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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

No Luek for Loder !
HHITHER bound ™

ié
‘:‘f Loder of the SBixth asked
that question of Walker. The
latter  was  striding  swiftly
acro=s the Close in a rain-coat buttoned
tightly at the collar. He turned as Loder
hailed him,

"Footer,” he said briefly,
Side.”

Loder threw a disparaging glance at
Walker's football boots, and laughed con-
temptuonslv,

“No that's the stunt, is it? Clean.
healthy exercise for the voung—what?™

" Better than dealing cards in a stuffy
study, any day!"” said Walker.

“on Big

He was about to maove awav. But
Loder caught his arm.
“Don't be a silly ass ! he said. “ You

cani t pretend you're fond of wullowing
on a muddy field. T know better! Come
along down to the village like a good
chap!”

“The village has no atiractions for
me,”" satd Walker—*"* at least, the (Cross
Keys hasn’t. I've no use for that par-
ticular kind of sideshow, thanks!”

“1'm playing Hawke a thousand up at
hilliards for a fiver,” said Loder.

“More fool you!” snapped Walker.
“You'll look an art shade in green by
the time he’s finished with vou., And it'll
serve yonu jolly well right 1

“Then you're not coming 7"
Laoder,

*Np 1

“You're gomng 1 for the plaster saint
i'li:—:lll_‘-y':""

“Put it that way if vou like, Win-
gate’s got me down to play against Red-
clyffe next week, and I'm going to get
m sonie practice. The Creoss Keys isn't
exactly a trammg-ground. So-long |7

And Walker went an his wav.

Loder glanced after him with a frown.
Time was when Walker would have wel-
comed a little flutter in Loder's society.
But Walker was an uncertain sort of
fellow, Now that the football season
had started Walker had made up his
mind to justify his inclusion in the First
Eleven, and the wiles of Gerald Loder
wore wasted upon him.

Muttering angrily to himself., TLoder
swung out of the school gates alone.
There were very few fellows in the Sixth
whom he could have asked to acconipany
him.  The death of Arthur Courtney
some time before had schered some of
the black sheep of the Form; and Leoder
stood more or less alone.

" Hang that fellow Walkey !” he mut-
tered, I'd counted on him. He conld
have backed me up with funds in case
I came a cropper at bitiards. As it is,
I shall be stumped if T lose to Hawke.”

Whilst Loder went on his way with
these troubled reflections Walker got
busy on Big Side, Wingate was there.
and so were Faulkner and Gwynne and
several others—all keen to pet into their
stride and make the season a success,

ea1d
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From the outset Walker played well.
In shooting for goal he was dead on the
marlt every time: and Wingate. as he
watched, felt very glad that he had in-
cluded Walker in the team agzainst Red-
clyfie.

“You're going strong,” he saind when
the players came off. *“Keep that up,
and I don’t sce why you shouldn’t play
mn the eleven right through the season.™

“Good enough ! said Walker.,

As he tramped back to the School
House throngh the drizzling rain he was
conscious of a healthy glow all over him
—a feeling of phyvsical fitness which he
had not known for a long time. He
could see now that healthy sport vielded
more pleasure than unhealthy, and he
was glad he had shaken Loder off earlier
i the afternoon.

He wondered idly how the cad of the
Sixth had fared in his billiard match

“with that thoroughbred scoundrel Jerry

Hawke. Loder was not without skill at
the game, vet his unserupulous opponent
would not be likely to leave the issue
tamely in Loder’'s hands.

“The thundering ass!” muttered
Walker, referring to his absent school-
fellow. *“*He's in debt already, and he's
pretiy certain to lose another fiver this

afternoon, Still, it’s no use trying to
stop him. That sort of thing’s in his
blood. Can the merry Ethiopian change

his skin. or the lenpard his spots ¢’

Walker had ba rq_-lly made himself ¢om-
tortable an the couch in his study when
Loaer came 1in, He looked like a fellow
wha had set out to find trouble and had
succeeded.  His nose was swollen, one
ey was fast hecoming discoloured, and
there was an ugly bruise on his chin.

The fury m his face did not add to his
beauty.

“Great Scott!” gasped Walker, jump-
ing up. “Been wrestling with a grizzly ¢

Loder flung himself into the armehair
with a savage imprecation,

“I—I've had an argument,’ he gaid.

Walker grinned.

"I should say you've had more than
that. What was the trouble?”

“That rofter Hawke cheated me !

' Nothing new, is 1t%” said Walker.
"“The man lives by cheating !”

“I was heking him at billiards,” ex-
plained Loder. I had a jolly good lead.,
and should have won hands down, but
the marker faked the scores. He was put
up to 1t by Hawke, of course.”

“And so——" said Walker.

“And so we had a bit of a scrap. T/

could have laid out Hawke alone all
right: bnt he didn’'t play fair. The
beastly marker chipped in, and hetween
the two of 'em I had rather a bad time."

“Looks like it,” said Walker., “If
you've cofe here for sympathy, though,
I'm afraid there’s nothin doing.
Cheero! And close the door aﬁer you !

Loder rose painfully to his feet.
Walker noticed that, apart from his in-
juries, he seemed worried, |

“Hold oni” said Loder. “I—I'm in
the dickens of a fix! Hawke has in-

sisted on my paying him that fiver
within a week. If I don’t he's coming
up here to make a song about it.”

i 1}1'1_1[1 I'F._".'I'

“Can’t you see what I'm driving at?”
exclaimed Loder nnpatiently.,  “Can’t
yvou offer to help a chap out when you
sec him up aganst it like this? If you’ll
lend me the tin te square Hawke's debt
I'll make 1t good as soon as I can, Be
a sport, Walker! Won't you help me?”

“No, I won't!” said Walker flatly.
“Firstly, because I'm pretty nearly broke
myself ; and secondly, because you got
vourself into this mess, and it's up to you
to straighten out the tangle. 1f you
think I'm going to shaulder your blessed
burdens vou're mistaken !”

The note of firality in Walker's tone
was so pronounced that Loder knew it
would be worse than useless to persist in
his appeal. |

“Hang you!” he snarled, moving to
the door. * Precious sort of pal you are
—I don't think! You don't care who
sinks so long as vou swim ! You rotter !”

Walker clenched his lands as if to
strike; then he drepped them with a
laugh,

“1 guess wyou've heen
enough as 1t 18!” he sawd.
can clear out !’

Gerald Loder was not in the humour
for another fight just then. With a
sullen glare at the unsympathetic Walker
ne went, slamming the door furiously
behind him.

hammerad
“Now you

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

“ AULY, old chap >
M Lord Manleverer, the born-

tired  aristoerat of  the
Hemove, blinked with sleepy
eyes at Sir James Vivian, Baronet, who
was prodding him with a ericket-stumnp.
The schoolboy earl, veclining fuhv
length on the sofa in his study, wasg in
no mooed for mterruption.
“Gerraway !” he murmured drowsily.
“Look ’‘ere,” esaid Sir Jimmmy, still
bringing the stump into play, “you're
comin’ with me this afternoon, old son!
There’s goin’ to be “igh jinks!”

Lord Mauleverer shuddered. The
speech of Sir Jimmy Vivian lacked

polish, to say the ledst of it; and it was
not so much the matter of his conversa-
tion as the manmer of it that got on
Mauly’s nerves,

“I do wish you'd go away, begad!”
yawned Mauly. ** You're addin’® vears Lo
my hfe, Jimmy! Run away an’ pick
flowers! I'm tired!”

“Was you ever anythink else?”
grinned Sir Jimmy., “You're never
"appy unless you're snoozin’® an’ snorin’ !

“ Really, my dear fellow, I'm sure I’'m
not addicted to the latter disgustin’
habit! Ow! Put that stump away, you
voung hwmatic! You nearly brained me
that time !

“I'm fed-up with waitin’ about for you,
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Mauly!" said Sir Jimmy pecvishly.
“ You promised me that one of these days
you'd take me on an explorm’
expedish "

“*A—a what?” gasped Mauly faintly.

“ A squint at them old cuves along the
coast. 1've ’eard them smuggler blokes
used to ’ide their loot 1n 'em, An’ you're
comin’ to show me round now, Mauly, as
you said you wounld !”

“1 would, like a shot,” said Mauly,
“only 4

“Only what "

“I'm tired. Postpone it till the next
half-holiday, there’s a good chap.”

“That’s what you eaid before. You
keeps on puttin’ 1t off, an’ puttin’ it off,
an 'we don't get no forrader. For the
last time, arc you comin’ ?”

And the youthful baronet brandished
the cricket-stump so threateningly that
Mauly, scenting danger, jumped up from
the couch.

“I'm disappointed in you, Jimmy,” he
said, “You've forced me, against my
will, to commit an act of energy.”

“Then you are comin’ 7" asked Jimmy
eagerly.

“Certainly, not! I'm goin’ to pitch
you out into the passage!”

And, before Sir Jimmy had become
fully alive o the situation, the cricket-
stump was wrenched from his grasp and
he was being propelled from the study,

“’Ands off 1" he panted. “Go easy,
Mauly, or T’ll dot you on the boko !”

“You will be allowed to do nothin’ so
repulsive, my infant]” said the exaspe-
rated Mauly.

Ho gave his study-mate a final push,
which sent him spinning into the passage,
and then, carefully dusting his hands with
a silk handkerchief, returned to his couch,
having first made himsclf sccure from
attack by locking the door.

“Beast !” bawled Sir Jimmy, through
the- keyhole.  *“You ecan go an’ chop
chips! T'll find somebody ¢lee to show
me round the caves!”

“I'm glad to hear it, kid!” vyawned
Mauly. And then, laying his head upon
the soft cushions, he resigned himself to
slumber.

Sir Jimmy snorted, and walked away in
high dudgeon. He would show his inde-
pendence of Mauly, he told himscif, by
ﬁgrsuadmg somebody else to accompany

um to the caves.

In the hall he bumped into the Famous
Five. They were looking as if they found
the world a very pleasart place to live in

just Lhen.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!”" said Bob
Cherry. *Welcome, little stranger!
Wherefore that haggard brow 2"

“Will you chaps take me down to see
the caves?” asked Jimmy. *“Mauly
promised to take me, but on second
thoughts he kicked me out of the study
an' went to sleep.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

““ Blessed if I see where the joke comes
in!” prowled Jimmy. ‘ Are you goin’

to take me ?”

“BSorry,” said Wharton. “We arc
going over to Clhff Ilouse to tea,
Another time, Jimmy."”

“That’s what Mauly said!”

“Well, we can't put off the Cliff ITouse
girls,” sald Nugent. “But I tell you
what. You can come over with us, if vou
like.”

“* Rata !
caves !”

““Oh, they'll keep,” said Johnny Bull
“Go and pui some bear’s-grease on your
hair, and come along with us.”

bBut even Cliff House had no attraction
for Bir Jimmy just then, He had set his
heart on exploring the caves; and if he
could not get anyona to go with him he
would go alome. He spent another half-
hour in the buildmg scarching for
kindred- spirit, but drew blank., True,

I'm dead nuts on scein’ the
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Mauly mauling the baronet ! (See Chapter 2.)
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3illy Bunter offered to come, thinking
there was a royal repast set out 1n one of
the caves; but Vivian had no use for the
society of the Owl of the Remove,

So at length, unable to find a suitable
purtner for Lis excursion, Bir Jimmy
sallicd forth alone.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Missing !
6é SAY, von fellows— —

I Billy Bunter burst into Study
No. 1 without knocking., His little
round eves were gleaming behind

his glasses, and it was evident that he was
the bearer of important tidings.

The Famous Five, who had tramped
back from CLff House 1n a driving storm,
were gathered rournd the fire, at which
they were roasting chestnuts., Billy Bun-
ter's appearance at that moment was
decidedly unwelecome.

“Seat ! said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Dob, old chap

“If you call me ‘ Bob, old chap ' again,
1'll do the same to you as I'm doing to
this chestnut, you fat worm!"”

“Buzz off, Bunter | said Harry Whar-
ton. *““What vou happen to have heard
through kevholes docsn’t interest us 17

“Oh, all right!" said the Owl of the
Remove, turning to go, *“If you don’t
want to hear about young Vivian I'll
quit 1"’

“Kh? What's up with Vivian
demanded Johnny Bull, as Bunter moved
to the door.

“(Gimme a few chestnuits and T'll tell
you. "

Johnny Bull rose threateningly to his

LR |
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feet, but Harry Wharton restrained him.:

“ Here you are, porpoise !’ said Harry.
“Come and help vourself I And if you've
come here with some cock-and-bull yarn
youw’ll be bummped—hard 1"

Wharton was concerned for the welfare
of Sir Jimmy. It was possible that
Vivian was in trouble of some sort, 1n
which case it might be necessary for the
Famous Iive to take a hand.

“What's wrong with Vivian ?” asked

Nugent. :
Billy Bunter bolied a couplo of chest-
nuts ore replying. He also took the

opportunity of slipping half a dozen into
his pocket nnseen,

“Young Vivian,”
missing !

“What 2"

“IIe went out at two o'clock,” said
Bunter, *io exploie some beastly caves,
or sonmelhing, and he's not been secn
since. ™ '

“My hat!"

The Famons Five were cn their fea
now, and their faces were grave. . Thev
recalled 8iv Jimmy's expressed intention
of going to the Caves ulone; and thev
were alarmed for the possible conse-
quences of his excursion.

A fierce storm had been raging for
tho past hour; aud if the missing junior
had lost himself, and was at the merey
of the storm, he must be in real danger.

“We must go and hunt for the silly
duffer ! said Nugent, ““Ile doesn't
know his way about as well as we do;
and it's an easy matter to loge one's bear-
mmgs in those caves.”

Harry Wharton nodded, and promptly
donned his rain-coat.

At that moment Lord Mauleverer
came 1, Fe wore a worried look,

:‘ Any news of Junmy 7" he asked.

‘None ! said Wharton., “We're just
going to try to dig him out, Coming 7"

“Certainly, desr bov 1"

Mauly ssemed anvthing but a slacker
now. He was anxious and alert, He fels
in & great measure responsible for S
Junmy, and could have kicked himself
for not having accompanicd the junior
on the expedition. It was alwavs unwise
to let Bir Jimmy do things off his own
bat. Ie was apt to meet with trouble
when he ventured forth alone.

“There’s no time to lose,” satd Johnny
Bull.

“No, begad! Wec'll get off the mark
at once!” agreed Mauly. “I—I sayv!"”
bhe added, his face growmg pale, *“Do
vou think the silly duffer went out in a
boat, or anythin’?”

“He'd be mad to do thai, in weather
like this!” said Nugent.

“Yaas; but—but he might have been
out when this confounded :Etﬂrm came
OIl.

hea mumbled, =

An' if that's the case—""
THE MAGNET LiBRARY,—No0O. S502.
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Lord Mauleverer did not finish. His
anxiety ‘had riscn to fever-pitch. With-
cut troubling to get his coat, hé led the
way ‘from the study.

“Where are you kids going *”

Wingate of the Sixth bore down upon
the juniors as they went along the pas-
K 0.

“'Weo're going to hunt for Vivian,”
sa1d Wharton,

“There’s no noed.”

““Has he come back; then, Wingate ?”
exclaimed Mauly ecagerly.

l T]ilf} captain of Greyiriars shook his
LR T

**No; but I havo apoken to Mr. Quelch,
and he wishes a gearch-party to be formed
from members of the Sixth.”

“But we can come, too?” said Beb
Cherry.

Wingate smiled.

“I'm afraid not,” he said, “It's a very
wild night, and we don’t wani any more
kids lost 17

‘Then, noting the pale, troubled expres-
gion ef Lord Mauleverer, Wingate
acdded :

“"We shall find the kid all serene. You
can rely on us. A dozen of us are going
to make a closc gearch of the shore.”

“If we come with you, Wingate, we
should stick together, and it would be
211 right,” said Wharton.

“1t can’t be done!”
“That's final!
cut off to bed.”

Very . reluctantly the juniors obeyed.
They felt that they would have made as
good a searth-party as any of the Sixth;:
but Wingate’s word was law, and, with
mich mward misgiving, they trooped up
lo the Remove dermitory,

But no one undressed, and no one was
hkely to think of sleep until Sir Jimmy
vwas brought back to the fold.

said Wingate.
And now you'd better

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Fale of Sir Jimmy !
¢4 RRE vou ready, you fellows ?"

A Wingate opened the hall

door, and a great gust of wind
swept in, bearing with it a
driving sheet of ram,

“Oh, bedad! What a night!” said
G wynne.

" Beastly nunisance, I ¢all it, having to
chase about the country for a silly young
gweep  who's  lest himself 177 growled
Loder

“Well, it's not the first time you've
sacrificed your beauty-sleep I”* grinned
Walker. :

Loder clenched his hands, and sirode
savagely out with the others. A moment
later the tall formis of the seniors were
swallowed up in the darkness.

If the storm was fierce at Greyfriars,
it was terrible on the coast. The seniors
could scarcely hear themselves speak.

" Let's keep together,” shouted Wiu-
gate, ““and start searching the caves!”

“Heme of em will be half full of
water by now,” sald Faulkner, * The
tide's coming in,” :

“Well, we’ll do our best, anyway. |

What's the game, Walker 7

Walker, who was in the act of striding
away, turned back for a moment.

“I reckon a boat’s the best thing ! he
shouted.

“You're mad! No boat could live in
a sea like this!”

“Mad or not, ii's the only way of
approach to some of the caves. There's
quite a seaworthy little tub mocored not
far uwni, and I guess I'm bagging it "

“Look here,” imterposed Gwynue, **if
somebody’s got to make a dashed fool
of himself, let me! I'm a beiter oars-
man than you, Walker !”

But Walker wag already lost 10 sight.

LHE MagyET L1BRARY. —No. 562,
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In a few momentis the group of seniors
became awara of a dark object that
bobbed up and down on the waves. They
shouted, but no response came to them
amid the roar of the storm,

“The madman!” exclaimed Faulkner,
“He'll come to griel for a cert [V

Meanwhile, plﬁling with strong and
steady strokes. and hugging the shore as
much as possible, Walker made progress
through the angry sea. One moment he
was caught up on a crest of scething
waves, the next he was dashed down into
a valley, But although he came near to
capsizing on more than one occarion, he
set his teeth and stuck it out,

And presently, faintly on the wings
of the storm, came a ery. Walker ceased
rowing, and strained his ears for a repeti-
tion of the sound.

Even as Walker listened it came again,
with great insistence {his time.

7Elp! CEip M

And now it dawned upon the semior’s
mind that the appeal camie from one of
the eaves hard by. With redoubled vigour
he rowed in that direction, and during
a temporary lull in the storm he heard
the cry agam.

“Where are you?"” ke shouted.

“In this ’ere blinki’ cave, an’ up to
my eyes in water !’ game the voice, which
was unmistakably that of Sir Jimmy
Vivian.

“Hang on, kid!” exclaimed Walker.
“T’l with you in a pfiy!”

Dimly he could distinguish the entrance
to the cave m which Sir Jimmy was a
prisoner. It was ene of the largest caves
thereabouts; and, as Walker well knew,
it was only possible to enter the cave
when the tide was out. Several times in
the past people had been imprisoned in
that same cave owitg to the rising tide,
and had only been rescued with extreme
difficulty.

Bir Jimmy had gene into the cave when
the tide was low, and he had lingered too
long, for the place fascinated him. In
the vicissitudes of his former life the sea
and all things connected with it had been
a sealed book to Jimmy; and now that
these things were within his reach Lo
wanted to make the most of them.

He had been in the cave about half an
hour, his thoughts fuil of the days when
smugglers had made the place their ren-
dezvons, when it suddenly occurred to
lim that he was ankle-deep in water.
Then, gazing with startled eyes at the
entrance, he saw that the waves had
come surging in, and that a storm of sueh
violence had arvisen that to swim for
safety would be impossible.

S0 Jimmy had remained in the eave,
waiting and hoping for rescue; and when
he was waist-deep in water, and the
situnation had seemod desperate, he had
shouted for help,

And now he could see a boat battling
against the waves that leapt and surged
round the entrance to the cave, and he
kuew that his cries had been answered.

“TFm i ‘ere!” he repeated. * Buck
up, there's a good feller! T'm all cold
an® numbed, an—"

Str Jimmy stopped short. There was
a grmdig crash as Walker's boat col-
hided with a jutting vock at the ens
trance.

The next. moment a tall figure waded
mto the eave.

“1t’s all up, kid ! said Walker. “The
I didn't turn hew in
time.”’

Sir Jimmy groaned. T

“Ain't there no way out 7" Lie asked,

“Afraid not,” said Walker. “The
boat’s simply maichwood. T’ve let it rip.
We shall just have to stay here till some-
one fishds ug out; that's all.”

There was a pause.

“Did you come on purpose to look for

| me {7 asked Jimmy at length,

NOW OX
SALE. -

“Of course! The whole of the Sixth
are out hunting for you, you young
duffer ! Didn't yon know that this cave
got flooded out when the tide came in??

Sir Jimmy shivered. '

“1'd never been ’ere afore,” he said.
And then he fell silent.

Walker peered narrowly at his com-
panion in misfortune. He saw that Sir
Jiunmy looked utterly done up—that hoe
would not be able to hold eout much
longer.

The water was rising—not rapidiy, but
with a slow persistence that made even
Walker fecl unnerved.

And still the storm played havoe with-
out, and still the waves leapt and dashed
against the jagged walls of rock at the
entrance,

Consecious of mmpending doom, Walker
began to think E&rd. Never had the
past risen so vividly before his mind as
now. IHe began to wish he had played
with a straighter bat. e began to re-

ret having played the fool, and wasted

i8 opportunities,

But wishes and regrets seemed useless
now. It was a dark hour for Walker of
the Sixth. '

A faini groan esecaped the lips of Sir
Jimmy. The water was almost up to
the junior’s shoulders by this time.

Walker, forgetting self, caught his
companion up, and held him to his chest,
wondering how long it would be before
he himself was in the grip of cxhaus-
tion.

“Oh, heavens!” muttered
“I—1"m nearly done 1’

And then he raised Lis voice and ealled
for help, as Jimmy Vivian had Jono
before him. -

But thero was no reply. The storm
still raged. The tide was nearly at the
full. Walker reckoned that it was but a
matter of moments now '

“Help!” he cried again, and waited,
straining his cars.

Was it fancy, or could he hear the
swift plash of cars? He concluded that
his senses must be reeling, and that his
mmagination was playmg him tricks.

But the soumnd was josistent, and
Walker, still tightly clasping his burden,
stramed his eyes for a ghmpse of ile
boat, if boat it was.

“You there, Walker 7’ came a vaoice—
the voice of the captain of Greyfriars.

“¥Yes—and the kid, too!” sang out
Walker. ;

He tried to say
tarled him. '

And then the water scemed suddenly
to engulf him. He stumbled dizzily for-
ward, with a strange roaring in his ears.
Then he felt himsclf being hauled out of
the depths by willing hands, after which
all was darkness and oblivion.

Walker.

. L] L]
more, but his voice

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Sequel !
HEN Walker opened his eyes and
‘Nf looked about him he saw that
he was in a snng kitchen, beside
a roaring fire.

A shori distance away Sir Jmmmy
reclined on a couch, sleeping soundly.

“Ready to sit up and take a little
nourishment—what¥” eaid a cheery
VO1Ce. :

And, turiung, Walker behicld the cap-
tain of Greyfriars.

“Wingate ! What—what's happened 7
asked tho senior, passing his kand dazedly
across his brow., *““And where are the
other fellows?”? _

“They've all gone back to Greyiriars,”’
said ‘Wingate. “Onece we'd got you and
the kid safe and sound in this cottage it
wasn’t pecessary for 'em to stay,”

“You—you fished us out ef that

| beastly cave 7" acked Walker.
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Wingate nedded.

“T—I eav! I wish I
thguk you!"” .

“You mneedn’t try,” saxd Wingate,
langhing. “1I had only a small share in
the rescue work.”

“But 1 don't quite see how Fou
managed it," said Walker. “I wonder
vou didn't come to grief, like T did.”

“We were wise m our old age. We
buzzed off into Pegg, and commandeered
the lifeboat. It was quite a lucky chance
that we found you. Loder happened to
hear yvou shout.”

“Loder !

“Yes. He said he reckoned you were
stranded in the big cave, and were
calling for help. So we pulled like nig-
gers, and just fished you out in time.”

Walker fell silent for a long while. e
was thinking that he owed his life largely
to .T.oder. If Loder had not heard his
feeble shout it would have been all up
with 8ir Jimmy Vivian, and all up with
Walker, too!

Lknew how to

The more he thought about it the more |

clearly Walker became convinesd that he
was under a great obligation to Gerald
Loder.

Of course, Loder had done no more
than any other fellow would have done
it similar eirenmstances ; but Walker felt
very grateful to him,

“Penny for 'em!"” said Wingate sud-
denly.

“1 was thinking we'd better be getiimg
back to the school,” said Walker.

“*But you're not fit i

“Oh, yes, I am!
Vivian " <

“1 gness 1t'll be a few days before he's
on s feet again. If vou're really keen
on getting back, we'll leave him herc.
He's asleep now, and the longer he sleeps
the better.”

At this juncture the widow who owned
the cottage came in with a pot of steam-
mg coffee and some sandwiches. Win-
gate thanked her, and asked if 8ir Jimmy
might be left in her care till the mor-
raw, 1o which she readily assented..

The hour was late when the two
semtors arrived at Greyfriars. Wingate
wasd thoughtful ¢nough to pay a visit to
the Remove dormitory in order to assure
Harry Wharton & Co. and Lord Mau-
leverer that Sir Jimmy was in no danger.
Walker, meanwhile, went along to
Loder's study. | |

He found Leder asleep 1n his olothes,
utterly worn out. But he stirred when
Walker eame in, and growled drowetly :

“Wha's that?"” |

“Tt's only Little me 'Y zaid Walker.

Loder rolled over and blinked at him,

“You're jolly lucky to be still in the
Iand of the living ! he said.

“1 know,"” said Walker meekly. “1
owe vou a good deal, eld man, one way
and another. 1If vou hadn’t heard me
shout I guess I'd have been food for
fishes by now—and young Vivian, too. 1
thugh't I'd come along and thank you
al !

“Cut 1t short ! said Loder.
waut vour thanks”

Loder was both tired and irritable, but
Walker - pretended not to notice the facet.

“You still owe Iawke that fiver, I
suppose 7" sard Walker.

“Eh? Of course!"

“Well, m that ease, I'd like ta—--"

“You're going to hand over the five
quid *'" said Loder, with a new note of
cagerness m his voice,

Walker shook his head.

“I'm stumped myself,” he said. “But
I promise yvou this. T sha'n't rest until
I've raked up the tin somehow.”

Loder langhed rather bitterly.

“I’'m afraid promises are N.G.,” he
said, *It's the oof T want. Hawke's
only given me till Wednesday night to
*pay up.” r

IHow's , young

-

“1 don’t

1
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“0Ob, rotten !

Walker's face fell.” He could not for
the life of him see how he was going to
raise the wind in such a short interval.

“(fan’t yvou persuade the scoundrel to
wait ?'"" he asked.

“No. He's got his back up badly
since that scrap in the billiard-room tho
other day. I can't get him to histen to
reason.”’

“Then I'H tell vou what,” said Walker.
“I'll go down and give the beast a
thundering good hiding !”

“That would only get me deeper into
the mire!” growled Loder. *“The only
thing that'll save me now 13 spot cash.”

Walker was silent for some moments.

It was indeed a difficult tangle. The
raising of a swn like five pounds camo
easy to some fellows; but Walker was
not verv flush just then, and lhe saw
no chance of getting money from his
people. He had already squandered las
allowance for the term. ’

The wealthy fellows in the school—
Vernon-Smith and Lord Mauleverer, for
example—would be almost certuiu to
button up their pocketsa. Vernou-Smith
had little liking for Walker, and would
scarcely be inclined to plar the Good
Samaritan. As for Mauleverer, he could
be very generous when he chose; but in
the casze of Walker 1t was ten to one
that he wouldn't chioosze.

For some moments Walker sat on the
edge of Loder's eouch puzzling over
the problem, and he was atill withont
a solufton when he spoke again.

“You've saved myv life to-might, Loder
—at least, yvours was the bLiggest share,”
he said. “And I mean to show you
that I'm not ungrateful. You'll be in
a position to pay IHawke that fiver on
Wednesday mght. I'm hanged if I see
how it's going to bhe raised, but it will
be raised, even if T have to put myself
i the hands of a beastly moneylender!”

“It's a question of getting the money
or getting the sack,” saird Loder. " I've
been in the soup too manv times for the
Head to give me another chance,”

“1 Kknow i1t's an ugly outlook,” said
Walker, “but I'll do my best.”

Yet he felt conscious, as he passed
ont into the passage, that he had pro-
mized something it was going to be very
difficult to perform.

e —— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Walker Strikes a Bargain !
ELL playved, Walker!”

“Jolly  well played, old

gport !

Walker, fit and
once more after the ordeal through
which he had recently passed with
Jimmy Vivian. head just been putting
up a fine show 1 a practice game on DBig
Side.

The Redelyfe match loomed very near
now, and Winguate had been putting his
eleven to the test. Everyoue had dis-
plaved good form, and Walker bad been
in the limelight a good deal. MHe had
put plenty of ginger into his shooting,
and his footwork had been good to see.

There was plenty of applause as Walker
came off the field, but he was deaf to
the plaudits of the crowd just then., The
difficult problem of getting Loder out of
his scrape waa beginning to haunt him.

He slipped on his coat, with the aobject
of taking a tramp through the country
lanes to think things out.

As he passed through the gateway
léading out into the road a hand fell
upon his shoulder. Walker furned, and
encountered a sturdy-looking young man,
who wore a munitions badge on his coat.

“Who are you?” demanded Walker, a
trifle nettled by the hail-fellow-well-met
manner of the stranger.  “Ouisiders
aren’'t allowed here, you know.”

strong

[

-
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“Don't get huffy 1" said the other. “1I
was just admiring your play. You're
the real goods—a jolly good shot, and
keen as mustard,  You don’t hesitate
to go for your man, either, On the
whole, 1 should feel rather bucked play-
ing on the right wing with you.”

“W-what d’'vou mean?” stammered
Walker,

“Simply that I'm on the look-out for
a jolly good man. My name’s Martin—
skipper of Courtfield Ramblers, yon
know, We're playing the Loamshira
Regiment on Wednezsday. Thev're a hot
mihtary side, aud we shall have all our
work cut out to lick 'em."

“But what have 1 to all
this®"

“I want son.” said Martin impatiently.
“We're a man short, and you'll fill the
breach nicelv. You needn't glare at mea
like that! Tt's nothing new for a Grev-
friars senlor to give a local side a hand.
Be a sport, aud turn out for us!”

Walker hezitated.

- “This 13 so jollv sudden,” he said.
” Besides, we're playing Redelvfle on
Wednesdar, so In any case it's 1im-
possible. ™

“Your skipper can find another man in
vour place,”

“You're asking mo to give Courtfield
Ramblers the preference over 1y
school 7" said Walker,

The Courtfield skipper looked nettled.
- “That’s rather a biunt way of putting
it,” he said. “ Anyway, we're desper-
ately keen on licking the Loamshires.
For the last time, will you play?”

Walker was about to reply in the
negative, when an idea Eugdi.nly leapt
to his brain. It was not a very high-
minded iden, perhaps; but then, Walker
had never bLeen a specially high-minded
fallow.

HIIE play,” he said slowly, “on con-
dition that rou make it worth my
while.,”” |

“You mean vou want to be paid for
¥our services:

“Yer ' said Walker, flushing,

Martin looked curiously at the Sixth-
Former.

“*How much do vou expect?” he asked.

“A fiver,” said Walker promptly.: -

The man from Courtfeld rubbed his
nose thoughtfully.

1 don't think our finances are in a
very fourishing state,” he said. “ Btill,
I'mn game to spring a fiver, on one con-
dition.”

“Namelv 7"

“That we Lk the Loamshires!”

“Done!"” aaikl Walker. “ A fiver if we
win—nothing if we don’t!”

And so the bargain was struck.

Walker nodded to Martin, and went
back to the School House. He had at
last hit vpon & plan whereby he might
save Loder.

But it was not an easy plan to carry
out. He would have to play truant from
Grevfriars at a time when he wags badly
needed there. e would have to leave
hig own side 1 the lurch, and disappoint.
Wingate.

It was a big risk, too. For if Court-
field Ramblers lost, Walker would hava
tuken the plunge for nothing, besides
incurring the anger of his schoolfellows.

For quite a long time that night
Walker lay awake, wondering if he had

do with

acted for the best in making that comn-

pact with the Courtfield skipper.

If the Sixth gol to know that he had
played for Courtfield Ramblers . thera
would be no merey for him. He would
be cut dead by them—shunned by tha
members of s own Form.

Waa it worth while, he reflected, to
r1sk all that for Lader?

And then Walker remembered Low
near he had been to death but a short
time since. Once again it was-as though
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the waters closed over his head—as

though willing bands hauled him out of

the dépths; and James Walker hesitated
no longer,

- A fiver if we lick the Loamshires!”
Martin had said, ) )

And Walker would make it his business
to see that the Loamshires were duly
ticked. )

When he awoke next morning, after a
troubled sleep, Walker decided to go
along and tell Wingate that he was
unable to play against Redelyffe. That
would give the captain of Greyvfriars
time to find a substitute, and would be a
more honourable comrse than to let
the team down without warnmg. So
Walker went along to Wingate’s study,

“Hallo!” said Wingatoe cheerfully.
“Ready for Redelyfie?”

“Nummo!” stuitered Walker.

“What? You'te not fecling
golour or anything, are you?”

”Nﬂ; but——"

Walker looked zo uncomfortable that
Wigate turned upon him sharply. )

“There’'s nothing the matter, is
there?” he asked.

““ Nothing, cxcept that I gha'n't be
able to turn out for the matell”

”?'i'f'? hﬂ.tlu

“I'm fearfully sorry,” said Walker,
hastcning to pour o1l on the troubled
waters, “Pd play like a shot, only——"

“Only what?”?

“T've got an appointment to be olse-
where.,”?

Wingate frowned.

“I was relying ou you, Waulker,” he
said. “You've shown toppmg form
lately, and we want a strong team out
against Redelyfie, as you know.
you pub off this appomtment?”

Walker shook his head.

“1'm afraid not,” he said,

“ It must be something jolly fmportant
to keep yon away fromm the Redelyffe
match, Are your people coming down 7

ui ND-,,

“You—you're not thinking of going on
the razele 77

“Great Scott, no !

" Well, T must say you've very mys-
terzous about it. You're quite sure that
you can’t play 7”

“'Qllite 19

“Then I must bring in someone clse.
Thero will be a weak link in the forward
hoe without you. though.”

“ I know,” said Walker. “I'm beastly
poxry !

And he went out, leaving Wingate
puzzled and perplexed. But Walker folt
glad, all the same, that he had done ihe
decent thing in-warning the captain of
Greyiriars that he would be unable to
tulce part in the Redelvfie mateh.

off -

— e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Stern Struggle !

ALKER slipped away ecarly after
dinner en the day of the Red-
chyffe mateh. 1le did not wish
to arouse suspicion by being

soen ol the sehool premmises in football
garb.

As he vode hard to Courtfield an bis
bieyele  he encountered Loder, and dis.
mm};;ted. e

"You're looking awfully groggy, old
nrn,”’ sard Walker, ¥ EAORRY

8o would you if you were throatened
with expulsion and goodness knaws what
besides ! growled Loder, * What abouit
your procious promise?  You're calmly
going off to play footer somewhere, and
i a few hours Hawke will be at Grey-

friars dunning me for the money! 1

don’t belicve you moant & word

: you
gaid i
Ni.'.l. 5&2

T'ne Magnyr Dinesay

(Can't |

| Walker eame into the picture,

“You don't seem to hive a great «deal
of faith in me,” said Walker,

“I hdven't! I don't believe you care
& tuppenny rap whether T get bowled
over this bizney or not! Matter of fact,
I reckon yow're one of a good iy
who'd like to see me put cut on my
neck !

Walker turned red.

“You're a gad to talk like that!” hLe
said.  “T said I'd do my best to help yvou
out, and I meant it, and still mean it !

“Oh, rats !

“I know you doubt me,” s1td Walker :
“but time will prove "

Loder snorted.

“Five quid—or even five humdred ¢{taic
—will be no use to me to-morrow.” he
said.  “Tve got to have the ecash to-
night, or 1t's all up! There sre only
two ways ont that I can sec.”

" What are they 77

"I could intercept that heast Hawke
on his way to Greyfriars, and lay him
out———"

“That's unthinkable !

“Or—I eould pinch the money

“What 7"

“I'm not a thiel.™ said Loder, “amd 1
shouldu't dream of becoming one unlees
I were driven to the wall. And that's
how it stands with me now. I must
either give Hawke something to send
him to sleep for a bit, or else pinch the

.WWW.
DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
WRITE TO YOU ?

Notepapcr is “some ™ yprice ihese
gays, but none of us would grudge
Tommy all the paper he needs on
which to write those cheery letters
of his if paper were treble the price
it is teo-day, Still, it’s no use simply
“ gassing * about it} it's up to each
one to do his bit to pay the piper,

It costs the Y.ALLC.A., whe supply
Tommy with free stationery, no less
than £60,000 a year, Sixpence will
supply” your own or somebody else's
pal with enough notepaper to write
one letter each week for a year,
Going to let him have it? Of course
you are!

S0 send sixpence along to-day to
Y. M.C.A. (Stationery Fund), Totten-
ham Court Road, London, W.(., men-
tioning that it comes from a reader
of this paper,
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money from somewhere, and replace it
when I ean.”

Walker eaught the speator by the ann.

“Don't be mad!” he said. “Things
arci’t so desperate as that vet ! Promise
—promise me you won't do auvihing so
dashed silly!  Yow'd~“only mako your
case a hundred times blacker }*

“Oh, all serene !’ said Loder, “I'li
try my lack with Vernon-Smith and one
or two other chaps who are rolling in
money. Don’t seppose i¢°ll he mueh vse,
though,”

“Keep a stiff upper lip," raid Walker,
“and rely on me!”

And he rodo on his way, more deter.
mincd than ever that Covrdiield Ramblers
should triumph.

The conversation with Loder had de-
layed Walker somewhat, and tho teams
were preparing io line up when he
reached the football-ground.
was soon ready, and took his place next
to Martin on the right wing.

“UGood !” said the Courthield skipper.
“1 was beginning to give you up. Fesl-
ing fit 7"

“Fit for anything I said Walker, his |

face grimly set.

All the same, it was a long time before
Right
from the start the Loamshirves attacked.
They
tactics being not to dally with the ball in
midheld, but to head straight for poal,

| for the Loamshires had an

But he 1

were a big, bustling side, their

NOW ON
SALE.

A weak custodian would have cansed
the Ramblers to be sadly in arrear in the
first few minutes; but, luckily, the man
between the pasts knew his job, and
faved more than one dangerous situation.
-~ When at last the home forwards got
goitig, Walker had a far from emviable
time, The left-back of the Loamshircs
Was a brawny giant, who smiled good-
naturedly at Walker, and shouldered him
ofi the ball every time ho gained posses-
s810n.

Try as he might, Walker could make
o headway., The smiling face and the

ready  shoulder were alwayg  there,
thwarting all his efforte. |
But Walker refused to worry., He

knew that this giant must tire i time.
and then the order of things would be
reversed.

Play settled down into an uneventful
groove until close upon the interval,
when the centre-forward of the Loam-
shires raced through unchecked, and
scored with an unstoppable shot.

Walker looked rather glum when tha
whietle sounded for half-titne.  Martin
looked glum, too, for he had expected
great things from Walker., But he had
not rmade sufficient allowance for whut
the Greyfriars fellow was up against,

The game was resumed at a corking
pace, both sides playing up desperately,
The military team, who were in a better
state of fitness, did the lion’s share of the
attacking ; but the Courtfield goalie with-
stood all the bombardments, and pre-
vented fursher sooring.

But timo was drawimg on, and Martin
regarded his partner on the wing with a
rueful smile.

“You'll never win that fiver!"” he said.

“Never's a long day!” retorted
Walker cheerfully., :

And he rallied to the game.

The burly left-back of the Loamshires
had bellows to mend. Ile was not so
nimble as in the earlier stages of the
game, and Walker got past him once or
twice.  And presently, after a pretty
bout of passing between Martin and the
Greyfriarg fellow, the latter scored with
a rasping shot which weut in just under
the cross-bar.

“Good for you!” chuckled Mariin.
“1f you'll ablige us with another like
that everything in the garden will be
lovely |

But the Loamshires, annoyed that the
score should be made level, pitched into
the game with renewed zest, and it was
an anxions time indeed for the Conpt-
felders.  Bhot after shot rained in upon
their goal, and a further score seemed
inevitable; but the goalie was both skil-
tul and lucky, and he kept his charge
mtact,

Then, close upon time, the Courtfield
backs sent their forwards away with the
ball, and Walker, getting well into his
stride, raced ahead with the fixed deter-
mination to score the winning goal.

The smiling giant who played left-back
equally fixed
determination that Walker should do
nothing of the sort,

The Greyfriars senior sworved, hoping
to wark round his opponent: but before
ko could get clear with the ball the othor
had wtercepted him.

Walker collided heavily with the giaut,
and, reeling from the shock, fell flat on
his face,  Meanwhile, the ball rolled
gently over the touchline.

"“Hard luck ! sang out Martin,

But Walker scarcely heard, All Lo
knew wae that he had been robbed of a
splendid chanee, and that the whistle

| might, eound for close of play at any

moment,

When the ball was in play once more
tho Loamshire glant fastened on to it
Braised and shaken thengh he was,
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Walker charged full-tily at the fellow,
and succeeded in breaking away with
tdre ball at his toes,

“Shoct, man!” rappead out Martin,

Walker realised that if he bungled this
chance he would not get another. The
tate of Gerald Loder seemed to depend
upon that kick, There was only the
zoalie to beat; but he was a very agile
isoalie, and the shot that beat him . would
have to be a hot one.

But Walker made no mistake, Ho ran
tho ball close, and ecrashed it into the
net from point-blank range. And then,
while the cry of “Goal!” rang from end
to end of the field, the Sixth-Former
collapsed. His collision with the full-
back had shaken him up badly,

Nevertheless, Walker was conscious of
a very joyous feeling, The Loamshires
Lad been beaten, and the problem of
saving Loder from disaster was a problem
no longer.

“Hurt much?” asked the Courtfield
ekipper, with concern.

Walker screwed his face into a smile.

“I feel as if I'd been up against an
carthquake,” he said; *“but 'l goon
pass off.”

“Try some brandy,” said Martin.

“No, thanks! T'm not so fsr gone
a3 that.”

A few moments later Walker accom-
panted Martin to the pavilion, where the
tive pounds was duly handed over.

“Hope you'll play for us again some
day!” said Martin.

“mo do I,” said Walker.

‘ “ Ripping
gnod game—what ¥’

The Sixth-Former shook hands with the

t‘ourtfield skip?ﬂr, and lifted his bicycle
down the pavilion steps. As he did so
lio became aware of a certain fat junior
whose little round eyes were regarding
lum with intense curiosity.

“Bunter!” he exclaimed angrily.
;'\Tllat the merry dickens are you doing
rere !’

Billy Bunter emitted a fat chuckle.

“Thought I'd come along and see vou
play for the locals,” he said. * Ha, ha,
he! You found i1t worth while, tco,
didn’t you " |

Walker promptly placed his machine
against the wall, and, turning, seized the
Owl of the Remove in a vicelike grip.

“"What d'ye mean?” le demandad
savagely.

“Ow! D-d-don’t shake me like that,
Walker! You'll b-b-break my gug-gug-
ziusses, and then you'll have to pay for
them!" \

“What d'ye mean?” repeated Walker, |

- relaving his grip a little.

“1 mmean that it's very nize to be able
to turn an honest penny by playing for a
ciub outside the school 1" said Bunter.

“ You—you saw what happered in the
pavilion 7"

"1 saw that Courtiield fellow hand you
A fiver,” said Bunter. “I happened to
be passing at the time, and couldn’t help
it. But I don’t blame you a bit for
turming yourself into a hired professional.
lt's a f[;nau.jl_;rilrlg game, and I'd try it my-
self if 4§ wasn’t beneath my dignity!
All the same, I don't think old Wingate
will approve when he knows.”

“*You're going to tell Wingate?” rap-
3‘-.1'--11 out Walker.

" Ahem! In—in loyaity to Greyfriars
! think T ought to. Don’t look at rae
lke that, Walker! On second thoughts,
Vll say nothing about it—provided vou
hand over a couple of guid,’ ’

Walker promptly handed over—not the
sunt in guestion, but a smack with his
Gpell ]HLIITI which made Hi]ly Buntor reel
and stagger.

“*You beastly fat worm!”

“ Yow-ow-ow "

Billy Bunter's hesad, in falling, had

| of Walker's bLikes.

incensad
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Wal The fat junior lay,
squirming and groaning, in the grass.

“If you want helping out of the field,
I shall be happy to oblige!” said Walker
grimly,

Aud he began to propel the Owl's
prosirate form with his boot.

Billy Bunter leapt up at this, and sped
away with remarkable agility, his fat
Little logs going like clockwork.

And, by the threats which floated hack
to lnz ears, Walker knew that his move-
menie that afternoon would soon be
cotimon knowledge to all Greyfriars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Storm in the Sixth !

¢t W "LI: make it warm for the heast "
I Billy Buntor, rather dishevellad
in appearance, rolled in at the
gateway ot Greyfriars, where the
Famous Five of the Remove were stand-
ing discussing things in general and foot-
ball in partienlar.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!™ exclaimed Bob
Clierry, “Who's the beast, Bunty? And
how are you going o wmake it warm for
hem "

. Billy Bunter halted, brandishing a fat

.

“It'sa Walker!” he said. “He's a
traitor and a bully and a cad!”

“Oh, my hat!" muttered Nugent.
“Anvthing else?”

“He doesn’t care a scrap for thoe
honour and glory of Greyfriars ?

“You do, dont you?’ snapped
Johnny Bull.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's Walker been doing?” asked
Harry Wharton. |

“Leaving the First Eleven in  the

iurch, to begin with,” said Bunter.

“We all know he didn't turn out
againat Redelyffe this afternoon,” said
Johnny Bull. “ But I dare say he had a
jolly good reason.”

“Oh, ves!” said Bunter. “He had a
good reason, right enough! He wanted
to make money by playing for a team
outside the school?”

“You lying fat vasecal!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, seizing the Owl of the
Remove by the collar. “D’ye know
what you're saying? You're accusing
‘W?Iker of being a rotten traitor and a
cad!”

“*Yow! Lemme go! Tt's true, T tell
voul” friled Buntsr. 1 saw him with
my own eyes get a liver from the Court-
field skipper! He played for Courtfield
Ramblers against the Loamshires, and
pocketed a fiver at the tinish. I tried to
reasonn with hLun, and tell him it was a
beastly sort of thing to do, but he bowled
me over,”

“ Exactly what we're going to do to
yvoul” paid Bob Cherry, * Bump him,
kids t”

It was obviouns that the Famons Five
set no store by Buunter's story., Walker
had never been a fellow they liked: but
they didun’t believe for one moment that
he would leave his side in the lrch in
order to play elsewhere—and to play for
profit at that.

Billy Bunter sguirmed and struggled,
but he was powerless in the grasp of the
jundors.  Three times they
swung his plump form into the air, and
three times Billy Bunter alightad on the
flagstones with a vell that awakened the
echoes,

When he bad landed for the: third
time, with a bump that shook every bone
in his body, Wingate and Gwynne of the
Sixth came striding on the scene.

The two Bixth-Formers were far from
being in a good humour, The mateh

| with Redclyffe had ended rather tamely

in a draw. Had Walker been plaving,
tho forward line would have heen sufli-

come into vielent contact with the pedal b clently gtrengthened to enable Graviviars
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to win by a good margin; but Walker
had absented himself, and the rest felk
very sick.

“What are you kids doing to Bunter 7™
?Ea{}pﬂd Wingate, addressing the Famous

iva,

“Teaching Lim the error of hLis ways,
Wingate," said Bob Cherry. “He's had
the cheek to fake up a rotten yarn abont
}E’Tlﬂ;}kﬂl'. and he expecls w to swalluw
i

Billy Bunter wriggled into a sitting
posture,

“It's true!” he velled. “Walkey’s a
rotter! Walker's a cad! He left Lis
own sido in the lurch, and went over to
Courthield to play for the Ramblers!
Aud T saw him get paid for it, too!
Five guid, 1t was!” *®

Wingata stared down incredulonsly at
the fat junior.

“What are you saying, Bunter?”

“It's a pack of lies, from beginning
to end!” said Harry Wharton. “Walket's
not exactly a plaster saint, but he'd draw
the line at a thing like that!”

“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry.

“Well, we'll soon setile the matier,”
sald Gwynne, “ Here's Walker himself, "

Walker of the Sixth cycled slowly
through the open gateway. ITis face was
pale, and his football garb was be-
smirched with mud. He dismounted a3
he met the questioning glances of Win-
gate and Gwynne and the Famous Five,

“Did you polish off Redelvffe?” he
asked. :

“No, we didn't!” growled Wingate.
“The match was a draw. Dnt tha!'s
neither here nor there. Bunter declaires
that you've been playing for a loecal team.
Personally, I didn't believe him; but
now that I see yvou in fooeter togs it seeius
there's an element of truth in the story.
Have you heen playing for Courtfield
Ramblers 7"

“Yes,” saud Walker, withonut
{1011,

“Was that your precious
mont 7" demanded Wingate

“ It was.”

“Waell, I think you're a rank outsider!
But 1 hope you can deny the latter part
of Bunter's story, at least. He says yon
reccived a sum of money for taking part
in the match.”

“That's so."

“0Oh, my hat!” mutiered Bob Cherry,
“* Now we shall see squalls 1"

“The rowfulness will be terrific ! mur-
mured Hurree Singh.

1t was Gwynne who opened the offen-
sive, lle advanced upon Walker sith
gleaming eyes and mprased fista.

“You rotten cad ! he exclaimed hatly.
“D'ye call that playving the game?.
Haven't you any sense of honour, you
Leustly renegade 2

“T'm feeling ton fazged to argue {le
point Just now,"” said Walker.

“Fagged or not, you're not going un-
punished,” said Gwynne in  measured
tones. “ Put 'em up, be jabers, or—-"

“1 don’t scrap with mad Irishmen !’
sald Walker. )

“Well, you've got to scrap with this
one, whether you like it or not!" said
(zwynne, and, shooting out his left, he
struck Walker hard on the chest.

Walker retaliated, of course; but he
never really rallied from the eflfects of
Gwynne's firet blow. He sought for an
opening, hut found none, for Gwrynno,
although in a royal rage, did not fight
wildly.

The Famous Five looked on vather
breathlessly, and other fellows came up
to see what was going on. A sorap in
the open between two Sixth-Formers was
a FATO OCCULTence.

Backwards and forwards the two seniors
swayed, hitting and plunging and pant-
ing, and then, leaping back a pace,
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Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of. Don’'t slack
about the streets in ‘‘civvies” if
you can join a Cadet Corps.

HELP TO WIN THE WAR BY

applying. to “C,A,V.R., Judges’
Quadrangle, Royval Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2,” who will send you
particulars as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

Gwynne shot out his lelt again, straight
from the shoulder.

Walker took the blaw en the point of
tho jaw, and crashed down upen the
Hagstones with all the fight knocked out
of him.

“Geing on?” asked Gwynne.

““ No, hang you!”

“That’s a pity. I was juet getting into
my stride. Still you scem to have had
about enough.”

Walker had certainly had encugh. His
nose presented a very bulbous appear-
ance, one eye was closed, and Gwynne's
knoek-out blow had made his teeth rattle.

“You needn’t expect to play in the
eleven after this,” said Wingate. “ We
don’t want vour sort. Fellows who are
mean enough to throw their school over
in favour of an outside team, and, what’s
worae, take money for it, are mean
enough for anything, We're playing 8t.
Jim’s in a few days, but T sha'n’t ask
you to tura out. 1 don’t think anyone
in the Sixth will care to associate with
you much after what’s taken place!”

And Wingate turned on his heel and
strodo away with Gwynne.

Tha greater part of the crowd (is-
parsed, too, and their angry exclamations

showe:d Walker that he had none to take

his part.

Shunned by the Sixth, and shunned by
the school, Walker picked himself up,
and went painfully ﬂng to the nearest
bath-room.

And as he went there arnse a murmur
which swelled into a roar. Even when
Walker had passed into the building the
contenwtuous word follawed him.,

“Traitor I’
“N
TI]E:I IFamous Were
: ~ standing bencath the old ¢lns,
discussing the recent affray between
Walker and Gwynne, when they caught
TEE MAGNET LibrarY.—No. 562,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bkinner’s Little Joke !

0 hawkers—no circulars ! said
Bob Cherry.
Five

A Grand School Story appears in

S

This
Weoek's

sight of a man in a flashy waistcoat who
pansed outside the gates as if meditating
entry. It was Mr. Jerry Hawke.

There was no love lost between the
Famous Five and the bookmaker from
the Cross Keys. Harry Wharton & Co.

had met Mr. Hawke before, but not in

the role of pigeons waiting to be plucked.
HHawke was a scoundreél through and

' through, and his presence at Greyfriars

was not desirable, hence Bob Cherry’s
remark. .
““The man’s got cheek to show his ugly

| chivvy here ! grewled Johnny Bull.

““Surely Gosling won't be such,a prize

{ idiot ag to let him 1 !” said Nugent,

But Gosling did, though he hardly
looked pleasant about it.

The Famous Five stepped forward in a
body.- Mr. Hawke gave them a sullen
glare,

“Stand aside !" he said roughly.

“Stand aside yourself ! growled Bob
Cherry. ““What do you want here?”

“I'm ’ere on business.”

“With whom?” asked Wharton.

“With Mr. Loder. Let me pass, you
yvoung rips!”’ | _

“This 1s a school-not a gambling-
den !" said Nugent. “Get cut!”

Hawke made an attempt to dodge past
the Famous Five. But Harry Wharton's
grip fell on his collar, and the eaptamn ot
the Remove was trying to puash the
scoundrel out into tho roadway, when a
gtern voice exclaimed :

“Wharton! HHow dare you! Release
that person at once !”

Harry Wharton obeved, and, turning,
confronted Mr. Prout, who was pushing
his bieyele down te ther gates.

“T will not countenance such hooli-
ganism ! eaid the master of the Fifth.
“What has this man done that you
should assault him in such a manner 7"

“He's an nndesirable alien, sir,” ex-
plained Bob Cherry. *‘He's got no right
to he here at all. May we kick him out,
sir ™

“No, Cherry, you may not ! said Mr.
Prout severely.

He turned to Mr. Hawke, who affected
an air of injured innocence.

“What brings vou here, my man?"

“T ’'ave come, sir,” said the sharper,
“to ‘ave a word or two with Master
Loder. I sha'n’t keep 'im more’n a few
minutes, ain’ I may want to see the 'ead-
master as well.”

“Very good!" said Mr. Prout. *“I
see no reason why you should not pass
in,”

“Werry good, sir ! suid Mr, Hawke.

And, with a malevolent grin at the «is-
comfited jumors, he went in quest ot
Lader.

‘Mr. Prout, with a final word of ad-
monition to the Famnous Five, mecunted
his machine and rode away.

“The man's mad!” said Johinny Bull.
“Faney letting a low beast like that have
the run of Greviriars.” )

“The madfulness 1s terrific!” said
Hurrree Singh. 'The ludicrous Hawke
wants dotling punchfully on the noge 1”

Harry Wharton wrinkled his brows.

“T.ooks hke troubla for Loder,” he
sanl,  “IHawke told Prout that he nught
want to see the Hea:d as well, That
sounds bad, though Prout didin't seem o
smell a rat. Don't you think we ought to
warnl Loder? 1 know lie's a rank out-
sider, and all that; but he ought to have
a chance,” |

“Yes, rather "’

The Famous Five went ia scarch of
Loder.

They found him at length in the library
—a ¢urious place for Loder to be feound.
He had a book before him, but he was
not reading. The juniors noticed that

"he was unusually pale and hageard, and

he looked up with an uneasy stait when
they came in,

Wear-time

1id. Order Now.

Price,

“Get out!"” he said curtly.

Harry Wharton ignorved the prefeci’s
ill-mannered tone.

“We came zlong to tell you that
Hawke's looking for you,” he said.
Loder was on his feet at once.

was a hunted look in his eyes.

“Where is he 7" he asked hoarsely.

“We left him in the Close,” said
Nugent. “He’s not likely to come here.
I expect he'll go along to your study.
We tried to keep the rotter from eoming
in at the gates, but Prout chipped in
and let him tharough. We thought we'd
give vou the tip that he was here, that’s
all.”

“Thanks !"* said Loder; and he spoke
with real feeling for once.

“1f you like,” said Harry Wharton,
“we'll line up outside and keep the
rotter from coming in here.”

“(Oh, that's all right!” said Loder.
“Tet him ront me out. He'll get
precious little change ont of me [

Meanwhile, Jerry Hawke had drifted
into the Remove paseage.

“Qeen anythink of Mr., Loder?” he
asked, as Harold Skinner came along.

Skinner stopped short and stared.

“My hat! There’ll be a row if any-
olne seces vou hanging arouiud here!” he
exclaimad,

Jorry Hawke :miled.

“Het ver mind at rest, young ehaver,”
he said.  **One of your kind teachers
told me I could step inside.”

“What do you want with Loder 7"’

“ A little matter of five quid, what I
won off him at bilhards.”

Skinner gave a low whistle.

“Supposing he cau’t stump up?”’

“Then I shall go along an’ see
‘esdmaster.”

“You'll get no satisfaction from the
Head,” said Skinner.

“No: but I shall get Loder sacked!”
said Jerry Hawke maliciously.

Even Skinner, rascal as he was, could
not repress a fecling of uiter contempt
for the unscrupulous bookmaker. He
was devoutly thankful not to 11
Loder’s shoes at that moment.

“Where shall I find my man?" asked
Havwke.

“In his study, I supposze,” growled
Skinner, and passed on.

As he rounded the corner of the
passage Skinner bumped into Sir Jimmy
Vivian, now fully recovered irom the ill
effects of his experiences 1in the cave, |

“Clumsy little  beast!” growled

There

the

be

b 4 ; ] 1

B IMPORTANT | |

I
N

1
arlrhinmb

B

Qb B



Every Monday.

Skinner. “Can’t you look where you'ra
gomg ¢
Sir Jimmy pulled np, panting
“’ Ave you seen Mauly 7"’ he asked.
“No, 1 haven't,” ‘SFLILI Skinner, grin-

ning as a sudden ‘idea ocenrred to him.

“But I've secen somebody el::.e who's
hunting high and low for you.’

“Whe's that?” asked 8ir Jimmy
eagorly.

YA awell relative of vours—somebody
from Blucher's Rents!” said Skinner.
“One of the old gang, you know.”

For a moment 8ir Jimmy's eyes
flashed, and he locked as though he
would hurl himself at the ecad of the
Remove. But he checked himself, and
sald quietly :

“Where ig he 77

“In Loder’s study.”

“Raght- hﬂT” qfud "311 Jimmy, ‘I
go along an' see 'im.’

And he went, leaving Skinner

chuckling at the prospect of the tangle
which Wrﬂ_}ld ensue when Loder, Jerry
Hawke, and Sir Jimmy meat together in
Loder’s study.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
What Sir Jimmy Saw !

S IR JIMMY could not help wonder-
ing, as he went along the Sixth
¥orm passage, why hia former

friend, whoever he was, should

have proceeded to Toder's study. It
seomed a strange mecting-place.

And then it dawned upon Sir Jimmy's

mind that Skinner might be indulging

i the gentle pastime of leg- puﬁing.

“8till, Il go along an’ see,”
mured the junior.

ITe rapped upon ihe door of Loder's
study.
There was no reply.

miir-

Sir Jimmy

rapped again without response; and
then, taking the bull by the horns, lie
walked boldly into the shnhr

A Em'inua smile spread over Sir
Jimmy’s features.

*“That bloke Skinner was foolin' -me,”

he muttered. “T on ghter "ave known,
Anyway, T'll go huk an' dot '1m on tho
boko !

He was about to leave the sindy when
lie heard the sound of approaching foot-
steps.

Sir Jimmy paused,
Loder were coming, he would certainly
malke 1t warm for the junior.

So Sir Junmy darted back behlind the

gereen, where he  crouched low  and
waited.
The footsteps drew mnearer, accom-

panted by the sound of upraised voices,
Then the door of the study was flung
open; and Sir Junmy, peeping fhl‘m:gﬁ
a convenient hole in the sereen, saw
Loder and Jerry Hawke come in
together. 4

“T've waited long enough,” the
sharper was saying “T'm not a ’ard
man—1IL'm o anvthink but a ’ard man—
but I expects straight dealin’. You
promiged me I should ’ave the fiver by
to-might.”

“ %uml? you can ]u it
longer ¢ said Loder.
end of the week.”

“Can’t be done!” said Jeery Hawkoe,
“ Tather 1 ;.{r-ig the money to- umht or |
goes to your eadunqtm an’ paints yo iu

vour true ﬂnlnurs
“You cad!” said Loder, his hands
clenched hard.  “ Oh, you cad !
“Fancy names don't ‘urt me.” ssil
Mr. Hawke, making himself comfortable
1 the armchair, “By the way, 1
thought 1 ’eard a sound mq thongh there
was-rats m the room!”
“There's enly yourself ! aaid Loder
crushipgly.
Unmioved by the

rimm a hitile
“Give me till the

sarcasm, the bhook-

rresoliate, If
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‘“ Shoot, man, shoot ! **

maker took out a cigar and lighted it
Sir Jimmy,  ensconced bebind  the
sereen, felt a  strong  inclination  to
l_‘hHLi'

“How long are ven going to sit
there 77 t*nldnﬂml Lodey, striding up and

down 11 his anxiety,

“Ten minutes,” said Mr, Hawke, send-
mg out a cloud of pungeunt smoke. ** An’
if the fiver ain’t ‘anded over by the end
of that time 1 goes straight to your

"Ca cl!I_m--F = 0 :"

“What zood will that do you? The
Head s not hikely ty) take your part. He
kunows vou for a shady scoundrel

T
already !

Te*rr» ]Iﬂu ke grinned.

“ e nnghtnt take niv part exactly,
but it's a dead cert he w ::-nt take
+¢J1.Ii-~:“ he <aid. " When 1 tell 'im that
that one of s ’ighlv-respected prefects
comes to the ('ross hﬂy- to meet your

‘uwmble, Le’'ll ’ave several sorts of a [fit
f reckon.  And Hihll bhe yvour last nlglit
‘oren,  Think of that 7

Loder did think of it; and the
thought made him desperate.  Ile wisherd
he had ignorsd Walker's advice, and
Lad either stolen the money or downed
Jerry Hawke on lus way to Greyfriars.
FEven now, as he watched the rascal
calmly smoking Mg cwar, Loder was
conscious of a mad desre. to thrash him
until he became wneonseions, and power-
less to do  the senior any nmmedhate
harm,

But ilie conditions
able. Tf a row took place in the study
it would almost cortamly be heard by
other seniors, and iuterfevence and
exposure would follow,

Was there no way out? Tt seemed
not,  Loder had already approached
Verpnon-snuth and Lord Mauleverer in
the hope of raising the wind; and he
had been mmasuceessful i each instance.
He had zelidom |:r{-i;'n e quile such a tight
corner  as  thiz; and  the prospect of
expulsion sent a chill throngh him.

He sat down at the table, and, with
his head between his ham'lﬂ, tried to
thuik how, at the eleventh hour, he
might ward off the menace which
thwﬂﬂtpnml him,  And still Siy Jimmy
Vivian crounched behind tho screen, miss-

wore not favour-

(See Chapter 13.)

ing nothing of the scene that was being
enacted in the study.

Sir Jimmy’'s fingers were twitching.
He was longing to leave the imprint of
hiz knuckles npon Jerry Hawke's gloat-
mg face., The junior knew that Loder
hml gone the pace, and had enly himeelf
to blame; all the same, le could not help
foeling sorry for the o ad of the Sixth in
his extremity.

JF"H‘ H'mL-E- rose to his fect,

Tune s up!” lie said.

ITe moved towards the door.
maoment Walker came 1.

In spite of the hot bath to which hLe
had treated himself, Walker still boro
signs of his recent encounter with
Gwynne. He looked pale and fagged,

toa; but. even so, there was a gleam of
trinmph in his eyes.

“T scem to have aropped in just at the
right moment !” he suid, “ ITere's yvonr
fiver, Hawke. ’\an get out, and don’t
come putting your oar in here again!”

The sharper trnk the note which
Walker handed to him, and rustled it in
his grimy fingers.

“&uu ve abont saved vour skin this
time !’ he saild to Loder. “QOr, rather,
young Walker’s done it for you. But
don't forget to pay up on ihe nail thae
next time I beat vou at hilliards——"

”Hj; cheating ! said Loder scornfully.

Yet out, before we kick yon out !’

Jerry Hawke promptly backed to tlie
door, keeping a furtive eye on Lader all
the time. He didn’t like the expression
on the prefect’s face, and he was devoully
thankiul to get clear of the study without
Euﬂfﬂmmg bodily harm.

When the scoundrel had gone, Loder
tarned to Walker with outstretched hand.

‘You were just in time!” ha said.
“Howke was on the point of zoing to
the Ilead. But—but how on earth did
you manage to work the aracle?”

Walker threw himself into the chair
which Jerry IHawke had vacatced.

“When you saw me out on my bike
ihis afternoon,” he said, T was on my
way to play for Conrtfield Ramblers, on
the understanding that if Lha Ramblars
won I should receive a fiver,”

“Mf hat! Was it a cloge game?”
Thne MAoxrET Lisrany.—No. 662,
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¥ (Close isn't the word for 1! Tt was
touch-and-go at the finish, I ean tell you!
We managed fo score the winning goal
cn the stroke of time!"

“And you seem to have got knocked
about a bit in the process,” said Loder.

Walker twisted his damaged fcatures
mto a grin.

“That came afterwards,” he said.
“ Bunter was spyving on me all the after-
noon, and he told Wingate and the rest
what I'd been doing. Result: I walked
mioc a hornets’ nest when I got back.
Gwynne knocked me about a bit.”

Loder stared.

“They—they thought you were a rotten
traitor, I suppose?”

“ KBxacty 1"

**And you didn't explain the facts of
the case 7"

“Of course not! It might have made
things jolly awkward for you!”

“You're @& brick!” said Loder.
“You've let yourself in for all this on
my account, for no cause whatever——"'
- “Except that you fished young Vivian
and me out when we were both jolly near
to drowning,” said Walker. **That's
cause enough, I think. Here, whero are
you gning?”

“I'm going straight to Wingate to ex-
piain the pesition1 I shall tell him why
you accepted money for your serviees!”

“No, no!"” said Walker hastily.
*Don't do anvthing of the sort!”

“But it's only fair——"

“Never mind! T'd much prefer you
said nothing. The whole sorry business
13 aover and done with now. I know I'm
in bad odour through it, but the fellows
will come round in time.”

“You're a good chap, Walker!” said
Loder, after a pause. “I can’t tell yon
what a load’s slipped off my mind since
vou trotted in with that fiver!”

The two saniors left the study fogether,
and Sir Jimmy Vivian, eramped and
dusty, came forth from his hiding-place.
Onca or twice he had come very near
to betraying his presence, and he mar-
velled at the faet that he had remained
tndetecied.

“My ‘at!"” muttered the baronet, dust.
ing loraself down with Lis hands.
was Jolly lucky Skinner sent me along
‘ere, after all! T think it’s up to me to
put maetters right!”

And Sir Jimmy went thoughtfully
along to Wingate’s study, to relate all
that he had seen and heard.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Avengers !
l*"() NCI mors vnto the breach, dear
friends "
Bob  Cherry made that
remark quite suddenly while
the ¥amous Five were at prep. So
excited was Bob that he shot o shower of
ik over Johnny Bull's papers, upon
which Johnny had spent a luborious hour.,

“You—you ass! Your imbeeilat”
roared Johnny, starting up. “Have you
gong potty—pottier than usnal, T mean 7"

“Bilence, dog! It's a  wheeze—a
wheeze which only the brains of a Cherry
could eyvolye t”

Harry Wharton lcoked up from his
writing. '

“ Lxpound ! he said.

*Are you prepared to sacrifice your
beauty sleep to-might?” asked Bob.

“In a good cause—vyes,”

“Well, what about laying Hawke by
the heels? The beast had the laugh of
us this afternoon, thanks to old Prout ;
but we want to make it quite clear to
him that he can’t come nosing around
Greyfriars just when he likes. T vote wo
go along to the Cross Keys after lights

TuE Mauser Linrary.—No, 562,
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out, with tar and feathers, and give
Hawke a jolly good doing !”

*Too risky!"” said Nugent. “If we
were seen going into the Cross Keys——"

“But we sha'n’t be seen, fathead!
When the Famous Five are on the job,
we're as skilful as bushrangers and Red
Indians rolled into one! Anyway, we
can't let Hawke run away and gloat liko
thie. He's made it warm for Loder, 1
expect, and we'll make it warm for him "

“1f Loder likes to go to the bow-wows
that’s his bizney !"" growled Johnny Bull.
“1 don't see that we're called upon to
fight his giddy battles for him !"

“Oh, all serene !" gaid Bob. “'If von're
funky about going, I'll work the stunt
off my own bat!”

“Funky " snorted Johnny. “ You call
me funky "

And he fourished his fistz in anch a
warlike manner that Tlarrvy Wharton
found it necessary to intervene,

“Pax, my children!” he saM. “Don't
break up the happy home. We'll go,
Bob. But if the expedition proves a
failure, you're the merchant who's going
to be tarred and feathered-—so look out!”

“I'm not in love with the idea myself,”
said Nugent, * There might be a crowd
at the Cross Keys, and in that case
they’ll make a dead set at us. And I, for
one, don't want to be mixed vp in a
beastly tavern brawl !”

““Have no fear, gentle youth!" mur-
murcd Bob Cherry, “ I shall be at hand
to shield thee "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Nugent flushed, and eaid nothing
further. He was not a funk, nor did he
wish to be thought one.

“Inky, you dog,” said Bol Cherry,
“you haven't given vour views on the
subject, Trot em out!” «

“1 am in the esteemed favour thersof,”
saild Hurree Singh, *so long as we can
obtainfully secure the ludicrous feathers
and the tarfulness.”

“1 know where to find plenty of hoth,”

said Bob. “8o that's settled. Under
canopy of night, we will venture
forth——-"

“Shosh ! said Wharton, “I  hear
iocotsteps I

Wingate poked his head bita the
study,

* Bed-time, kids !" he said.

The juniors noticed that Wingate was
tooking much more cheery than uvsual,
and they wondered why. They didn't
know that Sir Jimmy Vivian had
imforined the captain of Greyfriars of
Walker's loyalty to Loder, and that
harmony was restored once more to the
ranks of the Sixth.

I.ate that evening, when lights ware
out, and thera was no sound in the
Remove dormitory save the trumpeting
snore of Billy Bunter, Bob Cherry stola
softly from his bed and wvroceeded to
rouse his comrades,

Boly was very enthusinstic' about
tuking vengeance on Jerry Hawke. His
chums wore a shade less keen: but,
although the night was cold, and the
prospect of leaving their beds was un-
pleasaut, they meant to stand by Bob.
After all, ITawke was a waster, with a
dark and dishonourable record, and,
whatever punishment the Famous Five
meted out to him, i could not he in
excess of his deserts,

“{aroch ! It’s Leastly cold 1"
grumabled Nugent, turning out,

“Don't worry!” said Dob (herry.
“Things will warm up when we geg§ to
the village.”

Swiftly and silently the Famous Five
dressed, and then proceeded to the wood-
shed. Here, with the aid of a lantern,
Bob Cherry unearthed a bucket of tar
and a sackful of feathers,

It was Johnny Bull’s turn to grumble.

“Havs we got to cart this beastly stuff |

| muttered Harry

—— s .

NOW ON
SALE,

all the way to Friardale?” he exclaimad.

“Many hands make licht work,” said
Bob Cherry. “We'll take it in turns,
my son."”

So the little party set ont on their
miszsion. The mnight was davk, and pro-
gress was difficult, In scaling the school
wall Bob (‘herry very nearly upset the
tar on to the devoted heads of his com-
rades; and a little later Hurree Singh
thoughtlessly released a cloud of feathers
from the sack.

At langth, however, a subdued glow
of light showed that they were within
sight of the Uross Keys.

“Better go round the back way!”
Wharton, “We're
more likely to catch ’em napping then.”

A few minutes later the Famous Fivo
vera stealing up the garden path. They
came to a halt outside the window of tha
pilliard-room,

The blinds were drawn, but through =
chink in the side Bob Cherry obtained
a full view of the interior of the room.

Jerry Hawke was playing billiards
with a slim-looking youth, whose face
Bob Cherry failed o see until it sud-
denly came within the circle of light
over the table.

“M;r hat!” mutétcred Boh, “It’s cur
old friend Pon I
[+

“And Gadsby, tool said  Harry
Wharton, peering over Bob’s shonlder.
" Seems to be a night out for the High-
cliffe nuts!" |

There were four people in all in
the billiard-room—Ponsonby, Gadsby,
Jerry Hawke, and the marker. The
latter was a hefty-looking scoundrel, and
would probably have a strong ohjection
to being tarred and feathered.

But the ¥Famous Five were out for
scalps now. Those who had been re-
luctant to take part in the adventure
were now as eager as Bob Cherry him-
self.  The prospect of including Pon-
sonby and Gadsby in the bist of victims
was an appefising enes and, as BRob
Cherry pointed out, there would Le quite
enough tar and feathers to go round.

"We'll take 'em by surprise!" mur-
mured Bob in Wharton’s ear., “Rav
woap !

Harry Wharton guve the word, and an
the instant the French window of the
billiard-roomn was burst open, and the
Famous Vive dashed into the room.

¥or a moment all was confusion. Pon-
soniby furned pale, and backed towards
the wall, Gadsby, smoking » clzarette,
choked uncomfortably. Jeiry Ifawks
swung his cue threateningly,

'Iore, stand off!  What's the litile
game? What's the game, I say?”

For answer, Bob Cherry leapt for-
ward, and, decdgzing the hasty and ill-
timed blow, crashed his fist with greut
force against Jerry IHawke’s wunshavern
chin. The rascal gave a roar like that
of an animal iu pain, and Soppled back-
P'Tlnlﬂ, bearing Ponsonby with him in his
d41,

But the marker was yet to be
reckoned with; and the marker was &
man roughened and toughened by many
a hard-fought scrap. He hit out savagely,
and Hurree Singh and Frank Nugent
went down before his fierce onrush like
nInepins.

But Johnny Bull was rot idle. He
dealt a swinging side-blow, and followed
It up promptly with another, and the
marker measured his length on the .
fleor.

Meanwhile, Ponsonby—who, whatever
his faults, was no coward when it camo.
to a hand-to-hand fight—had risen to his/
feet, only fo be knocked down again by
Harry Wharton, [

The fight was fierce while it lugtld,
but it did not last long. Gadshy had
tuker: no part in it, and the Famoug Five

—



Every Monday.

were masters of the sttuation thrcugh-
sut. Frank Nugent mounted guard over
the tar-bucket, whilst Hurree Bingh
hurried forth in search of rope.

** Make the beasts secure!” sard Bob
(Cherry, when the Nabob reappeared
with a stout coil. “ We'll put ’om fairly

thrnuﬁh the mill "
“Tll ’ave the law on yer {or this
ere!” spluttered Jerry Hawke, “Tll)

summon the police! Pll——

“You'll he still, hke a good chap!™
satd Bob Cherry, seating himself on the
sharper’s, chest. “Now for the rope,
Inky!”

One by one the four
trussed up. :

And then Frank Nugent, grinning in
spite of a damaged nose, staggered for-
ward with the tar-bucket.
~ “Gerraway!” higsed Posnsonby.
“You're not goin’ to plaster us with
that beastly stuff!”

“Oh. yes, we are—and feathers
follow ! said Nugent cheerfully.

And he got busy with the tar-brush,

"We are going to try and impress
upon you, Pon "—splash—"' that gomg on
the razzle after lights out " —splash,
splash —'“18 an objectionable habit "'—
rplash, splash, splash—" and should cease
forthwith!”

“Gerococogh |"” spluttered Ponsonby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Now for the feathers!” chuckled
Nugent. “We'll make bhim look like a
i\lqv&gﬂ chief before we've finished with

un !’

The Famous Five piled in indus-
triously, and when their handiwork was
complete Jerry Hawke and his com-
panions were totally wunrecognisable.
Their faces and hair were smothered
with tar, to which clung feathers in pro-
fusion,

“Grooh I’ mumbled the marker, “‘Let
us loose, you young villains!”

“Not this evening !’ said Boh Cherr
sweetly., ** Afraid you’ll have to wait till
one of your shady pals comes along.
It’'l} give you a chance to do a hit of
hard thinking.”

And the Famous Five, their {ask
accomphished, turned to go. Their
nocturnal raid on the (Cross Keys had
been successful beyond their expecta-
tions; and when at length they regained
their dormitory without mishap, and laid
their weary heads on the pillows, they
felt that they had deserved well of thew
coultry,

victims  were

to

e —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Friars versus Saints !

HERE was a notice in Wingate's
fist on the board next morming :

“GREYFRIARS v. 8T,

JAMEY,

“Walker (VIth Form) will fll the
vacant place for the match,

“(Sigued) CroraE WINGATEZ,
“Captain.’

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
Cherry, as he read the announeement,
“1 wonder why old Wingate's changed
his miind? It's still a fact that Walker
ieft the team in the lureh yesterday,”

“ And, what’s mare, played for a local
¢lub i1 order to make money,” said
Wharton,  *I shouldn’t have thought
- Wingate would have overloeked it.”

But Rie Jimmy Vivian was at hand to
cxplam.

“Walker's a jully decent chapt’ he
sutd.  “He didn't do it to let Greyfriars
down; he did it to get Loder out of s
serape,”’

ilnllrll

And then Sir Jimmy related what had
taken place gvernight in Loder’s study.

“"Well, T'm jiggered! said Johuny
Bull,  “T've never thought any great

- ton.

and whe

i i

—
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shakes of Walker, but if he can stand by
a fellow hiko that he can't be altogether a
wrong ‘un.”

“ No—rather not !*

“An' he risked ’is life for me when ¥
got stranded in that cave,” said Sir
Jimmy, shivering a little at the recollec-
tion. ‘‘Not every feller would do that!
An’ he wasi’'t funky, neither.”

“Well, 'm jolly glad Walker's back
in the team, anyway,” saud Harry Whar-
“It ought to be a ripping good
game, and Walker’s showing topping
form this season, toc.”

In the Sixth, which had been so stormy
of late, all was going well, FEven Gerald
Loder, sobered by his recent escapade.
became decent for a time, and kept away
from the Cross Keys.

As for Walker, he played in the prae-
tice games with greater zest than ever;
the day came for the tussle
with St. Jioi’s he ayvowed that hLie had
never felt so A% in his life,

The Sats brought a very strong side
to Greyfriars, They, too, had been mak-
g strenuncus preparations for the match,
and Kildare, their skipper, confidently
expected to lead his men to victory.

The togchline was threnged with Grey- | (iwynne was unlucky enough

friars supporters, and when the two
teams came out thero was a great ova-
tion.

““Good ¢ld Friare ("
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“Put it across ‘'em, Wingate!”

“Play np, Walker!”

In Walker’s case the encouragement
wag superfluous.
his mind to play as he had never played
before. He was fully recovered now from
his exertions on behalf of Courtfield
Ramblers and his subsequent fight with
Gwynne; and he took his place in the
forward line full of confiderice.

The Bamts won the toss—which was a
stroke of luck for them, as they gained
the advantage of a strang wind.

Then the whistle sounded, and away
went the St Jim's forwards—away and
away, kecping m elose formation, and
leaving the Greyfriars halves standing.

“Uw 1"’ mattered Bob Cherry, T scent
danger.”

Before the words were out of Bob's
mouth Kildare eleverly feinted past one
cof the backs, and crashed the ball into
the net, giving the goalie no chance,

“Goall”

“One up for the Samnts!” said Harry

Wharton. * Doeesn’t lcok very healthy,
does it7°*

“It's ouly the begiuning.” said
Nugent. ''"We ean’t ju‘ﬂlgﬂ yvet. Wait till

our fellows get going.’

~ But the Greyfriars team wag thrown
mto temporary confusion by that early
thrust on -the part of their apponents,

and for a long time they made but little |

headway. |
The Bamniz warmed to the gttack. They
had not expected to score so easily, and

He had quite made up |
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now that they had started the desire
for more geoals was very strong. They
swarmed like bees rdund the opposing

citadel, and after a hot bombardment
Darrel steered the ball through a erowd

“Number twol” said Johnny Buil
dolefully. ** What hopeg?”

The Friars were indeed in a parlous
state. To be two goals down in the first
twenty minutes was a serious matter.

But Wingate’s smile was as cheery as
ever when he kicked off from the eentre.

Away on the wing dashed Walker, his
face set hard. He had a very fine turn
of speed, and the hopes of the crowd re-

| of legs into the net.

 vived as they watched him swerve past

the half and back.

*“BShoot 1”

“In with it, Walker!"

But the St. Jim's custodian ran out in
the nick of time, and took the hall from
Walker's toes before the seninr canld
steady himself to shoot. And the next
moment play was transferred to midfield
agaiil.

Nothing daunted, Greviriars launched
several attacks in swift succession, but
without resuit,

And  then, cloze the

on interval,

_ to handla
the ball in the penalty arvea, and Kildare
scored the Saints’ third gﬂaf.

“Carry me home to die!* murmured
Bob Chervy.  ““This 1s too awful)?

At half-time the visitors led by three
goals to nil. And new even Wingate was
Bm:d put to 1t to keep smiling.

The crowd regarded the mateh as all
over bar shouting. Some of them left
the ground in disgust. True, the Friars
would have the wind in their favour
during the second half, but three goals
was a very big inargin to make good,
and even the most sanguine of the sup-
porters regarded the match as a dead rert
for St. Jun's.

“Shall we sheer off 1"’ asked Nugent.
“1 haven’t the heart to stay and sec our
fellows get it in the neck.”

“Oh, rats!” said Harry Wharton. “ A
game’s never lost {ill it's won. Let’s
hang on and see the linish, whatlever

L happens.™

And =0 the Famous Five remained, and
afterwards they were glad they did.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Turn of the Tide !

HREE down!” said Faulkner of
the Sixth. “What are we going
to do about 117"

In the dressingroom the
Greyfriars First were holding a council
of war. For all their oubward cheerful-
ness they felt the situation acutely.

“*Never mind what happened in the
first half,” said Wingate. ' Let’s concen.
trate on the second, The luck’s been all
against us, #o far, bat it's bound to
change soon.”

“Tf 1t doesn’t,” growled Walker, *we

- shall have the Baints getting into double

figures,”

“The high gods forbid!” said Wingate,
with a langh, “Come on! Let’s get back
to the slaughter !

Greyfriars started the second half at o
corking pace. Unee, twice they were
beaten back, but the third time Wingate
forced an opening, and, although hard
pressed, managed to send the ball across
to Walker, for the latter to score with o
hghtning drive.

“Good!” panted Wingate, sorting
himself out from the legs of au opposing

A few minutes later history repeated

itself.  Again Wingate raced through,

and again, hemmed m by the opposing
Tae Maosyr Lisgany.- No. 562,
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backs, he managed to get the ball across
to Walker.

Walker's shooting was deadly, and the
Saints knew it. Two of their hali-backs
tackled him desperately as he was in the
act of shooting. Nevertheless, his shot
went home, and crashed into the net.

“Goal!”

“Bravo, Walker!”

The crowd, sceing that it was going to
lse a close fight after all, cheered lustaly ;
but the next moment a strange hush fell
upon them, and all eyes were dirvected
towards Walker, who lay very still in the
grass, and made no movement.

“Oh, crumbs!” groancd Bob Cherry.
“Walker's cvocked ™

And so it proved. The impact of the
charge he had received had sent Walker
reeling to earth, and somehow his left
foot had twisted under him as he fell.
“Oh, rotten luck!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “He'll be out of the game, now.”

A couple of sentors hoisted the fallen
player to lus feet. Walker looked very
pale, and limped painfully; but he had
no intention of retiring from the game,

“Never minud me,” he said. *I shall
bo ali right.”

“Hudn't you better rest a bit:”
Wingate anxiously,

“No jolly fear! I'm going on!”

All the same, Walker was hardly better
than a passenger after that. 1lis fino
turn of specd was no longer in evidence,
and he was able to do little more than
cheer his comrades on when they were
attacking.

And now came a fierce struggle for the
mastery, 'The Baints were dismayed to
find the game going agaiust them, and
they tried to reproduce the form shown
in the first half.

Kildare and Darrel and Rushden,
moving swiftly in line, took the ball the
length of the field, and the 8t. Jim’s
siiipper shot with full force. He had the
goalie beaten all the way; but, fortun-
ately for the Friars, the ball cannoned
against the cross-bar, and the danger was
averted.

Time and again the Saints rashed to
the attack, only to be met and beaten
off by a defence like a rock.

The ten soumd men in the Greylriars
tecam put forth every ounce of resist-
ance, and occasionally their forwards
hrnllcn away and peppercd the St. Jim’s
goal.

i “‘ILDD'li at Faulkner!” shouted Jolinny
wuil.

gald
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The Editor’s Chat.
For Next Monday :

“IN SPITE OF HIMSELF!™
By Frank Richards.

Bnoop is the central figure of next weck's
fine story—Snoop in a new role!

And yet not exactly in a new role, cither,
For Sncop has always been a Tunk—always
afraid of getding hurt. And he is still a
fupk, still afraid of getting hurt, when he
beging to show fight.

‘That sounds rather mixed. But it is not
really eo. You will understand it when you
read the story—one of Mr. Richards’ Lest.

Sidney James Sunoop is no favourite with
any of us, I know. But I felt, and I think
all my readers will feel, a good deal of sym.
pathy with him in his struggle against his
cowardice. After all, it's easy to be plucky
if one happens to he born that way, and not
at all easgy if one happens to have been born
Guite otherwize, It is a real fight that Snoop
makes with himself, and it ends in his put-
tm;ir up & real fight in the other sense.
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And. indeed, all eves were plued upon
Faulkner at that moment. 1le had beaten
three of his opponents in succession—two

| of them were on their backs, wondermg

if an earthquake had taken piqne—ana
now he raced on towards goal, with none
to say lum nay.

L}

“Shoot, man!” panted™Wingate,

|  And Faulkner shot, hard and true. f
The goalie got his fist to the ball, but | piteh.

Wingate, meeting it on the rebound,
placed 1t neatly in the corner of the net,
and the scores were level

“Iurrah!”

“Bravo. Faulkner!”

“(rood old Wingate !

The excitement had
piteh

Ten minutes {o go, and the score three
all!

Those ten nunutes were crammeaed with
thrilling madent.  Kildare of Bu, Jun's
created the first sensation by breaking
clean away and gomng through on his
W IR

But Kildare's shot just skimmed abaove
the cross-bar. And a sigh of reliefl went
up from the Grevfriars fellows.

Then the ball was in mid-field again;
and now 1t was speeding towards the
St. Jun's goal, with Wingate hard beliind
it

The captain of Greviriars sent in a
searchine shot, but the goalie, in despera-
tion, hurled himself bodily at the leather,
and just managed to turn it aside.

The minntes were reduced to five, and
the erowd hung breathlessly on the issue.

riecn Lo fever-

{ “Come on, you fellows!” zang out

Wingate. “We'll win yet!”

Down the field, with the wind belind
them, swept the CGreviriars {forwards.
They were hotly contested every vard of
the wayv right up to the very goal-mouth.
Here a serimmage cnsued, and among
those mixed up in it was Walker, who
for some time past had been aldle to do
no more than limp up and down the field.

him as practically out of the gamie.
But he was not. The ball came to him
froin the goahe's fist,
his foot, and he lubbed 1t up. Then, witl
a deft, quick movement of lus head, he
headed it fairly into the net!
The whistle sounded, and Greviriars

had won. '
“Four to ilhree!” chortled Bob
“Tsn't it great! Shades of my

Cherry. : :
crandmother ! But I didn't think they’d

pull 1t off after being three goals down!”

READERS’ FAVOURITES.

[ Dhave said above that Snoop is no one's
favourite. Thizs js correct, I am sure, I am
by. no means sure that the same could e
aajd with absplute truth about 8Skinner.
There are some quect-minded readers who
appear to prefer Skinner to the Fanmous Five
or any of their chums. They consider Skin-
ner a sport!
‘meaning of the wornd!:

Who is the higgest favourite of all the
Greyfriars charaeters? DBunter is the most
popular, in a sense, I tancy, but not quite in
the gense I mean. We sghould all miss Buunter
no end; but we don't admire him. But then,
again, it is not the most admirable charaeter
that I mean., In some respects Harry Whar-
fon- may he considered more admirable than

Bob Cherry. He has more feching, anpd he is
every bit as straight and as plucky. But 1
don't mind owning that I like Bob the betfer
of the two.

Would the genial Bob come out on top if a
poll were taken? T rather fancy so. He would
ilave rivals, There is Whartou, of course.
There 13 the Bounder: he
admirers. There is Peter Todd—one of my
own special favourites. There is the cool and
japing Squiff. Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent,
Inky, Tom Redwing, Mauleverer, Mark
Linley —all these would get first places in
sorne lists, 1 faney.

1 have a great mind to take such a peil
among rcaders, ‘It might be run in ¢on-
nectivn  with sone  simple prize scheme,

!

{ him.
1 carefully, for all that —and bornc away

The St. Jin’s team had come to regard |

It dropped uporns

What a strange notion of the |

has numberless
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“Same herc!” said ITavry Wharton,
“But it only shows vou that nothing's
impossible !

“Buek up!" said Frank Nugent im-
patiently. " We'll tell old Walker what
we think of him!”

“Yes. rather!”

And the Famous Five jomed the stream
of fellows who were pouring on to the

In vain Walker attempted to dodge
the swarm of fellows that surged around
He was hifted shoulder-high—but

to the dressing-room amud much rejoic-
g,  And foremost among those who
applanded him was Gerald Loder!

“You've distingunished vourself,
Walker!” said Loder. “And I'm glad
—jolly glad! It makes up a bit for the
rotten time vou must Lave had just
lately.”

“Oh, vats!"’ suid Walker breathlessly.,

The 8t. Jim's fellows took their hck-
ing like the sportsmen they were,

“Jt was touch-and-go!” said Kildare.
“And the best team von 17

“Thanks to Walker !”" satd Wingate.

Greyiriars celcbrated their vietory in
stvle that eveming, o far as war-tune
conditions would allow.  Aund many a
feliow who had shown seant regard for
James Walker in the past now drank his
health in foaming ginger-pop.

Walker himnself felt very happy in spite
of hig injury, ITe had done something
at last to justify his existence. He felt,
too, that the unpleasantness through
which he had passed was well worth
while for the sake of what had followed.

e had played the game in a double
sense.  Setting aside the dubious position
i which he had put himself by playmg
for hire while nnregistered, he had stoo
by Loder at a pinch; and that day, by
his pluck i sticking to 1t when practi-
cally crippled, he had won the mateh
for Grevfriars.

But sometimes it is casier to play the
game on the footer-field than i the
ordinary ways of life; and 1t remained to
be seen whether Walker's determmnation
to go straight was of the stufl that

endures.

(Don’t miss ““IN SPITE OF HIM.-
SELF ! — Monday's
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

next grand
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fhouzh at present 1 have not quite thought
that out. And 1 am making no premise., We
bive had to keep off prize competitions for
the last two years or g0 becanse they entail
s much extra work, and extra work under
war-time conditions is diffienld to get done.
But ! must sce if I can manage thiz.

NOTICES.

Footiball---Miscellaneous.

A, Weat, 114, Wellfield Road, S W, 186,
wants to icin o good clnb—winger or centre-
forward.

A. Lawson and Y. Shipley, 21, Cranbrook

Hlreet, Green Streef, E. 2, wish to join a club

—goal or inside-right—age 16,

— Ellisdon, 5, Bowling Green Road, 8.E, 16,
wants place in team—5 miles—centre-forward
or right-back.

Midney Brown, 34, Russel Street, Turner's
Road, E.5, wants place 1n team—anywhere
except goul. :

Fred Beard, ¢/o Folian Cos, 135, New Bond
street, W, 1, and his two friends, aged six-

{een, want to join a fooler club in South

Kenzington or within three miles—lorward
positions preferred.

A. Waliington—16—of 37, TLuna Streef,
5.W. 10, wishes to join a c¢lub in TFnlham,
Chelsea, or Battersea—lett-back, inside or
outside left,

E, H. B.,, 43, Medfield Street, 5.W. 15, wants
YOUR EDITOR,

place in team near home,

i e
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BESTTHS

CARDEW’'S PIG.

I.
ib 'VE hnnqht a pig,” said Cardew.
“You're always doing spme- blcssed
silly thing!” snapped Levikon.
Clive snorted.

Those two really have a bit of a handiul
im Cardew. 1 don’t think the fellow i really
mad. But more than that I am not going
to say, ior fear of getting a reputation for
Leing charttable that I may not deserve,

* Weil, I like that, dashed if ¥ don't! Call
keepin® a pig Elﬂyf Haven’t we all been told
to be patriotic, an’ keep pigs an’ rabbits an’
thm ¥

ou can'd keep a pig here,” said Chlive.

“Not. in the study, certainly, old bean!
(tne has to draw the line gomewhere. 1
drow it at Baggy—an® other pigs.”

“You can't keep it at Bt. Jim's at alil”
Lovison eaid.

“0Oh, yaas, dear boyl
#bout that for me.”

“Then it's going to cost yom soemecthing,”
remarked Levison.

We know Tagrics. He is not the sort of
person who does kind actions just for the
rake of doing them. Taggles wants paying.
t1in is really a terrible priee in these days,
| undﬂﬁtam*

“Yaas, I suppose so. But there's no
dashed merit in hein’ patriotic on the cheap,
is there$”

“What's the
sported Clive.

“What's the use of anythin’, come to
that? Nothin® in particular, aecordin’ to
theé best. authorities, I believe. But a pig
really seems to be an exception te that rule.
Are youw aware, Sidney, that you get pork
irom a pig, hacon from a pig, ham irom 2
pig, likewise tripe, liver, sausages, lard, an’
bristles? Those Chieago c¢haps say t-hl?}' ¢an
use  anythin’ and everythin' about a hog
nxﬂept the grunt.”

“If you have all those things you ecan’t
have the pig, too,” objected Levison., * You
would have to kill him to get them. 1 dont
know whether yow've ever killed g pig. 1
never have; hut I've seen it don#. Messy
ich! You have to boil the thing—well, seald
it, anyway—after you've got through the
killing. too. You—~

Taggles s seein’

us¢ ¢f a pig, anyway?”

“Spare me the ‘orrid details, I pray jyou, |

old top!™ said Cardew. “1 am sure I ean
never bear to have unpleasant things like
that happen to my pig! 1 shall get iond
of him, ne doubt, through trottin’ aﬂn:ng to
serateli his baek Whﬂﬂﬂ"rﬂ!‘ I have a2 minute
or two to spare. There's mmethinn very |
soothin’® about scratchin® a pig’s back. An’
live will toddie alongside with the swill-
priail—="

“I'm hanged if I will!® smapped Clive.

"What’s the use of talking about what the
pig'es going to produce if he's to be kept as
a giddy pet?” inquired Levison. "ﬂhﬂﬂpﬁr
to buy the bacon and bristles and things.
Even at the present price of bacon——"

“I don’t kuow that I want the bristles,
not particularly, but I should think you
might get them without slayin’ poor piggy,”
Cardew broke in. “It’s no good arguin’,
anyway, Dbeeause I've hougiht piggy. The
thing’s un fait aceompli, as our dear neigh-
hours over the silver stresk pay. Shall I
translate, Clive?”

“Rats & growled Clive.

“No, no; pigs—at least, one pigl” Cardew
carreeted him. “The question at present
hefore the meetin® is whether both of you
are comin’ with me to fetch him, or anly
one, an’, if so, which one? I'm goin’ this
afternoon.” I

T rm

“Then I can't come,” said Levison,
booked for the mateh.”?

“And T'm jolly well not coming!® C€live
aaid., " You don't mean this rot. you silly,
i.n,headqd chump, and il you did mean it
I wouldn't go with you!"

“Then ¥ shall have to go alene,” Cardew
replied  perenely.

“Where are  you

fetehing  him
asked Levison.

He began to see that Cardew
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re .ﬂl{ had bought the pl% and was not
merely trying to pull their legs.

“ Bearley Green. 1 bought him of a chap
nﬁmed Otter.”

“Long-faced bounder with a rusty-black
heard, eara like flaps, and a week or so's
dirt on his face?" I.-Eﬂsnn asked,

“The description is—er—eminently descrip-
tive. But 1 should amend it in one parti-
cular. Mr. Otter caunot carry less than a
full fortmight's dirt. No one could imagine

| him washin’ as often as once a week.”

“He's had you, 'l het! He's a shyster,”
caid Levison.

“You have the pleasure of Mr., Otfter's
acquaintance, dear yi

“I know the beast. 'Tain’t any plcasure.”
“How muehi” demanded Clive,

“Ten pounds, old bean.”

“It sounds a lot of money.”

“Depends upon the size of the pig, I
suppose?” said Levison, " Everything's up
sky-high now. Buat at that figure I

ghouldn’t think you ought to have to feteh
Liim. He ought to be sent to you In a gilt

coach with six horges. Have you paid
Otter?”

“¥Yaas, dear hoy.”

“And you have rteally fixed up with
Taggles?”

“Have 1 not said s0?”

“Well, yon'd betier fetch him, then. 1
don’t- think much of Tagglps but he’s more
decent than Otter. {ug will belong to
Taggles in about a wc{k gugss; but thatb's
better than Otter having the chink and the
animal, too. Pity you can’t tell us when
you think of these mad things!”

“My dear man, haven't 1 told youf”

“Yesn, when 1ts too ln.te for you to be
‘!trU]JI}Ed i

"“Are you going to take a wheelbarrow for
him, or aré you going to drive him here”
asked Clive, “l1f diiving's the game, 1
understand the best way is to tel the pig
in confidence that he’s not to head Jor St.
Jim’'s on any account. Then you may get
him to come this way, It's fatal to let
him know the truth.”

“"We are goin’ to feteh him in Warren's
market-cart,” said Cardew coolly.

“Who's 'wﬂ’ﬂ"

“¥Y¥ou an’ I, Hlduay. dear boyi”

“Hanged it I'm——

“Oh, you'd better go, Clive!’ said Levison.
“The Elllj’ ass will hreak the horse's knees
and his own neck if he goes alone!”

And Clive went.

1§,
&4 8 that the bhorse you're going tﬂ
drive?” asked Clive.
“Yaas, dear boy. What's the

matter with him?”

"Looks to me not much more than halfl

hroken, that's all®

“Oh, he’s all right!” said the f{armer,
“Mr. (Cardew ean drive, you know. Ive
scen him.”

“So have 1,7 said Clive drily. "I shouldn't
call him a eareful driver. But I sappose

you know bhetter than 1 do whether the
animal’s fit for the job™
Mr. . Warren seemed to think he was.

Horses may be scarce these days, and the
market reporiz say sometimes -t at. mone ’ﬁ
a4 drug in the market; but Clive’s notion
that Warren knew very well that Lnr{l‘
Reckness’ grandson could be made to pay
through the nose for any damageé that
c:h.inﬂe.ﬂ to the wild-eyed chestnut,

“Softly, lad—seftiyt” said Clive, who
knows a htt ahoub horses.

“Oh, lét him have his fling, dear boy!
d uwlad Cardaw. “It's only playiulness,

now.’

il hes going 1o lash out like that when
he gets between the shafts—"

“He won't do that,” said the farmer con-
fidently. " Why, be brought me home from

froam#? Wu‘ﬁ:}d last miirket- -night when ¥Pd 30 much
Aboard that 1 dido’t Jfairly know whether |

-Three-halfpence, -~ 13
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I'd got hold of the reins or net hall the
time!”

“Ah! That aecounts for the smashed gate-
post, perhaps?’ said Cardew. “But we
sha'n't get market-merry, Clive. We shall
be all right, dear man. Got a pig-net, BMr.
Warren? You call them pig-nets, don’t you?
Kind of thing made up principnllj oi holes,
with string round ‘em, y'know.”

“Oh, a pig-net? Yea, you can have a pig-

net, eir. Been buying a pig, have you? I
could have sold you one”
| “Pon't go over the other side to be

swindled., Step In here! murmured Clive,
“Eh? Whe'd you buy your pig of, Mr.
C:eruw?"
“(Gentleman named Utter, at
Bearley Green, Warren,”

resident

I “It seems the general opimion,”

“Ah, he's had you, I'll go bail fnr that!”
gaid Car-
dew blandly. _
“Well, you can afford it. If you get tired
of thae pig, yous might let me have first
refugal of him. ‘Tain’t likely as I can give
you tha price ﬂtt-:.r will Dave rusbed you
tnr, but——"

“Tha-a-anks, W'irren' but 1 quite antici-
pate gettin® so fond of gtgm’ that nothin’
wonld induce me to part with him. That
the pig-net? Good! Jump. uvp, Chvel”

Clive had to jump up in a hurry, for the
chestnut made a break for the gate. Hé
scrambled in, saying things to Cardew.

*“You shouldn’'t distract my attention, dear
hoy,” said Cardew mildly, after the off-whee!
had missed the gatepost by the fraction of
an inch. “We should have looked qmtr
gilly, y'know, if we had uprooted that post.”

“We're going to look silly before wewve
finished ' growled Clive.

“Think so, old top?
hear it.”

Well, I fancy I can

“You'd better let me drive, chump! You're
giving him his head a bit too much.” )
‘Not at all.  He's takin' it,” replicd

Cardew cooily.
If the young chestuut wig not vicieus,
which Clive doubted, he was unmigtakably
Erg:sllf But Cardew seemed to enjoy his
ricka.
He dashed round the corner of the lane into
{fﬂmmbﬁ at the rate of umpteen miles per
QI
There followed a hasty clapping-on of
brakes, an agonised kind of hoet from =2
magtor ji’u:u:rn and a volléy of very strong
language froms the bhody of a big and power-
ful motor-car.
I The chaunlleur looked as i there were thinge

in him that mwight have found expression it ho
y Bad been given half a chance. But his
master was saying quite all that was neces-
sary, besides much that ‘WH:B picturesque, ahd
not a little that was profane.

The chestnut swerved and slid. Cardew
looked as eool as a eucumber. Théere ecame
a shattering sound as opme whee! of the sub-
atantially-built cart collided with a wooden

lamnp standard. Cardew never even looked
round.

“Emash for the lamp-post!” said Clive.
“And there was old Cromp in the efling.
We ghall hear about this!”

“Doesn't really matter much, does 17

They never light the lampa now.’
lgo you know who that was in the car,
you burbling idiot?”

“Somehody important, no doubt, dear bol,
or he wouldn® have a car in these timeg, or
beﬂq’.}:-le to get petrol to ran it with if he
ha

“It was Colonel Anketel, the chairman of
the Westwood Benéln”

“Then 1 consgider he uscs most improper
language for & magistrate. He ought to be
brought before himqelr to be fined ™

“The old boy's done his hit out at the
Front. They sent him hack  hecaunse Lo
wasn't fit %a. ny mere.”

“Aht t‘r’% where he learned 1o gpeak in
‘that beautiful ﬂﬁwmh ay, no doupt! Clive,

dear hoy, thig da war has distinetly
TaE MAGNET LIBRARY.— No, 502
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added to the picturesqueness of the English
language, 1 consider.” ‘

“(h, blow the English langnage! ‘There's
a flock of sheep voming! Slow that beggar
down, or— " .

“ At worst, old top, it only means makin
mutton a little before time,” Cardew said
Dlandly. )

He wasz tugcing hard on the reins: but all
he conld do mude no practical difference to
the chestnut’s puce. They were being run
away with; but Cardew gave no sign that
he recognised that fact.

“Hoy, hoy, hoy! Look out there!
be a-killin' of all my sheep!” roared the
shepherd.

His two dogs barked madly. The sheep
scattered to one side and the other, and
then strung out in twe long rows, cach led by
i bell-wether. The chestnut passed harin-
lessly between them, while the cart swayed
trom gide to side behind him, and Cardew
and Clive hung on as best they might.

“3hbeep,” jerked out Cardew, “ain't—alto—

gether—donkeys! After all—we made—no—
mutton !
“Ass! Let me—get hold—of the reins!”
“Just—as you—like. By gad—he ecan—

go, ecan't—he?”

“Look out—for —the King’s Head—corner!”
howled Clive, tugeing away.

“Oh, he'll--have to—do that!" jerked back
Cardew.

But the chestnut had not the gift of sec-
iitg around corners.

A waggon of hay, going out of Rylcombe,
had pulled up in front of the King's Head.
Into the back of it the horse charged.

He swerved at the last second, and so
avoided a di‘ect end-on collision, which must
have meant smash. But the shock was sulill-
cient to send Clive shooting forward, to land
at the top of the hay, and Cardew shooting
cut, to land on his back in a ditch yards
wway, still n!inqing Lo the reins.

Out of the King's Head swarmed publican,
wagponer, assorted loafers, and g sprinkling
of children. They cackled like a flock of
geese,

The chestnut was meditatively eating hay,
Inoking as if no such erime as running away
had ever entered his innocent head.

Cardew picked himself up out of the diteh,
more than slightly rumpled in appearance,
but still captain of his soul, as he expressed
it a little later. The ditch was n muddy one,
and Cardew came out of it the worse for
wear. But all ho gaid was:

knew somethin® was bound to happen
to stop the heggar Lefore long. Hallo, Clive,
old bean! How on earth did you get up

there 27
A had Colonel Anketell’s chauffeur

taken it for granted that it was
going to clear the road,

Cardew could not get the chestnut out of
the way in time, owing to the brute's
apparent, conviction that all that had passed
was only a prelude to his taking in n gorge
of hay. But the chauffcur waz able to pull
up in time, though it was with one wheel
fairly in the diteh, and the car tilted side-
ways,

. The eolonel was the very picture of rage
fi3 he gerambled out and faced Cardew.,

“You—you—you——" he spluttered.

“Try *nanghty trumpeter’, ” sugzested
Cardew mildly.

“Oh, chuck it, you idiot!" croaned Clive.
who has more respeet for lawful authority
than Cardew.

“Boy, you shall rue this! T will make you
repent of it! You shall be sorry you were
cver born!” hooted the irate warrior.

“I'm pot &0 sure, sgir, really,” replied
Cardew. “I never was a first-rate hand at
real repentance; an’ other people do enough
worryin’ about my havin® been born to save
me the trouble.”

The gliost of a grim smile flickered and
faded on the colonel’'s face.

“Take his name and address, Chart!” he
faid to the chauffeur, *“A summons shall be
iinade ont against him!”

The chauffeur drew but a notebook.

“In trainin' for a bobby's iobh?” asked
Cardew. “Don’t strike when vou get it, that's
alll T'm sure you would annoy the colonel
Needn't get ratby; worse things than bein'
A copper, you know. Name—oh, Sidney
Clive——"

e

TI1T.
WARNING hoot sounded. But the
hoot would have been of small use

You'll

| th
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“Here, T say!” protested Clive, aghast. { The native halted, aud awaited thelr

“Oh, beg pardon! 1 was givin' my friend's
name first, whereas it really isn't wanted at
all. I do get mixed up sometimes, Fart of
the matter is, I'm so mixed up now that I'm
not sure 1 haven’t mislaid my own name.”

“Boy, this impudence will not gerve your
turn!” thundered the colonel.

“Don't get so excited,” said Cardew sooth-
ingly. *“It's very bad for apoplectic subjects.
Name—Ralph Heckness Cardew. Address—
dt. James' College. Age—fifteen an’ a bit.
Married or s'ng'e’—single, Occupation—er —
shatll we say scholar? 1t's a misdeseription,
bu: a pleasant one. Character—middlin', in-
clined to had. Past record—not hizhly
favourable, but more so than it would be if
all were known. Convictions—none- -at
presenf.  Will that do$®

The chauffeur grinned, and so did Clive,
though he was feeling fairly mad with
Cardew. The grim smile flickered over the
colonel’s face again.

“Ah, T know your name!” the old warrior
said. *“"That will not save vou, though! You
will be charged with driving furicusly, and to
the danger of the publie.”

“Like Jehu, the son of Nimishi.,” remarked
Cardew. *“ My fuvourite seriptural character,
Jehu is. But it wasn't really to the danger
of the public, sir.” Cardew looked towards
the King's Head. " Queer, too, for I have
reason to suppose the brute a confirmed
teetotaller.”

The colonel snorted angrily. The chauffeur
put up his notebook, got out, and, with
Clive's help, managed to get the wheel of the
car out of the diteh. The eolonsl got in,
with a curt “Thank you'' to Clive. The
chauffeur eranked up, and jumped into his
his seat. The engine whirred, amd the car
sped away.

“Funny old stick—ch?" said Cardew. *“But
I was kind to him, as he has scen service in
e war."”

Clive was carefully examining the horse
and cart. The publican, who had driven his
floek of echildren 4n when the colonel TIE
peared, eame out again, and he and the
waggoner becan to say things.

“Can't make it out a hit,” said Clive. “By
rights we ought to have busted sotething.
But everything scems all right.”

“I am glad to ree you beginnin' to look
on the brighter side again, dear man,” said
Cardew.

“Your ‘oss have eal a fair whack of my
hay!” grumhled the WaZEoner,

“Be correet, T pray vou!” replied Cardew,
“He 1s not my horse: he is Mr. Warren's
horse. I am not sure that I should cuare to
own him; he has 2 nasty little habit of
stopping more suddenly than is condueive to
comfort. An' I doubt whether the hay is
really yours. However, perhaps this  will
soothe moral, mental, and eoncrete dlaadtrs e,

And he handed over haif-a-crown.

“With all respect to the worthy landlord
of this hostelry,” he said, as the waggoner
grinned and pocketed the coin., “T should
advise the purchase of a row of houses in
preierence to gettin' elevated. But I under-
stand that war-time beer has no such effect,
so—do as you dashed well please, my friend!”

"Are we going to lead him back, or get in
again?” asked Clive.

“DBack? What do you take me for. old
top? We're goin” to Bearley Green to feteh
Pig o' my Heart!"

“But you're in a frightfully damp state,
you chump!t”

“That's my bizney, T think.”

Clive saw that Cardew meant to o, EVEel
if he went alone. So Clive went, too.

All the fire seemed to be taken out of the
chestnut for the time being. He trotted
along most respectably and sedutely.

“We ought to he getting near
Ureen now,” gaid Clive.

“Think so, dear boy?"

“Don’t you know? You've been there."”

“I assure you I haven't.”

“Eh? Where did you see the pig, then?”

“I haven't seen the pig yet. old bean! My
affection for the charmin' animal is bhased on
the glowin' report of his owner, whom I met
at Rylcombe yvesterday.”

“My hat! Talk about buying
poke!” gasped Clive.

“My dear man, should I have known any
more about it if I had seen him?  They
don't teach us anythin’ so useful as the
elements of pig-buyin’ at St. Jim's. There's
a native, We'll ask him.”

“Hi!" yelled Clive.
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coming up.

“Where's Otter's farm?’ asked the South
African.

“Well, "tain’t exac'ty what yon might call
A farm, neither,” said the native. " Dtter,
he's more of a ‘iggler than farmer, if you
take my meanin’.  Pretty good "and at a
hargain, too. 'E "ad me once.”

“That,” said Cardew blandly, “was no
doubt an easy one.  No, don't trouble to
thluk it out now; leave it till you retire to
your downy couch, an' ponder over it then,
Which is the wayt”

“You keep along thiat there lane to the
lett till you come to another lane on the
right. You don't take that, but jest keep
on keepin' along. Then you come to a house
with seven poplars in front of it- !

“An' that's Otter's? 1 see!
horae ! . :

“"Tain't Otter’s, then, an’ doen't you be in
siuch a burry! Otter’s is the next but two
on the sume side a mile or two further on.”

“I thapk you! Would it be presumin’ to
otfer vou g

“Oh, 1 got a mouth on me, same as other
tolk, an’ there's a pub a hbit along ‘ere!”
gaid the native. 1 say, look out for Otter!
'E'll 'ave you il there's the hali of a
chance,"

“Ah! That danger is in the past,” replied
Cardew philosophically.

Gee-up,

e L —

And he turned down the lape indicated.
IV,
HEY reaschied the abode of Otter.
Otter came out to them, smelling
strongly of beer, onions, snd shag
tobacceo,

“I hope the pig isn't as dirty as Otter,”
whispered Clive.

“If he's not a great deal cleaner I shall
gel you an’ the dear Levison to give him a
bath directly we get him home,” replied
Cardew,

Clive grunted,

“fAHo!" said Otter.

“Hallo yourself!" snswered Cardew, “Lovely
mornin’ this afterncon, is it nots”

Otter's  fluplike  ears  worked
Cardew sat and gazed 2at them,
seemed to fascinate him,

“What d'ye want?" asked Ottfer.

“My pig,” replied Cardew,

Gtter looked ‘guite hurt.  He had already
had the moncey, and doubtless he had hoped
the pig would fade from Cardew's mind, so
to speak,

“Your pig, eh?”
ead, “Well, now!
would you like %"

“Exactly the sort you deseribed to me
yesterday. A very poem of a pig! A large
pig—a hexlthy pig—a weil-fed pig—a clean
pig —a pig with a capacity for uffcetion!'™

“Oh!  Most of mine secm like they 'ave
more capacity for grub!”

“1 do not object to his possession of an
appetite, - But 1 should wish him clean.”

And Cardew looked at Otter in a manner
that suggested his desire that the pir should
be well ahead of the pig-dealer in  that
respect.

"Well, T dunno. Pigs is dirty hy natur'.”

"So I observe," said Cardew, looking very
straight at Otter,

But Otter did not appear to take offence.
They pot out, and Otter led the way through
his house, which smelt like a pigsty, to the
pigaties, which didn't smell Any Worso
because they couldn't.

"1 could let you ‘ave that one,” he said.

There wuas not so much dirt on the pig he
pointed out us on some of the other pigs.
But that was only because he was a Very
small pig. Clive nudged Cardew.

“I should prefer my money back,” said
Cardew.

“An!" aaid Otler expressively, “Would this
one do you?”

The second pig offered was higger, though
not very hig, and, being bigger, was naturally
dirticr.

“It might, though 1 cannot say that it
strikes me as value for the money., Will he
cut up streaky? An' do you guarantee him
of an affectionate an’ loyval disposition?”

Otter disregarded the second question.
Perhaps he failed to understand it. He
answered the first cautiously. _

“D'ye like your pig-meat streaky?” hs
asked,

Cardew nodded.

queerly.
They

he saild, scratching his
An’ what sort oif a pig
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“Ah! Then that's the boy for you. Yon
couldn’t get none streakier nor what he is.”

“The dear Otter takes me for a fool,”
whispered Cardew.

“He's on to you, then!™” growled Clive,

At that moment there came a sound of
clattering hoofs,

Clive rushed off at once. They had not
lastened up the chestnut, and he had holted.
Cardew, after a single glance, gave him up,
and turned back to the pig. Otter looked
disappointed,

“LI'll take him,” said Cardew. “Is he hlack
or white, may 1 ask? At present his colour
1S a4 mystery.”

“What's vour
Otter,

“White, I think,
more natural.”

“Ah! Well, when this chap gets clean—if
‘@ ever do—you'll be hound to find 'im jest
exactly to vour taste.”

Otter had had Cardew over the price, of
course; and he was quite disappointed
hecause he was not to keep the pig as well
48 the money. But he was wrong in thinking
that he was having Cardew all along the
line. 1t isn't quite easy to make out what
enjoyment Cardew gets out of this sort of
thing: but the bounder loves nothing hetter

fancy in  pigs?”" inquired

A pinkish white., Looks

than having people take him—temporarily—

for a bigger ass than he is.

Clive “came hack, looking dismaved.

“No chance of catching him!” he said.
“The heggar’s clean out of sight, and there's
worse than that! He's smashed the shafts,
and left the cart behind hine!"”

“This is goin' to be an expensive pig.”
sighed Cardew. “Let us trust that his
sterling affection an’ streaky pig-meat will
repay me eventually {or all T have lavished
on him.”

“You burbling lunatic!” snapped Clive.
“Look here, hetter chuck the pie, and cut
vour loss. We'll never get him to St. Jim's
without the eart.”

“Where would the British Empire have
heen had Britain's sons so easily turned it
up  at  eritical times?” demanded Cardew
sternly, “You surprise me, Clive! Mr.
Otter, conld you, in the large liherality of
yYour noble nature, throw in quite a short
rope with piggy? If 1 must pay, so be it:
‘hut with a Iamp-post, a smashed market-cart.
an’ piggy’s price all weighin® on my soul, I'd
like to get somethin® for nothin'.”

“I'll get you a rope.” said Otter. “They're
iear these days. DBut another hob won't
hpeak yon™

“The rope shall he tied to
Cardew explained to Clive,

“I'm hanged if I'm going along a main
road like that!” said Clive hotly.

“ Well, dear boy, douhtiess there are other
ways of gettin’ back. T den't mind, I'm sure.
Mr. Otter, which is the hest way to Nylcombe,
avoidin® the main road?”

“I dunno. Wait a moment, thongh. T gnot
it! You go along this "ere lune till you come
to the eross-roads, Then you turn to the
left. past a big ‘onse in its own gronnds,
strawzht on to the nex’ cross-roads, an' there
you takes the left agin—or mayhe the right
would do you better. DBut you'll see when
you get there.”

They faneied afterwards that Otter's dirce-
tions were prompted rather by a desire to
hefog them than by one to send them straight.
It does sound a trifle suspicions when a fellow
s¥3 that either the right or left at a cross-
roids junction will serve your turn, I con-
sider, But there wasn't much in it, really,
for they never got to the seconid erosz-road:.

piggy’s leg,”

v

bé HIS, friend Glh:fe,"- remarked Cardew,
“is goin’ to be a long joh.”
It certainly looked like it. Piggy

had made quite a good start. 1t
18 possible that be had no unwillingness to
leave Mr, Otter. For a quarter of a mile or
s0 he travelled very well.

Then he hegan to he troublezome, He

anted to wallow in muddy places. He
i«nwed mmterest in open gates. He testified

preference for any eother road than that
which they wanted him to go.

In short, he behaved like a pig.

Clive only grumted in reply to Cardew's
remark, which was made quite cheerily. 1t
was not the soeiety of the pig whieh madc
Clive ‘grunt ; and yet perhaps it was, too.
What I mean is that Clive's mannérs had not
heen eorrupled by piggy; but piggy certainly
had spoiled Clive's temper.

“Ihe dear Otter might have provided us |

.ljfitli a decent hit of reope,” raid Cardew.

| Tope left in his hand,
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“This is goin” 1o break il piggy gets frisky.”

“Yon couldn't expect anything decent from
that shyster!” growled Clive. 1 should
think the pig's got swine fever, or something
—else he'd never have parted with it.»

“0Or measles, or chicken-pox, or appendi-
citiz,” replied Cardew. “Baut I really don't
think so, He's a healthy pig, I fancy, though
dirty,?

“Now you've done it, chump !*

Cardew contemplated the short end of the
He bad given a lusty
tug to bring the pig back into the right path,
anid the rope had hroken,

“This is where pig-huntin’ begins ! he said,

In fact, it had already hegun. Clive, with-
out stopping to think whether it was at all
worth while, was streaking down the road
after piggy, who showed quite a good turn of
speed, |

Cardew ran alzo. His obstinacy waz aroused.
He did not really want piggy: he never hud
really wanted it, indeed. Buying it was just
one of his silly whims. But now he felt that
?is credit was involved in getting it to St.

1m’s,

. But he did not run far. Clive had stopped,
with an expression of horror on his face. Our
friend Clive is an essentially law-abiding indi-
vidua!, though he is not tame and too, tce
good to live, Clive never really eNjOVs =¢an-
dalous proceedings, There are times wlen
Cardew does.

“ He's bolted into that garden ' said Clive,
“My hat! There will he a pretty row over
this! Best thing we ecan do, Cardew, iz to
cut the brute out, and get baek as sharp as
possible without him.”

“Don't be small-minded, Clive!™ replied
Cardew, shaking his head. *The people At
the housc in there, whoever they are, haven't
any right to my pig; an’ they're dashed well
not goin' to have him! Come along!™

“Oh, chuck it, vou fathead t» '

“Can't be did, dear hoy!”

And Cardew holted through the gate, Clive
followed,

Pigagy had just made hay of a fine bed of
geraniums, and was starting in on another.

“Mi, there! What's that pig doing in my
garden? Oh, you scoundrels !®

“The voice,” remarked Cardew,
volce of our dear old pal the colonel!
that he will not love us after this.>

Colonel Anketell it was. He appeared now :
and there alko appeared the chauffeur, two
tall footmen—hoth wearing silver badges—uan

(g

the
I fear

elderly butler, and last, hut not least, o young

Lady,

Piggy dodged them all. One feolman went
floundering into an ornamental fountain us
the beast rushed between his shapely calves.
The butler made a cluteh, miszed fire, andl
flopped into a flower-bed. The chanffeur got
hold of the pig's tail, but it slipped throuch
his hands,
but funked the izsue at the eritical moment .
and let pigzy past. The yvoung lady gralilied
at the tail, but hezitated as her hand almost
closed upon it.

“You'd have had him if your pluck hadn'l
failed, Norah,” said Cardew coolly.

“Ralph Cardew !” gasped the pirl.

“What! You again, you young scoundre! 9"
howled the colonel.

The ecolonel knew Lord Reckness very well
indeed, but his grandson only by nanie. Norals
Anketell may or may not have known his
lordship, but she knew Cardew all right.

Two grooms, also cvidently men discharged
from the Army, had come up. The wet foot-
man was slinking off to the house: hnt there
remained his dry colleague, the butler, the
chaufieur, and the grooms, besides the colonel
himself,

“We can't show fight,” zail Cardew to
Clive, “They look hefty enough; hut my per-
soual dignity won't allow me to kick the shins
of a man with a silver hadge, an' when they
pile in on us kickin' shinsg will be about the
limit of our possible resistance.”

Clive certainly had no netion of kicking
shins. He thought bitterly that it was a
pity Cardew’s personal dignity had not
stopped him a good deal earlier in the after-
nooll.

“We sorrender at diseretion, sir.” said
Cardew. “ Please ask your myrmidons not to
look =e threatenin’, My nerves are not all
they might be, y'know.”

Piggy had gome now—bolted clean out of
the gate, They never saw pigegy again. I
don’t think Clive wanted to see him again.

“Your mnerve, at least, is colossal, young
Reckness ! pnfied the colonel,

“ Pardon me, sir! Cardew—Ralph Reckness
Cardew 1®

“He's always like that, dad!” gaid the girl,

The secoud footman shaped well, |
v lantern.
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laughing., *'Lherc’'s no great harm done, yoU
know,»

“ Nilenee, Norah! Theze fwo bovs have
already given me trouble this afternoon. Now,
young Heckness—er—~Cardew—what were you
deoing with the pig#>

“On the whole, zir, the pig was the really
active agent. We were tryin' to lead him
home, but the rope 1 had round his leg broke,
an’ he did a bolt, which unfortunately led
him on to your premnises. We mnaturally
followed. That is the tragie story in
S¥IIOpseis,

“What's hecome of the cart?” znapped the
ealonel,

“Hack in the road
smazhed,” replied Cardew,

“And the horse?®

*We are hopin’ for the best. Have you
studied horses, sir? My notion is that they
usually know their way home.”

“Ah!™®

Clive thought that they would have been all
right, even then, but for Cardew’s cool way
of taking everything, which obvionsly annoyed
the colonel.

“Take them and lock them up in the loft!”
snapped the old warrior to his men.

*Oh, dad! You can’t, you knew!” pleaded
Miss Anketell,

“Can't I, hy Cazar?
YOu, too, Mmi=s'"

“You can’t do it lezally, y'know, colonel!®
sald Cardew.

“Bah!"”

“1t's illegal imprizonment, an' actionable.”

“Fiddlesticks! Ilegal balderdash!® roared
Colonel Anketell, '

“Dry up, Cardew !” =aid Clive, _

“TIt was my duoty to protest, dear boy,” said
Cardew, as they were led away. %I really
don’t mind much, T need a rest after this
[atiguin’ afternoon. An’ he won't have the
nerve to keep us shut up long.”

“Don't you bet on that, sonny!” =aid the
chanffenur, grinning. *“The guv'nor's law is

mostly for other folks.”

somewhcre—clightly

'l Tet them see!  And

VI.

‘b HERE'S one cvonsolation,” said Car-
dew, an hour or more later., «1If
we had piggy here we couldn't eat
him. I'm hungry enough to make

light of grub regulations; but piggy really

Wis a little too dirty for anythin®., I don't

helieve I could ever really have loved him.»

L Oh, shut up ! growled Clive.

Time dragged on. 1t was quite dark now in
the loft. Below them they heard moving
horses, and now and then a sound of ‘munch-
ing, which Cardew complained of as making
him feel hungrier than ever.

At last the key turncd in the lock. 1t
was Miss Anketell who appeared, bearing a

"You've becn a gaid
Cardew.

“Did you expect me, Ralph?”

" OT course! You wouldn't desert a pal in
distress, I'm sure.”

“Well, mo. But I didn't regard you as
exactly in distress, though I think it's a bit
rough on your friend. 1'm sure you led
him into this.” '

“Disabuse her of that unfounded notion.
Clive!” said Cardew imploringly.

Tam™t unfounded ! growled Clive. *All
the sume, [ descrve all U've got, for being
such an ass as to come.”

“I'm going to let you out,” said the
girl.  “Dad is cooling down: but he hasn't
cooled enough to let vou go vet.  He keeps
talking ahout your grandtather., and how
sad it is for him that you're you, Ralph!”

“My grandfather has all my sympathy.
Norah, you're a brick! This is onc of my
two hest pals, Sidney Clive. He doesn't
look up to the mark just now, owin’ to
unfortunate pig-drivin’ experiences: hot
when bhe's washed an® dressed pretty he’s
a really nice boy, an’ right over my head in
virtue,  Clive, Miss Anketell, only child of
our roarin® and ragin® old {friend the
colonel [V

Clive mumbled zomething to ihe girl with
the twinkling eyes and mane of black hair.
she seemed to understand Cardew, and she
shook hands with Clive in the most friendly
way.

“Don't waste any time” she said.
“Through the gate to the left, and yon'll
find youeselves in the rickyard. Here's an
eleetric-torech. You'll want it it’s pitch-dark
outside. Needn't return it; you may have
it for a keepsake—inatead of your pig!”

Her silvery laugh sounded as she disap-
peared, '

“Let’s feel our way through the riekyard,”

long time, XNorah,”
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gaid Clive. "3 we Hgbhl up we way he
spotied. I want-to get ot of «this. My
hat,- vou needn't have talked about-me like
that to -Aliss Anketel!”

“But it was trug, dear bov! Al would
yony st ; :

In thie durkuess Cardew had sprawled over
somothing. _ =

Clive Ll the toreh. HWe ilared it ut onee,
and saw thal the something was somehody !

The licht of the torel revealed the Aap
ears, hblack beard, and dirty face aof the
Lonest Mr., Otter! '

“Pin him  down, Clive!” gaspod Cardew.
“By  pgad, 1 thought it smelt  like  the
beash "7 g

. The two of«them =at uwpon Oifer.  and
yelled their londest.oy They did not know
whiat he wus doing there. but it wias easy
to guess that he bhad come with no good
imtont, - . = .

Help camie--plenty of it—the colonel, the
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butler, the  chaondens, the fooftmicn.  the
grooms, and gquite a crowd bLesides.

“Paraflin—matehes—you scoundrel ! roared
the eoloncl, " Set my ricks on fire, would
you? - Ah, 1 rememboer vour face now ! Thdn't
I zend you down ior a menth in the snm-
mer

The colonel’'s memory had nobt plaved hiumn
talec, Otter had done thirty davs in gaal at
the mmstance of the Westwood Beuch, and
he was frying to get his own back, in his
own blackguardly way, on the chairman of
the Beneli,  Everyone  Knew  that  Coloned
Anketell ruled hiz brother magistrates, and
dictated their decisions, -

“You boya—really, 1 sappose 1T mnst over-
Inok your atrociouns conduct alter this,” said
the foery old warrior, when Otter had heen

marched off to the nearcst police-station.
“Come 1n, have @ wash vyou need it —and
somne grub, and 'l send you back to St
Jim's in the car. Did yon lot them  ont,

Norah 7

“Yoes dad”
L H'ml o oAs things were, you showed -
commonly good judgment. Young Reck-

ness-——cr—Cardew, that is—I1l settle the hill
tor your escapades of to-day. Dut I.won't
buy anothcr piz, by gad!"

“Tlaank . you, sir, but I'd: prefer to settle
myaell,” replivcd Cardew, .“0Oh, by the way,
this is my friend Clive. He isn't responsibile
for anvihin® whatever— -" '

“If he'r less responsible than von——"

“Oh, more--much more, in the way you
mean. I owant you to understand it's not
his fault. that's all. " He only canic to keep

me straizht.” ) )
“Ha!"  His suecess was nol striking, hy
(Cwsar! But never mind, Clive: I've o

doubt you did your best. We're not all ent
out tor the task of keepers, that's all”

And I think I may as well let the colonel
have the last word, for Clive admits he was
richt !

THE ENI.
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No. 96 —PERCY ESMOND.
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SMOND is no longer a character in the

stories; hut it seems worth while to
give himn a place in the Gallery,
thoneh it cannot e s=and that
he wad ever very dmportant o an his  day,
aiter his  first appearanee on the stage,

This sort of thing does happen at times. A
new boy comes along, and somelhing inter-
esting oceurs in conneetion with him.  After
that he sinks into o position of comparative
obseurity.  Bot that is only the way of the
worid. Everrone cannot be frequently in the
Iimelizght. - :

It was not an casy task which Mr. Quelch
put upon *Harry Wharton when be told him
plainly that the new Lhov he was sending him
to meel was one whom 1he juniors generally
would eall. 4 funk—natnrally timid, though
phyvsieally aquite capable of looking after him-
rell. Mr, Queleh wanted Harry to lonk after
Vstnond. Harry, of course, knew perfectly weil
the feeling in the Remove about funks, [t s a0
venoral feeling among hoys, ardd among men,
1o, There are few things the average male
Leing is 80 bitterly down upon as funk., Ro it
wis, 80 it is, and so, one fancies, it alwayvs
will be. 1 am not coneerned to defend or to
eriticise this feeling; 1 mm only stating it
Une may findd exenses for g funk, but they
irever seem to streteh guite far enouch to
make one feel really friendly towards hin.

Perey Esmoad started badly, On the way
10 Greyfriars from the station e was chased
hy Ponsonby. Not by a crowd of Hicheliffe
fetlows-—not even by two or three—but by

'on alone ! And he admitted to Wharton
that he was afraidd. Though Wharton had
Leen told abont hin in advanece, that ad-

miission came as something like a shoek., Tt was
put in a way that he could neot oot on to.
smond's point of view appeared to he that
being a funk was no worse than heing lame
or deaf ; that a fellow. eould not help it, and
was therefore not to be blamed for it. *

Thz BRemove did not at all agree with that
theory, and Wharton had no pleagant time in
Lryving to earry ont his promisde to Mr. Quelel,
Among Esmond'z foremost  persceutors was
Balsover maior. Bolsover has a lot of -hrute
courage, which is by no means the highest
type of courage. He is about the last fellow
at Greyvirvinrs to be able to uwnderstand the
Teelings of a sensitive and timid younester of
the Esmond type, He does not want to
linderstand.

But Bolsover was nob the only tvrant and
nppresgor. o Bunter played the bully, and

He allowed himzelf to be
blackmailed inte standing treat to Bunter,
Others came into the tackshop, and Bunter
generously informed them that Ezmond swas
willing to stand treat to aonvone,  Logically,
this should have heen practically, one
SUpposes, it was impossible. Anyway, Esmond
said there was a limit. Not a limit to his
cowardies, apparently, Lut to his resourees,
A row Tollowed, and Mr. Queleh ecame upon
the scene,

LBiolsover and his satellites tozzed Eamond

Fsmond stood it.

8

blanket.

FIR" BEut tuat was eut shorf by
the appearance of Wingate, with o eane.
They schemed somethine worae, and five or
six of them, led by Bolsover, put the fuuk
Through what must have heen to him  an
awful ordeal.  Jle onght not to have believed
their story of n bottomlesg pit in the roined
chapel.  But he did believe, and when thev
held him over the sapposed bhottomless pit—
really only a few feet deep, of course- he
ﬁ!.rtlggln-'d s0 desperately that he was dropped.
Phe result was a shoek for both E<mond and

the ragpers, (o they found him eompletely
ULCONAC oS,

Ksmond did a queer thing after that. T
went to Hobsou of the 8hell, and bribed him
to deal with Bolsover. One ean only eall it
a bribe, though no doubt some disgust with
Bolsover's cruel hullying helped to influenee
Hobson. The arrangement slipped up, for it
wis Bolsover who won when he and Hobszon
miet. ;
~Then Pousonby sent s white [eather, and
Esmond refused @ go and ticht Pon, and they
decorated him with the white feather, and
marched hitm up anid down hefore the School
Howuse.

But Esmond had to fight Ponsonhy aficr
all, Bolsover & Co. got him out -of gates,
atd fairly pushed him at the leader of the
Higheliffe nuts.

Then a most surprising thing happened,
Ounee in the fray, Esmond forgot that he wis
a funk ! : !

He went all out at Ton. e actually felt
keen about licking him. - Pon Lurt him : hut
the fact that he was hurting Pon stranigely
evened this. He stuck to i%, and Pon was
licked! R

Bolcover wanted to be fricudly after that
hat Esmond did not feel like being friendly.
His mood had ebhanced comnpletely. Bunter
soon found that out. Then Mr. Queleh found
it ont. and was even more surprised than
Bunter. Bolsover said that Esmond was
cheeky to the Forinmaster: but it does not
secin that BDamond really meant to he eheeky.
Mr. . Queleh had told him to make an effort
to overeome his timidity ; and when he was
tound with obvions marks of fray upon him
he told Mr. Queleh be had been makine the

effort he had advised.

But it went further than that., Ksmoud
tanie to Boly Cherry, aud asked Bob to give
him boxing instructions. He did pot tell Boh
exactly why he wanted theimn: Le only sand

i that he wanted to vet out of the way of

funkinz. But there can Le Lut little  doubt
that he felt all along that the one wav to
put himself straight in the eyes of the Re
move was to ficht and thrash Bolsover. 1
think he was right, too., Bolsover was the
tead and front of the persecution : and. how-
ever wrong funking may be, persecution is
nal right.

He met Bolsover, and he won' It was a
hard and tough fight: Bolsover iz a handfnl
[or anyvone in the Remove., DBut Esmond, fit
and with quite his fair share of strength and
activity, only needed toition to miake him 4
Hood boxer; and Bolzover has always Leey
more the rough, touvh fighter than the really
clever hoxer. '

Anyway, Esmomd won: and from that fday
LIlq;:'H was an end of all the trouble that bad
artsen from his being a funk.  ¥rom that ity
too, he and Bolsover were good friends, 1o
Lhe time when Estiond loft
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Funiball_—_Matqhes Wanted By :

HOFHAMPTON JINIORS—14L —W . @,
{i7, sherrolids Koad, Fulbam, "8.W .

NORMANHURST—16 -0 miles.—H. Francis, 73,
Atlantie Roqd, Brixton, S,W, 0,

PABRNSBURY ATHLETIC ‘.[—'I.—ﬁ.‘lr'-il:'g' miatehos pre-
Ferred—0 miles.—W. ', Merrett, 40, Clogdes-
ley Mansions, Barnshury, N. 1.

MACWOOD ATHLETIC CLiUs—1i—ground, Worm-
wiood Serubs.—R, E, Rew, 37, Willow Vale,
Sheplieril’s Busk, W, 12 |

M

Rlevens,

outside ‘or inside right.

NUNURAD UNTTED-<15!-15—581 wmiles.—T, fz0m,
64 Gibhon Road, Nunhead, S, 15,

VIOLET - RoVERS—17—home amd awav.—F.
Cousins, 1, Perring Streel, Devons Hoad, Bow,
E. 3. : Lo )

HanrcoURT VILLA—T4 -3 mile~.—A. Aluscow,
J8, Prince Street, Ardwick, Manchester,

FINSBURY PARK ATHLE!C 1.0 —15-—5 miiles
away matehes: only —L, - Coeckerill, 4 DPerth
Ikoad, Stroud Green, Finshury Park, N. 4.

RED Tovers F.C.—16—4 miles. — A, Grim-
E‘-Ewl_. 37, Chapel Road, West Norwood;
. k. Reld, 50, Clonmel Road, Tulbam,

S.W. 6, wants plare in Fulbain team—16—

WENDOVER F.C.—16-18—10 miles.-—(1, Mnghes,
€2, Paxton Road, Totteubanm, N. 17,

e rond,
I‘:":J”lil

CRAWFORD UNITED—15
13, Queen Street
Marvlebone, W, 1.

ACKE JUNTORS —~15-16—4 miles.—4. E. Jonkilipg:
som, 220 Macdonald Road, ilale

m, Zo, D Enil Road,
Walthamstow, L. 17,
WATERLOW'S  JUNiuRs--T6]—ground, Wi

thamstow,.—G. J,  While, 125, Coppermill
Lane, Walthunmistow, 1. 17,

EVERTON FUNIOBE—15-16. (e, Brindley, 102,
Hersehell Street, Everton, Liverpool.

CADETS F.U,—16-17.—B. Rolierts, 80, gleres
lord Road, Chapel Eud, Walthamstow, .17,

ST, PAUL'2 UNITED—15-16—38 miles; atvay pre-
Lerred.—F. Sharmian, 72, Huardwicke Street,
Barking, E. :

BELVILLE TUNITED—16! -5 miles.—E,
134, Fernbeod Roud. Maida Hill, W, s,

16-11-18

£ miili=.—H,
Buildineg=, Edoware

Nortlh,




