veeasion. A feeling of
groat aatisfaction took possession of him,
He was going to win u handsome stake,
and keep the money he wantad to return
to Gwynne's desk. 'The wretched boy
hardiy realised that he had stolen the
cash, He had borrowed it to uso as
capital in the poker game, that wus all.
If it was not returned——  Il¢ hardly

darcd think of that! It must be re-
turned ! Heo must win—he must !

He placed a_ pound note and a ton-
shilling note in the pool.

Ponsonby whistled softly,

Ho just covered the bet, and left it to
Jack to raize apain if ho chose., The
fag's cyes glistened. Another thirty
shillings went in.  Jack was t*:,rnn:'r:ru;;
with glee now, fluttering himsel that he
was leading Ponzonby on to pluff. In a
fow minutes now he would take the pot
with his four aces, :

Ponsenby put up his money again and
again, and cach time Jack covered it;
and then, as his last money went into the
pot, he called.

Excepting for a few shillings, all the.

fag's moncy was in the tin can, and he
could not have stood anothpr round.

“Ehow up, Pon ! he said.

He laid down his cards, face up, and
showed the four aces and the king. The
Highcliife junior smiled.

“That's o strong hand.,"” he remarked.

* Beats youns, think " grinned the

fng. .

*Not quite.”

“Wha-a-at i

Ponzonby, with cool deliberation,
spread out his cards. He showed a five,
six, seven, cight, and nine, all of hearta,
It was a straipht fush!

With & yawn, Ponsonby stretched out
Kis hand tg the tin can, and scooped in
thio monoy.

Jack Winzuta watched him with start-
inF oyos, 1

‘You—you—you've won!" he articu-
lated. )

“Yoz; a straight Aush beats four of a
kind,” assented %’nnmnhy, as he shipped
the stakecs into his pocket-book and
cloaed 1it.

#1-—1 thought you had a rotten hand !

“Did you ™

“You—you locked like it! I thought
you were bluffing.” ) ]

“7 wonder what pnt that idea into

opur head 7" yawned Ponsonby., ““Well,
it'a your deal, Jack.”

Jack did not move,

“Tired alrcady ?"
smiling.

“I—I'm stony "

The Higheliffe junior rose.

“ Another time—what?  All serena ™

asked Ponsonby,

*“1—I—-I'll }}ln}' you for IO Ts, Pon.”
“Borry! I'm not colleeting impot
paper,” said Ponsonby. “Cash pame,

my boy., All serene!  Yon nearly had
Ly 1:‘,:'1':11t time, vou Lknow, MNoxt time
“ You—you're nobt going?” stammered
Jack, rising to his feet. his face white
snd his knees knocking together.
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# Anythin' to stay for ™
- —]—-" ack’s voice trembled,
“I say, Pon—-= I—- Look Hhere!

Could you—could vyou lend me that
mnoney—for a week or two——"
“Jokin', I suppoae?’ amiled Pon.
“Neno! I-—- The fact is——""
Ponsonby looked at his watsh,

“By gad! 1 shall miss Vavasour in
Courtfeld I'' ho exclaimed. "I forgot
I'd got an appointment! Ta-ta! ge

'ou another time, Jack.
ine, yoa know.”

Ho walked out of the barn, whistling.

Ponsonby did not think there would be
another meoting with his dups. He
knew that the Third Form fag could not
have obtained =0 much money by honest
means. He had finished with Jack
Wingato. He smiled cheerily as he
sauntered home to Higheliffe.

Jack Wingate stood in the barn silent,
white, almost stunned. ‘MNow that the
purloined money was irrotrievahbly %t:ma
he realised, for the first time with clear-
ness, whot he had dome. What
going to hap when Gwynne missed
the money ? ﬁinmight not miss it for a
day or two; but when he did—

A groan left the lips of the wretched
fag. Hia steps were faltering and un-
steady when he left the barn at last.

He had had his little Autter, He had

layed the “sportsman.” He had
Huut&d his brother's kindness and the

ol
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He had had his own

Drop me a

Waa

Bounder's advice,
way !

And there was the bitterness almast of
death 1n his heart as he moved, with
dragging steps, homo to Greyfriars.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Deing !

ALLGO, .hallo, halle!"

Bob Cherry's hand dropped.
on Jack Wingate's shoulder
pe he came slowly across the

quadrangle.

Jack jorked himself away.

“Let mo alene ! he snarled.

“Hoity-toity 1" exelaimed Bob, . in
astonizhment. *What's the matter with
you, kid "

“Find out!”

The fag tramped on, leaving Bob
Cherry staring after him blankly.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.

He was half inclined to follow the fag
and pull his eara; but he refrained. He
had gtmn struck by Wingate minor’s pale
and troubled lock, hence his precting,
But the fag did not scem to be in want of

L L)

sympathy.

“Nice manners they have in the
Third !" Frunted Bob, as he joined his
chums. “Did you ses that?”

“Tha badfulness of the mannors waa
terrifio, my Wﬁ-[‘t-h‘? Bob!" remarked
Hurrca Singh, “Thero iz somelhing
upful with the csteemed and unpleasant
little bonst, perhapsfully.”

“I jolly noarly gave

iim & good clout-

‘rich.
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ing "' growled Bob. “What on oarth's
tho matter with him "

Johnny Bull grunted,

.f:i Beon over to Higheliffe, I fancy,” he
said. _

“Courtenasy put a stop to thak' ssad
Wharton, “He might bo mecting Pon-
sonby outside, of course. I'm afeaid
‘there's something wrong ™

¥

“Let's give him & hiding., Fe needs
DI,

“ Fathead !"

Wingate minor went on to the Housoe,
without a glance at the Famous Five,
Morg than one fellow glanced curiously
at his pale face, In the hall he found
spme of his friends of the Third—FPaget
and Tubb and Bolsover minor.

“Halle! Here he i3!"” said Tubb.
“"Why haven't you been down to footor
practico, young Wingato "

“Hang footer ! :

“RBy ﬁ'ad, we acom to boe in a merry
temper I’ remarked Paget. “‘You're
ﬁ'mr;:g !t:l}a right way to get & thick car,

acky !

, ring off '

Jack Wingate tramped on, and the
faps %ﬂ'ﬂ him wrathful locks as he went,
But Ponsonby's wretohed dupe did not
give thomn a thonght. There was &
weight on his mind, & terror in his heart,
that drove out all lesser mattera, The
thought of the stolen money haunted
him. Somehow, he had not realised at
the time that he was stealing it. He
had not meant to steal it. He had
meant to win in the poker game, and
then return the five pounds ten shiﬁ.linga
to"Gwynne's desk, whenco ho had taken
it. He had been excited, feverish. He
had not given himself time to reflect.
What had he doné? What was going to
happen to him ?

He thought of his brother now. But
that came too late. He could pictara
George's horror and disgust if he con-
£ Besides, Wingate major was not
He could not have replaced the
money if he had wanted to. A sum like
that did not grow on every hush. And,
if Wingate major could have found the
maoney, and -had chosen to, what waas he
to say to Gwynne? Would Gwynne agree
to keep the theft secret when he waa
told? Jack know that he would nob.
Why should he?

The game was up!

He had had his futter; and now he
could confess and take his punishment,
or ho could wait till he was found out.
Hiz people would have to make the
money good, and he would have fo leave
Gray rjars—iuckir to escapo so cheaply!
A less lucky fellow w::rulg be sent to a
reformatory or a prizson for what ho had
done. He realised that now. He was a
thief, branded in his own eyes and in
those of everyone else.

At that moment he hated Ponsonby.

Ponsonby had led him into this! After
all, why had the Highcliffe fellow singled
him out—a mere fag, miles below the
notice of the dandy of Highcliffo? Was
his motive friendship? Tf he waa friendly,
why couldn’t he play on for I O U, and
give the fay another chance?

He had walked off with the monay—
the stolen money., Ponsonby had been
the ruin of him—Ponsonby had brooght
him to this, and now was coolly throwing
him over. The wretched fag hated him
for it—he hated himsclf—he hated every-
body !

Ho went to the Thivd Form-room, but
there were fags there, and he moved
away again. He went to the dormitory
to be alone, and remained there till he
had to come down to ovenung prepara-
tion.

Prep woas a long-drawn-out horror to
him that evening. When the Third went
to bed, Jack Wingate turned in without

i



Every Monday.

:-] word t?_-,h Iﬁahf'frnj.-tﬂlﬂws. He did not
mu 4 1 '

e‘;‘ﬁa next mﬁrﬂin?hﬂ came down with

& pale face and nchmi head. He caught

msight of Gwynne in the quadrangle, and

dﬂﬂﬁﬂd out of his u'i:ight.

All through that day he wase on tenter-
hooks,

As soon as Gwynne missed the money
he would maka the loss known, of course.
E’ﬂ}:;e would be investigation to find the
Would they think of him?

Wingate major was sure to think of
him at once. He had lied to obtsin a
small loan on Baturday, and his major
knew very well what he had wanted it
for. The discovery of a theft of ready
money would not leave Wingate major
in much doubt. He might even have
been zeen leaving Gwynne's study that
Monday afternoon—he could not tell.

If he could have brought the money
hoime and replaced it all would have
been well, But—

After lessons that day Wingate minor
wheeled out his bicyele, and rade over to
Higheliffe. Ponsonby could help him—
Ponsonby must help him! He could, and
he should!

But as the Iag entered Highcliffe
E-u]tn}?::-l Frank Courtenay stepped in his

ath.
P Courtenay had geen him come in.

Y“Cut off 1" he sard briefly.

“I—I want to sce Ponsonby!" said
Jack huskily. '

“Well, you ecan’t! TI've told you
that |

“I—I must! You don't understand!
I—=I'm not going to play!” Jack gave
a harsh, almost hvsterical laugh. It's
not that! I—I must sea Ponsonby, or—
or I'm ruined!™

Courtenay gave him a quict, searching
Iock. Then he stepped asmide. Whataver
Jack wanted, it was pretty clear this
time that he had not come to be a sport!

"I-‘id’ingate miner ran up to Ponsonby's
study.

L"'e{'il Ponsonby was sitting on  the
corner of the table, chatting with Gadsby
and Vavasour and Monson. .He raised
hie eyebrows as Jack Wingate came in.

“By gad! That kid egein!" grunted
Gadsby.

“Can I speak fo you, Pon?” faltered
Jack.

“Certainly! Go ahead!”

“ Alone, if you don't mind."

“Rot! Gebt on, or get out!™

Ponsonby's manner was not so {riend
as of old. Jack's expression was enoug
to tell him what the fag had come for,
and Pon was * not taking any.”

U [—I—" Jack's face was scarlet.
Wil you—will you lend me some
money, Poni”

“ By qﬂ.d!” murmured Vavasour.

HNo,” said Ponsonby cooily.

H1—I want it badly—"

" Really#"

“I—I borrowed the money I lost
yesterday,” muttered Jack. *1 shall got
mto a frightful fix if—f I don't settle up!
Lend it to me for—for a few days—"

He broke off miserably as ‘i’ronmnh:.r
Emiled.

“"You lost some money vesterday?”
agsked Ponsonby.

“¥ou know I did—over five pounds.”

"How should I know?” asked Pon-
sonby, raisin% his eyebrows. “If you've
lost money, the best thing is to apply at
the police-station, or put an advertise-
ment in the local paper offering a
reward.”

Jack stared at him, whila the nuts
buret into a chuckle. Ton's humour was
arremistible.

“You know very well what T mean
panted the fag. *I lost money to you—
that game of poker in the barn, Pon—"7

“Are you dreamin'?” said Ponsonby
pleasantly. “What barni”

111
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“ You—you remember—"

“1 think you’'re dreamin’. I never
went near any barm yesterday that I
know of. As for in' cards, it's a thing
I'd never do. I hope I've been too care-
fu]:l_hhmught up for that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared the nuts.

Jack Wingate set his teeth.

“Will you sf,og fooling ¥ he burst out.
“ Look Imre, on, 1 must have the
money! I'll settle with you later—but 1
must have it!”

“This isn't a charitable institution,”
remarked Ponsonby, ‘‘Neither have I
taken up money-lending business |
Shut the door after you!"

“If it comes out, it won't do you any
good !’ muttered Jack.

“1f what comes out?"

* About us gambling——"

“Have you been gamblin’, you shady
oung blackguard? One of your merry
abits at Greyfriars—what?" Ponsonby
p::r'igntnd ta the door. * Get out!™

i 4

“T'm not a particular chap, but I draw
the line at gamblers,” explained Pon-
uoﬂb{, " You're shockin’ my friends an’
me by even talkin' about such things,
Get out!"™

“*You lying E:HH]I‘ 1" yelled Jack., “Do
you mean to day you deny winning my
money in the barn vesterday——"

“Monson, would you mind kickin' that
noisy fag into the o#"

“You cadl” shouted Jack, “You
rotter——" s

Ponsonby elid from the table, took
Wingate minor by the ear, and led him
out of the st.udi.

“Clear off 1" he eaid pleasantly. *“Spin
your yarn if you like, my tulip, and
prove it if you can! But don’t worry me
with vour shoutin'!”

He zent the fag splnning along the pas-
sage, and went back into his study and
closed the door,

Jack Wingate staggered to his feet.
From Ponsonby's study came shouts of
laughter. With a heart as heavy as lead
the fag went back to his bicycle.

There was nothing more to be done at
Higheliffe. He knew Cecil Ponsonby now
in his true colours!

But the knowledge had come too late!

——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Takes a Hand !

ARRY WHARTON stonned in
the hall when the Greyiriars
fellows came out of the ammg-
room after dinner the next day.

“Come on!”  yelled Bob Cherry.
“You're coming out!” ,

: “Ill join you—don't wait, ™

*All serenc!”

The Co. went out into the lﬂmdmngla,
‘and Wharton waited till Jack Wingate
came out of the dining.room with the
Third.

Jack moved away from the rest of the
fags, with a moody face. Wharton joined

irm.

“T want to speak to you, kid,” he zaid,
in a low voice.

Jack gave him a haggard look. A
savage reply trembled on his lips; but he
checked it. There wos kindness in Whar-
ton's face, and the wretched fag was in
noed of kindness then,

“What is 1t7" ho muttered.

“Come np to tha study!”

“AN right!™

Wharton did not speak again till they
werg 1n Study No. 1 in the Hemove
passage. Jack stood by the table, wait.
ing. Hie face was ];-Ia.lc. and thers werae
dark circles under hiz eyes. For two
nights he had slept little.

“You're in trouble, kid," said Whar-
ton, *“You know I know the way you've
been gomg on. You've come s mucker.

“longed to

Anybody can see that. Everybody's

One Penny. b}

beginning to notice how queer you look.
You're giying it away.”

“1 su al ¥ muttered Jack., *
m‘i help itl ﬁ'nu don't understan

“Tell me what's the matter, and if I
can help you I will,” raid Harry quisily.
“0ld Wingate's been very decent to us,
and we owe him something. What's the
matter "

Jack winced a little,

It was for his brother's sake that the
captain of the Remove took an interest
in him, not for his own. Wharten, a
Remove fellow, cared that much abous
“old Wingate.” How much had he,
George’s brother, caredt

Therc was remorse and repentance, as
well as misery in the fag's breast. He
krnew woll enough now how much better
1t would have been with him if he had
listenéd to his elder brother, If he had
had the chance over again—

“Well 7" said Harry, *Come, get I
off your chest, Jack! You've been play-
ing tho giddy goat; but I know who's
chiefly answerabla for that. Have you
landed yourself into eomething »

“¥es," mutterad Jack,

“Can I help you t"

E’hn fag brightened for a moment,

Can you lend me five pounds
fifteen ¥ '

“Hardly. Are you in debt, does thad

| mean M

“Nono! Not exactly.” Jack turned
the door: “Let me {rl You can’t Iialtﬂ:'r
me, You wouldn't if you knew, either.E

Wharton's face became very prave.

Don't go, Jack | Tell me what you're
Eﬂﬂﬂ d;un:g, n.m% ’ﬂ]I 1= whlat. cail be
one, way, I shall say nothing.
Lknow thlng o d g~ S

Jack heaitated,

But the burden of his wretched secred
was almost too great for him to bear. He
tell someons—someone who
would at least temper condemnation with
pity.

i":F".t*azm"ll leeep it dark 1" he panted.
If?ib';m_uﬂﬁl
o rrowod some money to play wit
that hound P&nmnhj'.-?' ifaﬂuk
smiled _3'[:th’ . Jack's nobby friend a
Higheliffe had become “a hound,”™ *
—1 lyutl And—and I can’t—ecan't—

“You can't up the mon
boicor L pay up &y you

dil H_nu-il

“ Won’t the chap wait & hit "

Jack did not answer, but the lock om
his faco was enflicient to enlighten the
gap&nm of the Remove. His ﬁmu hard.

e,

“You said you borrowed the mon
Jackt Do you mean—-"" i

“I—I only meant to borrow it,” whis.

Jack. I was going to put i
ack. But—but Gwyone doecen’t know |2

“Gwynne "

& 1!'“_. LH

“Hood heavens [

“I—1 never meant to be a thief,”
groaned- tho fag. "I swear I nover! I
—JI saw Gwynne doing his accounts the
other day, and he had the money on the
table. That put it into my head, And—
and on Monday——"

“Ewynno heen't missed it

“"Ho can't have, or thers'
a fusa.™

Wharton paced the study in silence.
Ho had zeen easily enough that the fag
was in sertous troubls, and, for old Win-

ate's sake, he would gladly have helped
Eim, But he had not expected this.

“1 know I've been a fooll” ed
Jack, in utter wretchedness. “I—I was
a eilly fool! I don't kmow what came
over me, It scemed so different, the
way Pon put it all—he has & way of put-
ting things. I thought he was fri
The Totter! at am I going to

Tae Maicnar Ltnmt‘——ﬂfm SNl

et T
hare been
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Wharton? T never meant to keep the
money, I swear that. But—but 1 had

it
“Ponsonby won
rmt T‘"
i Ymr
“If he knew, he might be willing—"
“I've tricd that. went over there

the money from

LE ]

paterday, and—and he denied ever
Eﬂin ﬁ]ajed with me, and turned me
ouk oft o gtudy.”

Wharton compressed his lips. He had
half expected to hear that. He knew
Cecil Poneonby.

he said, after a long pause, “ But—but
old Wingate! Good heavens! It would
jolly nearly break his heart, 1 think .if

is came qut. Something will have to
be donc !

Wharton paused. Théra was compas-
gion minEJEd with the ecorn he felt for
the wretched fag; but it waas of the cap-
tain of Greyiriars he waa thinking chiefly,
Jack, after all, was only the instrument
of Ponsonby's revengeful malevolence.
Wharton thought of Wingate, and what
he would feel if hiz young brother were
ehown up before all the school as & thief
and he shuddercd at the thought. old
Wingate, of whom the whole school was
BO pmud'. one of the best follows breath-
ing, to be covered with disgrace and
ghame by the cunning contrivance of that
Highclife blackguard!

Eut what was to be done? As Whar-
ton endgelled his braina, he heard a sound
in the age, It was the Bounder,
whistling a snatch from an opera as he
passed tho door. i

Harry pulled the door open guickly.

“dmithy ! Hold on a minute "

“ At your service,” said the Bounder,
turning back, with a smile. “I'm off to
Highcﬁﬁﬁ, though—don't say footer "

““I4'a not footer. Come in!” :

Vernon-3mith came in, with a curious
glance at Wingate minor, .

“Juck, you don't mind if Smithy
knows—he will keep mum?” said Whar-
ton, “‘You can trust Smithy."

S Thanks, awfully "' said the Bounder,
laughing. "I may point out that 1 am
not gaﬂ-&ra”j' considered a very truat-
worthy person!” .

“1 know better,"” said Harry quietly.
“I've no right to bother you, of course.”

“Oh, rata!” said Smithy cheerfully.
“I'm your man. Is young hopeful landed
at last? I nmic-l:-:d his face to-day. What
has he done—forged a cheque or robbed
s desk "

Jack gavo A Cry.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared
“Has it come already?
you needn’'t be surprised, could see
the way you were going. After trying
to extort money from me by threaten-
ing, it wasn't a very lr.mei‘ step to bor-
rowing somebody clse’s cash without. per-
mission, And 1 knew vou'd come to it.
Pon knew it, too! That's why he was
taking the trouble te twist you round his
finger, you little fool !

“"You can laugh," muttered Jack.
“T I've & joliy good mind to po and
drop inte the river, and chance it. 1
foel like it!"

“Don t ba a fool ! raopped out Whar-
ton sharply. :

“Excuse my smiling,”
Smith. * Of course, I know it's serions—
*thoe seriousness i3 terrific,’ as Inky
would say. I'll do anything I can—I've

ot rather a regard for old Wingate.

&'s such an innocent old duck, and has
the wool pulled over his eyes so casily
that a fellow can't help liking him. Give
me the varn, I'm the man to help
?uu!ll

Jack faltered out the miserable story
again, and thoe Bounder became grave
BITDY aa he listanad.
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the Bounder.

anzd Vernon-

My dear kid, jon

“What do you think, Smithy?"” asked
Wharton, when the fag had finished,
“I've got some money in the bank; but
Gwynne mdy miss his money at any
moment—there may not be time "

“You want to hush it up?' asked
Vernon-Smiuth,

Wharton blushed.

“Jack's tcld me in confidence, so 1
can't give it away, anyway,” he eaid.

T For old “’iNﬁnte'a sake, I'd like to see

clear. It's Ponsonby who's

| the listle fool
blame than he is.

more to Pon knew he

| couldn't have got all that money honour-
“You've been an nwful little raseal !,

ably.*

“MNaturally. Pon's done with him
now, Well, 1t's simple enongh. Pon can
be mndo to hand the monoy back: it
can be shoved intoc Gwynne's desk, and
everything in the garden will be lovely."

i course, Ponsonby ought to be
made-to give it back,"” said Harry. “I've
no doubt he cheated, that ally kid—win-
ning money by cards from a t'aF 15 cheat-
ing, anyway. But surel !

“That's all serens! I'll get it from
Pon I

“"But can you?!" exclaimed Wharton,
in astonishmont.

“You bet! How much was it—five-
fifteen? My dear chap, I'm pgoing over
to play poker with Pon now[" said the
Bounder coolly.

“You ase!” oxclaimed Wharton
patiently, *“You're talking like that
oung 1diot himself now ! ow do you

now yvou'll win the money from Pon-

sonby '
Pon cheated Jack,

im-

“Quite simple,
because ho's sharper than the young fool.
I'm poing to cheat Pon, because I'm
sharper than he 8. After I've cheatad
five pounds fifteen out of him I shall play
fair—] always do on my own account.
Easy as fallin' off a form!"

The Bounder nodded, and walked out
of the itllf.t;’ leaving Wharten dumb-
founded. harton had hoped that the
cool, clear-headed Bounder would be
able to give some advice, but such a plan
as this he had never dreamed of Hae
made a atride towards the door, but Jack
Wingate caught hia arm.

”fet him: go, Wharton!
Panacnbhy cheated me—well,
fair for Smithy to get
the same way [

“Dan JJou lend me the money "

13 HDI

“Then let Smithy alone!™
i "Hallo, hallo, hallo!" Bob Cherry
looked in. *“ Are you coming down to
the footer, Wharton, you slacker? Come

L

You aa
then, it's
the money back

And Bob marched ns chum down to
Little Bide.. Vernon-Smith, with a smile
on his face, was pedalling easily over to
Higheliffe  School. ack Wingate
mooched miserably abount the guad-

rangle, waiting with feverizh anxiety for |

the Bounder to return,

again!™

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A lesson for Life !
‘G
There was a chorus of wel-
' come as the Bounder of Grey-

Q0D old Smithy! Here we are
friars appeared in the doorway of Pon-

sonby's study at Highcliffe.
Ponsonby and Gadsby, Monson and
Vavasour were there. ey were gla

to ‘sec the black sheep of Greyfriars.
Smithy had had bad luck on his last visit.
He had left six or seven pounds among
the nuts. Pon & Co, had high hopes ot
reaping a second harvest.

aernon-8mith dropped into the chair
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The Bounder picked up the ?ek, and
shuffled the cards carelessly. onsonby
sat & silver how! on the table for the

pool.

. The deal fell o Vavasour, and a round
was plaved. Bmithy was on Vavasour's
loft, &0 the next deal fell to him. Then
the Bounder was ready for busineas!

Vornon-8mith was a curious mixture.
He was a master of the cards, and thers
wera few dodges of the professiona! card-
sharper that he was not acquainted with.
He could, if he had sa chosen, have
cleaned out the nuts every time he played.
But he did nct choose. When he was
wilth the swindling set of sharpers at the
Cross Keys he played them at their own
swindling game without the shadow of a
scruple. At other times he never
dreamed of using his peculiar gifts. He
had grest knowledge and great skill and
mron nerve; but he never pla.fed foul. Ha
would rather have-lost his last shilling.
But for once, for Jack Wingata's sake,
he intended to exercise his peculiar gifts—
to the exact extont of five pounds ffteen
shutlings. en that exack sum was
ba and set aside, Fortunas would de-
cide for the rest.

It was a curious scheme, shady as moat
of the Bounder's schemes were; yot the
motive was good. *It could not guite be
called cheating, to take back the plunder
from a cheat and return it to his victim,
The exact degree of honour in such &
mothod the Bounder did not consider,

Ponsonby's eyes glistened as he looked
at the hand he had received in the deal.
That Smithy was manipulating the carde
did not even dawn upon the nuts. They
sometimes assisted Fortune themselves,
when they deemed it safa; but they wera
hopelessly clumsy in -companson. FPon
hug received four of a kind—kings. Ik
was & strong hand. Vavasour and Mon-
son and Gadsbx also looked satisfied, in
spite of their endeavour to appear indif-
ferant. Strangely ﬂﬂ.ﬂugl't. each of them
had a good, strong hand. They were all
prepared to go it

Ponsonby raised the stake to five shil-
lings, and his companions followed suit.
By the time the game came round to Ver-
non-Smith it required seven-and-mix t6
coma in. The Bounder dropped in three
half-crowns. It went round again, and
the Bounder made it fen shillings.
Another round, and the stake ross to a
pound, and Monson, with a last glance
at his cards, dropped out. A full hand
was not strong enough for this, Vava-
sour followed his example, losing faith in
his three jacks. The game was leoft to
Ponsonby, Gadsby, and the Bounder.
Another rownd, and another, and Gadsby
passed. Then the Bounder paid up and

“0Oh, keep it up!” said Ponsonby. * Be
a sport, you know!"

“T call you!" said the Bounder, un-
moved.

Heo laid his cards on the table.
Ponsonby muttered a curse, Four kin
ware no se u.ﬁa:"mt a straight Aush. I%
was Jack ‘Wingate's experience over

ain, but this time the dandy of High.
clifie was the victim, The Bounder, with
a smile, raked in the ]imal. o
“Smithy’s got the luck this time!" re-
marked Vavasour. ]

Vernon-3mith extracted the coin and
currency-notes from the silver bowl

d | There was more than five pounds fiftee

shillings. He took that amount, and le
the rest in the bowl. ;
“Hallo! Take up your plunder!’ said
Gadsby, with a stare.
Vernon-Smith smiled, and shook his
hoad.

Pon uﬂ&dﬂlt. for him, :mdfru.dd l:}ﬂkﬂ-g W:Eﬂu?;i& thera, and call it a jack+
tha R neon produced smokes an " h
| cards. g . L “'What rot(™-
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“Oh, let a chap have his way 1™

f"ﬂ.lf serene, if you're ass enough!”
said Ponsonby, laughing,

The poker game went on, and the pot
fell to Godsby. He pocketed it with
great satisfaction. The Bounder had done
with his dodges. He had Jack Wingate's
five pounds fifteen in his pocket, and his
Pl*i{ after that was strictly above-board,

alf an hour later he rose to go.

" Not going yet!" exclaimed Gadsby.

¥ Borry—I've an appointment,”
Baid the Bounder, “I'H drop in later, if
you like, for another pame—eay an hour's
time "

# Oh, do!"” .

And the Bounder ook his leave.

He wheeled out his machine, and rode
away to Greyiriars. Jack Wingate was
in the school gateway when he jumped
down,

He gave the Bounder s look of hag-
gard inquiry.

“Bmithy !" he breathed.
“You vyoung ass!”
Bounder, “I've left a good game in the
middle on your account! Blessed if [

know what I'm such an ass for!"

“Have you got the #n?” breathed
Jack.

“Yes, of conrse.” :

“Oh, good! You're a ripping sort,
Emithy,’

“0Oh, rats!” _

The Bounder dragged the currency
notes from his . and crumpled them
into Jack Wingate's hand. The Iag
panted with relief. ] |

"Hold on!" said Vernon-Smith quietly.
“"Deon’t ba in a hurry, my infant! I
want something of you before you cut
of with that money.”

The fag trembled. _

“Smithy | Let me go! I—I'H pay you
some time—"

“"¥ou young fool!” The Bounder
Iaughed mockingly. * You won't pay me,
and I don't want you to. It's not my
maney ; it's Gwynne's!"

“What do 1you want, then?"” muttered
Jack feverishly.

"I want your promise, honour bright,
to leave off playing the fool, and to keep
away from Pﬂnmnij' for good,” snid the
Bounder quictly.

rowled the
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Jack breathed with relief. He had had
a lesson he was not likely to forget!

“You duffer! I'll promise, of course!
Do you think I want to bave anythin
more to do with that cad, after he tarne
me down as he didi"”

“Good! That's alll™

Wingate minor hurried fo the School
House, Most of the Sixth were on the
footer-ground, and the Sixth Form pas-
saga was clear, The fag trod cautiously
into the sacred guarters of the Sixth, As
he passed his brother’s study he heard a
sound of pacing. footstopa within,
Gwynne's study was vacant., He cropt
into it with beating heart. His hands
trembled as he fumbled with Gwynne's
desk. A minute more, and the money
" rﬁpiﬁdﬁed t into th

ac out in e passage
again, a.T.ml:i:at giddy with relief.

He crept down the passage again, but
he paused outside his major’s study. The
steady, tramping of feet was still going
on. He hesitated long ountside the door,
and then, impelled by an impulse he
hardly understood, he tapped.

*Come in "

The fag entered. 2

Wingate major was alone, and his face
was wrninkled with troubled thought. His

ayes rested on Jack.

“Ho it's you!” he said. s

*Ves George,” eaid the fag tioudly.
“I—1I say! Were you—were you worry-
ing about something? 1 heard you mov-
ing about——"

“I was thinking of wyou, you young
;ﬂn:m'rlll“ sald Wingate. *You know
ﬂ:‘I—I thought so! I—" Jack broke
off,

“Wﬂﬂ?"

“I—I'm sorry!” The fag's face was
crimson. “'George, old ¢ I—I'm
sorry I've been such a fool—such a beast,

It's over now—honour bright! I don't
know what made me do it; I was & mlIij"
fﬂ:rnl_; You—you can take my word, can't
you?"

Wingate's face softened,

“¥You've been in trouble, Jack,” he
said. “I saw it in your face! It's been
remarked on. I knew the kind of trouble
it must be.”

Jkeep that promise, George!

13

“It's over now. I—I was in trouble!
Smithy helped me out of it—"

“ Vernon-Smith of the Remove?™

“Yes. He's a good sort. He—he's
made me promise not to have anything
more to do with Ponsonby. I'm going to
ou—YyOoR’
needn't be waxy with me any more!”

Wingate smiled. The anxious earnest-
ness in the fag's face was proof !}'lﬂﬂ,q;l
that he meant what he #aid. Winga
asked no questions,

“ All serene, Jack! Y.esst said soonesh
mended,” he said. *Come down to the
footer-ground, and I'll give you some
coaching I _

The big Sixth-Former left the study,
with the fag trotting by his side. YWin-
gate's rugged face was clear now A
weight was off his mind, Vernon-Smith
was looking on at the Remove game, and
he saw them coming down, an un;ti'led a
little. Harry Wharton joined him by
‘the ropes.

“ All serene, Bmithy?"" he asked.

“Looks like it " smiled the Bounder,
with & nod towards the ca of Grey-
friars and his minor. "I fancy you were
rather down on my little game, T+
ton: but the result seems satisfactory.”

Wharton glanced towards Win-
gate and the fag, and he nodded. It was
evident that the trouble thera waa a
an end. And Wharton felt his h
lighter for it. And the Bounder, too,
was i]:: r;:l" umtsua&r nmiiai:l mood as h:
saun AWRY— enNgagemen
in Ponsonby's Etudrkienepﬂig‘hcli%:%

The Bounder had done wrong that right
might come of it, and he felt no remorss,
He did not consider himself a hero by
any means, The time might come when
he would realiss that, making eve
allowanes for tha circumstances, the t
he had played was a trick possible onl
to a blackpnard—to a fellow who
dipped his hands far too deeply into she
dye of rascalityl

(DON'T MISS “COKER THE
REBEL ! — next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

One Penny.

i
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For Mext Monday :
“0OKER THE REBEL!"
By Frank Richards.

Thie 18 a good example of the type of story
which makes special appeal to a very large
gection of my readers—perhane cven to the
majority. But they would get tired of it
if they had it every week. Variety counts
for much in this, as in other mattera.

Merely to say that Coker plays the leading
part En}‘u tireyfriars yarn is sufficient to
indicate that that yarn 8 ome of the
humoroua variety. For only Horace Coker
can take Horace Coker seriously. To cveryone
else he is matier for mirth.

Stirred Ly the example of the Remowe's
suecesaful rebelllon against the tyranny of
Mr. Jéffreve, Coker takes Mr. Frout in hand.

Mr. Prout is no tyrant, and Coker would
not be likely to handlée him soccessfully if he
were, But that is not Coker's opinion.

Coker considers that prefects should he
¢hosenn from the Fifth Form as well as the
Sixth. There should be four Fifth Form
prefects, of whom, of course, Coker should
be one. Or, if that 18 too much, there should
be onc Fifth Form prefect, and Coker
ghould he that one. Coker hne an open
mind, and really does not mind mouch which
glternative ia adopied.

8o Coker bucks against Mr, Prout, and—

The result you will know next weekl

SOMETHING SPECIAL FOR THE
CHRISTMAS NUMEER !

You naturally expect zomething special on
guch an oeccasion, and we have never fafled
you yeb.

But what I am golng to tell yon about is
something apart from the extra-long Grey-
frintée wyarn which will, of course, he &
feature of our Christmas jzsue, and the short
stories which will help to make it attractive.

Two years ago a special supplement, giving
information about the leading characters in
the stories, was fssued, The number con-
tuining it soon went owt of print; but
requests for it have never ceased since, and I
have had hundreds of letters asking me to

reprint it.
Until I koew that we were going to have a

renl Christmas Number this year I could see
no chance of doing this. The space could
not be spared In an ordinary lssue,

But the supplement will be just the wvery
thing to make thes Christinas Number
cornplete,

It will not ba a mere reprint of the 1815
supplement.  Fresh information wiil be
Included, and the facts will be marshalled in
rather a different mapner. Everything will
be hrought up to date, and the characters
dealt with will Include not only Greylriars,
kut Highelife and Clif House, Altogether,
I am tolerably sure that those of you who
are Ineky eéndugh 1o possess the Tformer
supplement will conglder this an improvement
on it, while those who have not n able
to EE:L it need pever worry about it any
more

ARE YOU READING

the “Gem * serial? And if not, why not?
“THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA"

is its title. It desls with Highcliffe, Grey.

friara, and Clif Houss, and tha consensus of

atglniun among “Gem * readers seems to be
at it is IT1

il el

FOOTBALL NOTICES.

Places In Teams Wanted By :

3. Goodall, 38, Reform 8treet, Ealterzes,
2.W. 11—aged 14.

Two players—halves or forwards—age 17—
3 mile rading—T. W, Davles, 25, Faragon
Road, Hackney, E. 9, :

. Singléton, 219, Plashet Road, TUpton
Park, E. 183—age 17—3 mila radios,

A. Baker, 21, Cranbrook Street, Green
Street, Bethnal Green—age 16—right-back—i
mile radius of Bethnal Green,

BACK NUMBERS WANTED.

By R. Mulvaney, 81, Queen Street, Hulme,
Manchester.—" School and Sport.”

By Peter Botha, P.O. Box 20, Oudtshoorn,
Caps Province, South Africa.—MIGNET, Noa,
10-200, offers 3d. each.

Sk
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Extracts

A School Story.

L.
Evan Breeze's Little Idea!
K. TROTTER, the worry-wrinkled
mazter of the Fourth Form at 5t
Rede's, was in a bad temper,

S The conductk of
peen oubtrugeons !” he panted, “'Epin%

thiz class has
an inky
nand geroszs bis forehead. “In gll my ex-
perience T have never had such n collection:
 {ll-mannered boys to control. All through
the morning leszom: you've chattered and

“Pardon my mentionlng it, sit,” ventored
Evanh Breeze, the merry-making skipper of
the Form, in a mild woiee, “yvou've gob &
blob of ink on your nose.”

A titter ron round the class.

“And supposing there 1z a4 small aceumnola-
tion of inky fluid upon my nasal organ, is it
gny concern of yours, Dreeze?® gasped the
mnster, w0 worried that he scarcely knew
what to reply.

“1 shouldn't like it on mine, sir,” said the
boy, withoot a smile. * Would vou like me
o rub it off, sir, with & chalk-duster?* he
added politely,

The fair-baired boy with the twinkling blue
eyes roge from hiz seat.

Mr. Trotter swished his gown, and retreated
towards the blackbomed-casel, against which
he had a habit of feaning when worried.

% Cerbainly not! he shrieked. “How dare
you suggest such a thing! Tpon my soul, I'ny
at a loss to know how to deal with such a
collection of young hooligans! [—»

“ Look oub, sie! The eazel’s moving ! cried
the Fourth Form skipper, unable to restrain
i wide grin,

The warning was too late, as, indeed, it
was intended to be. Knowing the master's
hatite, the junior had placed zome piccsa of
eonp ab the bottom of the hack legs of the
easel prior to the start of lessons, Con-
sequently, ns Mr. Trotter put pressure upon
the easel, the back legas shot inwards like
greased  lghtning, and the whoale thing
crazhed to the ground, with the master fall.
mi en top of it

omp! Crash!

The noize echoed through the school like
the bombardment of artillery.

There wnas the wildest commetion in the
¢lazs. Every hoy :arru.ng' to hiz feet to walch
the 5t.ru§{glt'3 of the maater., Those in the
back desks jumped on thelr seats,

0w, wow, ow! Help me ocut! T'm
jured! FJIJLJeteh o doctor, s-s-some £

Mr. Trotter n;l- senled vainly for help. That
he was nob rea E'_r hurt was apparcnt from
his vigorsns efforta to get upon his feet, a
RTMEEH that was rendered dificult Dbecause

Ia gown had become fAixed between the easel’s
begs, and 3o ?inm-d him down.

“My word! I:n't he a lovely kicker?™
grinned Jock Sawyer, the skipper’s partlcular
ghiem, “The first team ought to play him
f= the mateh ngninst 8L Anselm®s 1

“You wreetched boysz!™ wailed Mr, Trotier,
“Why dou’t one of you come to my assizt-
ance? Help!"®

The Junicta only elustered still ecloser to
watch the masters nmusing anties, when the
clags-room door suddenly opened and in
stalked Dr, Jessop,

Thare was a bland smile on the Head's face
as forty pairs of €yes were tormed sharply
towards him; but the smile disnppeared as
it by magic, and a black frown succeeded it.

Dr, Jessop sbrode forward, and gazed down
at the struggling master.

% Get wp, sit—gat up!® he thubderad,
“Don't you realise what a ridienlous figure
you are cutfing?®

He turned sharply to the class,

% What i3 the meaning of this extraordinary
apectaclet™ he demanded, * Answer ma at
oncs, Breaze't®

There waz no fear in the boy's face as he

in-

| from | “*T
and “TOM MERR
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rose, from his dezk, his eyes still twinkling
with merrinvent.
#Mr, Trotter leaned agninat the easel, and
it slipped, &lr," he apswered. *We were
to hiz aszsistance when you came in.”

goin
“]i'm e omuttered the deoetor, glaring down
at Mr. Trotter, who, fndiog that by raising

an ensclfeg he could withdrow his  gown.
began to clamber sheeplshly to his feet, ®L
am surprized at yow, Mr. Trotter! How do

¥ou account for such an amoazing & “?;*t“ [

The mazter turned scoarlet. E&’i his
chalk-covered gown and inky features he
leoked a picture.

Mr. Trotter gave a sigh of rellef, felt his
limhs and body, and realised that no bones
wera broken,

“I—I—1've Deen of some
audacious trickery, splutteread.
“These terrible boys are driving me to des-
peration! I seateely know what to do—"

“Do! You'd better get off to your room,
sir!" interposed the Head severely, “Asfor
you, boys, as moriing lessons are almost
over, the class s dinmbssed.”

“Thank yom, sir!” chimed in the delighted
juniors with one wvoice,

the wictim
gir!®  hae

“Non't be too hasty in-offering me your

gratitude!™ cut in Dr. Jessop sourly, “I
have an impoartant anhouncement to make.
You realise what to-day fs?"

He pointed his finger at Tom Lee. Mr.
Trotter paused by the door to hear the
Head s statement.

u¥es, sic!™ instanlly replied Lee. ®It's
the day of the mateh between 8t. Bede's and
8t. Anselm’s in the second rouvnod of the
Public Schools Cup.®

There woas a buzz of Interest all round the
class. A footer match between the great
tivals had been the one topic of conversation
for davs past. It was the reason for the
Fourth's high spirits that morning. Almost
every hoy in the echool had made wp his
mind to tramp the four miles to Bt Anselm’s
playing-feld to witness the great encounter,

“Ta-day is Woednesday,” gaid the Head,
frowning. “3Since ¥ou capnot ~ARswWaT even
thiz simple gquestion correctly,” Lee, 1 need
scarcely remind you that it haz always becn
recognised as o school hall-holiday.”

The Fourth-Formers drew {n their breath.
Whﬂ ominous sign did tbis referenca por.
ten

“ As you hoyz are notorlously backward In
your studies,” went on the doctor, “and as
you have apparently wasted n good deal of
time thiz morning which should have been
spent pmﬂmh’lr in lessons, it will not hurk
you, for ones in a while, to forgo the hall-
holiday ahd to devote the two hrief hours
to making greater progress In your work,
Mr. Trotter will take lessons as usual this
afternoon. The class is dismissed.™

Tir. Jessop stalked out of the room, whilst
forty boys looked after Lim in blank amnze-
ment.

I1.

Mr. Trotter Gets a Shock !

MMEDIATELY school was over Breeze
and his chuns passed through the am
and hended for the little market-town
of Saxbury.

For some time they strolled about the
quaint old place fin *low epirits, unable to
raise A smiﬁa among them. E'nxhurjr wWas
sleepler than ever to-day. Not even the pur-
chaze of peas and tin shootera and the
appearance of the angry shopkeepers, roused
by the rattle of the ﬁotltt.a againat their
window-panes, stirred the thres chomsz out
of their gloomy -depression.

They stralled back through the High 3trest,
It they failed to appear at the meal thero
would he further troubla for them.

A3 they turned the bend in the thorough-

BEAR

S By RICHARD REDFERN.
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Jolly Wag-
gonerd, Saxbury's principal inn, they bhasténed
their pace. _

Tiefore the inn was quite a fafr-sized orowd
for Saxbury. Something was gn-ln{; on thab
stirred the onlookers, mostly children and
old, smocked labourers, to merriment. Above
their shouts could be heard the boom, boom
of a drom, the screech of pipes, and the
ding-dong of the cymbals,

“ What's the row?” asked Sawyer, ns they
broke into a trot, It sounds llke a Puonch
and Judy w.

+ “Somebody’s dancing about with & red hak
on,” murmured Lee,

They joined the onlockers. To their sur-

riee the crowd were gathered about a short,
at, greasy-looking Italian, who was simul-
tancously Dlowing the panpipes, bapDging a
drum strapped to his chest, whilst he clas
the eymbals,. With tha other hand he jerked
a big brown bear, fastened to him hz A TODE)
to dance grotesquely about on his hind-legs.

It seemed very poor sport to the th
choms, but they continued to wateh for a
few moments in the hope that the Itallan
would blow a Tew teeth out.

“Did you ever see such a face outside &
police museum?* grinned Breeze. “I'll bet
old Macaronic bhasn't washed for- 3 month?
Gl|n:. ilmj peas left, Sawyer? This game's too
slow |»

“ What-ho ! grinned Lee. “3o's the dange,
I'l warrant tho two images wounld step to a
livelier tune i we wake "em up!™

Jereened by a couple of tall Iabourers, the
three chums uu&ﬁenlir rained o storm of peas
upon Lthe bear amd its masber,

t had o maoaglical eflect. Macaronio
smitten on the hack of the neck, noss, l.mi
cheeks with a stinging foree, leapt high in
the air, whilab a wild yell took the place of
the din he was in the act of crenting.

As Tor the bear, the peas fell harmiesal
upon biz shaggy coat and head. He meraly
eiiffed when o well-aimed shot struck him
on the tip of the muzsle.

The animal looked with mild surprize, how-
ever, at the strange antics of his mastar,
Macaronic was now giving the performance.
Up and down be hopped and ¢lreled, whilst
a_ fusillade of peas raked down upon him
with deadly accurncy.

What he shouted was not understandable,
being in his native Ttallan, yet it was
chyionsly something strong by the way he
capered,

The onlookers roared with amusement, The
burly labourers, realizing whence the atbtack
come, sheltered the boys whenever the lHitla
[tallan made a rosh at them.

As A consequence, Macaronio hegan n chasn
of the three jupiors around the crowd, drag-
ging the reluctant bear after him.

The szcene was tod funny for words, The
sight of the puling, dancing Italian set the
three chums shrieking with lonughter.

“It's hetter than o pantomime!™ gurgled
Sawyer, holding hiz sides. *It takez zome of
the sting out of thiz afternoon’s punishment,
anyway.? ]

Breeze said nothing. He was taking direct
aim at Macaronio, who was having n few
words with the bear in consequence of the
animal objecting to following his master's
erratic footsteps in chaslng the snhm!bo;l'ah

« Bacrissimo !® suddenly yelled the Italian,
leaping higher than ever in the air, I am
killed! Yere is der p'licemans§®

A pea had struek him on the tip of tha
nogs; others had stung blm on ears and ohin,

Diractly his feet touched the ground he
turned in the chums' direction. Like #&
maniae, Aourishing the drumstick, bho pur-
sued the juniora, who keplt tantalisingly
within reach bBefore dansing away into salety.

uZnerissimo! I but eatchn you,” soréarmed
Macaronio, aiming a terrific blow at Breéess,
“] make you never forget me!*

rz,nd came in sight of
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The Fourth Forn skipper-promptly dickea,
and the Llow went home on the uoe of ona
of the Dbig furm-labourers., That was the
sighial for a wild uproar, In an instant the
labourer shot out his fist, The. ltalian
received the blow om his chin, and crashed
down on his hack, jerking the hear with such
suddenness that Bruin lost his bLalance, and
nt.éd:}wn with all his weight upon the drum-
COVEF, \ ’

Needless to say, the circular sirefch of
parchment objected to such presdure, and
exploded with o neise like a punctured motor-
tyre.

Finding his hind-legs fixed amidst the parch-
ment, the bear turned himself on his hEi.l;l&
us he had heen taught to perform,  an
laghed out with his heels.

There was & further rending of parchment,
Instend of frecing himsel!, the drum-case
only slipped further over his fabt, shaggy
bhody, and encircled him like a belt n,
to the amagement of his master and the
delight of the erowd, the bear shambled off
up the High Street as bard as he could go.

¢ Come on, my sons! After him!™ cried
‘Breeze, “The fun's not hall over yet! He's
mpking for 5t. Bede's!®

The hear, reaching the top of the HI
Btreet, branched off in the direction of the
school. The three chums were within a
iozen yards of the creature. Rehind them,
in & comic procession, racing, laughing, and
gesticuloting, were farm-labourers and chil-
trem.  In the rear was Macaronio, Eu’lling in
his mative lingo, and Aourizhing the drum-
stlek wildly in the air. )

“The stately cld pile of bulldings that com-
ptised St. Vede's School stood at the -angle
where the main road branched. The front
gates faced the main road. A dozen yards
heyond there was a sharp, winding lene,
which cut past the school on the left.

The threc juniore, rapidiy outdistancing the
erowd, were amazed, on reaching the school
gates,~ to discover that the bear 'had dis-
nppeared. :

D‘PHe kragén't had time to slip roumd into Ivy
Lane!? putfed Lee. “Ilow's he been spiriled
WAy ?e

ook, look!™ eried Sawyer excitedly.
= There be goes—across the quad! See, he's
entérimg the old carpenter’s shed i :

v &5 he is!™ gurgled Breere. ©Here's a
po! Mind vour baucks, my sons! We don't
want the old crowd in here!®

Whilst the others sprang aside.in amaze-
meyrt the Fourth Form skipper slammed the
hig iron gates together and shot home the
bolts. .

4 téwn into cover of the lhedget® he com-
manded, “If they don't see us, ond find the
pates locked, they'll think wa've gone into
1T ——

& Right-ho Y grinied” 2

Th:.fg* harely had time to press themselves
ot of cight amongst the laurels ere the

excitedly swept on.

“T"éﬁmz on, ?mr ps:ma " grinped Breeze.
w We'll slip over to the shed and fasten the
dodrt fust to keep Rruin out of wmischiel.
TDon't ™ want him to warnder Into Hall to
difitet us en uninvited guest—eh, whatt”

A_glance into the carpenter’s ‘shed showed
them the Leaf snitfing hungrily at a pglue-
pob, “fle turned his' shaggy head cn hegring
their approach, but before he “could waddle
to the door : : L

Three minutes later the chuma were sitting
at 4hd long dining-tables minonget their Form
companions, - whose “gloomy faces were in
strange contrast with thelr own exuberant,
merry-eyed oies.

" ———

.
How the Feurth Went to St. Anselm’s
After All !
e HBEER up, Fourth! Qo along to

yaur rrnﬂs-rmm like pood “little

hoya! We'll tell you all about the

=7 footer match when we come baek !™

The "Fifth  Form fellows had charfered a

cotple of Drakes to earry them at.

Anselm'a gronnd. ‘The juniors. were oon-

greguted in the quad. watching them depart.,

The Sixth Forn apd their team were already

on the wav: and o, too, were most of the
A, Bgde's fellows.

“Toh't malin too sure of iL!™ shouted
Nreetes In reply. .

Therg was o sudden stir amongst the boys,
s an uproar of laughter. Across the guad
same a short, podgy flpure. J¢ was Maea-
ropin. If anything, his appearance was
muddiéer than ever, for he bhad been roamin
aver plowghed flelds in ‘search of. his pe
“wear., He still retained the drumstick.

it had“heen padiocked upon bim, |ne

The: !
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panpipes, a2 before, were fastened im-
mediately below hid chin, _
" "WhHat does the old rag-and-bome mers
chant want in bere " rose a shoot,
“Bteady !" ghouted PBreeze, “Keep back,
my sons! - I want a word with old Ice-

creamol® ;
He darted forward to meet the owner of
the performing bear.

“ Bacrissimo!  You {_nunu scoundritla!™
hissed the Itallan. % You hava my bear
stolen! I will the schoola pulla down,
pog—" !

“Here, go easy, Sandow!™ grinned the
Ltzllhr. “¥You ghall have your smelly old

ar! We only want to borrow him for a

bit. If you comne here in half an hour's time,
and walk stralght into the school and up the
gtaircase to the Fourth Form class-room on
the first floor, you shall bave Bruin, and fiva
silver boblets besides.” g

“ Five gllver shilling!™ grinned- the Italian.
“0h, signor, it is generousissimo! I villa
come, never fear.”

" Right-ho'* grinned Breeze., “Now clear
out quickissime!® '

Breeze sprinted aeross the quad, and
forced his way throngh the press of boys.
AB. he TEMhL’E the corridor there came a
shout from the junior who was tugging at
the door,

"It's no use pulling the door down '™ cried
Breeze. “The door's locked, and 1've got
the key! Don't get excited at what Fyou
ace fnside; he's g harmiesa !

“Who's barmless " asked somebody, “01d

responded the young

Trotteri®
“Walt amnd seel®

skipper, finging open the door, and leading

a stream of bpys into the class-room,
Nefore three minotes had elapsed Mr,

Trotter, ns disappointed as the boys at belng

deprived of g ball-boliday, wondered at the

unusual stillneszs which prevailed in his clpas.

room,

-~ 8Boftly Mr, Trotter crept to the room. A
smble fitted over his in features na he
opened the door and peered in. To his
delighted surprise the class had np-abxd thelr
rammar-books, and had already un the
psgon On parsing on their own account.

*Well done, boyz!” ha smirked, advancing
briskly towards his desk, “This is a most
weleome ;

[is voice suddenlg died away in a gu?.
iliz books fell from biz arma to the floor, " Hia
face became deathly white. His mouth was
stretched to its utmost capacity in an ex-
pression of horror.

Beated on the dais .before his desk was
what appeared to be & new marter. It was &
huge, towering figure, and the black slik
gown enveloping it seemed like to split
into shreds at any moment, so tightly did. it
fit. As for the mortar-board—his own, for be
recognised it by the tassel=it, was & mere
pimple upon the new master's cranium.

Itut the cause of Mr. Trodter's terror was
a glght of thiz new master's face. Tt was
hairy and fierce, and posscssed a ghrentr
muzzle, which yawned at the sight of him.
and showed a great tongue .and rows of
sharp, vellow teeth. .

‘Eerciiui heavens! Tt—it's a bear!"

Mr. Trotter found his weice at last, He
turned appenlingly to his- olass. The boys
were busy with their parsing. They seoméd
ither to have noticed his entrance nor the
great, ﬂm%ﬂ, dangerous creature who waa
sitting at the masters desk.

% Burely. they can't have mum-mistaken this
awiul shag-shaggy c-c-creature for m-m-me'!*
atammered the master.

Naxt moment he gave a yell which made avery
boy's hair stand on end. The ©awful, shaggy
eraature * had taken it into his bhead to have
a closer peep at the person wearlng a cap
and gown like ifsell. Az Mr. Trotier had
turped he found Droin's nose thiust into his
face, The animal, standing on his hind-lege,
put a fore-paw on his shonlder. Mr. Trotter
started to yell like a hysterical girl.

The master's distreze was alarming. A%
first the boys bad only contempt for his

cowardice. Now they felt that if the trick
were  perzisted in the results might be
getlouar

" Look here, sir,” cried Breeza, ®this bear's
eaenped from hie master. wha is n at
Saxbury! It's a twelve-foobt dmR from the
windcw to the quad, hut I could do it by
clinging to the ivy. I'll briog his owner
back !*® .

g, do,  my Dhrave hoy!® wapiled the
master. “I'm afroid we shall all be killed
unless some heroic action is performed.”

« Byt you lorget, sir,® enld Rreeze. “The
doctor Pnid we were not to leave the. class-
room hefore the wsnal heur,”

1 pardons 1»
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“Go, my brave lad, and rescus your com-
criéd - Mr, Trobter nppealingly.
“Far better to incur Dr. Jessop's wroth o
to be attacked by that savage creaturat! deo
I implore you! Kescue us, and the class shall
be free to do as it pleases! I will take the
whole responzibility upon my shoulders|»
Many a time had Breeze lowered himself
by the stoutly-olinging ivy below the class-
room window to the ground., Quickly he dis-
appeared over the sill.
‘The young gkipper raced mcross the guad,
At the gates he found the man he wanted.
Macaronid was patiently walting with am eye
on the school clock Ior the half-hour to be

up.

Belore three minutes had. passed the door
of the class-room bhad been unlocked, mnd
master and bear were clasped in one another’s
arms in a warm eémbrace., By that time Mr.
Trotter had bolted.

Breere only waited for the Itallan and the
goimal to shamble out of the class-room ere
E? gave the signal to the juniors to follow

m

“Come on, my poma!” he cried. *If we
donble down 1o bury we'll ba able to
catch the two-forty-five to Bilbam Station!
Another five minutes'll take us to Bt.
Angelm's!®

To the surprise of the 8t. Bede's boys the
Fourth-Formers gteeamer] on to the 8t
Anselm's groond twenty minutes after the
start of the mateh. They were thus able te
gee the visitors heat the home team by three
goals to two, and to join In the cheers of
triumph.

Strange to say, nut-hingmmura was aaid
ahout that afterncon’s lkl:{é If Dn
Jessop and Mr. Trotter sus d that =
trick had been played upon them, they were
discreet enough to keep their beliefs to
themselves.

THE EXD,
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BAGGING BURGLARS!

By MARK LINLEY.

i OUR turn now, Bouilf,” said Dob
Cherry, as he munched en apple.
" And, for goodness' sake, tell us
something exclting !* :

The Famous Five, Vernon-8mith, Peter
Todd, Bquiff, Tom Brown, and Delarey and
raysalf, wers all seated somewhere or other
in Btudy No. 1. It was rather a crowd. Bui
crowds are not uncommon in Remove studies.
We had had our tea, and, as the ground was
damp, and the alr rather chilly, had been.

the time away by spinning yorms;
roe and otherwise—mostly the .latter. It
was now Squiff’s torn. The
had- been rabther dull, with t
they were becoming monotonous;
Bob's appeal.

Baui grinned.

“What I'm golng to tell vou,” he rald,
| “really concerns myself, and happened
* down under.’

“Well, it bappened like thia:

“On the night I'm going te fell you about
I had gone to bed rather carly, having felt
rottan nearly all , and was pOOn
I suddenly awoke, to bear the sound of
volees, which come from beneath the
window. I hopped out of bed, and looked
otb. We always keep the windows open down
there, you kpow. I could see two men,
t h I could not recognise either of them.

! Now's the time,” T heard one of them

"The kid'll be asleep, and o0 will the

“man.’
“Who they meant by *the kid' and ' the
I was soon to find

old ‘man,” I did not know.
the other

out, however.

e Wa.ll? come on, then,' said
man. “ L'l be jolly glad when it's dome.”

“They moved away after this; where, I
contd not ses.

“I got back into bed, and was just seftling
down fto sleep again, when 1 heard the door
open. I pretended to be asleep.

“Y He's il right: now to pet to work' I
heard someone say. A moment later [ heard
the door cloze. 1 got cut of bed, and alip
on my trousers. Then I quletly opened
door, and stepped out on to the landing.
After listening for o few minutes, I detected
n clinking scund, which c¢ame from gome-
where underncath. I ecrept downstairs, and
halted outside the drawing-room door. I
was from Inside hepre that the eceinds came.
I hesitated o moment, then threw open the

door, and walked In.
“I was so excited that T hardly kpew what

reviouz yarns
result that
hence

ol

1 wps dolng just then. -Enside the room were
{Continued on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 16.)

two men, whe were piling the silver from the
gldehboard “into a aack a3 quickly ss they
eould, They both wheeled round as |
entered, and levelled “thelir revolvers at me,
One of them then advanced, and p
to gag me ‘and tie my hands. 1 was 8o sur-
prised and flabbergasted that 1 let him gag
m¢ wWithout any resistance whatdver. " But a3
be was nboypt to tic my hands 1 let fly with
my foot, and couzht him sguarely beneath
the chin. He fell with a crash, which must
have awakened the whole household—to aay
nothing of ‘the celebrated “Seven Sleepers—
and In falling .must_have kooeked his head
againgt ‘vomeihing hard, for Le lay quite

I, ke one stunned. ..
U'The _other man, recovering from his
momentary surprise, auddml_g lot iy with his
revolver, together with such a2 ‘stream of
oaths and curses as to make me almost turn
green. Fortunately, he must have had too
much to drink, or eomething, for all his ehots
went wide. Having used his ammunition, he
hurled his revolver at me, and missed my
head by about four inches; and followed this
up by sending a glass dish straight at my
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face. % dodged it, and, having removed the
gag. thought I would take 4 hand.

b | hn-ﬁg.n by throwing a small ¢chair at the
chap’s head, which it missed by about half
un inch; and he replied by sending & cushion,
which eaught ny  onele, who- had been
awskened by the noise, full on the chest as
be came through whe doorway.

“My uncle enllapsed with a bump, hut was
upr again immedintely, and roshed at the
man. They stroggled, but my uncle, whi 0s &
hig, brawny chap, s0on ﬁi}b the upper hand.

“' Fatch some rope,’ he said, as 1 looked
admiringly at the quick way he handled hLis
man. 1 soon got it, and in o few minutes
the men were securely trissed np. The one
had recovered from the kick I gave him—or
the blow he received in Islling, whichever
you like—and he looked simply Hunnish when
he foond hie was a prisonsar.

*“+ How on earth did you manage to down
the fellow$" asked my uncle, o little later;
whereat T related my adventure [rom begin-
ning to end.

= By James, that was plucky!" said my
uncle, when I had fnished. - Here, take
this!"" And he held out—his hand!"

"“What! ‘1 thonght you were going to say

a flve.pound note, or something like that®
eatd Johnmy Eull; in disappointed tones.

“Wall, I was,” replied Squiff. “Buof I'd
come to the end of my paper, the very end.
I could only squeeze in ° his hand.  And I
thought that the Editor might reckon that
one fiver wai enough for me.”

"Editort™ spid Harry Wharton, in puzzléd
tones.

“"Paper?” gueried Frank Hugent.

“0ff yoor rocker?™ asked Tom Browa
politely.

“It's apool.”™ said Delarey. :
“Not cxactly Eﬁmf." replied dauifl.
“It didn't reslly happen, theungh, did 1827
asked Bob Cherry. i
*Bu

“Well, not exactly,” said Squifl.
five pounds offered by

there was a prize o
on¢ of the Melbourne papers for the best
burglar %‘arn, -and I thought I might bave »
ghot at t." i

“And this rotten yarn is the rotten yarn
FOU m—" .

Sguif had edged gradually nearer  the
door. Now he opened it.

“Kight on the wicket, Wharton!™ ho said,
and departed—hastily.

We rushed—but it was too Inte!

THE ENWD.

HY is the French master in & school
jooked wpon a5 o pobural butt by
the boys?¥

_ - Partly, one thinks, because of &

certain  Pritish  tendency .to . deapise wll

foreigners as inferjors—p _tendency which
ghould be on the wane now, when we read day
by . day ..of . the _herolsm and geoerasity of

Frenchmen, * Serbs, FHuomanians, Italians,

Greekd, and oen of other races with which we

are allied in the greatest war the world has

ever . known: .when  China, 3iam, Bolivia,
itrazil, Libetla, Cuba, and other countries are
with u3 in the cause of right, having zevered

[riendly relations with Germany or actually

deetared war on her. :

Thete is most assuredly nothing at all
despleable .in- heing a Frenchman., It.is'a
matter for, proper pride. And one need nob
bring in ¥erdun to prove this, though one
may mention it. Verdun was only what might
have heen expected of France—a nation of
the finest courage and the highest pride. We
are apt.to think of Great Britain as the fore-
most nation in the world. Dut il a universal
vote were taken, it would probably be found
that the salce of most nations, giving flrst
lace in each eazé to themselves, would.give
the seconil place, not to us, but to Frahce, &
*La helle’ Fronoes has been ever in, the van
of progress; she has produced men as greatb
as ours, and as many of them; she has taught
the world much, and will yet teach it more.
And It she has hef faults, 20 have we=—and
plenty of them! Omne of the worst Iz that
absurd attitmde towards the man of another
raee ‘which is 30 well indicated in the story
of the' Frenchman asking his way in Londom,
and one Cookney saying to tha other:

B o Moomin® furriner, Bill! "Eave "arf
n brick at 'is 'éad!™ i

Meongleur . Charpentier is a good, kindly,
gallant 1ttle man. « Yet the baser spirits of
the Remove look upen him as inferfor ‘to
themselves hegause. he is French and they are
English. Why, there are Hottentots bebter
than Skinner, Chinese puperlor to -Bolsover,
and  Awstralian abormigines:—y¥ou chnnot go
muecl  lower than that—who would comphare
tavourably with Snoop! - .

You have never read of M. Charpentier
doing & mean or an ungenercus thing. You
may have read of weakness on his part in
dezling with his ﬁuplla: hut for that there
is good exeunsze. It is difficwlt for him fo
understand them, you zee,

Harry Wharton & Co. have always récog-
pized Mossoo as a good sort and stood up
for him, It was they who zoved him from
Gaston Duprez, the scoundrel who was black-
maillhg him ; angd ibowas by their advice that
he went to the Head and told bim the whole
matter., He should not bhave needed the
ad mera  boya, perhaps; but  the
foreigner has a difficulty in forecasting how
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an Bnglishman will view things, and this
tends L0 DeTVOUSNEss.

The Famous Five discovered Moseoo einging
on the sands nt Blackpool in the dress of &
Pierrot. ~They were broad-minded enongh to
logk .at ‘It 'in “the ‘right light. The French
wrzstér. had pedple in his own country to help,
and his salaty was not enough. There wag no
shame” in: what he did. + But the Bounder—
then sat his' worst—discovered, too, and they
were very much afraid that the Bounder
would tell the tale at QOreyfriars, and Lhe
cada would chortle. That danger was averted
by a timely loan to Yernon-3mith when he
hnd gone broke, hawever.

Then there was Ehe time when Moszon fell

in love with the French governezs at Hoardinge
House, nnd Fish suspected him of practizing
burglary. and went out with bandeuffs to
capture him, and got the darbies-on himself
by accident, and conld nob get them off.
There, azain, Wharton and Bob Cherry and
Nuogont had fnith in Mosaoo, and saw him
through, and Fizh got- the thrashing be
dezeryed. ;
For, lepient a3 Moszoo usually js=too
lenient at times—he can screw himsell wp to
the flogging pitch on occazion. He used his

wialkimg-stick on Bulstrode and Skinner when

he caught them out In a plot to snowbhall bim
in the dafk Close, And one recalls his canlog
Bunter for being too wentriloguial, and not

[owning up when 3kinner and' Snoap were

taken off to be reported and punished-for his
suilt. FBut even here the quality of mercy
was evident, - After the -operation Bunter
found that sitting pained him, and Mossoo
very kindly allowed him to stand,

The little Frenchman forgave Alonzo when
that hright youth took him for o burglar amd
threw a pail of some awlel mixture over him.
He Eknew that' the Ingenvous Todd meant
well; bub that would hardly bave comforted
Mr. Hacker or Mr, Capper. A little later op
Lonzy was taken for a hurglar hy Mozsoo,
That was when the Duffer had been deluded
inte going to wake the mnstera in the early
haurs—Lhe very <agly bhours—out of sheer
aobligingness !

There-izs mo Inck of spieil in M. . Charpentier,
He dealt with Loder promptly enougn when
ihat pearl among prefects, in a2 moment of
sxnsperation, so far forgot himsell as to eall
the French master *a sllly ass.»

It was Mossoo who captured a burglar with

Mr. Prout's rifle—unloaded! He did pot
know how to load it; but e had the cournge
to tackle thé marauder without bothering
about 3 little thing like that !
. But he is far too real a gentleman not to
0wt himsell in-the wrong when he knows it
One has Enown men whoe boasted that they
never apologized to anyome. NWone but an
arrogant cad would say this. It is an assump-
tion of su&er‘lmil.y that oo moan on carth has
o right make, A genbleman naturally
apologises when he feels that he iz in the
wrong, and does not lower himself by doing
50. 'Through Dunter's venbtriloqulal tricks
Mossoo was made to guarrel with the Todds'
Tinele Benfjamin; but he apologized hand-
somely when he knew the truth.

It ‘canmot he said thai the pulling ol
Masson's leg i3 n  difflicett or dangeroua
procesz, It la often pullid, and he usually

bakes it smofling. Tt an insult to bis heloved
vountry, & slur upon iz own good name,
incurs hiz Instant anger. He ean he taken In
hy methods that would he of little use against
most - masterz,. Tt war he who accepled
Skinner in detention ag being Whnrton—from
o lutawee, of conrse, The Remove.felt sure
he would when they made Skinnmer take the
Form ecnptain's place; hut they would not
have attempted that trick with Mr. Queleh,
Not ‘altogether & judicious little man, one
gocd M. Chorpentier! 1t was foolish of him
to gét mized up with Mr. Bank:, the book-
maker, badly 43 he needed money for a good
purpose. Dot the Famons Five and Wibley
got him out of that serape; and Bolsover
major was made to feel most ‘hhl:rNugh!"_r
ashamed of himself for sharing in Skinner’s
plot—which did Bolzover major no harm!
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