SAVING THE BOUNDER!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business !
L MITHY
Verpon-Bmith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, looked up ifritably. .
: Bkinner, his study-mate, imd
just come in, and Vernon-Bmith was not
in & mood fér Bkinner's company just
then.
He was seatod in the study armchair,
his .hands driven deep into his pockets,
snd & moody frown n his brow,
Skinner logked at him witha grin.
He thought he could guess ithy’s
thoughts. Bkinner had not failed to note
the change that had come over the black
:Iheep of the Remove during the last few
aye,
EWE'“:'I” snapped Vernon-Bmith.
“1've got o message for you."
“Oh, rats!” )
“You've jolly polite this afternoon!”
grinned Skinner.
“Look here, I don™t want to hear your
message ! growled the Bounder, “1
- ean gucss whom it’s from, and I don’t
want to-hear-it, When you drop in at
the Cross Keye, 8kinmer, you needn't
trouble té Lring me any messages from
your friends there!™
“Your friends, too, Smithy !
The Bounder made & contemptucus
gesture. . )
“They're no friends of mine I’ he said,
" Acquaintances, then,” smiled Skinner
—"¢hecry acquaintances—merry sportin’
acquaintances!  They're quite anxious
about vou, Smithy. You've given them
the go-by for 20 long.”
“It's the go-by for good, so far as that
gang, is concerned,” said the Bounder

coolly. “I've thought it over, and I'm
nllu-u{in it up.”

:‘ Mncf:s-lup' your mind about that?”

'Quite !

# You don’t feel inelined to drop in and
goe Jerry Hawke and Mr. Cobb  this
alternoon 7

“1 can't!

I'm dp]aj-ing footer I
Skinner whistled.

“Wharton's asked me to play for the
Romove,” said the Bounder. *I'm %1&3’*
ing. You can tell them that, if vou like.
Or you can teli them to go and eat coke !
I've done with them!"

“They won't like being thrown aver
litke that, Smithy.”

Lot em lump 1t then!”

“Perhaps they won't lump it," sug-
gested Skinner.  “They may cut up
rusty.”

“Jh, rats 1"

“ And vou don't want to hear the mes-
sagot’

“¥You can fret it ont if you like ! said
Vernon-Smith angrily. “But I tell yon
I'm done with them! And buck up!
I'm expecting young Levison.”

“What on carth have you got to do
with that St Jim's fag?" exclaimed
Bkinner, in astonishment.

“Nothing. He's coming to tell me
when I can gee his brothe:s,”

“Taking to-visiting invalids?" snecred
Sknner.

“Why not? It was partly through me
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that Levison major got erocked last week.
You crocked him because you'd laid bets
against the 5t. Jim's team. It was m
fault, in a way; you laid the bet wi

and 1t made me pretty sick of betting
and the whole rotten game! T said then
that I'd never touch it again, and I meant
gt

“ Levison asked for it,” said Skinner
calmly. “"When he waz a Greyinars
tehap ho was one of us—one of the sport-
ing fellows. If he chose to go back on his
old friends he could take the conse-
quences. Same with you, too, 8mithy, if
ou keep up this rot! The message 13
rom Jerry Hawke. He wants you to
drop in and see him as vsual this after-
noon.”’

“Well, I won'g!” .

“1f you don't, he's going to drop In and
see you."

£ vhat ?H

Tho Bounder sat suddenly bolt upright
in his chair.

He stared blankly at Skinner,

“That's the game, 1t seems” suid
Skinner, “Hawke doesn’t mean to be
thrown over. He's willing to be friendly,
if you are. If you throw him over, you
must expect him-to cut up rusty.”

“Friendly I sneered the Bounder.
“¥ou mean he wantsi me to put money
on cards and horses for him to win. Dwoes
he want an answer from me "

“Well, 'm going down there again
on my bike,” said Skinner. “I can take
an answer. DBetter let it be a civil one.”

The Bounder laughed.

“Well, here's my answer! Tell Jerey
Hawke he's a swindling thief, and that I
have nothing to say to him! That he

afford to quarrel with him !

“] can’t afford to keep friends with
him,"” said the Bounder. *“That’'s my
meseage! You can take it or leave it!™

“TIl take it, if you mean it.”

“iWell T mean it, every word [

As Bkinner hesitated, there came a tap
ab the Joor. ]

A cheery, boyish face looked in.

“Hallo, Levison minor !” said Vernon-
Bmith, rising. ! .

'The 8t. Jim's fag gave Skinner a quick
look of dislike. It was to Skinner that
Levison major owed his injury, which had
prevented him from going home with the
St Jim's team after the football-match.
Frank Levison was staying with  his
brother at Gresfriars &ill he was woll

enough to travel. He was heppy

can do as he likes: and if I sce him at
Gieyfriam 'l knock him down! That's
alll™

“YVou frabjous ax!"  execlaimed
Skinner. " If Hawke got a message like
that he would be as wild as a Hun.
Don't be a fool, Smithy! You ecan’t-
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enough there; but ke had uot forgiven
Skinner. ;

Skinner replied to his look with a sneer-
ing’ grin.

me, If you want to know, Bkinner,” |, * you're coming to see Erncst,
cm‘tinuej' the Bounder, with a bitter | Vernon-Smith——" began the fag.
smile, “that’s one reason why I'm chuck- | “T'm coming!l

ing it. up,  You came near seriously in-| * Right-ho!’ i
juring Levison to win your rotten bets, | The Bounder followed Frank Levison

from the study. Skinner called after him
anxiously, i

“ Bmithy, sbout that message L

“T've glven you my answer .

“You mean that?’

[ ¥ Lk

“'Dh',‘q“ right! It's your
said Skinner, with. a shrug
shoulders,

funpral,”
qu the
Vernon-Smith, without turning his
head, followed the fag down the passage.
Harcy Wharton & Co. were chatting
near the big window at the end. Thae
captain of the Remove gave Vermon-

Smith a cheery glance.
“Kick-off in a quarter of an hour,

1 8mithy !" he called out.

“Right " I'll be ready!” _
L, Puilrl up your socks!" remarked Bob
Cherry, with a grin. “The Third say

they are going to walk over us this after-
tH]

o o - ?'!-: h oo, . )

.:ja.;'{ff:ﬁa. HIERYD "SR Qg “1 “The walldfulngss is going to be ter-
“Yes; a friendly visit.” rific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
“0Oh! 8o that’s the game, is 11" Singh.

And Nugent and Johnny Bull chuckled.

The heroes of the Remove did not take
the' match with the Third Form very
geriously.  But the Third took it very
gerionsly indeed. Tubb & Co. of the
Third lived in hopes of beating the IRle-
move gome day. -

“You fellows all playing ?" asked the
Bounder. “We don't need much of o
team to beat the Third.™

“MNo; I'm standing out,” said Harry
Wharton..  “Baob and  Johnny, too.
Squiff's skipper for to-day, and the re-
sorves are having a leok-in., The game
will ha be up to your form, Smthy,
but it will be useful as practice. Yonu
haven't had too much practice lately, you
know."

Vernon-Smith nodded, and passed on
with Frank Ievison. The Famous Five
went downstairs, and sauntered a.wuil.r to
the football-ground, where the fellows
were gathering. Skinner went to his
bicycle, and wﬁeeled it aut, and pedalled
away o Friardale, with the Bounder's
message to Mr. Jerry Hawke.

The Bounder had said that he had
chucked it up, and his message to Mr.
Hawke was certainly proof of it. The
cool, determined Bounder of Greyiriara
did nothing by halves. He had made up
hiz ' mind,  and had burned his boats
behind him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Levisen’s Advice !
BANK LEVISON opened the door
F of his brother's room.

Levison ~major, of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Jim's, zat on a sofa

under the window—a big, wide window
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that gave a view of part of the quad-
rangle and the playing-fields.

are was already a match going on,
on Big Side, between the First Eleven
and a visiting team from RedclyHe.
Ernest Levison was waltching the game
when his minor came in with Vernon-
Bmith.

Leovison was fully dressed. He had
almost recovered from his injury now,
though he walked with o limp. Tgnt. was
not lLikely to leave him for a week or
two.

He nodded cheerfully to the Bounder.

*Trot in, Smithy 1"

The Bounder came in.

“I'll cut off now, Ernie," said Levison
rmnor.  “"Tubb’s asked me to play for
the Third, as I'm here.”

“Right-ho, Frank! I'm going to crawl
down to the ground and see the game,
80 mind you E“"’ your beel into it.”

“¥You bet!” said Frank brightly.

And he went, closing the door behind
him, and leaving the Bounder alone with
his major,

Vernon-Smith stood locking rather
oddly at Levison. He was very curious
about the fellow who had once belongod
to Greviciars, and had had & very shady
reputation there, but who had so evi-
dently turnod over a new leaf at his new
school,

*“There's a chair,'
a amile.

Smithy sat down.

“You wanted to zee me?" said Levi-
son, rather curiously. * Well, here you
are, and here I am, Perhaps I'd better
say——" He hesitated.

“Go ahead!” said Vernon-Smith,

“Well, if it's anything to do with
Skinner's games, I may as well say at
once that I'm out of all that," said
Jovigon frankly. “"I've changed a gﬂﬂd
bit since I was at Grevfriars. That's all
done with now."

“Bo I imagined, from vour being a
member of the 3t. Jim's Eleven,” said
the Bounder. ' Also from the way Skin-
ner handled you!™

Levison frowned a little,

“You sea, I know what went on that
day,"” maid Vernon-S3mith. “Skinner
thought you were still the same chap
he'd known at Greylfriars, and he tried
to get you to sell the 8t Jim's match,
and share the loot with him when he'd
won his bets on Greyfriara. You re-
fused.”

“ Naturally "

“Skinner didn't think it was natural.
Then came the accident on the stoirs, and
vour knee was hurt, and you couldn't
play.
accident.”’

“I knew it, too,”

“Yet you didn't give Skinner away!”

Lavison shrugged his shoulders,

I didn't eare to give him AWaY. The
harm was done, anyway. [ didn't come
back to my old school to make a scandal
in my old Form.  Least said soonost
mended! And, after all, 8t. Jim's won
the match. My minor played up in my

lace like a Trojan. I'm not wholly sorry
?waa crocked, ejther. It's rather a plea.
sure to me to spend & week at Grey-
friars. The Head let Frank stay with me.
He seems to have made no end of friends
in_the Third here.” Levison smiled.
“ They've put him in their Form team
to-day." .

“¥You think a lot of your minor?™

Vernon-Smith hardly needed to ask
that question. The softening of Levison’s
Face when he spoke of Frank was a sufli-
cient answer before it was nsked.

“Yes: ho's n good little chap," said
Lovison lightly.

“ Not much in your line, I should have
thought—from his looks, and from your
old record here.”

said Lovigon, with

I knew, of course, that it was no.

The Bounder looked in on Levison! (See Chapter 3) |

“I'm following a rather different line
now,”" said Levison, laughing. *'In point
of fact, Frank had a lot to do with it
when he came to St. Jim's. [ couldn’s
keep up the old game then—and I didn't
want to. Fellows change.”

“You scem to have changed,” agreed
the Bounder. *I didn't know you here,
but I met you sometimes at 5t. Jim's,
and you quite bore out what the fellows
said of you here. I tried it once, but
it was o failure. Mr. Quelch was down
on mo once, on suspicion, and I hap-
pened to be not guilty. That put my
back up, and I let things akide again. It
was hai? a reason and half an excuse. I
was fed up, I dare say. But now I'm fed
up again, the other way round.”

“* All the better for you "

“Bkinner crocked you to win his bet
with me. He was a reckless scoundrel—
he might have broken your neck in that
tumble on the stairs. I should have felt
pretty rotten about it if it had been
serious. That what I was going to see
you about. What you've done I can do,
1 suppose. When you gave your fishy
pa's the go-by, did you find them trouble
you afterwards?”

“They hadn't any hold on me,” said
Levison. Ho looked nharp? at the
Bounder. ‘*Perhaps you wouldn't find 1t
g0 easy. 1'm poor, chronically hard-up,
and T vwnderstand you are rich. A rich
bird wouldn't find it easy to get clear.
You may have some difficulties ahead."”

“Do you remember Jerry Hawke?”

Levison nodded.

“Yea: ho was sometimes in Friardale
whon I was here. A rotten sort of a
bookmaker—warned eoff the Turf, 1
think."

“That's the man. When I threw him
over once before he had a papet of
mine,' said the Bounder. " A paper with
my signature on it, you understand—
enough to get me yacked from here, with
the yarn he could have to'd along with
it. He put a high price on that paper.”

“That's the kind of man he 1=—black-
mail! What did you do!"”

“I tricked him into the vault under
the old Priory, fastened him up there,
;ndklfapt him there till I got my paper

ack,”

My hat!" exclaimed Levison.

The Bounder laughed.

“Hoe madoe friends with me again
lately, though. But he's got nothing
with my name on it—I've been too care-
ful this time. If he came hers to yarmn
to the Head, he would be turned out at
once—Dr, Locke wouldn't liston to a
shady rascal like that. He's threatened
to call on me hera. I've undertaken to
knock him down if he does.” The
Bounder set his lips. “He tried that
game before, and brought me to heel—
when he held my papw. He thinks it
will serve his turn again. But s fellow
never knows how & thing like that will
turn out. What would you do n Iy
place? ¥ou've been through it."”

“ Btick it out," said Levison.

“ And make no terms with him?"

“Yes. If yvou give in once, you'roe
dona. He will hwg{nn tiill you have ta
ftiﬁ"nut at last. May as well first as
aat !

“That's my idea,”
with & nod. * It suits my book, too. I
never could knuckle under. But thero's
rigk, all the same, You'd do that in my

. aaid Levison.

“Good! I'm glad to have a tip [rom
& chep who knows,” smiled the Boundar.
He glanced at the clock. * Hallo, I've
got to change! So-long, old chap!” '

“I'm coming *down to see you play,”
said Lovison. ‘I can limp down to Littlo
Side. Au revoir!"”

The Bounder hurried away, and Levi.
son, getting his coat on, limped out of
the room and down the stairs. Snoop
of the Remove met him in the passage.

“Hallo, you about again?’ he said.
“Feel up to a game of banker in my

study ?"

?ﬂ%hmh no,” said Levizon drily.

* But look here—" .

Levison passed on withoul waiting to
hear. Bidney James Bnoop gave him a
very vicious glance as he went. Levi
son's reform lggd heen a surprise, and a
very exasperating surprise, to his old
cronies of Greyfnars.

As Levison 1im):n-ad away to the foot-
ball ﬁmund a fat junior joined him

‘qe MaoNET Lisrany.—No. 511.
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blinking at him through his big spectacles
in quite an affectionate manner,

* Hallo, Levison, old chap!™ gaid Billy
Bunter. “8o glad to zee you about

ain 1"

“Thanks, Bunter.”

“I've missed you & lot since you left
Groylriars,” said Dunter confidentizlly.
“We were such pals.”

" Were we!' said Levison.

“¥Yee. Don't you remembeor?” said the
Owl of the Remove reproachfully.

“Not at all.”

“Ahem! I say, Levison, this*sugar-
T;’EI bizney i1s a thumping bother, ian't
4]
L::_[ hu?en‘f noticed tha.tIit is,” maid

vison. ‘' It's necessary, I suppose, or
they wouldn't do it. What does it
matter?"”

“Well, a certain amount of sugar is
necessary for young peopls, especially
growing people,” explained Bunter, trot-

on heside the Bt. Jim's junior,
“I'm growing, you know.”

“Not sideways, I hope.”

Billy Bunter decided to take no notice
ofi that remark,

“You see, T never get enough sugar,”
he went on. “ But sugar's not necessary
if you can get honey instead. Honey's
better than sogar any day, and 1it's much
nicer in the tea than sugar, It's a chap's
duty to keep ft, isn’t it?"

" Cartainly."

“Especially in war-time,” contimed
Bunter. * We may be wanted, you know.
Bome penElE say the war will never end
at all. I'm a patriotic chap, and I'm
simply determined to keop mgmlt‘
'l]mmu,ghij' fit, in case I'm wanted to

the

fight. Germans, I'm going to do it
by eating plenty of honey.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Plessed if T see anything to cackle

at!” said Bunter irritably, as Levison
t into a roar. “Isn’t 1t & jolly good

idea?! I may hava to stand up to the
filthy Huns some day, and I want to be
fit. Plenty of honey and jam and
chocolates—that's. my idea, and then I
can do without sugar. But there’s a bit
of & difficulty, as 1t happens. I've-besn
disappointed about & postal-order.”

“Yen, I know,” said Levison, with a
nod.

“You—you know?" exclaimed Bunter,
tuken aback,

“¥es; you told me before,”

“D-d-did I¥ When?”

*When I used to be at Greyfriars.”

Billy Bunter gave Levison a glare that

nearly cracKed his spectacles. Levison
was lodking quite serious.

“I=—I'm not referring to—to that
Rﬁtl:al - order,™ stammered  Bunter,

A::;::thar postal-order I'm expecting

“5till  expecti « postal-order?”
smjled Levison. * You must have spent
whole terms in a state of expectation,
Bunter.”

“It will come to-rmorrow morning at
the latest,” said Bunter, unheeding.
“You're not leaving Greyiriars to-day,
I suppose?”

“Oh, no!™
_ “Then I can settle up to-morrow morn-
ing. I supposa you could lend me five
bob till my postal-order comes?™

* Hallo, tﬁe:‘ﬂ'a Frank |

Lavison hurried on.

“1 say, Levigon——"

“Ta-tal”

[£] Bﬂiutlﬁ

Levison grinned, and limped on to the
football-ground. William eorge Bunter
glared after him, and rolled away dis-

consolately in search of another wictim.
THE MaioNET LIBEARY.—No. bl11.
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THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Levison Takes a Hand !

: ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
on the football-ground. Whar-
ton, Bob Cherry, and Johuny
Bull were not in footer %a.rh,

however. They wera standing out of the
match. The mighty men of the Remove
were not needed to v  the Third.
Several other of the leadi Removae
plavers were standing out . Only
Famous Five were 1n the
eleven — Hurree Bingh and Frank
Nugent. The skipper was Sampson
Quincy Ifley Field, of New South Wales;
and the rest of the team were Hazel-
dene, Ogilvy, Rake, Tom Brown,
Drelarey, Micky Desmond, and the
Bounder. The last named arrived on the
field in baste, and joined the footballers
& minute or two after Laevison of St
Jim’s limped on.

Lavison joined Wharton and Bob and
Joh Bull. They
cordially, The chums of the Eemove
had seen a good deal of Levison while he
had been laid up at Greyfriare, and the
difference between the new Levizon and
the old had been a constant surprise to
them—though they did not remark an it

They liked the 5t. Jim's fellow well
enough now; and Frank was a genersl

uri t enforced = a Tay-
friacs IEI"Era.nk attended lessons with the
Third Form, in order not to lose time,
and he had made great friends with Tubb
and Paget, Wingate minor, and Bolsover
minor, bb, the great chief of the
Third, aven carried friendship sc far as
to ask Levison minor to ilgy for. the
'_I‘hiirtfiﬁa, request that Frank jumped at
joviully.

I.L;Ln a matter of fact, Frank was a
valuable recruit in Tubb’s team. He had
already shown his quality on the foot-
ball field at Grepfriars.

Levison major glanced at him with a
very pleased expression. Frank locked
very fit and well, and very keen, in the
ranks of the Third,

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here's Smithy "

exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the Bounder | F

came on the ground. '*None toco scon,

Smithy 1*
“In time 13 good enough,” said the
Boundar, *I've changed, Vou fellows

seen Hkinner aboug?”

“He's gone out on his bike,” taid Bob.

“0Oh!" The Bounder hesitated.

He was thinking that if Mr. Hawke
carried out his threat of a visit while the
football-match was going on he would
not ba fres to deal with him.

Although it was pretty certain that an
accusation against a Greyfriars fellow by
a man of l’;ﬁwke’u character was not to
be heeded, unless backed up by very
substantial proof, the DBounder was
Uneasy.

Jerry Hawke could only be coming
there to show him up as a revenge for
deserting the select sporting circle, or as
a threat of worse to come if he did not
return to it

It might lead to o scone before the
Head if the rascal earried out his inten-
tion. How that might end was & problem.

e Bounder, in fect, knew—hs had
known from his old experiences—that it
iz easier to get into bad associations than
to get out of them again. The million-
aire's son was & rich pigeon for Jerry

Hawke & Co., and they would not lose
him if they could help it. And if Mr.
Hawka had to lose him, and

. tfﬂt possi-
bilities of plunder along with him, he
would be spiteful and revengelul, and he
wmi:lid mall:e the Bounder muffer if he
could.

He would do his worst. PBut what
would his worst amount to? Tt might
be little—ar it might be much! The way

greeted him very|g,
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of the transgressor is =aid to be hardy
but the way of a fellow iu Vernon-
Smith's position, determined to be a
transgressor no longer, was not ecasy.
“Thia way, Emit%}y!"‘caﬂed out Squiff
from the field. *““Waiting for youl
_ Harry Wharton looked at the Bounder
in surprise. He did not understand the
hesitation in his manner.
Vernon-Bmith cast a hasty look toward
_ ey're waiting for you, Smi
said Juﬁ.ﬂny Bull. ¥ 1 s
AN right!™
The Bounder threw off his coat and
muffler and went on the ficld. He had

to chanca it.
The thought had been in his mind of
asking Harry Wharton & Co. to loock

after Mr., Hawke if he came; but he
had not asked. Hea had a repugnance to
asking help of anybody. And they were
there to watch the game, not to help him
out of the results of his shady escapades,
he was silent.

He joined the footballers, and Temple
of the Fourth, the referee, blew tha
whistle. The Bounder dismissed Jerry
Hawke from his mind, as well as he
could, as the game began.

“What's the matter with E-mit.h‘y‘i"’
aaid Bob Cheery, in surprise. *“Hae
lmpkjd as if he had something on his
mind.”

“I thought so,” said Harry. “I don't
quite see what, though. Ha's as fit as &

ddle for the game. Look at him!™

From the start the Bounder played up
well,k The Remove forwards came
through the fag defence with ease, and
there was an attack upon goal. Bolsover
minor was in great form. in goal, how-
aver. i

Boleover major of the Remove shouted
approval as the fag tossed out the hal
twice in succeseion, and it was cleared.

“ Hagllo, hallo, hallo! There goes your
1 Levison " exclaimed

minor, I Harry.
“GZo it, Franky!"
Frank Levison had the ball, and was

speeding the field. Wingate miner
and Pag-ﬂt“E-E'pt pace. Morgan deprived
rank of the ball, but Paget sent it
back to him, and Frank kicked for goal.
Hazeldene, between the posts, grinned,
and drove the leather away.

But it was a narrow escape. The Third
were in unusual  form, and their new
recrult was evidently worth his place,

“This won't ba a walk-over, after all,™
commentad Bob Cherry. “With our
-noble selves standing out, the Third have
the ghost of a chanee.”

“Your minor knows tha game, Levis
son,” remarked Wharton,

Leavison smiled.

"“"He's very keen,” he said.

Harry Wharten smiled, too. Praise
of his minor was evidently agreeable to
Levison's ears, and Harry liked him, all
the better for it. '

But Levison's eyes soon wandered from
the game. His glance continually sought
the pates in the distance. He could not
seo the gates from where he stood, but
he was watching the drive in that direc-
tion.

Levison was thinking of the Bounder's
threatened visitor.

He was intercated in Vernon-Smith
and in what the Bounder had told him.
They had been very alike in their ways
cnce, and the Bounder was trying to
follow on the new path that Levison had
followed. Maturally, the St. Jim's junjor
wished him luck, and would have helped
him if ha could.

He knew 1t might be serfous for Ver-
non-Smith if Mr. Hawke carried out his
thraat, mgzma]lg while tha Bounder was
busy .on the field and could not deal with
him. Levison had known a great deal
of-Mr. Hawke in his old days at Grep.
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frinre, and he Lknew that that dingy
gentleman could be dangerous.

It was towards the end of the first
half that Levison spotted a stout, red-
£ man in the quad, and recognised
Mr. Hawke. He bad come!

A good many curious glances, as well
as Levison's, wers turned upon Mr.
Jerry Hawke as he came down to the
footer-ground, X

Hom of the fellows remembered his
coming there before, and Bmithy's
frantic efforts to get him out of sight, at
the time when the Bounde? was under
his thumb.

atill, the ground wds open fo the
public when matches were being played,
and Mr. Hawke had a right to walk

there—as s member of the public—if he.

liked.

There was a rush of the Hemove
players, and the ball went in from Ver-
non-Smith's foot, and the crowd roared.

#(ipal! Bravo, Bmithy!"

“ Bray-vo!® came a husky shout from
the red-faced gentleman. ' Bray-vol
And he cTapped%ﬁa fat hands with reports
like pistol-shota.

Bounder looked round sharply,
and his teeth came together with a
click as he recognised the low-class book-
maker in the crowd. Mr. Hawke caught
hi:: eynl.ed and l;!ta-cl his bowler hat in
acknowledgment.

L Hﬁlr-?i:ad En}it,h?!" ho called out.
HWe aved, air!’ :

w{;mﬂ Fthump'i" ejaculated E-:;mff.
“ Do you know that chap, 3mithy ¥’

“Ha geems to know mel” said the
Bounder gquietly. :

He walE&d hgck to his placo, with that

ROEWET ie?:l the, Australian junior. The
pides lined up again,
Levison moved a little away from

Harry Wharton & Co. Home seniors, on
Big Side, were looking over towards 'M:;.
Hawke. It was true that the public

were admitted there, but Mr. Hawke was | son

not weloome. IF he was spoken to and
requested to move on, he was certain to
declare that he had come to see YVernon-
Amith. That was what he was there for.
Levison moved towards the bookmaker
and Mr. Hawke started as his eycs fell

upon him.

b Master Levison!" he exclaimed.

Levison nodded.

“Ain't  mecd you for dog'a -ages,
Master Lovson,' id Mr. Hawke
affably. * You back at Greyfriars, sir?”

“No: only a wisit,” eaid Levison

civilly. ]

Mr., Hawke winked. .

“If you'd care to sce some old fricnda
durin' your visit, Master Levison, you
know whera to find "'em ! he said, in a
hoarse whisper.

“You h:g;- this afternoont" asked
Levison.

“] come "ere to ses a young gent—
young Smith yonder.”

“You can't sea him now—he's play-
ing. Yon remember the old barn near
the spinney, Jerry 1"

“Don't I amiled Mr. Hawke.
4 fany's the game we've had there, sir.”

“You don’t care much for wutchirﬁ
footer—what? Not in your line.
you'd care to stroll down to the barn, I
could drop in ten minutes or so later.
You savvy?" d

Mr. Hawke winked agan.

“ A nod's as good as & wink to a blind
horse,” he aaid genially. “I'm your
man, Master Levison. I reckon Vernon-
Smith will keep. Ten minutes—what?"

“MTen minutes," said Levison.

“You'll find me there.”

Mr. Hawke, willing to let the Bounder
keep while there was game more profit-
able than revenge to be secured, walked
away to the gates. He had not the
slighteat doubt that it was the old game
that Levison wanted, and ho was genially
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the 8L Jim's junior

prepared to relieve

nﬁi& ara cash at nap or banker.
Levison s‘Emamtht-u:l more freely when the
bookmaker had gone. At all :events, it

wae o respite for the Bounder.

The whistle went for half-time as
Levison rejoined Harry Wharton & Co.,
and the Bounder came to the ropes.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Jerry Hawke's Trump Card !
ERNON-SMITH'S face was hard
and grim. He looked round for
Mr. Hawke, but that gentleman
had gone. Bob Cherry caught

his wandering glance, and grinned.
“He's alupeg, Bmithy. Did he come
here to see you?” .
“Yes,"” anid the Bounder quietly.

“Smithy |"” exclaimed Wharton. :

“Oh, T didn't ask him here,” said
Vernon-3mith, with a bitter laugh.
“Those dear le don't want to be
dropped; an 've dropped them.
Hawke's visit i3 a warning that they
mean to make me sit up if I keep on the

present tack.” ]

“Qh!" said Wharton, with a deep
breath, * But—but if Hawkce eaw the
Head, SBmithy—"

“He means to, unless [ come up to
time." :

‘“Hea eouldn't prove anything "

*“*No; but you never know how a thing
like that may turn out, It will be touch-
and-go,"” The Bounder shrugged his
shoulders. * But he's gone now—so he
can't mean mischief to-day.” .

Levison looked at him, but did not
gpeak. The whistle went in a few
minuotes, and the Bounder rejoined the
footballers. )

“My hat! The Third are playing
up,” said Johnny Bull, wahh:ngl"ct.hga
game. “Your minor 1s good stuff, Levi-

“Yeoa, 1an't he?” said Levison pbsently.
He glanced up at the clock-tower. “I'
see you fellows later.”
g 3 of the match?' asked Baob.
“1 think I'll take a bit of a atroll.”
“Will your leg stand 87" asked
Harry.
gt i. yes, I'm not going far.”
ison moved away elowly, with his
limping gait. The chums of the Remove
ed after him, and then their eyes
met, and th looked uncomfortable.
They had secen Levison speaking with the
bookmaker, and now he was following
the man out; that was clear enough.
The incident did not make a pleasant
impression on the Co.  But Levison's
behaviour was no busincss of theirs, and
did not remark on it, but turned
their attention to the game again.
Levison limped out of gates and down
the road towards Friardsle. He turned
off the lane at the stile, and limped to
the old barn. As he entered the deserted
building a strong smell of tobacco greeted
him. ﬁr. Hawke rose from a bench, and
removed his cigar from his yellow teeth.
; Ii'Era we are again!" he said checr-
ully.
“Eﬁfes, hera we are ! said Levison.
“I've got the jolly boys" said Mr.
Hawke apparently alludmf to a pack of
groasy cards which he drew from his
kot. ' What's the matter with your
g, Master Levison?"
“ Knee crocked,” said Levison. * Fall
downstairs. It's a long time since I've
| had the pleasure of seeing you, Jerry."
“Yes, ain't it?"" said the boockmaker.
atill the same chag:{ old bird you find
me, and the same with you, sir—what "
“I hope I'm just as cheery as when
you knew me,"” said Levison, with a
gmile. The bookmaker was evidently

uite unsuspecting on that oaint, ard
vison did not intend to enlighten him

One Penny. i

—vet, at all events. “ How do you find
things thf‘l‘&ﬁ days, Mr. Hawke? B8low, ]

B ?
ﬂr‘ Hawke grunted discontentedly.
“Blow? Blow ain't the word!" he
sald . ** Racin® 13 fair knocked on the 'ead
by the war. They was achjnl]l} tall:i:ﬁ
hink

about stopping it entirely.

that 1" gﬂ) Igfawke anorted with indig-
nation. “'Nuff to make a man a
Pacifist, ain't 1t? Well "tain't so bad
as that, but it's bad enough. I tall you,
I've 'ad some ‘ard times Picking up
half-quids where I used to pick up
fivers.”

Levison nodded. He could underatand
that, in thess hard times—{or the betting
fraternity—Vernon-Smith was very wvalu-
able to Mr. Hawke. ,A schoolboy’s quids
came in very useful whon fivers were no
longer to be had, the war having almost
put an end to the rascality of the Turf.
He could understand bow exceodingly
vicious Mr. Hawke would be if t
millionaire's son succceded in getting out

of his hands.

“You came up to the school to ses
Amithy " he remarked.

Mr. Hawke gritted his teeth.

“That I did, Master Levison, And
‘F.IHI goin' agin, Has he told you abous
® “Yeu,"”

“Throwin' over an old pal!"” said Mr.
Hawke indignantly. * Don’t I pay when
I loso? an ho say I don't? I wae
quite fond of that yuunﬁantl&maﬂ. A
lad arter my own "eart, though he played.
me a bad trick once. Buk Jgt;r: ﬁh“‘kﬂ
don't bear malice; 'tain" ]:'iu. WAY.
When he come to his senses agin, thers
was I, willin' to make friends and let
bygones be bygones. And now he begins
a‘g‘;ﬁ—thmhm over ]3:5 ' "Tain't

enough, now, is i
“"Mr. Hawke shuffled the cards.

“Xou'rs going to show him up!”
drawled Levison,

“¥You bet, if he don't dance to my
tune! You me "

Levison laughed.

“But I don't quite ece the pomnt,” he
remarked, * Smithy isn"t likely to adomit
anything you say agsinst him, js he?
And if yéu aaid m‘ﬁ%ﬂ:mt him at
Groyiriars the Head wo 't believe it
without proof.”.

Mr. Hawke chuckled, Levison watoh.
ing him keenly the while. The fat book-
maker did not suspect for-a moment thal
the S5t. Jim's junior waa drawing him out
aimply to a him show his haod.

“You're right, Master Levison. And

-if you talk to Smithy agin, you can

tell him I've got the proof.”

“You don't mean to say you've got
anything with Smithy’s pame on it?"
exclaimed Levison, with an air of groai
admiration for Mr. Hawke's astuteness.

“No fear! He was too bloomin
cantious for that. He remembered last
time," said Mr. Hawke regretiully.
“But I was ex g something of thas
kind sconer or later, and I was ready for

him. What do you think of & photo
graph ¥

“By gadl You're hard to beat,
Jerry !

Ancther fat, complacent chuckla came
from Jerry Hawke.

“It was M#ﬁ enough. Tt only
thinking of,” he said. * I was ready for
Master Smithy this #me, and for his
trick of throwin® over his old pals. I
the picture right enough. A pal of mmne
took it with s camera.” :

“It ought to ba worth a lot to you.”
said Levison admiringly. _

“What-ho! I'll'show it you,” said the
flattered Mr. Hawke.

Tevison looked hard at the ph-:-:mﬂmh
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the bookmaker held out in his red, Habby
hand

It showed Vernon-Smith of the Re-
move with great clearness. In the pie-
ture
trees, with a hand of cards held before
him and a cigarette in his mouth. Two
other figures were shown at the table—
two unpleasant, bmn]'-]n-uking_ men,
with cards in their hands and cigars in
their mouths. On the table also showed
& bottle and a soda-eyphon.

“Took in the summer, In the garden
of the Cross Keys,” smiled Mr. Hawke.
“ Nothin' there to "urk me, nor yet Mr.
Cobb. But enough to get Master
Checky Smith kicked ocut of his awell
school—wot I

“1 should joll
Levison, with a

well say so!” said
eap breath. “ Smithy

doesn't know you've got this!"
“No fear! I hed it took one arternoon,
and I kept it dark, to be used if wanted,”
rinned Mr. Hawke. “8So long as
gmithy sticka to his old pals, that there
roperty. But if he

ﬁhﬁm ia my private
on't toe the line, I make a present of
it to his 'eadmaster. Bavvyi” He
chuckled. “ 8o long as we was friends,
I .wouldn't worry Master Smithy with
this here picture. DBut he's going to
know about it now. I was going to
show it to him this arternoon. You can
tell him about it if you like.”

“Y will ! eaid Levison.

“ And warn him not to try any of his
old tricks,” grinned Mr. Hawke. “No
shuttin® a man up in & vault till he hands
gomething over ! Smithy plaved that on
me once, and I own up he bested me.
Werry rvesourceful young gent, Smithy!
There's a copy of that phote with Me,
Cobb, te be sent on to_the Head of
Greyiriars if enything happens to me—

e s directed and stamped, you under-
stand, and only waiting to be dropped in
the post. And there’s the negative.”

“T suppose vou had a lot of copl
taken from the negative Le;-imnpﬁ
macked carclesaly,

“Two was enough. This one, and one
left with Cobb,” ssid Mr. Hawke,
“The negotive's in & eafe place, in case
more are wanted,"”

“You surely don't earry it about with
vou ?"

“MNo fear!™ said the bookmaker om-

hatically. *I sin’t so soft! I know
gmithyl That negative's locked up in
my room at the Cross Keys, safe and
sound.”
* "You can't be too careful,” smiled
Levieon., " But you're too old & bird to
be cavght, anyway, I should fancy.™

“You bot, Master Levison!™ The
bookmaker elid the ‘?'rm't-ﬁgraph back
into his pocket. " You tell Master
S8mithy that, and tell him that if he
drops in as usual this evenin® he'll find
Jerry Hawke friendly, and prepared to
let bygones be bygones. Nap or-banker
—what "

Levison hesitated a2 moment.

His desire to help the Bounder out of
this miserable scrape was keen; and, so
far, by keeping up his old character, he
had led the rascal by the nose, and Mr.

awke did not suspect his real motives

ie present game of spoof the 8t Jim's
junior felt to be justifiable, to baffle the
eunning escheme of an unscrupulous
blackmailer.

He felt that it would not do to awaken
Mr. Hawke's sushicions that he was not,
as the bookmaker supposed, the cool,
ovnical, utterly reckless young black-

vard the man had known in former

RYE.

e nodded asspnt.

e I e Gt e mekt

And the B ; urin 8 nex

m-jr r. Hawke. had th% satisfac-
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he was seated at a table under |

tion of relieving Levieon of ten shillings,
The St. Jim’s junior could ill apare tisu
money; but he did not grodge 1t.

“Not goin'?” asked Mr, Hawke
, a8 Levieon rose from the bench.

I shall be missed.”

; see me agin at Greyfriara,”
grinned Mr. Hawke,

Levison caught his breath,

*I'l tell you what, Jerry! Give
8mithy another chance. I'll tell him of
thet photograph, and I'll undertake to
bring him down to the Cross Keys, too.
No good killing the goose that lays the
golden eggs, you know. Bmithy ought
to be worth a good bit—to you and to
me—carefully managed.”

“Haw, haw, haw!" chortled Mr.
: “To you as well as me, Master
Lew.s;?n! I savvy!l Don't I remember
you!” Ha chortled again, *“ Leave it
at that, then. I'll be glad to see vou
this evening, and if Mastér Bmithy comes
along with yon, why, I'm his friend same
as ever.”

“I'll lay you five to one he comes.”

Mr Hawke grinned and shock his head.

“You'd win,” he eaid. * He’s bound
to come when he knows about the photo-

aph. Well, good-bye till this avening,

They parted. Mr. Hawke rall

» Mr. Hawke ing awa
towards the Cross Keye, for Hqﬁid re?-
freshment, and Levison took his way
back to Greyfriars with a knitted and
troubled brow.

—_———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
No Way Cut I

RANK LEVISON was waiting for
hie brother at the gates, iE the
early winter dusk. & football-
match was over,

Frank looked anxious,

"*You've been out a long time, Ernie "
ha exclaimed, as his brother came up.
“You shouldn’t risk putting a strain on
your leg yet1”

evison smiled,

“I haven't been walking all the tims,”
he paid. “Only a stroll to a—a place 1
used to know and back, How Eid the
maatch goi”

“Remove won,” said Frank, * But we

ve them a tussle. 1 think we miﬁht

ve beaten them but for Smithy—he's a
corker! They ohly beat us two to ons,
though.
so much lack as that, Wharton wanted
;'cm to go to his study for tea, if you
eel up to it."”

Ilﬂh‘ !!‘!‘
They walked together towards the
Sch House. Frank cast one or two

rather anxicus looks at his brother's
thoughtful face.

- " Anything wrong, Ernie? he asked
at last.

“MNot a bit. I was thinking asbout
something, that's all.”

“Who was that man you spoke to-on
the foothall-ground?®”

Levison started,

“0Oh, you saw that?”

“T didn’t notica, but I heard Skinner
and Snoop talking about it—they wers
grinning over it.” Frank coloured.
“They said you used to know that
heastly-looking man when you were here,
Ernte. It's not true?”

“I'm afraid it is, Frank.”

Bl Gh !I:Il

Frank wag silent for a moment or two,
and then, with a red face, ha blurted
outk:

“Skinner was saying that you spoke to
him here to make an appointment, Ernie,
and went out afterwards to see him.”

“What a nice fellow Bkinner is!" said
Levison. A dear, good, charitable

» fellow 1"

“lim

The Third don’t usually have’

“He's a rotter " said Frank, “I know
he was lying, of course.”

“He wasn't!” said Levizon,

i El‘!‘.ti.ﬁl”

. "Dan't be a young ass, Frank! 1 saw
that man on somebedy glse’s account—
to keep him from injuiring a fellow here.
I was stalling him off.”

“0Oh, T see!” said Frank, quite bright
again, “Of con & coad like Skinner
wouldn't think of that. Here you ars,
Ernie. I'm going into the Form-room
to tea. Tubb’s got & spread.”

_ Thﬂw at the foot of the stair-
case, Leviston limped up to the Ro-
move passage. The old, familiar sup-
roundings ap strunéljr to him. Ha
did not hurry to Wharton’s quarters: *But
mt_mpp&d &t the door of S8tudy No. 1 at

m“ﬂnme in!" called out Harry Whar.
The

There was a burz of cheery voices in
study. The Famous Five were there,
ust finishing tea, and the Bounder of
friars was with them.
“You're late,” said Nugent, pulling
out a chair for Lovison,
“I'm sorry ! I'va only just seen Frank,
and he told me to come here. ™
*“All erene! We've kept your tea,”
said Wharton, with'a smile. “ You don't
mind coffee instead of tea? Tea’s short,”
R:ﬁht caa_ ramn, and I don’t take
sugar,” said Levieon, laughing. He sat

down cheerily at the table, quite con-
scious that Vernon-3mith's gare was
turned very ouriously upon him, bat

taking no outward note of the fact. |,

here was a very pleasant chat in Study
No. 1. When Levison hod been a Grey-
friars fellow he had had little in common
with Wharton and his friends, but ha
seemed to have much in common with
them now.

He enjoved that visit to Study No. 1.

When the Bounder left, Levison =till
stayed, chatting with the chums of the
Remova, and he took his leave some time
aftar tha Bounder,

He left & favourable impression upon
thE Fa.n]:nunf.'?ive.
ut his face was very grava as he
ped E.tﬂﬂﬁ the Remove passage and
ta at the door of Vernmon-Smith's
study.

The Bounder called to him to come in.
He was slone in the study. Skinner had
Empn&ad a game of nap there, and the

ounder’s answer had 1 80 exceed-
mgly abrupt that his study-mate had left
him in high dudgeon.

Levizon came in, and closed the door
after him,

Vernon-8mith motioned to a chair,

"No d offering you a smoke, I sup-
pose?” he said,

“ Thanks, no.""

“¥You've got something to tell me?™

“That's what I've come for. You saw
that waster on the football-ground, of
course.”

“Yes. He cleared off while T waa still

ing,” said Vernon-3mmth., *3kin-
ner's got & yarn that you spoke to him,
and made an appointment with him out-
pide. I figured it out that you were clear-
ing him off on my_account.”

“Exactly,"” said Levison.

“T'm much obliged, but I don't see
why you shounld bother"

“Why shouldn't I do you & good
turn?” said Levison quietly. I owe a
lot to a good turn that was done for me
once by a fellow I locked on—at that
time—as an enemy. If that omn had
hung about Greyirnars much longer thera
would have been a lot of talk.”

“T know! But he will come back.”

“I've stalled him off for to-day, at
least. ™



Every Monday.

“Thark you. How did you manage
it?!l

Levison amiled. -

“He knew me when 1 was here-—_'lmu re
aware of that, He thinks I am still just
as I was then. I haven't enlightened him.
Lkeqt him busy at banker in the old

rp.""

“My hat! I understood that banker
was not in your line—now "

“It isn’t] It was the only way of fool.
ing him, and I did it for that reason!™
“It must have cost you something,
e21d the Bounder ahraw:il{i

“MNaver mi that. o was protty
confidential with mo,” said Levison.
“*We used to be rather confidential, you
know. I wasn't merely a pigeon to be
plucked in the old days, like mlly duffers
of Bkinner's and Snoop's kind., 1 drew
him out to find out wnat cards he held
egatnst vou. And it's serious.”

“(o ahead!” said the Bounder coolly.

Levison explained quietly what he had
learned from the bookmaker. Vernon-
Smith started at the mention of the
photograph, but he did not interrupt the
At Jim's junior,

i ¥ gad, that's serious, and no mis-
take!"” said Vernon-8mith, when Levison
had finished. *“I never guessad that he
was playing a trick like that. 1 was
careful never to let anything get into
his hands that he could uze against me.
Of course, the brute foresaw that the
time might come when I shounld get fed
up with him and his shady gang. I've
got too much oof for him to lot me go
if die can help it. It looks as if he's got

me in o cleft stick. DBy gad! " If he
showed that photograph &t Grey-
friars—"

The Bounder whistled softly.

_him before. He thinks he's
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“It will want thinking out," con-
feased Levison. *“I1 got out of him all
the particulars I could. The negntive's
locked up in his room at the Cross EKeya.
He carries one photo in his pocket. The
other's in an envelope in Cobb's keep-
ing, ready addressed to your headmaster,
to be sted if anything ha s to
Hawke—like the dodge you played on
quite safe.”

““ And he is quite safe,” said Vernon-
Smith, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“ T'll make him sit up for it all some timse,
but at present he's got me by the short
hairs, as Fishy says. There’s nothing

dm'rﬁ fs have got to be taken
“Those proofs have got 8 ]
off him," Enid Lavison quietly. *“ He's
not entitled to hold them, course—
he's breaking the law by blackmailing

ou, only you can't appeal to the law.

might be handled, and made to give

them up. You've got friends who'd help

oul" .
i “Wharton would see me through, if he
gould. I know that.” The Bounder's
hard face softencd a little. " Wharton s
heon & brick to me all through! His ]]J:-?ls
would take a hand, I've no doubt. I'm
not going to ask them, though! L

“(h, rats!” said Levison. “If their
help would pull you th'““g‘."- let them
help, if they're willing! Anyway, inu
can depend on them not to jaw. sk
them in here ui_ﬁn them the yarn, and
hove & council of war. ]

‘The Bounder shook his head.

There was a tap st the deor, and Harry
Wharton looked in.

“3mithy——" he began, and paused as
he saw Levison. 1

“(io ahead I said Vernon-Smith,

“j—I was going—" Wharton hesi-

“Somothing’s got to be done,™ said | tated

Levison. “I'm ready to help, if you will
lot me. ™

*“I'l be glad—if you can help. But it
seems to me that tiarﬁ'a only one thing
to be done.”

" And that!"

“To too the line,” said the Bounder,
with a laugh. " 3o long as I keep friends
with him, he won't use that handle
againat me."”

“¥ou won't do that?"

“1 may have to. I don't intend.to get
kicked®out of GGreyfriars as the price of
reform. 1t's not good enough.”

“1—1 suppose it would come to that!l”
said Levizon slowly.

“Quito certainly. I was in hot water
before, and I was given a chance. IF it
comes out that this 18 what I made of my
chance, I'm done for here." The
Bounder's eyes glittered. * I don't mean
to let it come to that.
father hard, for one thing. He happens
to be the only person in the world I care
much for, and I'm not going to let him
ba hit through me if I can help it."”

Levison waa ailent.

*T suppose 1 was an aas to get into that
shady rot again when I was once clear of
it,” sald Vernon-3mith. “In fact, T know
I was. I had some excuses—not that that
matters much. I'd g‘lm:ll{ got clear of it
all agltin if I could. If I ean't, it can't
bs helped. I shall have to play the game
out!"

“I was in the same kind of thing, and
I got out of 1t."

* You weren't o millionaire's son,™ said
the Bounder, laughing.

Levizon nodded.

“But vou've got to pget out of i,
Bmithy !" he said. * Two heads are better
than one, and between us we ought to
be able to dish that scoundrel.”

“Too much of a problem, I think.
He's got two copies of the photograph,

ou say, and the negative. Unless the
4ot can be taken from him and destroyed,
he's got me under his thumb.”

It would hit my

EF:[l it about Hawke?!"™ asked the
Bounder calmly.

“Well, yes.’
“ [Lavison knows it all. You can run
ik

on.

“Oh, all right! T was going to ask you
if it's all right, that's nll,% snid Wharton.
" OF course, 1 know what that man came
here for. Bob's made a suggestion.”

“Hear, hear!" grinned the DBounder.
“Jf Bob Cherry's brought his bram to
bear on the subjeet it's all serene !

“T.ook here, Smithy—"" began YWhar-
ton hotly.

“ All gerene! Excuse me, I wasz born
sneecing,” said the Bounder calmly.
“I'm much obliged to Cherry. What's
his suggestion " .

“Welll, he suggests collaring that
sconndrel if he comes near Groyfriars

ain, and ducking him in the Sark.

o'l all lend a hond. I think that would
keep him off the grass,” said the captain
of 'JEIB Remaove, ;

“ Excellent, if he hadn't any evidence
to produce of the iniquity of your
humg:la servant!” said the DBounder
eynically. “ As it happens, he has!™

Wharton looked dismayed.

“ Amithy, you haven't been ass enough
—"" he exclaimed.

“Tell him, Levison!” _ L

Wharton listened, with growing dismay
in his face. It was easy to see that he
was very much concerned for the black
sheep of the Hemove, though Vernon-
Smith’s own reckless folly had been the
prime cause of his danger.

“Well, my hat!” said Harry at last.
“What on earth are you going to do,
Amithy 1"

“T'm afraid it means a wind-up for my
noble projects of reform,” said the
Bounder coolly. * What a pity I haven't
been always a stainless youth like you,
Wharton, instead of trying. too late, to
follow your noble example I"

“Oh, don't be a silly sss, Smithy! I
say, this is jolly serious!™
*Yes; it's all thas "

!
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“The scoundrel 1" said Harry, between
hiz tecth. * Anything would be justi-
fieble to get those photographs out of his
hands. But—" ;

“ But it can't be done,” said Vernon-
Bmith. “And 1f Bob Cherry's plan is
carried out, Hawke will bo spateful, and
send them to the Head at once.”

“Yes; that certainly won't do., I
never dreamed of an:yth:ng like this. I—
I suppose you can't quarrel with the
rotter—7yet,™ said Harry doubtfully.

“1 can't, That's a cert.”

“And he's only agrecd to hold off if
Smithy calls on him thia evening,” said
Levison,

“You can’t do that, Bmithy."

“Can't 1! said the Bounder grimly.
“Don't be an asa! I've got to!”

Wharton was silent, utterly dismayed.
It looked as if the Bounder, after his long
run of luck, was landed at last—unless he
chose to make friendly terms with the
Friardale sharper.

That the Bounder would nerl:a.ml:f do,
rather than face disgrace and expulsion,
Yet his desire for reform was keen—all
the keener, perhaps, because of n?pn-
sition of his old associates. Truly, if he
wanted to see those sporting gentlemen
in their true colours, he saw them now.

The Bounder was anxious and impa-
tient to shake off all connection with the
dingy gang. And it loocked as if he could
net do i1t. And if that impulse to refarm
was nipped in the bud, what pr t was
before him save that of going from bad
to worse !

“That brute's teeth have got to be
drawn somehow,” said Harry Wharton
at last. * You can depend on us to help
you, Smithy, if therc's anything doing.

“Thanks! I'm afraid thers's nothin
doing.” The Bounder grinned. *Would
you advise me to rcfuse to see him tu-
night, and chance it 1"

“1 think I should,” said Wharton, after

& pause,

“Well, I sha'n't take your advice,
then,” said Vernon-S8mith, laughing,
“I'm not keen to be called up before the
cheery old Head, and sacked as a trans-

ressor and a contaminator of youth,

fter all, what does it matter?”

“It matters a lof, Smithy,”

“Well, suppose it does, I can't help
myaelf !” said the Bounder irritably.
“ Hero's Lavison, as keen as & razor, and

can't see & 'way out.”

“I'm teying to think of & way out,”
said Levison. He rose from the chair.
“I'll see you again later, Bmithy.”

“When you've thought of a way ?"
ulﬁeé:l_ tl:_e Bounder, laughing.

ea.
“Bast of Juck, old scoutt™

izon left th tudy, his b
wrinkled in thﬂugh?. NHER, BTN

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Golng Through It !

~UBB of the Third Form put his
' I shock hend ol Veraou-Baitbes

study later in the evening.
Smithy and Skinner were doing
their prep.
“Wanted !"” grunted Tubb.

* The Bounder looked up.
“Who's wantoed *"
“¥You are. Mr. Quelch's study.”

Vernon-8mith drew a deep breath.
His nerve was good, but the ur failed
in his cheeks ftor o moment. Bkinner

gave him a hall-mocking, half-commiser-
ating look.

“It's come at last!" he said. * Vou
were a [ool to send that m o by me,
Bmithy! The man was frightfully wild
when he got it!"

Vernon-3mith did not heed him. Tubb
was t.urml.'.gi away, very surly.at being
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Eﬁl}lcd upon to fag at messages in the

movo passage. .
“Hald on, Tubb!"™ said the Bounder
guietly. “Do you know what Quelchy
wants me fori" i .
* Licking, wvery likely,” said Tubb
cheerfully. ] i
“Is anybody with him?" 2
“MNot when he called me to his door.”
“0h, good 1™ !
“The telephone-bell had rung,” said

Tubh. *I noticed the receiver was still
off. E-:}mchnd;r’s called him up about
vou, I suppose,’

“You don't know whe?”

Tubb grinnred,

“1 didn’t ask Quelchy! Go and ask
himn yourself, fathead! And tell him
next time he wants you to find somebody
else to earry his blessed messages!”

And Tuh{ tramped away down the
passage,

Vernon-8mith stood quite still for some

moments, Skinner was looking dark and

an‘xi&um o Smithy.” 1
*You'va got 1o go mithy, 1

muttered. “J—if Hawke's rung

Quelchy up about you, better be on yourr
pard. You were s fool to quarrel with
im, Very likely he'd rin!g up. He

wouldo't ecare to face Quelchy or the

Head., Put a good faco on it, and deny

the whole thing.”

The Bounder did not answer.

“And—and mind vou don't mention
me ! said Bkinner. “It won't do you
any good to get ma landed, too!”

‘he Bounder smiled bitterly as he
quitted the study. Skinner was only
anxious about his own precious skin.

With outward coolness, but with a beat-
g heart, Vernon-Smith took his way to
his Form-master's study. Had Hawke
exasperated by his message, betrayed
kim, without waiting to give him the
chance of making his peace that evening ¥
Vernon-8mith had  fully intended to
Y]MME the raseal by vieting him after

ights-out; but probably Mr. Hawks had

expected him during the carly evening.

The Bounder felt that everything was

upon the cast of a die. But his manner

was calm and sclf-possessed as he entered

Mr. Quelch's study.

He noticed that-the receiver was off the
telephone. The Remove-master’s browa
wora knitted a little,

“You sent for ma, =ir?” said Vernon-
Amith respectiully,
~ “Y¥es. Bomeone has called you on my
telephone, ™

The junior drew a deep broath, It was
not so bad as he had feared. Yet who
could have” called him, excepting Jerry
Hawke? His father sometimes rung him
up from London, eertainly, and on such
occasions Mr., Quelch had allowed the use
af his telephone, But it was not likely
to be his father so late in the cvening.,

Mr. Quelch was eyeing him somewhat
sharply.

“You may answer the call,™ continued
tha Form-master,

“Is it my father, siri”

“MNo; it ix not Me. Vernon-S8mith. T
was & moan's voice, and he said he was a
fricnd of yours, that is all. It iz very
unusual, Vernon-Smith, for a junior to
be rung up in this way, &qlnciaﬁj late in
the evening. ¥You may take theo call, but
I shall remain present.”

“(Clertainly, sir !”

*You have no objection to my hearing
your words on the #lephone, Vernon-
Bmith 1"

“Why should T have, sir?" said the
Bounder, with an air of mild surprise.

“Very well,” eaid Mr. Queleh drily.
M1 will remain. TYou may take the
receiver,”?

“Thank vou, =ir!"

Vernon-8mith crossed quictly to the
ona, his Form-master’'s aves fol-
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lowing him. Not by the quiver of a
musele did the junior betray the tumult
in his breast

Mr, Quelch was not exactly suspicious,

But he was evidently ready to bo sus-
picious. He had heard coarse, boozy
tones on the telephone, and the whole
affair was uu:usuuf and surprizing. Mr.
Quelch hnd not forgotten the Bounder's
old record,

He did not want to be suspicious, or
hard on the junior. But he did not want
to be deceived or fooled, and he did not
intend to be,

Vernon-Smith took up the receiver with
a ateady hand, and placed it to his ear.
If it was Jerr
it would not easy to carry on a tal
without apprising Mr. Quelch of the true
state of affairs. And he did not dare to
affect ignorance of the man and ring off.
The proofs in Mr, Hawke's hands made
that impossible. Xf it was Hawke, he
had to be kept in a humour,

Vernon-Smith had been in many tight
placee during his peculiar career, Eul;
never in quite so tight a place as this,

“ Hallo I he said into the transmifter.
“1 am here—Vernon-S3mith ! Is it to me
you want to speak 1™

“¥ou bet!” came the beery tones of
Jerry Hawke.

Vernon-8mith'a lips tightened.

“Y don't recognise your voice,” he
said, for Mr. Quelch’s benefit, '"Please
speak s little louder.”

figione ja R e ]
r w
“1 reckon you Lknow my voice,
Smithy ! camd the insolent tones, ** Any-
how, I'm your old pal Jerry Hawke !
Tﬁa., of course, was not audible to
. Mr, Quelch, He could only hear what

Varnon-Smith said into the telephone.

The Bounder was aqual to the emer-
gency, dangefous as it was,

"'Eaa, I am in rather a hurry,” he
anewered, still for Mr. Quelch’s ear.
L “You see, we are not really allowed to
use the telephone. Mr. Quelch is waiting
for me to finish,"

He heard a quick breath from the
1 Form-master.

The Bounder had taken that method
of warning Hawke that Mr. Quelch was
present. .

The Remove-master had not failed to
note 1t. But Smithy had had to risk that
—the ruffian had to be warned.

He heard a chuckle over the wirca,

“Your master’s listening to you—
wot "’ came the beery voice.

i YE‘E,"

“"Tiuk'!iﬁh pomtion for you—hey?'*

&

“Js tho old sport near you "

it Y_E_&‘ ]

““Is he trying to "ear what I say "

ey

*1 understand, Smithy,
You're fooling him "

E1l ?'E'ﬂ‘, ¥

There was another chuckle.

Mr Quelch was growing a littlo restive,

old eport!

Hawke at the other end, |

[ contd rely mow upon Jérrﬁ
t
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From the junior's monosyllabic answers
he could learn nothing. Ilis eyes wecre
on Vernon-Smith's face; but that face
wag calm and indiffercnt, and teld him
nothing at all

“"You're a cool hand, Smithy ! went
on the beery voice, " You're a lad arter
my own heart, you are. VYou're a real
aport. Dazh my buttons, I don't want
to "urt you! I'm a pal if you're a pal,
Ain't that fair "

“Quite,™

“Then we're still pals, Smithy "

“Certainly."> .

“Good enough. When are you comin’
to sce me?"

“What ?" said the Bounder, as if not

k | catching the words.

Another chuckle. .

“I savvy, Smith! Il word it Jif-
ferent, so that you can answer with the
old sport “earing you. Ha, ha! Are
_r.-n"t‘: ¢urring to see me to-night i

e

“Can I rely on you "

if c?rmi'ﬂ?-ﬂ :

* Right-you are, Smithy! TLet Master

I'll be _glad ta

Levison come with you. :
hiun

sea him; an' I arranged it with
to-day, ™

“ Just eo0.™ .

“You'll find me nice and friendly,
Master Smithy. No ill will, you know.
And them photographs; Leviscn’s told
:p"ﬂ-'l'.l——"

“Oh, veal

“Well, them photographs won't get
showed up so long as we'ro friends.”

"1 understand. ; :

" Ain't the eld sport getting curious §™

“I think o™

“Well, as you're so friendly, Epﬁbh;f,
I'm sorry I rung up. But arter Skinner's
message, you ece, and you nob dropping

in“t-hla evening—"" i

) h‘fﬁf, yea!l I understand, 1t's all
right I'S

q‘]’]l give you & tip, Smithy! Eay

something to put the old joeser off kis
guard, and let ]i':m apeak into the phone
and I'll play up. Bavvy®"

' Yes,” zaid \Ternﬂn-gmith. :

Mr. Queleh had risen to his feet, and
Vernon-Smith, without looking at him,
knew that he was growing very sus-
picious. The Bounder went on into the
transmitter without a change of tone:

“Took here, my man, I'm fired of
this! I gave you a eovercign because
vou told me you were an old soldier down
on your luck. Eutdyﬁu Never gavo me
any proof of it, and I've got no more
money to give away. If vour casc is
genuine, you can ¢ome up to Greyfriars,
and I'l! speak to the Head about you.
To be quite candid, I don't know whether
vour name's Biown or not, or whether

-iﬁu’wa been in the Aoy, The Head will

elp youw get wour rights if you're
gemg::;n-a.. That's all I"ve got {0 say to

o1,

g Thers was an explosive chucklo on tha
telephone, _

r. Hawke wae in high good-humour
now, having fully gained his point. And
he quite admired the DBounder’s -cool
quickness in taking his tip.

Mr, Queleh's expression changed as he
heard the junior's last words. The
Bounder made o motion to hang up the
receiver, but the Remove-mastor took it
from hie hand.

“Pray allow me to speak to tho man,
Vernon-3mith."”

“Coctainly, sir!” gaid the Bounder,

stepping back.
o was quite cool. He knew that he
Hawke to

“play up.” Having brought his victim
to heel, the sharper had no motive or
desire to betray him. The telephone-call
had been a threat which had fulfilled its

purpose. :
Are you there?” the decp wvoice of
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the Remove-master asked through the
transmitter.

“"Yesz, sir!” came Mr. Hawke's civil
reply.

“Your name 15 Brown 7"

“Yog, gir! I'm an old soldier, sie.”

“Why have you rung up Master
Yernon-Smith 7

“The voung gent was kind enough to
help me, sir, Bein’ "ard up, and not get-
ting my pension as 1 ought, I thought he
might ‘olp me again. No offence, sir!”

“Neot at all!” said Mr, Quelch, quite
raassur Naw. “If your claim 15
renuine, My, Brown, you necd only call
ere, and you will find friends who will
see that vou get your rights, You have
perhaps neglected to take some necessary
step 1o secure your pension, and 1t can
easily be sct right.”

“Thank vou kindly, sir!" s

And Mr., Hawke rang off, restramning
his next chuckle till he had Jm:u;r 50, Me,
Queleh hooked on the receiver, and gave
Vernon-Bmith a kind glahee,

“Iam very glad to eee, Vernon-Smith,

that vou have acted generously towards }

an old soldier. You should be careful,
however, as there are very many im-
postors, and this man does not inspire me
with vary much confidence, If his cnee
is genuine, he will certainly call here.
You may gol™

Vernon-Smith left the study. He had
ascaped that danger by a total surrender
to the sharper, but the narrowness of his
escape made him almost giddy, now that

the etrain was over,
H stopped with a sharp exclamation.
** Smithy, what's happened 1

Tho Dounder’s face was pale, and the
perspiration broke in large drops on his
forehead. IHis eyes had a restive, hunted
look. He stared at Wharten for o
moment without rg’:ptying_

The captain of the Remeve touched
hi man::n‘h!m nrﬁi :::CE{.{E felt a little alarmed.

' Bmithy, o y e —

The H:‘-ﬁmiar forced a laugh.

“It's all right!” he said, **I've boen
through it, that's all. “ He drew a hard
breath. " If my nerve had given in it
would have been all U P.¥

“Buot what—-"

" A pleasant experience ! The Bounder
sunk his voice., “Fancy having a talk
with Jerry Hawke on Quelchy’a tele-
phono, with Quelchy listening to every
word I said !

“*Great Scott ! said Wharton aghn&t{

* (Oh, I put it through all rigflt,’ sald
the Bounder carelessly. He was recover-
ing now from the hard etrain. “It's all
serenc—by knuckling under. I've got to
see Hawlke to-night, affer lights-out. He
e.xlpmtm! me during the evening, But it's
all serone—if 1 go to-night.”

“And you're going "

“Yes—tomight, and a good many
more nights, I  expeet” said  the
Bounder, with cool recklessness., “It's
no good, Wharton; the game’s up! I
was a fool to think I could get {:IDEIII' of
it all!  T'm not going to try aFa.in!
Thﬂ.]tj.ltﬂﬂphﬂnu-mﬂ has finighed it !I**

1] 'I.lt—”

“I tell you I'm done! If I didn’t po,
Hawke would ring up Quelehy in the
morning, and talk to him instead of me.
I wouldn't care a rap if it was only his
word ! Quelch wouldn't listen to that.
But he's got proofs—he was cute enough
to get them when I was off my puard !
That finishes it!"

“Levison's just asked me to bring you
o his room, Bmithy,” eaid Harry
quictly. “He's got something to say to
you.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Levison’s Plan !

ARRY WHARTON met the
Boumder in the passage, and
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“Itts no use!” gaid tho RBounder
wearily. I tell yon the game's up!
Tell Levison I'm much obliged, and ﬂ&
needn't bother about i1t any more.
After all, it doesn’t matter.”

“It does matter,” said Harry
Wharton, caiching the Bounder's arm
ag he was turning away. *“Levison’s got
gomg plan, and he's a3 keen as mustard.
Wo may boe able to get you out of thie.”

“0h, rot!”

“Come and see Levison, anyway,”

“L tell vou its no good!” The
Bounder breathed hard. “I'vo just
becn through it!., and I've bhad enough.
There's a limit.'

“Comoe and all the
anrne !t

Wharton drew the Bovondoer away, and
Vernon-Smith, with an impaticent shrog
of the shoulders, went with him.

Frank lot them into Lovison's room,
and loft them with his brother. Levison
was on the sofa, his injured leg resting
on & cushion. He glanced at the
Bounder's moody face,

" Anything fresh?” ho asked.

gsco  Lavison,

B 1
r 3
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risky bizney,” he said. “I'm ready to
take my share of the risk, and I supposa
you arc?"”

“Of course! Hang the risk ™

YW a nmﬁ' want help. It's a question
whoether other fellows will take the risk
of helping.” And Levison's eyes rested
upon tho captain of the Kemove, -

“You can count me in,”’ said Harry
Wharton ateadily. “I'm with Smithy in
this, through thick and thin"

“Good man! And—"

“And the others, if thev're wanted,
too. They will be glad to heIE,"

1 don't see why they should,” grunted
the Bounder,,

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Well, they will,” he eaid. “Dach it
all, S8mithy, we're not going to sco a
Greyiriars chap' dished %:.-' a scoundrel
like that, if there weren't any other
. Teagons ! If there's anything in
Levison's plan, we're ready. Leavison's
going to take the risk, and he docsn't
even belong to Greyiriars.”

“1 don't seo why ho should, either.”

“Leave that out, then,” eaid Levison,

T

——

Wingate deals with Mr. Hawke | (See Chapter 10)] ]

“Yeog: the finish!" grunted Vernen-
Hmith.

“What is it, then!"

The Bounder snapped out an explana-
tion. Levison took no notice of his surly
manner. He could make allowances for
the fellow who was tried beyond the
limil of his patience and endurance.

“My word !’ said the St. Jim's jumior.
“Tha scoundrel! But I've thought it
out, Smithy, and I thiok we can dish the
villain."

“Therc's nothing to be donc, unless

those photographs can be got away from
him, and the negative, too,” said
“You know

Vernon-Smith Emr‘n_f.'clﬁ'.
that's not possible, Levison !”

“1 think 1t's possible,”

Lovison spoka very quiati;', but thore
was a ring of confidence m his tone.
The Bounder's expression changed.

“Go ahead ! he said. “"No harm in
hearing your idea, anyway. Goodness
knows I'd be glad to get shut of that lot,
especially as they've cut up rusty like
this. It would be ripping to dish Jerry
Hawke ot the finish I

Lovison nodded. ]

“I'd boetter say at oncc that it's a

“We're poing to do it, and that's the
point, Bmithy., Now for the litlle game.
It camo vaguely into my head when I
was talking to that rascal this afterncon,
but I hadn’'t got it quite clear. I've
thought it out., Hawke expects you to-
night, and me with you."

“That's 80, i

“Woeo're going te his reom at the Crosa
Kcys. e’z still got his old room, I
suppose, [ used to sneak in there by
the veranda at tho back.”

“And I, many a time and oft,” said
the Boundor, with a sour emile. "I
don’t sco what that's got— "'

“I'm trying to explain. You and I
vizit him, jl'.vj' way of the veranda, in the
ususl waK. Wo shall be alone in that
room with Flawke."

W ell #Y

“The other follows, if they care to help
us, will be on the veranda outside,” eon-
tinued Levison, "“They can put on Guy
Fawkes masks there, so that Hawke
won't sco their faces when they come in,
if ther liko. They'll come in when we
call them ip."

“Woll 1" aaid the Bounder again.
Tur MacgNET Llnulm—ﬂn. 511.



10

“Hawke's got ono phote about him,
and the negative locked up in hia room.
I think Hawke can bo poersuaded into
giving them to us.”

“Phew !"" said Wharton.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders
impatiently. . 1

“Just tho -kind of trick ho's on his
guard agzinat!'’ he said. ““There’s the
other photo, sealed up and addressed to
Dr. Locke, in Cobb's charge. Cobb will
keep it in his quarters downstairs some-
where—no ides where, Five minutes
after wea'd left that letter would be
posted. You'd forgotten that.” ;

“] hadn't forgoten that. I'm 1n
Hawke's confidence at present. e
thinks I'm after your money in the same
way that he is. Cobb knows me—or,
rather, thinks he knows me. He remem-
bors me, at least. Beforo I give myseclf
away I think I can trick Cobb into
bringing that scaled letter to Hawke's

om

1'13'“ ﬂi-‘: *

“There he will be dealt with. But
you and I can't deal with two grown
men, capacially as I'm- a bit crocked.
Fivo other fallows that would do it with
ua, though—"

The Bounder whistled.

His ayes were glittering now. It was
& rockloss scheme that just appealed
to Vernon-8mith's reckless nature.
Wharton's face was very gravo.

“What do you eay, ¥V har_t.or!?“hnsked
the 8t. Jim's junior. “Is it justifiable
to handle a blackmailer who's breaking
0 Gte £ anid

L H ARl BLEY .

“¥You fellows will r_u:ﬂ:i risks in getting
into such s placo—out of bounds, too—at
night! But you can cover your fuces,
and Hawke won't know you from Adam.
Mot that he could hurt you if he did.
A man of that charactor wouldn't even
bo listoned to by Dr. Locke, unless ho
had tho most indispulable proofs—and
tho proofs are just what we aro going to
take from him!"

“ Fven if the whole etory came out, the
¥lead wouldn't blame ue so much as he'd
blame me now if Hawke gave me away p
grinned the Bounder, It would be a
proof that I was trying to get clear uf
that gang, and that's what I couldn't
prove if it came to a show-up now, Of
conrse, there's no reason why Wharton
and the rest should run the risk, though.”

“Thore 181" said Harry, * It's rather
& hot echeme, I must say; but I don't see
any other way, and it's a chance, at least.
I'm game!”

“ And threo or four others?™ asked
Levison. N

“T'I anawer for them.

::is it a E‘l.':."thenT"

taago!
* Dane Iﬂ'Pmid the Bounder.

Harry Wharton, ten munutes later,
called his nhﬁm into Study Neo 1.
Nugent and Bob Cherry, Jehnny Bull

and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, heard
what he had to tell them with great
astonishment.

#1 don't want you fellows to boe
dragged into this," conclued Wharton.
“I'm going to help, anyway. You fellows
must suit ;uu.raﬁi?ﬂu." .

“Rata ' snid Nugent, “I'm with you,
of course!” . .

“The ratfulness is terrifie!"” remarked
Hurree Singh. “ My respectable self will
talia a hand gamefu Ii\;‘”

*I'm on 1" said Bob Cherry.

Only Johnny Bull was silent. He wes
thinking it out in his guiet, deliberate
Way. is chums regarded him ruther
anxiously. ;

“Well, Jﬁhnn? " gaid Wharton at last.

“Yeo, I'm on!" said Johney Bull, with
a nod. “I think Smuthy's had = lesson
atid means to run straight., Otherwise, i
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wouldn’t bother my head about him for a
minuts.- But I think so, and I'm on !
_And 8o it was ecttled, And there were
six members of the Remove, and a guest
at Greyfrinrs, who looked forward to the
night with much suppressed excitement.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
After Lights-out !

INGATE of the Sixth put the
lights out in the Remove dor-
mitory without obeecving that
there was anything unusual on.

Indeed, outside the Famous Five the
Remove fellows did not suspeet that any-
thing unusual was on the cards for that

night. ]
Wharton & Co. kept their
counsel very carefully.

Willing as they were fo help the
Bounder out of his scrape, and give him
a naw chanee for the future, they realised
very clearly the peril that was involved
in tho undertnl-:iy. .

To break school bounds at night was
serious enough in itself; but to do so for
the purpose of visiting such a resort as
the Uross Keys was unpardonable.

A flogging, at the very least, would be
the result in case of discovery, and there
was A g risk of still more serious
puniskment. :

And it was right enough, too. They
knew that. It happened that th&lie were
acting with good motives, but the rule
itsalf was good and necessary.

But it was clearly necessary for the
socret to bo well kept, and so no word
was breathed even to ﬁﬂm truatm::rfhs
fellows liks Bquiff and Mark Linley an
Petor Todd. The fewer that know about

At the better.

As for Levison, he did not come under
the same head. As n guést at Greyfriars
he was not exactly amenable to the

‘school discipline, though, of course, he

was axpected to conform to it. Certainly
Dr. Locke would have sent the 5t Jim's
junior away instantly if he had found
Lim resocting to the Cross Keys publie-
house, with a letter to his own head-
master informing him of the circum-
gtances. Loevison ran aa much risk as the

rest,

The Bounder was very quiett and
thoughtful when he turned in, and he did
nﬂtuﬁeap. The knowledge that he was
involving other fellows in his own shady
risks made him ill at case.

He would never have asked them. Iuk
they had not waited to be asked. DBut
deoply, bitterly, he regretted the rockless
folly which bad led to such a situation,
He had always said to himsclf that, if
trouble came, he had the nerve to Iaco
the music, and that was true. But now
trouble had come it was not he alone
who had to face the music, and in case of
diﬂmmrl tho innocent weuld suffer with
the guilty.

Tﬁ[n l:::':'rnundt:r'n thoughts, as he lay
sleepless, were not pleasant ones, but
they helped him to learn a stern lesson,
and strengthened his resolve for tho
future. . .

The last voice was silent in the Remove
dormitory when ten ¢'clock came. But
the Co. did not yet move. Not till half-

ast ter did Harry Wharton stir guietly
rom his bed. ;

“You fellows awake 7" he whispered.

“1 am !" said the Bounder grimly.

“The wakefulness is terribic!" mur-
mured Hurres Singh.

Bob Cherry and Nugent and Johnny
Bull had dropped. off. Marry Wharton
awakened them guietly. :

The six juniors dresecd noiselessly in
the darl, )

They left the dormitory without s
sound. In the box-room at the end of
the passago a shadow moved in the dark-
ness,
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“¥ou here?” muttered Wharton.
“I'm here!"” came Levison's whisper.
The 8t Jim's fellow had stolen uiItnt!g

from his room. He knew his way of ol
“Good! Let's get out!™
The window was silently opened. The

juniors dropped softly upon the leads.

¥harton lingered a moment behind the
others to close the window, leaving it
unfastened, of course.

A grey mist had rolled wp from the
sea, and the quadrangle was cﬁm It was
easy enough for the juniors to reach the
school wall unseen, cven if anyono had
been on the wotch. A few minutes more
and they were in the road.

“Trot!" said Bob Cherry. *“It's jolly
cold 1"

“The coldfulaces is torrific? mur.
mured Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh, with
a shiver.

They broke inte a run. It was hard
for Lovison, but he said nothing.

- Akt the sound of a footstep on the rond
t-h?' drew into the trees, and allowed the
pedestrian to pass. It was not vet eleven
when they came to the Cross Keys.

The inn waa dark and silent, only a
few gleams of light escaping from shut-
tered windowa,

Like . shadows in the mist tha seven
juniors ghided down the narrow lane

oside the inn, They pauzed there, in
tha clinging mist. :

Levison e in a whisper,

“¥You've got the masks, you fellows ™

+£ 'E'EB.H'

“{ood! You understand? After we're
in you get guietly on the veranda, out-
side Hawlke's window. It's a French
window, and I'll sce that it's left un-
faa:"f:&anﬂr::t YWhen we want you, you'll be
ready.

“Phe readyfulness will bo-—"

**Terrific ! murmured Bob.

Y'We'll call out * Play up !” when you're
to come mn.”

“Right!" said Harry.

“Ton't get on the verandn till the
door's closed.”

“ Right-ho !"*

“"Come on, Smithy "

The Bounder hesitated a moment.

“Look hore, vyou fellowa, I don’t like
this a bit," he muttered. *“You'ro
running a lot of risk, and therc's no
reAson wh%r'ml should—"

Johony Bull grunted
" Rather late to talk about that,"” he

said. “Get on! It's a bit cold here!™
“Go ahead Emjthjr!" anid Harry
Wharton. * Wo're in for it nmow, amdl

we cortainly don't intend to back out!™

The Bounder was about to speak
again, but he closed his lips, and
followed Levison into the dim, mist
gerden. Levison and Vernon-Smit

mounted the creaky wooden steps to the
veranda, upon which Mr, awle's
room opened, Bmithy tapped twice at
the door, ;

It was ened from within, and a

limmer of light fell yellow on the mist.

r. Hawks's squat form appeared in
sight. He grinned as ke saw his
viaitore.

“Come in, my heartice!" smid Mr
Hawke genially,

The twe juniors entered, and the door

Harry Wharton & Co. sllowed a few
minutes to elapse, and then crept scftly
acroas the dim garden to the stepe.
tiptos they mounted to the veranda.
From the curtained windows only a fow

le gloams of light escaped. Other
windowa looked on the veranda, but
all were thickly curtained. In the dark-
neas and mist the juniors stood ailent;
and as they waited they placed tho
1[;:;]:13 Fi\:;u m-uﬂaa unt their faces.

en t B on the soene Iir.
Hawko and Mr. Cobb would not have
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the least idea of who Smithy's helpers
were; which was all to the good. |

Thera was a murmur of voices within,
though they did not catch the words,
They waited, with grnim palience, for
tho call from Leviecn of 3t Jim's,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“Hﬁﬁ' -E-P 1 *

ERRY HAWKE grinned a [fat,
eatiched grin aes ﬁia twa wisbors
came into the room, and the door
tlosed behind them.

The EBounder had been brought to
heel! His presence in the Cross Keya
iﬁ that hour seemed proof enough of

at.

: I:lefr-. Hawke turned the key in the
ack.

Then he erossed to the fire, and stood
befers it with hia thumbs in the arm-

lea of hia waisteoat, smiling.

“ Locked tho door?™

l-FGh.' }"E‘ﬂ-!“

“Can't be too careful about that"
s2id Levison, with an anxioua lock, And
he felt the key in the lock carefully.

* Locked all right!” said Mr. Hawke
reassuringly. :

Lovison released the key, with a ned.
He had fumbled with the lock of the
Freuch window, as if to ascertain that
it was eccurely fastened. As a matter
of fact, ho had turned back the key in
doing 30, and the door wea mow un-
locked ; but Mr. Hawke, naturally, never
th::ru}ght of suspecting that,

“By pum ! aaid Mr. Hawke genially,
as Levison came towards the fire, * This
fere iz like old timos, Maeter Levison!™

“The merry old timeca!" said Vernon-
Smith,

“The jolly old times!" asid Levison,

Mr. Hawke laughed,

He sat at the table, and tock up the
eck of cards. He was quite reddy for
usiness,

“The old sport was satisfied about

Levison.

that  telephone-call, Smithy?" he
remarked, with a chuckle,
“Oh, rather!” said the Bounder. "It

was quite a joke. Hawke, old sport, do
vou feel inclined to play for high
'Et{lkl.'ﬂ?"

“Any nld thing!®

‘You've got two photographs snd a
nogativa which are rather valuable to
m{h"

“ Haw, haw!™

“Put them on tha game, and I'll lay
ten pounds against them.' :

My, Hawke smiled d rmh%glg.

“Tlon't mention it, Master Smithy!
Them photographs are a dead secret
between ourselvea. Nobody ain't going
to see them, so long as we're frien
and why shouldn’t we remain friends

Vernon-Smith understood.

It woa the iron hand in the velvet

vo, Mr. Hawke was quite prepared
to be friendly; but it waes understood
that he held the u _ |
tine, if hia valuable friendship was
rejected. .

e Bounder eat down withont pur-
suing the subject. He had given the
blackmailer a chance, and Hawke had
not cared to take it, The mext stcp
would be o more drastic one.

“MNap?" said Levison.

“ Anything you like!”

Levison's attention appeared
all on his carda. Butl qumﬂ% keenly,
he was obeerving the recom. The nega-
tive of the photograph was locked up
in that room eomewhere; he knew that.
There woa a strong, old-fashioned
onken desk in one corner of Mr. Hawke's
little parlour. Leviegn observed it
and, having observed it, did not glance
at it again. He thought he knew where
tho negative was pow. 5

“Mr Cobb's ehll up, I suppossl

to be

r hand all the|i*
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with the cards.

"“¥ou bet! The ’ouse is closed, of
course—them eilly new regulations,™
said Mr. Hawke. “I've told Mr, "Cobb

ou're 'ere, Mastor Levison, and he'd
ike to see you agin., He remembers
you, of course.”
“Let’s have him up, to take a hand,”
said Levison, “It ma.T be my last
chanca of aceing him; 1 leave (Gireyiriars
in & day or two, Don't you trouble—
I'll eall ham."
“You know your way about ‘ere,
Master Levison !" chuockled Hawke.
Levison laughed.
“¥ou bet! K

on the game!®
“Your deal,

awke,” said the
Boundey, showing signs of impatience—
not that he cared & rap about the game.
But it wae his cue to keep Mr. Hawke
huag while Levieon went to sce the
landlord of the Croas EKeya.

Mr, Hawke was more than willing to
keep on with the game. He was already
winning, and quito easily.

Levison strolled carelesely the
room, and descended the short stair to
tha i?ﬁ:;fl&ﬂﬂun As Mr. Hawko had
romark he knew hia way about the
g]:c-a-. Ho found the fat and shiny Mr.

bb in the parlour, and the landlord
of the Croes EKeya greeted him very
genially, From an oining apartmaont
cama a musical clink of waaﬁiu glasses,

“Quits a etranger, Mastar isoni"
said Mr. Cobb genially. * Sit down, air,
and 'elp ;rn:n-urae%f to the smokea™

“Mr., Hawke's waiting for vyou,
Cobby,” ssid the . junior, *Smithy’s
thera "

Mr, Cobb winked.

“You've got that letter? continued
Leavison, returnin wi

“"Jerry's letteri”

“Yea; the onn addressed to the Head
of Greyiriars, He wants you to show it
to Smithy—without letting him snatch
It-,ﬂﬁu know! Careful!”

¢ fat innkeeper chuckled,
“What-he!"” he eaid. *“I'll be careful

from

enough, Don’t Smithy believe it?"”
“ Waell mi%g _is believing,” emiled
Lovieon, * If Smithy sees that letter all

ready addreseed to his headmaster, and
knowing what's in it—"

_ "I fancy Master Smithy won't want
it Enste&-—-whu.t?" grinned Mr. Cobb,

I should eay not! Don't give him a
chance to enatch it thﬂugg, " pdded
Levieon impressively.

“You trust me!” said Mr., Cobb.
“Not that it would matter much, cauee
any numbpr of copies ecould bo took
fr?n'i”t_ha negative, and Jerry’e got that
B4l

Lovison nodded.

Mr. Cobb unlocked a drawer, and
took out a large, thick envel
addresscd in a crabbed hand to Dr.

Locke at Greyfriars School.
_ Levison’s heart beat faster as he saw

When Mr. Cobbk had taken that latter
into Hawke's room, both copies of the
negative and the negative itself wonld
be in the one room. And then it would
ba time to actl

Levison's heart throbbed with aup-

essed excitement, but he did not allow

ia face to betray it.

To the two sharpers he appeared to
bo still the young™=rascal they ha
known in his old daye at Greyfriare;
and they did not doubt for a moment
that he was hand-in-glove with them to
Leep Vernon-S8mith in the toils. Levison
had hinted to Mr. Hawke that he wae
after a whack in Vernon-Smith's money,
and Jerry Hawke did not think of
doubting it. It was the kind of thing
ha could moet essily underetand and
appreciate.

r. Cobb, with the letter in his hand,

Lovison remarked, sitser a few rounds!

‘and

One Penny. 11
sscended the stairs to Je Hawke's
room, and Levison followed him in.

The Bounder glanced round, and a
glitter camo into his eyes, at the sight
of the latter in the fat innkesper's hand,

Levison closed the door of the room,
kept close to it. The timo was at
hand now.

! Evening, Mr. Smith!” said Cobb
with a. grin, "’Ere’a the letter, Jerry 1*h

Hawke looked up in surprise.

“The-lettert What'e that for? That's
not wanted here, Cobb!"

“Eh? Master Lovison said—"

Packoin ‘Jogked g door Bahfod

evison loc the door behind him.
He jerked out the key, and slipped it
into hia pocket.

Hawke and Cobb stared ot
b]auklg:.

M What the—" began Jerry Hawke,
with vague uneasiness,

, The Bounder rose to his foet and
Joined Lavison.

Mr, Hawke was also on his feet now.

“What's the game?"” he ra out.
Cobb stood staring blankly at the two
juniors. He did not understand.

'f e game,” repeated Levison, with a
smile—** the game’s up, Jerry !"

"Wh.at?“

“®Bmithy wants. that letter, and the
phota you have in your pocket, and the
nqﬁatwa that’s locked up in this room |”
said Levison, with nF::-w distinetness.
“Hand them over, and W&l be going 1"
l JEEI'EF Hawke burst into a raucous
sugh,

“Catch me!” he said.
agin—what's the game?
ing to fool me, ater Lavison?”

‘Yes, trying—and succeeding!” gaid
Levison coolly. “I'm on Smithy’s side,
to help him get' clear of you, Mr.
Hawke "

The expression that come over tho
bookmaker's coarse, red face made Vep-
non-Smith grin. Never had a man lookad
mora taken aback than Jerry Hawke did

him

“1 ask you
You been try-

at that moment.
“You young "ound!"” gasped the book-
maker, &t
th" Thanks! l;l!"il.’::ulil', will you hand ovor
a

““Will I said Jerry Hawke mvagely.
“No, I won't! Now, unlock that door,
you young villain, and then get out of
my room "

“If you don’t hand them over, we
shall take them!” msaid Levison gquisily.

IIHB“,’ h&wjl‘l‘

Myr. Cobb joined in Jerry Hawke's
chortle. Tt did not seem likely that the
two juniors could use force against the
two men.

“You'rea a precious young rascal,
Mester Levison,” said Mr. Cobb.
“You've took me in, and I'l tell you
what I'll do. I'll keep you ‘ere till the
mornin’, and then let you out, and you
can &xpia.in at the school 'ow you came
to stay out all night if you hke!™

“That's it!" said Hawke viciously.
“ Smithy, too! And when he turns up at
school in the mornin' he'll find the post-
man deliverin' that there letter |

“Y¥ou won't hand over what we
W%Pg” asked the Bﬂle i

0, you youn

“Then we shall take them! Play
up " shouted the Bounder.

The door on the verands was Hung

d open at the call, and five coated, masked

gures rushied in,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear !
ERREY HAWEDB and his confedarata
stood nerveless for a moment.
The surprise was complete.
And the hideous faces of the five
naw-comers startled them, as well as the
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sudden in‘uﬂtiun inte the room through
o door Haasvke had supposed to be locked.

“'Oly "orrors!" - gasped Jerry Hawke.
“What—what——"

“'Eavens!” stuttered Cobb. ,

The Guy Fawkes masks looked terrify-
ing enough, coming in suddenly from the
misty night. But in 8 moment they re-
cognised them for what they were, and
understood thgt they were not dreadful
visions conjured up deep potations.

One of the masks stopped to close the
verands door and lock it and take out
the key.

Then the five, with Smithy and Levi-
son, surroundpd the two startled and dis-
mayed sharpers.

“Quite a little
grinned the Bounder. .

“0Oh, gum!” mumbled .uhzrrr?r Hawke.

“¥You out of my "ousa!”™ blustered
Mr. Cobb, recovering himself a little.
“You got out! You 'ear me! Burgling
s respectable man's 'ouse! I’ll 'ave the
law on yer!"

“ Blackmal isn't & legal business, dear
boy," seid the Bounder. ‘' The less you
have to do with the law, Cobb, the
better for you!”

“You young "ound!" _

“ Beotter language, please!" said the
Bounder sharply. * Now, then, give me
that letter!™ _

Mr. Cobb clutched the letter tight, and
put his hand behind him.

“You ain't 'aving that!"

“T'll take it fast enough!"

surprise—what?"”

“'Ands off!” shouted Mr, Cobb, as
%i?!i'lgumﬁar rushed on him, ‘' Bill!

Bill 'was apparently the potman below,
whom Levison had heard washing glasses
in the bar.

But Bill was not there, and there was | G

a locked door in the way if he came.
The Bounder rushed upon Cobb while
he wan still calling, and two of the
masked juniors joined him. _

The innkeeper struck out savagely, but
he was not much use again three sturdy
Greyfriara fellows.

went to the floor with a crash,
and the Bounder's knee was planted on
his chest, pinning him there. One of the
others grasped his wrists, and another
his hair, -

Jerry Hawke made s spring at the
fender, and gra.?ed the er. He was
too alarmed and enraged to care what
damage he did, if he had a chance.

But thers was no chance for him.

Three masked juniors wore upon him
as he stooped nrm:i1 reached for the poker.
He went with a crush into the fender.

A gurgling howl came from Mr. Hawke
an he crashed down. There were some
hot cinders in the fender, and they were
not agreeable to fall upon.

2 W, OW, ow | I-E]_P!r-
Bt him
*“The gotfulness is terrific!™

“You don’t seem to want my help”
amiled Levison, limping forward to lend

‘ ¥

"“All serene!"” said Harry Wharton,
Iaughing. " Get him out of the fender—
we don't want to toast him!"

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"

Jerry
fender on his back onto the hearthrug.

He smodically for breath .

Mm% stiil I_l-tr{Igg!_i.ng, But he
could not yell for Bill again. Nugent
had 3 the pack of cards into his
, and Mr, Cobb was chewing them
frantically.

Johnny Bull planted a heavy knee on
Mr. Hawke's chestt The bookmaker

up at his hideously-masked face.
“Ow, ow, ow!"
Tax Magyer Lrsuary.—No. 511,

~coolly.

Hawksa was rolled out of the |

“Quiet!” said Johnny Bull. "Bhove
something i1n his mouth, you fellows!"

Mr. Hawke opened his mouth to yell,
and & box of cigarcttes was jammed into
it. He spluottered inatead. =

“Looks like a win for us!” smiled the
Buun_d&r. VYernon-2mith was enjoying
the situation now.

“The winfulness 18 great!" ,

" Will .you give me that letter, Cobb?”

Mr. Cobb was no lenger in a condition
to resist. Vernon-Smith took the letter
from his hand, 9

He opened the envelope, while the
other fellows held Cobb down.

There was no letter within—simply &
copy of the photograph which showed
Smithy gambling and smoking at the
table under the treea.

Vernon-Smith crossed to the fire, and
drop ‘the enve
graph into the glowing embers. They
were consumed in a moment.

“That's one!” said the Bounder.
“We've done with Cobb. 8it on him!"

“Groogh!” camo faintly from Cobb.

Two juniors, grinning under their
masks, sat on the landlord of the Cross
Kays, and kept him helpless on the Hoor.

He ceased to struggle, as his head was| gl
1 crashed on the Apor as & warming.

Mr. Cobb _
to speak. Levison & Co. gave their
attention to Jerry Hawke.

The Bounder looked down grimly on
Mr., Hawke, ay he spat ocut crumpled
ﬂlq:mthw.

‘¥ou've got a photograph about you
that I want, Jerry Hawke,” said Vernon-
Bmith quistly.

”GI‘DPDEI'.I i . _
“@ive it to me! Let his hand loose !

Mr. Hawke made use of his freed hand
to shake & furious fist at the Bounder of

riars.
“Will you give it to me, Hawke?"
“E'rrmrhl Eﬁn!" gasped the sharper.
“I'll make you suffer for thiz "eral I'L
—I'll—I'll—"

The Bounder picked up the poker, and
thrust it betwean the bars of the grate.
Jorry Hawke's eyes dilated as he watched
that action.

“What's that for?" asked Nugent.

"To persuade Huwke to give me the
photograph.” :

:*I' not take 11:?‘]; i ™

*I'm not going thro ¢ rotter's

ts. He garr Eiw it“tﬁ me, unless he
ikes a red-hot T

“I—I say—" began Wharton. .

“This is business, not a game!” paid
the Bounder icily. “Hawke is trying to
blackmail me. He could get penal servi-
tude for it,:if I cared to show him up.”

“You don't dare!” sneered Hawke.

* Precisely,” the Bounder assented
"It wouldn't do! But I do dare
to give you the red-hot poker unless you
hand over the photograph!”

::YD“_F{]“_‘_M ‘

A Nuff said!” Vernon-8mith drew the

lowing poker from the fire, and Jerry

awke twisted and wriggled in fearful
apprehension as the ted metal ap-
proached his face. “Now, then, you
scoundrel [
_ “Keep himt_uEl;E 1" moaned the sharper,
in an agony of fear.
as - youre told, then,"” said
Levison. “‘IPl:m game’s up, you Can see
that: and you ought to be glad to keep

out of prison. You've played a
scoundrelly gﬁme, and you've fatled, It's
titEaI tci: ix:f t a"'line!"

“Will you give me the photograph?”
asked Vernon-Smith.

“No!" panted the sharper.

He shrieked the next moment, as the
red-hot iren lightly touched his arm. It
was the lightest of touches; but it was

and the photo-

was dead in the next act, sc | odd
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enough for Jerry Hawke. He wae not

of the stuff of which the noble army of
ma

i ¥

rs were made.
nds off ! I'll do it !" he howled.

i+ Ehlrpl th:El'I. I

The bookmaker groped in his pocket,
and flung the photograph at the Grey-
friars junior. Vernon-Bmith picked it
up, examined it attentively, and then
thrust it into the fire.

“Both gone!” said Levison, with &
smile. * Now for the negative !"

“Let me gol" apluttered Jerry
Hawke. “I tell you, I'll 'ave the law of
you for this ‘era!™

“ Where is the negative, Hawke?"

[T Fiﬂd [lut !u

“In that desk, I think," said Lgvison.
“Hawke's got the key to it. Take him
to the desk. He's got to give it to us;
we don't want to take it.™

“Always keep on the right side”
smiled the Bounder, heating the poker
again, "Take him to the desk.”

Jerry Hawke was dragged to his feet,
and whirled to the corner where the desk
stood. He began to struggle, but the
grlp on him waa too strong. He stood

efore the desk, panting. The fat, unfit
acker, bloated with drink, was not in
a condition for a tussle agninst heavy

B,
“Open the desk !"* said Levison.

“I won't!" hissed Hawke.

Mr. Cobb, with two juniors sitticg on
him, wa the scene helr]e-mi . He
did not dare to shout for Bill again; and
Bill, if he had come, could not have ﬁ;m
in, It would have been worse for Bill if
he had. Levison & Co. had the upper
hand, and the game was up.

The Bounder drew the poker from the
fire again, and approached. Mr, Hawke
did not wait for a touch this time.

"With a husky curse, he drew a key
from his pocket and unlocked the desk.

“*Hand out the negative!" said the
Bounder grimly.

“Take it, hang you !"

“ Hand it out!"

Another curse, and Mr. Hawke handed
out the negative. It was a film negative,
and very r. :

Vernon-8mith held it up to the light,
and examined it minutely, and satisfied
himself that i1t was the negative he
wanted. :

“ All right?" asked Levison.

“Right as rain "

“Good egg!” said Harry Wharton,
with a deep breath.

The Bounder crossed to the fire, thrust
the film into the embers, and stirred it
thera with the poker. It frizled up,
and disappeared from existence. Vernon-
Smith dropped the poker into the fender.

“Our game !” he said lightly.

* Let those scoundrels go !" said Harr;
Wharton, * They're getting off cheaply.”

“The bumpfulness would be the proper
caper, my esteemed chums!"” murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“ Hear, hear!"” said Bob Cherry. "T#
may be a lesson to them, too™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“rAnds off 1" spluttered Mr. Hawke
furiously, maddened at the bare idea of
being bumped like 8 mere schoolboy,
“1'—=I'll— Yarooch!™

Bump !

Mr. Hawke sat down with a terrific
concussion. He rolled over and gasped.

Mr. Cobb gave an anticipatory howl,
as the merry juniors seized him. He
howled again more emphatically as he
was bumped on the foor and rolled over.

“Cut!" said Levison,

The juniors, grinning, crowded out of
the veranda. avison threw the kevys
back into the room. Mr. Cobb groped
for the room doorkey, threw open the
door, and yelled for Bill,

By that time the juniors were speed-
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ing through the misty garden. They
came out into the lane, but did not stop.
Without & halt they kept on the way to
Greyiriars. Their work was done, and
the sooner they were back in the school
the better. B
_ Twenty minutes lator they were elimb.
!h% silently into the box.rdom. Harry
arton  closed the window and
1t.
serene ! he whispered, My
hat! We sghall ba sleepy in the morn-
ing! BShove those masks into the box.”
“The sleepiness will he terrific, my
esteemed chum; but the satisfactfulness
for the good deed will also be great!™
_ There was a soft chuckle, and the
uniors tiptoed away to their dormitory.
evison  whispere good-night, and
moved cantiously to his rcom. Five

minutes more and the adventurers were
in bed.

fastened
Al

" L] ] "

Levison was down late the next
morning.,

Harry Wharton & Co., whe hadn’t the
prw:i-:gle of being down late, were early
as usual; and they were somewhat heavy
in the Form-room that morning.

But they were in a very satisfied mood.

The blackmailer’s teeth had been
drawn, thanks to Levison’s darin
scheme.
Yernon-Smith ; and the future was clear,
Mr. Hawke could do as he liked now.

He had no proofs.

That morning, after lessons, they saw |

M:. Hawke again; the bookmaker came
in at the gates, with a surly, savage face.

He had comn to do his worst—auch as it

The St. Jim's junior had saved.
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was. EFle was shown in to the Head;
and five minygles later he was shown out
again. The Hounder was not even sent
for, Dr. Locke, after one glance at the
sullen, coarze, boozy face, nad declinec

to listen to a word against a Greyiriars.

bay from such a character, unless proof
was instantly fortheoming.

Proof Mr. Hawke did not possess, and
could not produce. And the Head con-
cluded, very naturally, that his visit was
the result of espite, caused by Vernon-
Smith's refusal to have anything to do
with him—as was indeed the case,

Mr, Hawke had the pleasure of hearing
the Head's opinion of him and his man-
nera and customs—not a flatterin
opinion, Then he was shown out; nng
as he began cursing savagely, Wingate
of the Sixth stepped in and ‘t.n-u:-&'him by
the collar, and ieiped him awa Mr.
Hawke, squirmin? and snarling in the
muscular grasp of the captain of Grey-
friars, was marched down to the gates,
and a heavy boot helped him into the
road. And f"m did not return.

Vernon.-Bmith watched the scene with
perfect coolness, He had been prepared
for o scene in the Head's study, but there
wna no scene. The Head dismissed M,
Hawke and his unproven assertions with
utter contempt. On his own showing,
the raseal had ¢ome there from motives
of ravenge, because Vernon-Smith would
have nothing more to do with him. So
even If Dr. Locke had placed any faith
in his assertion, the Bounder would have
emerged from the test very well. But,
as a matter of fact, the Head felt nothing
but contempt and disgust for the man,
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and dismissed the whole matter with
SCOTIL.

Vernon-B8mith wore a cheery look that
day: And on BSaturday, when the
Remove played 8t. Jude's, Smithy was
in his nlc[I, place in the eleven, and he
played up in great style. Levison and
hiz minor were Tleaving Greyiriars that
afternoon, and after the match Harry
Wharton & Co., and the Bounder. went
along to the station to see them off.

Vernon-8mith gripped Levison's hand
when they parted.

““I sha'n"t forget !" he said.

“All serenc!” said Levizon, with a
smile. “I'm glad T was able t-ﬂ-'helpa”

“I sha'n't forget ! the Bounder re-
peated. '"The other fellows helped, but
it was sou Jdid 16! And if ever 1 can
do you a good turn, you've only got to
ask, ¥ou won't find me backwnrd, The
time may come, you know.

“T'll remember!” said Levison,

“Grood-bye, old chap 1™

“ Good-bye I

“The g[?aud-hyefulness is terrific, my
esteemed vison 1™

“Good-bye, Franky "

_The train steamed ont, and Levizson
waved his hand from the window, and
Frank Hourished his r:a.E, Harry
Wharton & Co. were not likely soom to
forget Levison's vigit to his old se =
and how he had succeeded in Saving the
Bounder.

(DON'T MISS “THE MISSING
SKIPPER!"” — next Monday's

grand astory of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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For Next Monday :
“THE MISSING SKIPPER!™
By Frank Richards,

It [z nof often that wo have a story dealing
chictly with the giants of the Sixth Form;
and if we had them frequently I think readers
would get tired of them. Bot once in o way
is good, and next week you will find Wingate
and Loder playing the chie! parts in the
drama. Wingate mysterlously disappears,
He i3 zearched for far and wide, but not
found. Then a fresh election for the eap-
tainey becomes necessary, and—— Dut I am
not going to tell you any more nowl

A CHORUS OF PRAISE.

Evervbody seems to have enjored most
thoroughly the series of Ave stories beginning
with ®Judge Jeffreys ™ and ending with
“ Vigtory 1*  which lately appeared. Some
enthusiastic readers insist that the future
slories should all be up to thelr level.

I am not going to promise anything of the
gnft. My own opinifon is that it simply can®t
be done, Clever as Mr, Richards {s, he cannot
always be on his top note. He never writes
n had story, hut some of the yarns will neces-
gurily be better than others,

Then, too, a barring-out is perhaps the most
telling of all possible incidents in school
fiction. ‘There is fine scope in it for humour
and for excitement. DBut there would be
precious little thrill about o barring-out if it
were continually happening. Varlety is what
matiers, )

A3 to what constitutes n ripping good story
—here opinions differ. Now and then thero
is practical unanimity, as in thiz ease; but in
a general way the yarn which soems to one
reader top-hole may seem to another below
the average, just because ita plot or subjeet
does not appeal to him, or hécanse the most
prominent characters in it are not among his
special favourites., 1 can chuckle evén now
over the storles which tell of Alonzo's early

J very serious ones, but tending

EDITORIAL CHAT.
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days at Greyfriars. They seem to me foll of
homour, with just the néeded touch of pathos
—the pathos of an earnest, good-hearted;
well-meaning fellow trying to be good %0
evervone, and - only getting into trowble
becauwse of his blunders,

Well, those stories were not by any means
50 generally popular as I should have ex-
pected. I was not in charge of the MAGNET
ut the time, but I happen to0 know what high
hopes the then Editor had of them. Bub
many readers did not like them a bit. The
despised’ Alonzo, and were nob keen on read-
Ing about him, In my own time I have had
one or two disappointments of that sort—not
to show me
that you must never be too sure. Neverthe-
lesz, 1 felt quite sure about the barring-out
serles !

e —

OUR GREAT CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

This- will hear the date of Thecember 8th,
and will, of course, be out on the third day
of the month, The “Gem ™ issue of last week

leased you all, I am sure, bope and
wlieve that the Christmas Numhber of this
paper will delight you guoite ns much, The

price will be
TWOPENCE

=23 i3 uwsual in the cuse of our special issues,
Among the contents will be

“THE GREYFRIARS CHRISTMAS
PARTY *’

—in which Mr. Frank Richarda tells of how
Bouif and Tom FRBrown and others spent
Christnias at the gchool, under the charge of
Mr. Prout; how Bunter—but I really must
not give away what Bunter did; how Kan-
garoo and Dane and Koumi Rno and Buck
Finm, of 3t. Jim's, came along as guests; of
the fun they had, and the exciting thﬁ!ga
that huppened.

After the first few chapters of this story
Harry Wharton & Co.—except for Ipky—

drop out,

But I Enow you will oot want tod

miss Harry's Christmasz, 20 I have asked Mr,
Richards to do & short story about what
bappened at Wharton Lodge. This will form
A sort of Eufrflament- to the longer story, and
I know it will be appreciated,

hen I have a short story from your old

friend Mr. Bidney Drew, who has never bean

surpazsed for the adventure serial with lots
of tun in {t. Do you remember “ Mysteria ™
and * Beyond the Eternal Ice,® © Lion versus'
Near,” “Through Trackleas Tibet,” and other
fine serialeg Mr. Drew wrote years ago? Some
of you do, I know, for you have heen asking
for more lately. And I have talked the
matter over with Mr. Drew, and perbaps it
is not so unlikely that you will get more as
I thought it was.

You remember Ferrers Lord and Ropert
Thurston, Ching Lung and Gan Waga, Prout
and Maddock ond Barry 0'Rooney? You will
meet some of them again in

“TAKING COVER"

—the fine story which Mr. Drew has done for
our Christmas izsve. And I won't zay but
what you may have further opportunities of
improving your acquaintance with them.
Pereonally, I remember Ching Lung evér since
he waz one of “The Boys of Barrowby "; ond
the story of his doings has always Interested
me,

Then there will be a MAGNET ¥ Who's Who @
on the spme lines aa that which appeared laust
week in the “ Qem.® Anything else? Do you
want more than eixpennyworth for twopence,
my Iriends? Dut there {3 room for more
there will be more; 1 promise you that. Nob
a column will bo wasted |

PR
T MaigneT Lisrary.—No. 511,



14

Extracts frum “ THE GREYFRIARS HERALD“
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY L

THE BEST 30 LIBRARY £~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 8" LIBRARY. "o

o

THIE @REYFRMLIE’ES S@HEM

L

Billy Bunter’s Wheoze [

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were seated
in their study at Greyfriars, baving
£d.
“¥ou fellows heard the latest?™
uzked Wharton, as he poured himself out a
cup of tea.
“Peace declured? asked Frank Nugoent.
“Fathead !” execlaimed Wharton.,
“What's hnlﬂpencd then?™ asked Nugent.
“Mothing's happened eo far,” said Harry
Wharton, "But somethiog's going to
hap&-enl"
in o hm !"
"Yea,"” went on the captain of the Remove.
“I've just had it from Quelch. To-morrow
?Ilt.ernmn two new kids are coming to Grey-
rlats
“Don't want ‘emn!™ said Bob Cherry.
“Well, we've got to have them,” said
Wharton. “They're only coming here for a
week, though, but Qucolchy wants us to take
a fatherly ioterest In them, and—"
“That's casily done,” said Nugent.
are they, apd what are theyi”
“Bomething quite out of the ordinary,”
explained Wharton, helping himself to
another sllea of war bread. ¥ Their names
are Bisha Kan and Nisha Kan.” _
“My hat!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, looking

L] “:hl:ll

up in surprise. “This ain't a zoologicul
gardena! “Where tGhe dickens are they
comlng from?”

“Dunno, exactly,”  replied Wharton.

“Quelch told me that thelr guv'nor, who's
an Eastern potentate of some sort, 13 stoy-
ing in England for 5 time, wants his dear

little offspring to apend o few days at mn

English public school.™

“Plenty of other schools in Enflﬂmd " gaid
Bobh Cherry, who was not fecling at all
roxbous to see Bisha and Nisha.

“Conldn"t tell Quelchy that,” said Whar-

“No, I suppose not.”

“They'ra coming to Greyviriars,”" continued
thae captaln of # Remove, “and Quelch
wants us to look after them, show them all
the sights—In fact, I've got to chaperon them
all over the giddy placel”

“Retter pass the job ower to Inky,” sug-
gested Nugent.

“I should be graclously pleased to look
afterfully our esteemed and  ludicrous
yieltors,” purred Hurres Joamset Fam Singh.

Wharton shook his head.

“Yon're o good old sort, Inky,™ he aald,
"hut. it nan't. be did. Quelchy's orders that
we've all got to look after them, so it's not
falr to chun’s the job on rou™

“True, 0, King!" said Nugent.

“When arg t coming? asked Bob
Cherry.

"To-morrow afterncon,” said Wharton.

"We'd better glve them a decent welcome.
Don*t want them to go away with the idea
that {}razfr!nu {3 a rotten sort of place, apd

all that.

“g'posa not,” sald Bob Cherry.

"Wetl we shall have to get & decent
gpread,” sald Wharton: "at any rate, as good
aa funds and grub. rules will allow. Must
give the strangers within the gotes some sort

of welcome, you know."™
“Oh, all right!" sald Bob Cherry. “Do
what you like. Supposa they'll bring their
own sugar. Can't give up my allowance!”
"No jolly fear!" ramarl:ed Nugent.

*We'll mapage somchow,” wmaid Wharbon.
HY DU e D— lo! What's that blessed row
ountslded"’

By TOM BROWN.
William George DBunter,

the Owl of the
Bemove.
n Ji.:.untn.r floundered on the floor like o landed

“I say, you Tellowsg—"

“Bunter, by gnm!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“iMr, really, Cherry——"

“E]:l-r[ng again!” exclnimed Bob indignantly.

Bunter blinked af Bob Cherry through his
enormous glasses.

“0Oh, really, Cherry,” he said, “I don't
know why you jump to conclusions! I was
just passing your deor when I accidentally
glipped, and=—

“Rats!" said Bob,

llI B-R.}"-—-—

“You were listening st the kerhole, you
apying young hound !

“Really, I—"

“Oh, stop lying,™ “and hop
it quick!”

Bunter serambled slﬂwlr to his feetl.

*Certainly, Cherry,” he mEd “T will go a8
soon as I can, butb rmﬂl; haven't mueh
strength in these days. What with the grub
restrictions, and war worry, and——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

"What war worry bhave you gob, porpoise?™
asked Wharton, ulu,ié ing.

“Lota! replied the Uwl of the HRemove.
“Here am I in o state of starvation, and
those beastly Huns are sinking food Ehll'pl- as
fast o8 they can. It's awful, and ought
not be wllowed. Somebody ought to put o
stop to it!"

“Ha, ha, ha!? roared the Remove chums.

Bunter blinked ot the Iamghi F 1unim'u

“0Oh, really, you fellows, 1 fai —

“Yes. poarpoize,’” anild Bob -[:harr:r. rising
from hiz ehaie, “there are many things you
tail to ses!”

Bunter's eyes wandered towards o couple
of cakes which were lying on the table, and
lwe moved B step forward.

“Can you ser those cakest™ asked Bob
Cherry.

a "Yes, Cherry, they re—"

"Yea, they're all right—where they are”™
gald Bob Cherry.

“Oh, reslly, E]Jr.rr}r, [ wasn't geing to ask
for them, but——"

“All the same if Hu did!" sald Bob firmly.
L E?f you can gee them, ean't yoult”

ul HB'-IH

Boh Cherry stood between the teble and
the fab junipr.

“MNow, I wonder whoether you chkn scc my
boott™ he asked.

1I.Eh’il!!

*“Can you see b}

“Yes, buf—"

Bob Cherry drew hia foot back,

“Well, be said doterminedly, "unless you're
out of the room before I count three, ¥ou're
jd}ll:l' well going to feel 4!

'0Oh, really Cherry!™ said Buonter, edging
away. Bob Cherr¥'s boots were of o large
glze, and the fat jonior had no desire ‘l’.ﬂ come
into contact with them.

“One-—" counted Bob Cherry.

with a sniff.

snapped Bob,

“T gay, Cherry, I I go quletly, can I
haye—"

T

“One of those cakea?”

“Thres!™

"Can [—— Ow! Yow! Yarooogh!™

Bunter's wvolee rose crescendo a8 Dob
Cherry's boot came into play.

“Hop it cxclaimed Boh.

“Bu really—— Ow! Yow-ow! Stoppit,
Cherry, you beast!™

But Bob Cherry did not stop it.

Hea rained kick after kick on Bunter's pon.
derous form, and finished up by prnpﬂl!nﬂ-
the fat junior through the doorway of the

juniar

s Charry, do vou hear??

But Bob Cherry did not hear., The doot
of Sthdy No. 1. was closed, and locked, too]
and Bunter's words wore wasted on the air.,

“ Bepats ' muttered DBunter spitefully.
“1'Nl make them sit uwp for this, hanged if
I won't! I'll— Ow! Yow! Legge, my

ear, Bulstrode!®
ﬂﬂ.hpt up, fathend ! sald a vplce In the fak
g ears. “It's 3kinner!"

% Oh, really,. Bkinner, T don’t know why you
wanted {0 come UpOnH me 40 st:lrl L

% Eats!" snapped 3kinner, re easﬂng bis bold
on Bunter's ear.

“If you bhad come along a minute earlier
vou might have trodden on my spectacles,
and them you would have had to pay [or
them ™ gald Runter

“ Who krocked "em off 1% .

“Tlﬁnse heasts in Study Mo. 1,* said Bunter.

“ Put I'll make them =it op for it ! growled
the fat Jonior, “I'l make them wish th!{
hadn't treated mo so roughly. 'Ihe:r-'nn
to give the strangers a good welcome,
theyt Well, they—"

“Halla! What's the wheezel?” asked
Skinner, pricking up his ears.

“Nothing,” =aid Runter, turniog up his
nose. “You're not in this, you— Oh, yes,
I think perhaps you'd better come in!”®

* Jome in to what 7"

“ The scheme I've
rotlers in there,” mt
towards Study 1.

“ Depends upnn ‘what the scheme is,” mald
dkinner guardedly.

“Oh, thére's nothlng rezlly risky in %1%
sald Nunter, “It's only a wheeze—in fact,
"Il turn out to be & huge Joke. Come plong
to my study um'l I'll tell you all ahout it.",

Bunter led the way to Study Koo T His
study-matbes were out, 50 Bunter entered, and
sat down in a chair h:r the fire.

“ Tell us the wheeze,” said Skinner,

I'.linter told him, and Ekimper listened in-

tent..iry.
ou see,® sald Buonter at length, “we
shall get = feed for nothing, and thoge
chaps in Et.u Noe 1 will loak Jolly zick when
the real niggers turn wp, and there's no grub
left for tham to eat.™
“IMa, ha, ha '™ lzughed 3kinner.
It was evident that DBuonter's
appealed to the cad of Greylriars.

for pariog out those
Dunter; and he pointed

scheme

1L,
Not to Bunier’s Liking .

HE next afterncon—a hall-beliday nk
Greyfriars—found Bunter and Skinner
very busy,

Peter Todd and Dubtton were oul [or
the aftermoon, and Dunter had no difficuelty
in keeping prying eyes away from the study.

Had Harry Wharton or lob Cherry hap-
ened to look into the study about half an
our after dinner they would have received a
great surprizse. For Bunter's Tace had under-
gone & complete chaoge.

Bunter'z face was seldom too cleam, but at
that moment it was black—jet-hlnck.

The fat junior held & large burnt cork o
his hand, and he continued to give his face
a dab here and there.

“J think that'll do.” he said abt length, ns
he surveyed himsell In the looking-glnss,

“What about your handz?" pzked Bkinner,
whose face, nnder the Influence of a burnt
cork, was slowly taking on the same hue ns
Bunter's.

“0h, I forgot!l' said Bunter, rubbing awny
at hiz hands. *We don't wnnl- those bensts

Tha captain of the Remove jum up from § stud to see through our disguise'
bis chﬂ:?tlnﬂ leaped hward: t‘t!}:ﬂduﬂ ﬂnui;lter crashed to the foor with a thud. “No jolly Tear!™ said 3kinner.

He tumed the handle qnickly, and pulled «(herry, you beast!™ he roared, as he| ©@ood job I managed to bone those wigs,”
the door . Next instant, a bulky form | groped Por his spectacles. sald Bunter, placing a curly wig on his head.
was precipliated into the room—the form of o reply. “ My knowledge of the East has stood me in
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good stead for onee. Those Eastern johnnies
all have carly halr.”

“I'm not =0 sure,” gald Skinneér doubtfully.
&1 belleve (t's only African niggers who—*
. “Look her¢i” said Bunter. “If you want
to find fauwlt—m"

“Nob at all,” said Skinper.
anly wondering, ™

¥ Well, stop wondering, then, and gel on
with it!" smapped Runter.

“But I Waa

In another five minutes two of the queerest
piggers imaginable stood In 8 o, T,
Their hands and fgces were jot-black, and on

EE" hewdas were mops of ok, cnr'lr black
r.

It would have ed anybody to name the
eountry from which they bailed, but ot Ieast
they leoked anything bub English.

“What time are those Eastern kids sup-
posed to arrive 7™ asked Bkinner,

“Five o'clock,” said Bunber. =] heard
Wharton tell Cherry a0 this mornipg.™

“0Oh, good! We'd hetter get there about
four, then." .

“Yeg.® Bunter pulled out his watch. =It's
half-past three now. We'll wait another
half an hour, and then we'll trot along.”

¥ Right-ho 7

The two schemers walted anxlously for the
half-hour to pass.

At length Iour o'clock chimed ocut from the
old tower at Greyfriars, and Bunter jumped
to his feet.

“Come glong ™ he said.

1 say,® said Bkinper, “you'd bettar toke
your glasses off, you know! won't -

las fi k !IE 't do——"

“0h, won't it¥® snnpped Bunter abriaptly,
“How do you think I shall he ahle to see the
‘grub it I take my glosses off 1%

g t—>

“B.frr!®  growled Bonter. *®1 suppose
l'nre_lign' chape ean wear glaszes, ocan't theyt»

“Yez, but—»

“Well, come along, then!®” commanded
Bunter. *And mind you don't Lorget to talk
like & nigger ™

Skiomer followed the fat junior out of the
study, Sgmehow or othér Skioner was not
quite 30 keen on the wheeze now, He felt
confident enough of himeell, but not about
Bunter,

But Bunter's bilnd self-concelt prevented
bim from having any doubts s to the smccesa
of his scheme,

The fat junior ambled olong the passage,
and poked his head inside Study No. 1, It
waz empty.

Bunter grunted.

“Reasta ™ he exelajmed,
how they wouldn't——>

The fat junlor broke off abruptly as the
round of footsteps became audible in the
poasage,

Tha next moment Young Tubh of the
Third came along.

- He started back In amazement at eight of
the two “nigﬁem,#
“My aunt!"’ he gasped.

“(Come here!? soapped Bunter aothorita-
tively. ]

The fag recovered from his Inftial shock,
nnd sbapped forward.

“What the dickens are you chaps doing
here?* he neked.

“We've pome to see Wharton® explained

1 thought some.

Bunter. “And i{f you don't buck up-:and
:i!{_cl];u him, young Tubb, you'll get a thick
“Mallo! Who told

you 'I'I'I?' namege Was
fag, in surprize.

, I'm a thought-reader, you
know '™ said Bunter haltingly,

“0h!” gasped Tubb.

" Buck up,” snapped DBunter, “unless yom
want me slny you alive! We Eastern
f}';fﬁ.d““'f* think twice about killing any-

¥!" - .

“Phew I'" gasped the fag. And he took to
ki heelz in search of Harry Wharton & Co,

Bunter und Bkinoer entered Study Ne. 1,
and st down in the easy-chaira,

" What did you want to call that kid by
kiz name for?* asked Skinner, - ¥

“ What's that matter?? E.na%ped Bnnter.
“Can't ¥ say. whaot T like? This iz my wheeze,
g0 just you shut wp!™

% B te—" ;

“DOe quiet, can't you? Here they come!™
8kinner subsided as the sownd of rushing
Feet eould he heard in the passage. -

Hext moment the Famous Flve came rosh-
Ing into the study. T

¥*Hullo, hallo, hallo!™  exdélaimed Bob
Cherry. ®* Who the—why the— My word!™

Hoh  Cherry ﬂ.t.ng,nered backwards in sur-
rize, as the two “niggers ® Jumped to their
cet and salanmed awkwardly.

“Hery plenzed to meet you,” enid the fat
Jjumior. holding out his hand, T

Tuﬂh‘q i asked the

N —
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Bob Cherry gripped 1t, and nz he drew his
and away

¢ happened to glance at it. It
wihs black !

_"Bob €herry's mind worked very quickly at
that moment. He had recovered from his
sarpriee-at meeting tl:_u: twe niggers, and the
black on his hond dstounded” him for the
moment.

The next instant he saw t-hmugo it all,
and, Hke Brer Rabbit, he decided to. lie low
aﬁl say nothing—at any rate, for o Hittle
while.

The other jonfors shook handa with the
nlgfeﬂ, and they also noticed the black on
thelr bands, They were about to remark the
curlous fact, when they caught Bob Cherry's
eye, which bade them keep wient.

*“[ suppose you're Nisha Khan?” said Bob,
pointing towards Billy Bunter.

“Oh, yes! My nome's Nisha Eban,” repted
the fat junior.

“Jolly good name, too!" went on Bob
‘Cherry. * Your mother got any more at home
whh names like that? .

“0h, really, €h—I mean, nol” Taltered the
Tat lEunlmr.

“Then who's this johmmie over bere?” asked
Bob, indicating Skinner.

- Buanter blinkeéd ronnd him.

“0Of, I forgot about him!" he sald.

"Icr]'lr rotten memory yon've got, then,”
sald Bob ke:pkn’g a stralght [ace.
h"ﬂ‘ﬁa. i“hwa! ﬁ“&i -ltluntari{ “It's Yﬂ_“ﬁ

e &no eat, you know. You
ua,#l':‘n a fat chap, and T need & lot to

AL "
“H'm!" muttered Bob Cherry. _
Lﬂ;&lr .;unnr! We've ot a chap just llke you
re.

- Bunter shifted uneasily.

"That 07" he asked.

“Yes," sald Bob Cherry. “He's a heastly
Tat pig, too. He'd eat from morniog to night
it we'& let him. He's.a rotten opd,

* " (h, n}all{, Cherry, you beast, I—er—quite
so! Goonl”

“"How did yon know my name was Cherry ™
asked Bob, with. feigned surprise.

Bunter nodded knowingly.

“You English kide ain't

“Ah!" he said.
half up to eenff. I'm a thought-reader, 'I
am, I surprised ome of your kids named

telling him his name.”
jolly clever! remarked Bob

ITY.
*I am that,” sald Bunter, gaining con-

Tubb h}'
*“¥ou e

fdence. "I ecan tell you all your names.
That chap over there with the Eug nose is
Bull, and that cross-eved swab there Is

Nugent, and that knock-kneed chap by the
door is Wharton I

“The esteemed Nisha Khan Is t00 amazing-
ful for words,” remarked the Nabob ob
Bhanipur.

“0Qh, I forgot, you!” sald the fat jumior.
“¥Your npame's Hurree S8ingh.”
“Fou'll

* Bemarkable!"” said Bob {!hEH';
have to tell us how you do it after tea. I
suppos: you're feeling a bit peckishi”

" What-ho 1"

Baob Cherry did not remark that he thought
“"What-ho!" a ullar word for an Eastern
junfor to use. winked at Harry Wharton,
and madea for the door of the study.

“¥You chaps pot the cloth on the table”
be said. “I'Nl get the grab.”

. Harry Wharton and Nugent got out the
cloth, and placed It on the table. Then
Johnny Bull put out the reguisite number of
cups and saucers and plates. ! k

b Cherry return with several parcels
under his arms. He placed them on a chair,
and then commenced to put the contents on
the table. 5

In less than ftwo minutes the fare was

cad, and & consisted of o plateful of cakes,

some  onions, and ot least & dozen raw
potatocs. '

Billy Bunter gasped. :

«Come on, Nisha Khan!" said Bob politely.
"And you, Em, Bisha. You must excuse us
for keeping you waiting, buf—" :

“I say, you lellows—"" began Bunter.

“You needn't -protest hecnese H's a pgood
spread,” said Bob Cherry, helping Bunter
towards a chair. “We¢ do things in style
here, you know.” |

*Cherry, you—" y

“8it down, old fellow " sajd Nuogent: “Have
a good tuck-in! We plways like our vizhtors
to cnjoy.themeelves, you know."

“ Take a zeat, Nisha, old sport '™ safd Dob
ynrelentingly. ' Pasz the cakes, Wharton, old
son. Perhaps Nisha would like one,

“1 should, bery much!” said the fat junlor,
endeavouring to make the best of things.

. Harry Wharton passed the cakes round.
At least, he passed them to' 'Boh Cherry,

*That's.

and—" .

ve in number, a large quantity of earrots,
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Yugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh, and
then took one himseif.

Then the plate was empty.

“I'm awfully sorry, X » 0l scout!” sald
‘Wharton-apologelically.” “Buf they won't geo

round. you'd like to start om
carrota? - The¥'re ' simply Tipping carrotal
Here you are; take one!” -
¥l—gr— the [et I8, [—er—Wharton, yom
beast!® exclaimed the fat jenlor. “Yom
know I don't eat carrota!™ ]
“Go hou!” said Wharton, with a . "I

thought all donkeys did, Never mind. Have
an onion. They're spiffing onions, reallyl®
“No, thapks! T—"
Pertiaps Bisha Ebhan would Jike omaf™

sngpeste Cherry.
“0Oh, yes!™ said Wharton, ™I forgol all
phout our dear friend RBisha. Why, you're

mot eating anything, old seout! Have an
onion. They're *.:{ln[!nrrinp,r coions, ‘and——"

* No—er—thanks!” faltered Risha Ehan.
“I've got an awlul attack of toothoche X
think 1I'll go and get something for it.”

Bisha at d to make for tha
door, but Nugent pulled him back.

“Onlong are ri pﬂ]g for the toothache™ be
gald. “Get rid of # In next to no
l”:mn_n; on; try one as & sample. I guarantee

"No, thanks! It's too bad for that.”
* But, 3kinner, old sop—"
Bob '!'.!herrr looked up in surprise.

*Hallo!™ he exclaimed.
you were & thought-reader, Wharton!”

“Didn't you?” sald the captain of the
Remove. “I1'm o regular dab at the gamel
I knew that chap was named Skinner when I
tirst looked at him. And this fat rotter here
Ia named Bunter!"

Bunter almost fell off his chair at the shoek
of exposure.

“0h, realls—" he began, and then he
mada & bee-line for the door: Skinner did
likewlse, .

“Relt "em ! exclaimed Beb Cherry, Elaak
up & handful of potatoes and hurling them
t'hlleh departing schemers. The rest followed
B

Yery few of the missiles misged their mark,
and as the Famous Five followed the schemers
dewn the p:mE Bunter end Skinner
experienced many hard knocks.

By the the time they got out of range they
were feellng sore all over—in mind az well as
body. Everything had not turned out as well
ag had been expected by the Greyfriars
Schemers! .

L - - # . L3 ¥

A little later the real visitors arrived, and
were given a hearty welcome. They nh{ad
at the scheol for just on a fortnight, and the
Famous Five found them to be really .
fellows. Bisha and Nisha EKhan took their
departure with feslings. of deep regret, but
ne less y went awatf!h with high
opinions of Greylriars and e Greylrigrs

fellowa.

THE END.

—_—

BILLY BUNTER.

ADAPTED FROM LONGFELLOW'S
“FRIAR LUEBIN."

By FRANK NUGENT.

Ruzzing off on others’ bikes,
Smashing mudguard, brake, and bell
Heedless what another Hkes—
Eilly Bunter doeés it well!
DBut to hﬂcg his hands fromr stealing—
Though he's told that he will rue t—
That ealls for some decent feeling—
Billy Bunter cannot do it!

Snenking into fellows" studi
When there's no one there to tell,
FPinching tarts and other poodles—
Billy Bunter does jt well!
But to etop from being greedy—
Though he's oft warned to eschew It,
"Cauvse It makes him fat and seedy—
Billy Bunter cannot do it1

Rivalling old Apanias,
Telling Hes that make one yell—
"Gainst the truth be.has a bias—
Dilly Bunter does jb well!
Once or twice he's chucked it—nearly—
Beeing truth—coplorming to It;
Rut he finds it costs too dearly—
Billy Bunter'cannot do it!
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.:

No. 47.—Mr. LAWRENCE LASCELLES.

" ARRY," the Greyfriars fellows ealled
him; and jt i3 =till .as Larry that
they talk .of :

versation turns upon what is being

done at the Froot, where Mr. Lawrcencee

Eascelles, Iate matbematical master at the - y
is dojng B man’s work as ..

old - echool,
.Liaut:e:n_a.nt Lawrence Lascelles.
It, was as “Larrr Lynx " that he fought in

im when the con- .

the ring—an unusual but not unigue adven- %

ture for a *Varsity man. The profession of
pogiliet doea not combine well with that of
schoolmaster. Mr. Lascelles knew that. But
he had eXcellent reason for what he did; and
the fact that the Head of Greyfriara guite
approved of his line of action iz strong prool
that it was justified. :

He has dropped out of the stories of late,
naturally.
of hoppenings on the Western Front. But
he will return when the war is over, and we
ghali all be, glad to-meet him agnin,’

For Lascelles iz & man—the kind of man n
healthy and hiﬁh-m{rih‘:d hoy iz certnim to
admire. He talks a3 strajght as bhe hits; and
ba koows how to practise both justice and
mercy.,  You cannot, toke liberties - with
Larty. But he will not be too severs -upon
the fellow whe is down, although It may be
that fellow's own fault.

He reminds one somewhat of 3r: Hailton
of Bt, Jim's. The two men have a great deal
in eommon, though they are guite distinét
ore from another ag driwn by thelr ercators.
Mr., RBaillton I3 eomewdDat older, somewhat
more serious, perhaps,. and he has bigger
regponsibilitiee.  But. he and Mr. Lascelles
look at thioge In very much the same way;
and it s o way quite differcnt from' that of
Mr. Belby, say, or of .Mr. FProut, or of Mr.
Eateliff, or of Mr. Queleh, though all these
Tour differ one from anocther.” One would any
that “Larry * and " Railton ¥ atill keep alive
in fhem more of the epicit of the boy, and
that this makes tlrem more sympathefic and
tolerant than any one of the other four—
though Mr. Quelch, for all his fron rule, fa
not by any means lacking in aympathy. 'On
one thinks, Mr. Quelch could never have been
& boy of the Boh Cherry or Tom Merry type,
end Mr. Eailton and Mr. Lascelles may have
been—probably were. '

Bkinner ‘eame  athwart the bows of AMr.
Lascelles na soon as the new master arrived
at Greylriars. Fish i3 conastantly o the
make; bubt his swinodles are more or less
business—lots of peoplo are pracdtising them
and keeping out -of gasl. Bkinner’s dodges
for Tits own advantage are more risky and less
tradeamanlike; he i3 a blackmoailer horn. He
tried-to- blackmail the mathematical master:
but it was o go.

The Faymous Five bad their sosplcions as to
of Lawrence Larcelles.and Larey

the identit
Lynx. Hiﬂir had takem them over in al

motor-car- to Chilford, where Lynx was fight-
ing -“Tom Tutton. When the new master
turned wyp, the only diference between him
and Lysnx seemed fo he that Lascellez wore
2 moustache which had not adorned the face

NOTICES.

FO OTBALL.
Matches Wanted By :
BoUTEFIELRS  JUKIORS.—A.  Holloway,

Lgvenham Hoad, Southfields, 3.W. 18.

WeST MARYLERONE.—16}—5 mile radins.—W.
Clatk, 27, Clipstone Street, London, W. 1,

Eopwarp ROVERS.—I16—8 mile radius—L,
Marks, 13, Edwirds Road, Mile End, E. 1J.

AVENUR.—A. Copp, 43, Kyrle Road,” Clapham
Common, 3.3, 11.

ANDAWORTH  COMMON  ATHLETIC.—1T.—A.
Ralph, _30,. Beaneciéy Road, Wandsworth
Common, 8.W. 11.

KORLAND RANOERS.—11-13—2 miile radins of
D

187,

These are varns of school life, not

L was false.

i¥.]

of the puogilict. Bunter heard them talking

it over, and told Skinner. These two
attemplted to make sure that the moustache
I they could only get into the
magter's bed-room—he would not wear it
while -asleep, of coursze—the trick was done,
and his secret wae at their merey. But the
Famoua Five frustrated the attempt. They
liked “ Larey 7 Irom the fArst.

Bkinner had npot dope: There was to be
anothicr fght at Chillord, and he pot over
there on Coker's motor-bike, which Coker did
not know "he was lending. HMe had the
awdacity to tackle Mr. Lascelles, but got no
change out of him. Then he gob Larry's
razcally oppogent, Tubton, who did not know
how to take n lcking like a man, to come
over to QreyIriars: and in the Head's

resence—Bob  Chetry was lucky enough fo
'Ea there and to see—Larry thrashed Tutton
without the glovea.,, Then Dr Locke heard
the whole story, and knew why Lascelles had
gone in for the Ring, and was satisfled, on
condition that there sbould be no more public
boxing. SBkinoer was not s0 well satlsfted, of
Course.

An old assoclate of Larry's—one Sawrer, &
big and Herculean trainer—eame along; iry-
ing to persuade the young master hack to
the old game. He took the refusal very hard.
He tried to kidnap Larry—and got  Loder
instead. Loder was not a substitute of whom
any uze could he made—you don't e¢atch
Loder fighting if he can well got out of [t
Now Wingate or Coker—but it was Loder

Shepherd's Bush.—C, 8, Gowing Lee, 1% Wor-
land Gardens, Notting Hill, W, 11, .

HAYWARD'S ATHLETIC:—15-18—8 mile radiva of
Blackfriars.<Lk. €. Hook, 137, Commercial
Road, Peckham, 3.E. 15.

DAYBROOR  IMSTITUTION.—10j—after Christ-
mas—8 wile radive,—J. Marshall, Gedling
hoad, Arnold, Nottingham,

gtr. Pavvu's.—161—5 mile radius—R, J. Morrl-
30m, 68, Rhodeswell Road, Mile End, B, 14.

QuEeN's TUNITED—16—3 mile radiuz.—Hon.
dec., 4%, Lynedock Street, Kingsland Hoad,

EBArNzEURY DBovs' Cuip.—17—0wn ground—
C. Ruscofl, 18, Rodney Street, Barnsbury, N.L

ALMA Viiia.=15-17.—=W. Schofield, 76, Cram-
iér:%nh Street, 0ld Ford Road, Victoria Park,

AT, CAUGGSTINE'8.—180—7 mile radins.—L.
Pearson, 18, Kipley Road, IBelvedere, Kent..

AMERZHAN TUNITED.~15~G. H. Gilman, 83,
Amershara Vale, New Cross, 8.E. I4.

that time. And the second time Sawyer &
L. pot Lascelles; but the Famous Five were
on the track, and rescwed him. @ Sawyer
meant- Lo -keep bim o priseper till be con-
sented to Ogbt, bpt Sawyer had his trouhle
dor hiz peios.  Mr. 'Laszcelles bore.-no malice —
Sawyer had his good’ points, il bis methods
Hd err on the aroitiaty kde.

But there was another fAght, aflier all.
Skinner saw what secmed 1o him a rare
chanee to get cven. He had gone on hating
Lascelles, yonu may be sure, 1E i3 Skinper's
way. DBut the liguid glue in the bed frick
was stopped by Whartorn, and Skinner got w
licking. Then Skinner was caught in Mr.
Laseelles” bed-room by the magter hinseldl,
and, after having been well smarked, was
reported to Mr. Queleh., 5o when the genial
Harold discovered that Larry Lynx was flght-
ing nt Luxford be let the Head know. Bulb
the Head knew already; the fight was for a
war fund, and he bad consented to jt. The
Head wanted to know other things, though;
and the upshot was by ne means agreeable to
Skinner.

There came 2 fime when every young and
able-bodied man who could be spared was
wanted for the great work against the Huns.
Greyiriara marvelled much that Lascelles did
not velunteer.  He was just The man for
goldiering, it seemed. In the Remove
opinions  were divided; most thonght hre
ghould go, however, and many better fellowa
thun Skinner joined -that -thorough-paced
young blackgnard in doing all they knew liow
to make his life 2 mizery to him. ‘Then the
truth came owt, and some of them felt utterly
shamed when they heard of the domeetic
reasong which had held him -back.  These
were overcome by the Kindness of the Head,
whose feeling towards {he stalwart young
master wa3s fatherly. The invalid sister
became s member of Dr. Locke’a householil,
and Larry went light-hearted to the wars.

We have seen him hack onceé, on hrief leave
from the Front. . The story wns entitled
“For TFArey's Sake,” and it told how Arthur
Augugtug and biz visitors—including & number
of the Greylrlara lellow—wanted to flx up
a cricket-matehh with Lord Conway and his
guests, men from the trenches; how an
avdacious plan was coneoeted to kidoap Larey
and wmarcon him on on, island in the- river
until e agrecd, and consented to use hia
influence with the rest to induce themn to;
how he was thus treated, and ezcaped hy
swimming, and furned up in the nick of time
fo denl with the secundrelly “Captain ™
Punfer, who-had been playing upon IFArey’s
eredulity, and had token them all in-more or
leas; and how he denlt, with that land-shark.
and played in the match afterwards. and
looked over the impudent attuck on bimself,
Hke the good Fellow ard big-lhearted gentle.
man he i Tt waz done in holiday-time, you
see, and done to Licutenant Laszeelles, =
fellow-puest,”  TF it hud been st Greyfriars,
and the vietim had Deen BMr . Lawrende
Lascelles, mathematical master, there must
have been punishment, of course.

Yes, we thall be glad to see Larry hack!

T T T L T e e

Qther Foater Motices,

More players wanbed Tor Lancashire Bulnts
Juniors.—Apply P. Mitchell, 148, Pocketnook
Street, 3t. Helens, or W, Lomax, 10, Fleet
Lane, 3t. Helens, .

D, Cardno, 15, wants to0 join o club playineg
on Thursdays—Address, 56, Andrew’s House
Clab, 31, Mortimer Strect, W,

Players Wanted=—5t. Faul’s United=-=16-17.—
Apply hy letter or personaily to W. Brown,
34, Tonsell Street, &t Pﬂu'l'g Noad, Bow, E.

8. Rlgnks, 10, Porson Hireek, Eewishuam.
3.E., nge 15, would be glad to join o Lewis
ham club a3 right-half,

W. Fitzpatrick, 320, Breretom Road, N.17,
would like to join a cluob In hiz neighbourhood
—any position bar goal.

BACK NUMBERS WANTED.

By V. Hayhow, 30, Dudley Street, Haher-
fleld, Svdney, Australie.~Numbers hefore 400

in which Bunter or Fish fgures prominently,
24-11-17



