“THE BOUNDER’'S FEUD!”

This week’s powerful and dramatic school story.
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FROG’S-MARCHED OFF THE FIELD!

(1
tead the fine long complete story of the adrentures of the Grewfriars Chumip in this issuc.)



2 YOUR LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME, CHUMS!

when yvou get these fits of the blues—io whieh vou refer in
] dour letter—take ap the Macgyer, That!l drive "em away,
you know !

THE UNLUCKY HORSESHOE !

“Ted,” of South Wales, tells me that he used to belicve, in
cormnon with many other people, in the good luck a horse-
s shoe brought its owner, but just recently he has had cause

% 3 to change his views. It appears that “Ted ¥ possesses o
M:lr ldlor“lo a:':l]"i M'&ana"m&h ﬂl:ms- er!ti':g ;!or-'--l_:-:'_-hoo which he used to keep on a nail 1n the wall near
when you n troub . ‘Wm" s bed. For weeks that particular shoe seemeod to bring
m:w‘“ﬁﬁm=g"‘5‘g;ﬂ;} m‘w& him luck, and then one dark night “Ted ” came out of Iny
Press, L10., The Flestway House, Farrmgdon Street, London, E.C.4. slumbers with a terrific yell, for something .had struck him
on tl}el.sulrh af] the hﬁad with }consf)derabie forct-.l 1t ':u;‘ncll
1 out to be the horse.shoe, which, of course, hdd shipped from
NEARING A RECORD ! its lucky perch. " Ted” iz convineed now that rt‘m horse-
N znother two weeks' time we shall be celebrating our | shee isn't lucky to him, and he wants to know what to do
I thousandth nomber—a record, you will admit, and one ] Wwith it. Should he, he asks, throw it ‘over his left shoulder
that speaks cloquently of tht popularity of Harry | and thus get rid-6f 3t? I'm blessed if I know, But if “Ted ”
Wharton & Co., the chums of Greyfriars. Magnetites is going to part company }ut}\ the horseshoe in this [ashion,
all over the world have helped to bring about ils record 1 carnestly recommend him to see that the road is clear
achievement, and my thanks go {o them for their loyal sup- | first, otherwise- the hick " that hit “Ted ” in the silent
port and encouragement, The MaGNET has led the way now watches of the night might hit some other innocent being
for twenty yeara Its atiractiveucss makes a greater | With perhaps disastrous and “unlucky ” consequences to
appeal than over. And that is as it should be. A gopd | both. If it wore my horsethoe I rdther faney 1 chould
thing is deserving of success, and the MAGNET is indubitably | shove it in the dustbin!l
a "good thing.” Look out, then, chums, for this record- —_—
makinf issue of your favourite paper in a fortnight’s time. .
That formideble number “1,000 " will certainly give you | For Next Monday :
something to talk about when you bump into a non-reader. § —
« CONDEMNED BY THE FORM!”

F1 Richards,
HE'S “MOLLX-CODDLED " ! By Frank Richards
* This is apother powerful and dramatic story in the

R. W., of leeds, writes-and tells me that he is an only { special reries “starring ” Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
son, and that his parents spoil him. He's not allowed o | millionaire’s son. It’s a rcsl peach of & yarn, chums, tako
do this or that in case something untoward happens to him. | it from me.

Now R. W. hates this molly-coddling. for he appears to
be a typical British boy with typical British ideas of life.

-

He wants to get out and mix with his school-mates; he «THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!”
wants to play footer. If he gets a biff on the shins he’s
prepared to take it smiling. But his parents, so he declares, By Lionel Day.

reckon footer to be a very dangerous game, and they make
it their business to see that he doesn’t run the “terrible”
risk of a biff on the shins. I can quite sympathize with
R. W. There's nothing worse than for a boy with high
apirits to be wrapped in coiton wool. I suggest that R. W,

There's another rattling fine instalment of 1his popular
adventure story, too, boys. Mind you read it!

may have given his parents the impression that he is a weak- - .

ling, in which case their “molly-coddling " has sprung from THE SHADOW OF THE SACK!

& natural parental feeling of protection. I'm almost pre- By Dicky Nugent.

pared to wager that R, W. will be able to convince his

parents that he can get along like any other ordinary boy And this “short complete” by our youthful Dicky is

without the cotton wool treatment if he talks to them as | enough to make a cat langh! Don’t miss it, or you'll be
cleardy and earpestly as he has written to me, KHavo this | missing the laugh of the week. Chin, c¢hin, chums!
little talk, R. W., and drop me a line again. Meantime, YOUR EDITOR.
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{ “THEY’RE ALL FRESH! ;
§ — - ———
*}-' “What a lot o' beauties, ¢h ! Just caught ‘em! ['ve had a real day 1
¥ out, I have; been down the river with a rod T made myself. 1 spent 4
4 all the morning reading the REALM—comes out on Wednesdays, you ¢
4 know. I couldn't sort of fish an’ read as well, so I got dug into the yam I
{1 about Jack, Sam, and Pete—and talk about laugh ! They say Pete's :
} a champion mirth-maker—' a proper old side-splitter,” 1 call him!
4 All the chaps in my footer club read the REALM now : some of em say :
$ Pete's real, an' some say he ain't!  But I don't care one way or another— ;
he keeps me laughing! I reckon hearin’ me, chuckle must ha' put the j
1 fish in a good humour, Because when I dropped the old hook, up the x*

1 little beauties came—sort of falling over one another to bite. Yes, I've had a corking day—always
{ do o Wednesdays, when the REALM comes out. It's worth tuppence of anybody's money 1"

JHE BoyS’
Price

1 Every ;
A Wednesday Twopence. :
{
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JEALOUSY !

Atl that 8s evil in Vernon-Smilh’s nalure seems fo have been aroused by hie father's

actinrn

generous
in * taking up *’ and befriending the orphan Paul Dallas and sending him to Greyfriars, for Smithy is firmily con-

vinced that Paul is a scheming
alter the Bounder’s decision,

outsider—an i

Sakni

! He is neither of these things, Rowever, but that doesn’t

At oll costs Panl Dallas must be driven from Greyfriors !

FRANK
RICHARDS.

-

A Powerful and Dramatic Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars,
with Herbert Vernon-Smith—better known as the Bounder—in the limelight.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The High Hand !

& NYBODY seen & moving job ™
sang Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
mp ! Thud!

It looked something like a “wmoving
job " in the Remove passage af
Greylriars,

A shower of books, flung out of the
doorway of Study No. 4, scattered far
and wide, A pair of football boots fol-
Iswed them. and than a camera. A hox
came next, with a heavy thud. Then
soveral more articles. bumping and
thudding. ;

Half & dozen Remove fellows had
zathered to look on. Several more were
lcoking out of their study doorways.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, who was clear-
ing somebody’s property out of his study
i tiat unceremonious manner, took no
lired of the spectators,

It was time for prep. and most of the
Remove had gone to their studies. Dut
most of them left prep and looked oui
they heard that unaceustomed
bumping and thuddiog in the passage.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, from the door of Study No. 13
* What's that little game, Smithy ?”

Vernon-Smith made no answer,

He hurled out a chair, and it crashed
+n the other goods ihat had accumulated

sufside Study No. 4

“I's a moving job!” explained
“hinner.  “Bmithy’s moving the new
‘ellow’s  things for him!  Are yvou
iarging Dallas angthing for this job,
Smithy

“Ha, ha, ba!”?
Bob Cherry came along the passage,
his face rvather serious.
“Are they Dallas’ things you are
hn‘t‘)i;}’ng' Jout, Smithy ?” he asked.
es."

“What for?”

“(lotting shut of him (7

“Ian't that rather thick 7 asked Bob.

“I don't see it ! I'm not going to have
the cad in my siudy, and Fm not going
to have his things here!” said the
Bounder of Greyfriars coolly. “I'm
fed-up with him!”

Bob stared at him, The Bounder was
a rather high-handed fellow, but this
was rather out of the common, even for
the Bounder.

“Is Dallas changing out of
stalzr.l_g?" asked Bob,

the

“I mean, has he agreed to change
out ¥

“Not that T know of.”

“You're doing this without his per-
mission

The Bounder raised his eyebrows,

"“I'm not likely to ask the permission
of a charity ead I" he answered, “ What
roi ™

“Oh, chuck it ! said Bob. in disgust,
“Can’t you leave the kid's charity
schoal alone?”

“JY don't choose to!”

“Well, if T were Dallas, T'd jolly well
tako you by the noek and make vou
shift all those things back into ‘the
study ! said Dob hotls.

The Bounder laughed.

“Lucky you're not Dallas, then. You

might be able to do it. Dallas couldn’t
to save his life.”

“It's rather rolien to ireat a fellow
like this because he can’t stand up to
you with the glaves on!”

“Think s0 1" asked the Bounder,

“Yes, Ido!"” snapped Bobh. .

“Much obliged for your opinion!”
satd ihe Bounder, unmoved. * But T'll
ask for it next time 1 want it!”

I'here was a chorile from Skinner &

0.

Bob Cherry compressed his lips,

Paul Dailas, the new fellow in the
Remove, was nothing to him, and he
had no vight to interfere. But he was
strongly tempted to interfere, all the
same.

“It’s @ rotten irick !" he said.

‘You've said that before !”

“ Absolutely rotten "

“Dear mau, you're
repeat vonrself !¥ said
“Put on a pew record !”

“Y've a jolly good mind—-

“Glad to hear it "

“What ?”

“1 fancied you had ne mind at all,
or none to speak of ! This is news!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinuner,

Bob Cherrv’s rugged face flushed, and
he clenched his hands and made a step
fowards Vernon-S8mith. The Bounder,
having deposited all Dallas’ property in
the passage by this time, was lounging
in the doorway of Study No. 4, with
his bands in his pockets, and & zardemic
grin on his face. Evidently he did wet
care a straw what Dleb Cherry or

Tur Macsyr Lipramy.—No. 998.

hegiunin®  to
the Bounder.

{Copyright ia the United States of America.]
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anyone clse thought of his high-handed
proceedings. .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who had
followed his chumr from Study No. 13,
laid a detaining hand on his arm,

“Give it a miss, my estecrned and
ridieulous Cherry !” he murmured. “ It
is not your business to punch the excel-
lent and disgusting Smithy ! And there
is prep.”’

Bob Cherry nodded, and followed the
dusky junior back to Study Neo. 13
After all, it was no concern of his. But
there was a frown on his face as he sat
down to prep. Smithy’s bilter feud
egeinst the mew junior was generally
condemned in the Remove, and by no
one more than Bob,

“It's rotten !” growled Bob.

“The rottenfulness is terrific 1" agreed
Hurree Jowmset Ram Singh amicably,
" But there is prep,”

“Bror-r-r-r!" grunted Dob.

Buat he gave his atfention to his prep.

Vernon-Smith lounged in his study
doorway, and several more [ellows had
joined the crowd in the Remove passage.

“1 say, you fellows, where's Dallas?”
asked Billy Bunter, blinking round
through his big spectacles.

“Keeping out of sight!” chuekled
Bkinner. " Smith's licked bim once, and
he knows when he's had enough 1

“That's rot!* said Ogilvy. *“Dallas
won't stand this !

“Won't he?” sneered the
“T fancy he will have to !

“He won't!” sald Ogilvy. “ A fellow
can't be turped out of his own study!
My, Queleh will jolly soon chip in!”

“(Give him a home in your study if
you've fond of charity cads!" sneared
Vernan-Smith.

“¥ say, vou fellows, here eomes Red-
wing ! giggled Billy Bunter.

Tom Redwing came along from the
Remove staircase. He looked rather
sarprised at seeing a crowd gathered
outside his siudy, and still more sur.
prised at the sight of the goods scat-
teved an the foor.

“What the dickens——"" he began.

“Moving job,” explained Skipner.

“Ha, ha, ha 17

“Dallas is changing out,” said ihe
Bounder. “I've shifted his rubbish for
him "

“Has be said so

“No, T've said so!”

“Smithy ! exclaimed Redwing.

“Got anything to say against ig "

“Yeas, a lot!” exclaimed Redwing in.
dignantly. “VYou've no right to treat
the chap's things like that!”

“Dear me!” said the Bounder,

“For goodness’ sake, Smithy, don't
lay the poat like this! Look here, the
chap will ke coming up to his prep
soon !

“Not in this study!”

“T'1l help vou put the things back,”
said Tom.

“If you put any of that stuff into this
study, Redwing, you'll have a fight on
your hand<!”

Vernon-Smith's face hardened, and
his cyes ghttered unpleasantly. He
seemed to have forgotien that Tom Red-
wing was his chum—the anly patl he had
at Greviciars.

But Redwing had net forgotien. He
ecompressed  his lips, and went
No. 4 without a word.

The Bounder shut the door when ho
was inaido.

“Prep now," he remarked.

“Pallas won't stand it, Smithy. He
can't.”

“What will he do?” sncered Smithy.
#8necak to the Form master?  That

THe Macyer Lisrsny.— No. 988,

Bounder.

into,

won't do him any good in the Nemove.
The fellows have swallowed his chapity
s¢hool, but they won't swallow sheak-
ing.

“If yon asked him civilly lie might
change into another study, as vou don't
want him here,” said Redwing.

“I’'mt not wasting any civility on the
votter who's got round my father to pay
his fees at Greyfriars, dow't suppose
any other study’s keen to take him in,
cither. The fellows make out they're
down on me for treating him as ho
deserves, but they don't want him them-
selves.”

“ Mr., Quelch put him in here—"

“Like hns cheek !

“Oh, don't be an ass!” exclaimed
Tam impatiently. * Are you setting up
to give orders to your Form master
now? And Mr. Quelch thought you'd
like him heres, as your father has
adopted him.”

The Bounder Jaughed sardonically.

“Quelchy didn’t display his usunal
knowledge of human natove, when he
thought that,” he said. * A f{cllow can’t
quite be expected to like an interloper
wha's set his own father against him."”

“Oh, rot!"” said Redwing.

But he did not argue the matter
further, Ile knew that argument was
wasted on Herbert Vernon-Smith when
the Bounder’s suspicious, unreasoning
temper was in 1‘10 ascendant, He
sottled down to prep, with a clooded
brow, and the Bounder followod his
example,

But the juniors in the passage were
not thinking of prep. Every fellow in
the Remove had come up now, except-
ing Paul Dallas, and his coming could
not be long delaved, Skinner suggested
that he was keeping away, funking the
inevitable {rouble with the Bounder;
but some of the fellows knew that Dallas
had gone to Mr. Quelch’s study. Any-
how, prep had to be done, and Dallas
had to come up soomer or later. And
the juniors waited to see what wonld
happen when he came. Billy Bunter
stationed himself at the top of the
Rewmnove staircase to wateh.

“I say, you fellows.” squeaked Bunter
a few minutes later, in great excitement,
“he’s coming !V

“ Now for the giddy circus ! chuckled
Bkinney.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

And there was a buzz of excitement as
the adopted. son of Samuel Vernon-
Smith, millionuire, came along the
Remove passage,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hunting for Trouble !

AUL DALLAS looked a litle sur-
P prised as he came up the Remove
- passage, e was watched by a
dozen or more juniors as he
came, and most of them were grinning,
and all looked expectant., ‘I'be new
fellow could sec at once that something
was “on,” though he did not yet know
what it wae.

Dallas had been only a few days at
Greyfriars, His rather good-looking
face bore a few traces still of the Sght
he had had with the Bounder on his
first day at the school. Excepiing for
Vernon-Smith, he had made no
enemies. Skinner and his  {riends
affected to look down on the fellow who
had been to a charity school, and whose
fees were paid at Greyfriars by a man
who was not related to him—an old
friend of his father’s. Bot Skinner &
Co. did not eount for very much in the
Remove, and they did not eare to make
themsélves too unpleasant, either,

Dallas had been licked in his fight with
the Bounder; but he had put up so good
a fight that Skinner would have been
very wveluctant to face him with the
toves on. Certainly Skinner would not
have had Smithy's good fortunc in such
an encounter. Harry Wharton & Co.,
the leaders of the Form, were civil to
the new fellow, and most of the Removo
took their cus from the Famous Five.

Only one enemy had Paul Dallas
made, but that one enemy was a bitler
and relentless one,

All thet was evil in Herbert Vernon-
Smith’s nature séemed to have been
roused by his father's action in taking
up the orphan and befriending him. It
was unusual enough for Mr, Vernon-
Smith to perform so kind an action;
indeed, it was the first time that his son
had known him to do anything of the
kind. That eircumstance scomed to give
Smithy some reason for his belief that
Paul had somehow pulled his father's
leg, and twisted Samuel Vernon-Smith
round his finger. The fellow was loot-
ing his father, according to Smithy, and
he wmade his belief thoroughly well
known in the Remove, and in other
Forms for that matter.

Nobody at Greyfriars could possibly
remair unaware that Pallas of iho
Remove was there on a different footing
from the other fellows; that hiz fees
were paid by Smithy’s father, Still less
could anyone fail to be aware that
Smithy strongly disapproved of i, und
regavded his adonted “brother ” as an
outsider, an interloper, and & scheming
rascal.

Skinner & Co. affected to sympathise
with the Bounder’s point of view, chiefly
beeause Harry Wharton & Co. took the

‘other zide of the question,

The Famons Five agreed that Smithy
couldn’t, perhaps, be expected to be
overjoyed at being suddenly landed with
an adopted brother whom he had never
seen before, without being consulted on
the subject, But his father’s wishes and
authority ought to have counted with
him; and anyhow, Paul had given no
offence.  So far as the Co. eould see, ho
was a decent fellow enough, in a very
awkward position. The Bounder miglt
at least have been barely civil, if he did
not like the fellow or make friends with
him.

But the Bounder had started as the
new fellow's enemy, and his hard and
unforgiving spirit had shown no change
in the days that Paul had been at
Greyfriars,

Smit‘h; seomed to have expected that
2l the fellows would share his view of
the “charity ecad." Ile was deeply
irritated when they did not, and when
some of them remonstrated with him for
his treatment of the *interloper.”™ 1f
anything was needed to intensiiy the
Bounder's detestation of Dallas, that
would have done it.

Harry Wharton was standing at the
door of Study No. 1 as Paul came up,
and he gave the new junior a nod as he
paszed. Wharton amf Nugent had been
at prep in Study No. 1, and were not
yet aware of the “moving job ” that had
been going on, But the bnzz in the pas-
sage had caused the captain of the
Remove to look out at last to see what
was on.

“What's the merry joke, vou fel.
lows ¥ called out Whartan. *“You're
kicking up a thunping row there. What
about prep?”

“He, ﬁc, he!” cackled Bunter,
“Never mind prep now ! ‘This is better
than prep 1

“What is, fathead?” asked the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Bunter chortled.
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“Smithy’s chucked
ell Dalles’ things out
of the study.”

“What ?” exclaimed
Wharton,

“He, he, het”

Harry Wharton left
his study doorway
and followed Paul
Dallas along to No. 4.
There was a frown on
hLis brow. "

Dellas stopped, in
the midst of a grin-
ning crowd, and
stared at his -
-ions mtter&d inthe
1RssRge. e Tecog-
ruisedwthem, but he
did not understand st
nnce what ha d hap-
pened.

“These are my
thinge!” he ex-
claimed, looking
round at the Remov.
ites. “How did they
zet here?

“I wonder how!”
grinned Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Somebody seems
1o have shifted them,”
remarked Snoop.

They dida't w alk
out of the study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A gleam come inio
Paul's eyes. He
cuened  on  Skinner,
zith a look that made

hat youth back away
rather hastily.

" Ia this one of your
iitle jokes, Bkinner
w8 de‘t}lmded. i (3511

bean!”
answered Skinner
colly.  “I haven't
ouched your
rubbish 1

“ Kee| our wool
m, a? d »

Harry Wharton shoved unceremonlously between Vernon-Smith and Paul Dallas as they were elosing
in confliet. “Stop that ! >’ he rapped out. ** Stand back, Dallas ! Smlthy, keep your paws to your-
self!’* The Bounder scowled at the junior

he asked savagely.

o8 ** What are you chipping in
* Can’t you mﬁd“;aur own business ? ** (See Chapter 2.)

for, Wharton ¢ **

“\ho did, then?!”
‘cmanded Dallas.

“Oan't you guess?” jesred Skinner,

“ Vernon-B8mith 1 exclaimed Dalias,

“Just that.”

“The rottar!”

Dalias grasped the door-handle of
Zudy No. 4, and hurled the door open.
His face was blazing with anger.

“Vernon-8mith! Did you pitch my
.mings out of the room?”* he shouted.

. The Bounder looked round coolly from
The stud; table.

“ Yest” he snapped, -

“What do you mean by it ¥

“I should think tha meaning was clear

cc:;\g‘h. You'ro not wanted in this
srudy, ™

“That’s not for you to decide.”

“T'va decided it, rll the same.” .

“ And do you think I shall stand this?”
-crmauded Dalias,

“Yes, I think so.”

Panl Dallas clenched his hands hard.

The Bounder rose to bis feet, and
sood facing him, with a mocking grin
1 his face. He was quite reéady for
rouble; indeed, he was kecn to force

> new junior into another fight, which
suld only have ended like the frst
neounter.

“You're 8 cheeky cadt”
Dallag,

“The opinion of & scheming fortune.
“anter doesn't worry me,” said the
Sounder cooliy.

. Paul turned awzy, and picked up a
andful of books, and cerried thom into
.ze study. The Bounder struck them

panied

from his hands, and they were scattered
on the fioor.

The next moment, Paul was springing
at him.

The Bounder grinned as his hands
went up like a Aash. That was what he
wanted.

“Come on !” he said.

Harry  Wharton had  reached the
study. He strode in, and shoved un-
ceremoniously between the two juniors
as they were closing in conflict.

“8Btop that!" he rapped out. “Stand
back, Dallas! Smithy, keep your paws
to yourself 1”

“What are you chipping in for,
Wharton?” a&kcg the Bounder savagely.
“Can't you mind your own business?”’

““This is my business, &s caprain of the
Remove.”

“0h, cheese it !”

“You've chucked Dallas’ things out
of the stody——"

“Yes, and I'm going to chuck Dallas
aftec them, unless he chooses to walk
out, and keep out.”

“You're not going to do anything of
the kind,” said the captain of the
Remove, “You've had enc fight with
Dallae, and proved that you can lick
him, That settles that. You're not
going to bully him, Vernon-Smith,

ecauss he's not a match for you with
the mittens,”

“Ia the funk goin’ to hide behind
your?” sneered the Bounder,

“Dallas js not having feir play.
You're not going to touch him, and

you're not going to touch his property.”

“Who's going to stop me}” shouted
the Bounder.

“The captain of your Form—who
happens to be me,” said Harry, with a
glint in his eyes. “I'm not going to
fight you, Smithy—this isn’t a matter for
scrapping. Youo'll toe the line like a
decent {eliow, or you'll get a Form
lickinug.”

“*You cheelly cad—"

“Better Jenguage, please,” said
Wharton, “ Bolsover major's had a
Form licking for bullying, and it’s done
him goad. You're going to get the same
if you start the same game.”

“1 don't call it bullying, to turn a
scoundre! out of my study.”

“You can call it what you like—but
every decent fellow calls it bullying. 1f
the chap could handle you, you couldn't
do it! If you're fed-up with Dallas in
the study, get him to change out, as
other fellows do when they can’t pulil
together.”

“I'd be glad to change out,” said
Paul. “T'in sorry enough that I was
put in this study.”

“T daresay it can be fixed," =aid
Wharton, “Have a little sonse, Smithy.
Who the thump are you to ride the high
horse like this?”

The Bounder gritted his teoth.

“I'm not standing that rotter here,
He's going out. end his things aro
keeping out.”

“Rats to that 1* said the captain of the

THe Macgner Lierary.—No, §98.



6 INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE *MAGHET" TO-DAY! THAWKS!

Remove. “ Dallas, put your ihi back
in the study.”

S <hifi alem fast enough, if he
does,” szid Vernon-Smiih, between his
teeth.

“You won't I

Paul's face
hesitated.

His aoger and vesentment were deep
enaugh; hat it was gall and wormwood
to him to take advantage of another
fellow's protection. The cuptain of the
Remove intended to see fair play; that
was his duty as head of the Form. But
it was a humiliating position for Dallas.

“(Go ahead!” said Wharton.

“Y'in not asking you to protect me,
Wharton,” said Paul, at last. *“1 know
I'm no match for Vernon-Smith; but
I don't wang to be protected.”

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“Can’t be bhelped,” he said. I
should get into a thumping row with
Quelchy, if he found out that I allowed
a fellow to be turned out of his study.
And you can't handle Smithy.”

“I know I can’t. But—" .

“ Piit your things back, and don't jaw,
old bean. Form captain’s orders,” said
Wharton. “ When you've been at Grey-
friars a bit longer, you'll understand
that the capiain of your Form gives
orders.”

“§—I know. But—-"

“Dear man,” murmuored Skinner, from

was crimzon, and he

the passage.  “Don't you koow that
Wharton is the Lovd High Pamand'nlm
—the only genuine oods. When

Wharion says turn, we all turn.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You ean deop that, Skinner,” said
Harey, with a glance at the cad of the
Remove. © You :zcem to be backing uvp
Smithy——"

“Bo I am,” said Skinner. “I think
Smithy’s right, and 1'd do the same in
his place.”

“Well, T could lick you as casily as
Smithy can lick Dallas,” said the captain
of the Remove. “ Do you want me to?”

Skinner retreated a pace.

“1f you're going to bully—" he
began.

Wharton laughed again.

“80 it would be bullying in my case,
but wot m Smithy's caze!” he said.
“You seem to think that Smithy can
turn a man out of his stedy because he
doesn’t like him there. Well, 1 don’t
like you in the Remove passage. Would
you like me to turn you outf”

“Oh, go snd ecat coke!” growled
Skinner. He did not seem to like that
turn of the argument.

“You see, it won't wash,” said
Wharton, *“You can sce that, Smithy.
If a fellow ean’t live in peace because
another fellow’s hefty enough to lick
him if he chooses, it's time something
was done. That's all very well for
hooligans in a slum; but it won't do for
the Remove passage at Greyfriars. You
won't lay a finger on Dallas again.”

“Bo you're setting up to protect him

Wharton nodded.

“Yes—just as I should set up to
protect Bunter, if you started bullying
him—ar Skinner, for that matter.”

“Thanks, O Mighty Oue!” sneered
Skinner,

There was a laugh in the Remove
passage.

“Very funny,” agreed Wharton, “ But
I had to do it once, all the same, when
you were rowing with Smithy, Skinner.
You wero jolly glad when I chipped
in and stopped Smithy from walloping
xol‘-"

Bkinner backed oui of the crowd and
disappearcd into his own study. He did
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nat seem 1o be cojoving thes
CONCCS,

< Now, chuck i, Smithy, old man,”
sald Wharton amicablv., * Yau've plav.
ing the goat, vou know, amd it won't
wash,  Chuck it like a good clhap, and
let me get back to my prep.”

It was the olive-brauch, if the Rounder
had carod to accept it, The captain of
the Remove was offering him an easy
retreat from an untenable position,

“What's the good of rowing?” went
on the captain of the Remove. “Chuck
it, like a good fellow—just to oblige a
chap who only wants to live a quict life,
old bean,”

It was easy cnough for Smithy to
retreat then, and “save his face.”
Wharton, knowing the Bounder’s
ohstinate pride, wanted to make it casy
for him.

But it was all in vain. The bitlerness
in Smithy’s heart was not to be appeased
by soft wards.

“You can jaw till you're black in the
face ! he said. “That charity cad isn't
stopping in this studg !"

“What is he to do, then ?” said Havry,
still patient, though his temper was
rising.

“ Auything he dashed well likes, so
long as he keeps clear of me !

“I've asked you to chuck it, Smithy,
but‘__- _JJ

* And I've refused | said the Bounder
coally.

“Very well; that's that ! Now I order
you to chuck it, as your Form eaptrin!™
rapped out Wharton,

“ You can order!”

“Dallas, put your things back in the
study !” said Wharten quietly, T shali
stay here till it's doue !”

Dallas was hesitating; hat he picked
up his books at Jast and brought them
in. He laid them on the study table,
Vernon-8mith watching him with gleam-
ing eyes,

Smith stepped forward and laid his
hands on the books, with the evident
intention of hurling them through the
doorway again. Harry Wharton's voice
rapped out sharply :

rewint

“Put those books down, Vernon-
Smiih 7

“Rats to youn !”

Wharton set his lips havd,

“Put them down !*

With a defant laugh, the Bounder

hurled the books through the deorway.
They erashed down in the passage.

“That for your orders!” he jeered.

“Very well; that does it !” said the
captain of the Remove. ' It's a Form
licking now !”

“Not while I ecan
Vernon-Smith.

Perhaps the Bounder veslised that he
had gone foo far; but he was not ihe
fellow to retreat.

* Nugent !

“Yes, old chap !

Frank Nugent was looking in, among
the other juniors.

“Will you feteh the fives bat from my
study 77

“ What-ho !

Nugent hurried away, and was back
in a few seconds with the fives batc. He
handed it to the captain of the Remove,

“ Now put Smithy across the table!”

The Bounder elenched his teeth.

“Hands off,” he hissed, “or—"

Johnny Bull, Nugent, Squiff, and
QOgilvy came at him at once, and the
Bounder struck out furiously, But the
sturdy juniors grasped him, and Vernon-
Smith was whirled off his feet, strug-
gling savagely Redwing, with a pale
and troubled face, stepped back lgmn
the table, He was Smithy's chume, but

bit ! sncered

e

fe was efterdy ashamwed of his friend at
that momeni.

“Shift those books, Reddy, old hoan !®
said Wharton

Redwing cleared the table.

“Let me go!” velled the
biack with rage.
uf you ™

You can pick your mun afterwards
if  you want mwere frouble!” <aid
Whatton. “ At present it's a Form
licking! Put him across !”

With a thad the Bounder landed
across the table. Ie was still struggling,
but he was held by his arms and his
enkles, and e was securely held, faco
downward. And there was a breathiless
buzz in the Remove passage as the cap
tain of the Form stepped towards the
;trugg!mg, writhing Bounder, bat in
wand,

Bounder,
ST theash any one

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Form Licking !

ERD_ER’I‘ VERNON - SMITIt
twisted bis face round towards
the captain of the Remove, He
was panting with rage.

“I you dare——" he breathed,

Whack !

i Oh !?)

"Sorry I said Wharton, “Ii's six,
Snrithy, and you insisted upon it !”

“You votter!”

Wharton made no reply to that.

The fives bat rose and Tell, and it fell
with vigour. Vernon-Smith made a des-
perate effort to break loose.

But the four juniors held him fast.

The Remove passage was crammel
now with juniors outside the door of
SBtudy No. 4,

Hardly a fellow there had any sym-
pathy to waste on the Bounder. His
high-handed insolence was too much for
the patience of the Removites. Even
Skinner & Co. were not sorry to see the
Bounder's lofty pride taken down a peg
or two.

The Bouunder, writhing savagely, had
to take the six to the last stroke.

He was white with rage when it was
aver.

“That's that!” said the captain of
the Remove, as he tucked the bat uuder
his arm. * Let him go "

The Bounder was released,

He clipped from the table, and stood
quivering from head to foot with fury.

“You rotter ! he breathed.

. And he turved on Wharton, his fsts
clenched, his cyes blazing.

The captain of the Remove eyed him
coollg. Smithy’s fury hiad no terrors
for him.

“You've been licked, Smithy!” ie
said. “You asked for it, and you've gor
it! IF youwre not satisfied with wE:L
I've done as Form captain, you can
come n]ong to Lthe Rag and put the
gloves on !”

The Bounder tried to control himseli,
He had no desire to turn his feud with
Paul Dallas into a fight with the cap-
tain of the Remove. That would nos
have suited his purpose at all.

“Get out of my study !’ he muttered
thickly.

“Only too pleased !”

Wharton left the study zi once.

The Bounder slammed the door
savagely shut after him in the faces
of the Remave crowd.

Then he fixed his eyes on Dallas.

“You're staying herei"

Panl shook his head.

“No,” he auswered. I shall not stay
here under Wharton’s protection, 1
shall not stay in this study uvntil T can
protect myself {*




EVERY
MONDAY.,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 7
TWOPENGE.

wsny]

) |

| With a thud Vernon-Smith landed across the table, where he was securely held, face downwards. There was a breathless buzz |

as Harry Wharton stepped towards the struggling, writhing Bounder, bat in hand.
towards the captain of the Remove. **

Vernon-Smith twisted bis face round

you dare——"’ he breathed, panting with rage. (See Chapler 2.)

i Bounder stared at him.
And when will that be?" he snecred.
“con, I hope.” said Paul quietly,
You've no hetter a man than I am,
Vernon-Smith; only vou can box, and
¢ had mo training in that line!
Von've taken a roften advantage of it!
-hall not stay in this study uvoder
sther fellow’s protection !”
ind he went to ihe door,
But what are yon going to do?”
.'-..r"rl _I,{edwiug. “ A fellow must have a
av

I can work in the Form-room,”

"P.I'IIDII'Snlilh burst into a
vugh,

Dalias did not heed him. He left the

iy without another word, and closed

e door,

“The rotlten funk was afraid to stay

Wharfon's gone!” sneercd the
Counder,

“ Rubbish !” said Redwing.
~ Look here—"

You've acted disgracefully, Smithy !”

-xid Tom Redwing hotly. * You ought
5 be jolly well ashamed of vourself !
if ever a fellow asked for a Form lick-
sz, vou did

8o that's your idea of it?"

“Yes, it is. Dallas doesn’t funk stay-
2g here, and you know it! You know
:at you won't take another batting, and
> knows ji: and you know jolly well
Vharton would chip in again 1f you
rned Dallas out ! What's the good of
sking rot?”

The Bounder gritted his teoth. This

a5 unusuelly plain falk from Tom

harsh

Redwing. It seemed as if even Red-

wing’s almost inexhaustible patience
was wearing thin. 2
“He's gone, anyhow!” said the

Bounder at last.

*"The best thing you can do is fo step
out and ask him to come back again,
before Quelchy hears anything rbont
it”

“You think will
Quelchy 1

“1 donu't think so, ainrd you don't!"
retorted Redwing. “Buar if Mr, Quelch
finds him working in the Korm-room,
he will want to know why.”

“That's what he's counting on, of
course *”’

“Have you given him any choice?”
demanded Redwing. *“You've acted
like a bully and a rotter. The kid's
done nothing to vou. and you've set
out to make his life a burden at Grey-
Iriars.”

“And T'll do il. too.” said Vernon-
Smith. between his teeth. “I'll make
the cad sorry he ever camic here. I'll
make him glad to go!”

“He can't go, unless vour [ather
takes him away. and you know it!
You're talking like a fool!”

“Look here, Redwing—"

“Oh, cheese it!” said Redwing., “I'm
fed up with it, Smithy!"

“And you're my pal?” said the
Bounder bitterly. *“That scheming cad
is turning you against me, as he's
turned my father!”

“Nothing of the kind: I don't care
twopence about him, but there's such

he sneak  lo

a thing as decency and fair plur. Ii'-
absolutely votten of you to  take thwe
upper hand of him like this, becanse
vou licked him in a scrap. I uever
believed yvou would do such a thiug.
Fven Dolsover major would stop showi
of such rotlenness!”

“Oh, ring off I snapped thie Bounder.,

And he turned to bis prep, with
black brow,

He was sore and savage: the batting
had not been a light one.gr All, o
nearly all, the Remove were against
him—and it seemed that even his owe
chum was torning on him.

¥t was birter enongh to the Bounder

All this had come abont since Pani
Dallas  had  arrived at  Greyfriar-.
Vernon-8mith put it all down to
Dsllas’ account. He did nob choose o
attribute it to his own jealous and un-.
governable temper.

Prep went on in Stady No. 4 in a
very tense atmosplicre.

Both the jnniors were glad when it
was over. Redwing finished oarlior
than usnal, and rose from the table,

He gave his study-mate a glance; and
recetved only a bLlack scowl i responsa.

Withont a word he left the studg.

The Bounder was left alone,

He pushed his books away, and roa.n
fromn his chair, and paced restlessly
about the room. His eyes glinted under
his  contracted brows. Everything
seemed 1o be wrong with the Bounder
now, and certainly he was not happy.
But his obstinate pride would not beud;
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and the Dounder of Creyiriars was
determined to go on in the path he had
marked out for himself.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cherry Is Willing to Oblige !

OB CHERRY came aloug the
Remove passage, after  prep,
whistling shrilly.  Bob was n
cheery spivits, as he generally

was. As he was passing the door of
Study No, 4, he remembered Dallas.
There was no sign now in the passage
of Paul's property, which the Bounder
had flung out of the study.

rinned. His tdea was that the Form
icking had done the Bounder good,
and t?m'. Smithy had realised that he
fad to toc the line. He taEpetl on the
door of Study No, 4 and looked cheerily

in.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

The Bounder was alonc there. He
stopped in his restless pacing, and gave
the cheery Bob a dark look.

s Wc(l}]. what do rou
sna .

“I&?:thing, nld bean!” answered Bob
amiably,

“Then cut!”

“Where's Dallas?”

“Hang Dallas!” i .

“Your manners are improving, old
scout,” said Bob Cherry. “When it
comes ta real, polished politeness, you
leave Lord Chesterfield and Beau
Brummel halandiln !‘ Where did you

ick wp this polisht”

v "'Gh,pgo and eat coke!™

Bob Chorry laughed, and turned
back into the passage. He tramped
along to Study No. 1, with footsteps
that woke overy echo in the Remove
passage.  There never was any doubt
when Bob Cherry was coming.

The door of Study No. 1 few open
as if a battering-ram had struck it.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You fellows
finished 7"

“just!” said Harry Wharton.

“Coming down ?” 2 s

“Yes,” smad Nugent, putting his
books away and yawning. **We should
have been finished before, but for that
ass Smithy kicking up a shindy. Is it
all peaceful and serene in Study No. 4
now 17

Bob Cherry chuckled. .

“1 looked in. Smithy's on his own,
looking like a giddy tiger in a cage.
That chap's got a nice temper!"

“Dallas there?” asked Harry.

i No‘,‘)

“It's votten, Smithy being down on
that chap as he is,” said the captain of
the Remove. “Blessed if I understand
Smithy lately. A fellow oughin’t to lek
his siily temper run away with him like
that.”

The threa juniors went downsiairs to-
gether. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and
Johnny Bull joining them as they went.
In the Rag, where the gllllliors generally
f;athered after prep, the Famous Five
ooked round for Dallas. He was not

there,
“Seen Dallas, asked
Billy
Bunter,

Bob Cherry.
he,

“Well, what's the cackle about?”
asked Bob, looking at the Owl of the
Remove. * What's up?”

“He's in the Form-room!” chuckled
Dunter.

““What the dickens is he doing in the
Form-room now 1"

“Prep!” chortled Bunter,

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 998,

want?”  le

you fellows?”

he!” came from

“What rot|"

“He funks being in the study with
Smithy 7 grinned the Owl of the
Remove. “He's afraid Swmithy may

bite ™

Bob Cherry strolled oul of the Rag,
and went along to the Formi-room. A
light was burning there, and as he
cutered he saw the new junior sitting
at his desk with his books.

Paul Dallas was working—buat slowly,
?nd with effort, and with a clouded
ace,

_“Hallo, Thallo, bhallo! Enjoying
life " boomed Bol.

Dailas  Jooked up quickly and
coloured.

Bob Cherry came along, and seated
himself on the end of the desk, eyeing
the new junior curiously.

“What's this game?” he asked.

“I'm doing my prep hLere,” said Paul,

“You must be an ass,” said DBob.
“You've a right to use your own sindy.
Rather a mistake of Quelchy to put you
there, as it turns out; but there it is.
You can’t keep this up.”

“For the present, anvhow,” said
Panl.

“Rot! I Smithy wants another
Form licking, he will get one,” said
Bob. “Mecan to say he's turned you
out again?”

“Neo, no!” said Dallas
“That's all right. Vernon-Smith would
have left me alone il I'd stayed. He
didn’t want to bring Wharton on (he
scene again.”

“Probably not!”  grinned Bob.
“8Six from a fives bat would last most
fellows for one evening, without an-
other half-dozen to follow. Smithy's
ot his cars up too much. But \\‘{13'
idn't you stay in the study, then, if
Smithy was keeping the peace ™

Paul made no answer,
. “Cough it up!” said Bob encourag-

hastily.

Y.

“I—T couldn't!” said Paul. *“‘Whar-
ton did quite right, of course—it was his
duty as captain of the Form to sce fair
play. But—but—"

“But what

“Well, I'm not a fellow like Buntor,
to be protected,” said Paul, his colour
deepening fo _crimson.  “I'm keeping
out of Study No. 4 until—"

“Until 7" repeated Bob.

“Until T can take care of myself
there,” said Paul. “I may be conceited,
but I think 'm as good a man as
Vermn‘;Snuih.fOnly I've never had
any chance of getting any boxin
E;acttm. The—the noifoul IY was n%

fore wasn't much like Greyfriars.”

“1 suppose not,” said Bob sympa-
thetically. “I suppose you had rather
a rough time before you camo here, old
ben’{?}J

“Very rough,” said Paul quietly.
“Rougher than vou can imnginc. jrl'
think. I was left with nothing, and I
was lucky to get into the charity school
—and it wasn’t much of a school. When
Mr. Vernon-Smith found me there and
took me away, it was like—like—"
He paused. *“Well, you can imagine
that it was a big thing for me. Yau
can imagine how bucked I was when he
told me 1 was to come to Greyfriars,
My father was a Greyfriars man.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

“I—T1 thought 1 should be good friends
with Mr. Vernon-Smith’s son,” went on

e e e B A Al e
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Paul. “Goodness knows I wanted to be.
I can’t understand why he <hould be so
bitter, What 1 cost his father is
nothing to him.  Smithy’s father has
more money than he will ever want.
Besides, hie has iold me it is a debt he
1s paying—in retuvn for something thav
my father did for him long ago. The
money he is paying for me here i3
money that he owes my father from a
long time ago. Ho told Smithy so.”

“Then you've a right to it,” said Bob,

“If I hadn't a vight to it T shonld
leave Greyfriars, even without Mr.
Vernon-Smith’s permission,” said Paul,
“But he has told me that he has n
thousand pounds belonging to my
father—much more than is needed to
see me_through here. But Smithy is
determined to believe that I am taking
charity from his father, and he grodges
it. He even suspects that 1 am influenc-
”;f his father—cutting him out, as he
calls it. He thinks I want to get inlo
Mr. Vernon-Smith's will.” Paul’s lip
curled. “If his father left me anything.
1 should refuse to take it. It is base of
him to think of such things. When I
leave Greyfriars I can look out for my-
self, T do not want Mr, Vernon-Smith's
money ; only what my father left in his
hands when he wenl to South America.
That is my right."

“Of course it is,” said Bob.

“I wanted to be friends with Mr.
Vernon-Smith’s son,” muttered Paul,
“hut of -course that's imnpossible. 1 did
not know what he was like. T can’t
]i;pl.gine anybody being friendly with

im,”

Bob smiled. ; .

“Smithy's got his good points," he
remarked.,

“T have not secn any of them.”

“Nano, | suppote not; but he has
them,” said Bob. “He can play a
splendid game of footer, and he's a
good boxer. He's chummy with Red-
wing—and that's always surpriszed the
fellows. You see, Reddy's here on o
scholarship, and hasn't any money to
speak of; and Smithy's rolling in it
He spends mors money in a week than
F!.eﬂdl:s'rel daoes in a whole term., But
they're great pals all the same.  Ho
ulways stood by Redwing like a brick,
and doesn’t care a rap that his pater’s
just a sailorman before the mast. He's
not a snob—and (hat's something,
isn't it 1"

Panl did not reply.

It was evident that he was unable to
sece much good in Herbert Vernon-
Smith, which was not surprising in the
circumstances.

“But Smithy’s certainly got his rag
out in vour direction, kid,” went on
Bob. “It's rather unfortunaie. Dut
lock here. To come to business, you
can’t keep this up. Mr, Quelch will
stop it as soon as he learns {hat you are
shut out of your studyg.”

“Y am not shot out of the study.
Wharton has made that all right,"” said

aul.  “But—but it won't last long.
You—vyoun could do me a favour if you
liked.™

“@Give it a name."”

“T’ve heard that you're the best boxer
in the Form.”

“One of tho best," said Bob, laughing.
“What about that?”’

“If you'd have the gloves on with me
s few times,” said Paul diffidently.
“I'm a duffer at boxmr. I'va never
had any chance in that line. If you'd
give me a few tips—"

“My dear man, only too willing 1o
sblige,” said Bob cheerily, “If you
asked me to Ielp you with your Latin,
I'd have to beg to be excused. But if
you want to know how to handle the
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mittens, I'm the very merchant you've
been looking for.”

“You'll do it, then ?” asked Paul, his
face brightenin%

“Yes, rather I For S8mithy's benefit!”
grinned Bob. A

Dallas’ eyes gleamed. " .

“I don’t want any trouble with him,”
he said. "1 want to keep clear of him,
for his father's sake. But if he persists
in ragging me, I want to bo able to
handle him.” :

“That's right enough,” said Bob.
“You'te & fairly hefty fcliow, and 1
know you've got pluck. It's a go.
We'll begin to-morrow, and by the timo
vou're able to stand up to me you'll be
able to make rings round Smithy.”

“Thanks !" said Paul, with a smile.

And Bob Cherry, with a cheery nod,
quitted the Form-room, leaving the new
junior to finish his prep.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Climbs Down !

1 OCCER'! That cad "
Vernon-Smith made that re-

mark loud enough for a good
many fellows to hear, among
them Paul Dallas,

Dallas did not turn his head, how-
ever, He was speaking to Harry
Wharton an Little Side, gnd he took no
heed of the unpleasant voice behind
biim, cloce at hand. He was quite well
aware, however, that the Bounder was
alinding to him, Skinner & Co. gave a
little smigger. Needless to say, it was a
“compulsory ¥ day, or Skinner & Co.

\rﬁml not have been on Little Side at
all.
Harry Wharton was about to pick up

sides for a practice game, and he had
ziven the new junior a nod of welcome
as he turned up in football rig. As it
was regular practice, Dallas had to turn
up with the others. But he looked quite
keen—very different from Skinner, and
Snoop, and Bunter, and Fisher T, Fish.

e slackers of the Remove always
zroused at compulsory footer, and it was
rlcar that Dallas was not a slacker.

The Bounder bhad come down with
Redwing, and it was to Redwing that he
had addressed his remark.

Tom coloured uncomfortably, and
affected not to hear. He was Smithy's
chum, but he certainly did not want to
be drawn into Smithy's fead with the
new [ellow. The discomfort in his face
probably tom[i)ted the Bounder to go on.

“Ts that fellow joining up "

“1 suppose s0,” said Redwing im-
patiently. “It's compulsory to-day,
anvhow. cheese it. Smithy !"

“But I didn’t know they had footer at
charity schools,” said the Bounder, *1
-houldn't have expected the fellpw to
know a football when he saw one.”

“You know a billiards-ball when vou
e one, don't you, Smithy!” put in
=quiff.

Some of the footballers langhed.

“What is Greyfriars coming to " said
tha Bounder, un mndin’g Squiff's remark,

T don’t care, myself, for joining up
with an outsider like that!”

“(Oh, cheese it!” muttered Redwing.
“The ¢hap can hear all you're saying 1"
“Y know that.” said Smithy coolly.

“Well, then, chuek it !

“I'm not staying on the ground if
that fellow does!"
“Wharton {"

The captain of the Remove glanced
round, not very amicahly. He, too, had

said Vernon-Smith,

zcard all that Smithy had said.

“Well ¥ he rapped.

“Is that fellow joinin' in the pick-
sp?¥

“What follow ?” snapped Wharton,

“Dallas. You know whom I mean.”

“If you mean Dallas, you can call hm
by lis mame,” said the captain of the
Remove. “And of course he's joining
up.

“Then I'm not!"”

“Don’t be an ass !"

“1 draw the line at playing games
with charity cads!” said Vernon-Smith,
and heo turned to walk away.

Thore was a murmur from the foot-
ballers, Fellows who did not care one
straw about the new junior, one way or
the other, were getting fod-up with
Smithy’s inceszant, bitter persecution.
As Lord Mauleverer had remarked, it
was not only rotten bad form, but it
was beginning to be a bore.

“Smithy " shouted Wharton,

“Well 27

“Stay where you are!"

“I've said that I'm not playing games

N
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with a charity cad!” answered the
Bounder coolly.

“You're joining in practice this after-
noon! You kuow very well it's a com-
pulsory day!” rapped out Wharton,

“Yes, I know that.”

“Then stay where you are.”

“Rats !"

And the Bounder walked off.

Harry Wharton's eyes blazed.

He did not want to guarrel with the
Bounder, but Smithy was not leaving
him much choice in the matter, It was
the Form captain's duty to scoe that all
the fellows turned up on compulsory
days. He had no right and no power
to excuse auy fellow who was fit. And
he was answerable to Wingate of the
Sixth, as head of the games, for the
execution of his duty.

“ Bmithy, come back !"

The Bounder walked on  withowt
answering or even turning his head.

“ Fetch him buck. some of youl”
rapped out Wharton.

“What-ho 1"

Five or six of the [ootballers rushed

after Herbert Vernon-Smith. His de-
parture was suddenly stopped as Bob
Cherry grasped him and whirled him
ronnd,

“Hands off I" yelled the Bounder.

“Take his other arm, Browney!"”

“You bet !” grinned Tom Brown.

“You rotters! Hands eoff! I—T—
I—"" spluttered the Bounder.

“Oh, don't play the goat!” said Bob.
“You know jolly well that you've got
to join up like the rest! This way !"”

The Bounder resisted savagely.

But Squif and Hazeldene and
Wibley, and two or three more fellows,
collared him, and he was walked
orcibly back.

Wharton fixed his eyes on him.

“That's enough of your cheeky rot,
Vernon-Smith ! he said. * You'd better
let it drop now ! Now pick up sides!”

“I'm not playing !” said the Bounder,
between his teeth.

“You are!” said tho captain of the
Remove grimly.

“You cheeky rotter!”

“Hold your tongue!" ;

“Smithy !” murmured Redwing.

“Dh, you shut up!” hissed
Bounder.

And Redwing flushed crimson, and
turned away in silence.

Wharton, taking no further notice of
the Bounder, proceeded to arrange the
sides. He hnf intended to ask Smithy
to skipper one side, but in the Bounder's
present humour he did not care to do
so. He called on Peter Todd. The
Bounder was assigned to Todd's side,
as Dallas was in the team Wharton was
to lead. The farther apart they were
kept the better, was Wharton's opinion,

* Now get going!” said Wharton.

And as the practice elevens lined up,
Vernon-Smith made a rush to escape.

the

He was over the ftouchline in a
moment,

“My hat! Stop him!" chouted
Wharton sngrily, “Get hold of the
silly idiot !

Paul Dallas made a step towards the
captain of the Remove.

“I will get off, if you like, Wharton,”
he said in a low voice.

Wharton stared at him.

“Don’t be an ass! I can't Jet you
off any more than I can that silly fat-
head! Take your place!”

“Oh, all right!”

Pallas stepped back.

Bob Cherry had cut after Smithy and
run him down. 'They were struggling at
a litlle distance. The Bounder's reck-
less temper had evidently got the upper
hand again.

“What's afl this?” Wingate of the
Sixth had spotted irouble on the junior
ground, and he came over to Little
Side. *1Is this football practice or scrap-

ing, Wharton? You're supposed to
Eoep order here !”

Wharton flushed uncomfortably.

“QOnly Smithy playing the goat!” he
answered.

Wingate looked at him, and then
walked across to Vernon-Smith. The
Bounder had hooked Bob's leg, and
rather unexpectedly sent Bob Cherry to
the ground. He was about to scud away
to the House when Wingale came up.

“* Vernon-Smith 1

The Bounder stopped, settinug his
teeth. Cheeking his Form captain was
one thing, but cheeking the captain of
the school was quite another. Even the
reckless Bounder hesitated at that,

“Why aren’t you lining up with the
others?" demanded Wingale,

“ Because—""

Tne Magxer LiBrary,~No. 998,
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Smithy peused. .

“Well v rapped out the captain of
Greyfriars sharply.

*1 don’t choose to play games with &
charity cad!” said the Bounder at last,
sullenly.

“What ! reared Wingate,

“You asked me "™

“And whom are you speaking of in
ihose terms?” asked the Greyfriars
captain, with ominous quiet.

" That cad Dallas!”

Wingate glanced round st Taul
Dallus,
“Isn't that the kid wha's been

adapted and sent here by your father,
Yernou-Smith 3 3

“He's the fellow who has bufted into
my howme and bamboozled iy father
into <ending him here I

“Ho that’s the view you take of your
fatier’s proceedings?”

* Yes, just that”

“And you ibink that you, a Lower
Fourth schoolboy, are entitled to set up
i judgment on your father?”

The Bounder was sullenly silent,

“I've nothing ta do wilth your family
allairs, Vernon-Smnith,” said the Groy-
friars caplain, after o pause. * But
souw're a disgraceful young blackguard
o lalk like that, and if you do sc again
in iy hearving, vou'll be sorry for it!
Now get back to the footer !

Vernon-Smith did not move.

All erxes were upon him-—Redwing’s
almost  heseechingly, Skinner's mock-
ingly. Some of the fellows were grin-
ning. The Bounder's arrogant pride
was to have a full now.

“Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith?”
said Wingate, his voice rising a little,
“Get back to the footer at once!”

Still the Bounder did not move.
Under so many eyes he would not sur-
render, hopeless as the struggle was
against the head of the Sixth. Win-
gate’s brow darkened. He had his.ash-
plant under his arm. He slipped it
down into his hand,

“Bend  over!” Le rapped out
laconically.
Vernou-Smith breathed hard, and

clenclied fiis hands.

The next moment Wingale of ithe
Bixth grasped him with his left hand,
and, with a strength the Bounder was
quite unable to resist, bent him over.
The ashplant rose and fell with loud
whacks that echoed across the football
hield almost like pistol-shots, Six times
the ashplant rose and fell, and every
stroke was a hefty one. It was not &
time, in Wingate's opinion, for gentle
measures, and doubtless he was right.

“That’s six!” he said quietly, releas-
ing the crimson, infuriated Bounder,
* If you want another six, they're ready !
Co and join up at once !

For a moment the enraged Bounder
was disposed to resist further. But the
hopelessness of it was bhorne in even
upon his furious mind, and, with bitter
rage in his breast, he returned to the
pick-up.

“1f there’s any more of this, you are
to report to me, Wharton ! called out
the Greyiriars captain.

“Very well, Wingate "

And Wingate of the Sixth tucked his
ashplant under his arm and walked
away., But iliere was no more of it.
Even the angry Bounder had learned
his lesson, and he joined in the football
as the practice game started.

Jus Maeser Lisrary.—No. 998.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Foul !

L ouL™
F “Chuck that, Smithy!"

The Bounder grinned breath.
lessly.

Pau! Dallas lay stretched on the
groutd, looking duzed. He had been
fairly knocked out by a charge that had
taken him quite unawares. The Re-
movitea were not gentle players, and a
gnood many hard knocks were often
given and received in tire Tower Fourth
pick-ups. But a deliberately rough and
unfair charge was very rave on any
CGreyiriars ground—very rare indecd.

“You cad, Smithy!” shouted Peter
Taddd.

“Hooligan ! bawled Hazel

Dallas tried to pick himself up, but
fell bark again. Harry Wharton ran
up and gave him a hand, and the pew
junior staggered to Lis foet, g

He gave the Bonnder a look; but did
not speak to him. DBut most of the
other fellows were speaking all at ance.
And the nawmes they called the Bounder
brought a flush even iuto Herbert
Vernon-Soiith's bavd face,

“So that's your game, Smithy ?” ex-
claimed Wharton, his cyes flashing st
the Bounder.

Vernon-Sniith shrugend his shoulders,

“It was o fair charge,” he said.

“It was nothing of the kind. If it
happened in a match, 1'd sond you off
tho field?”

“8end ma off now, if you like””’

“You utter rotter ! exclaimed Whar-
ton, in disguat. “You've {ried to hwt
1}allas, in E)otbull practice, beeause you
ihishke him. I think that’s about ihe
limit! What sort of a blackguard do
you call yourself 1"

“¥s the fellow made of putiy?”
sneered the Bounder. “Are you going
io keep him in cotfan-wool #*

“Fellows get knocks in footer,” said
Skinner. “I don’t see what Dallas is
complaining about,”

“1 am not complaining,” said Paul
quietly,

“The complainluiness of the esteemed
Dallas  is nol  terrifie,” remarked
Hurrco Jamset Ram Bingh, *But the
roitenness of tho disgusting Smithy is
great.”

“Youwll stop ihat kind of game,

Smithy,” said ihe ceptain of the
Remove. “You can scttle your differ.
ences  with  Dallas off the football

ground, 1f there’s anather foul, you'll
Bud yourself in trouble!™
“Why not put hin in a bandbox and

have done with it7” jecred the
Bounder.

“QGet an?” snapped Wharton.

The pick-up was resumed. TPawl

Dallas had to keep out of it for a few
minutes, and he rested in touch; but ho
very soon joined up again. Paul wag
displaying a good knowledge of Soccer,
and it was plain that ho was keen on
the game. As it happened, he was on
the wing of Wharton's crowd, facing
the Bounder on Peter Todd’s side, and
that gave Vernon-Smith his opportu-
nity. The Bounder did not venture
upon another open and palpable foul;
but he played a game that was geldom
scen at Greyfriars. It was not merely
roughy il was billerly and persistently

savage, .

In fooiball practice there were, of
course, many accidental hacks, and the
Remova fellows made light of them as
a rule. But whenever, a chance camo
Smithy’s way, he hacked his opponent in
a way that could scarcely be deseribed
as accidental.

Every lellow on the ground conld sea

that it was the Bounder’s infention to
“lay out ” the new boy, if he could.

Fellows who had persenal diffecences,
sometimes declared their intention of
“laying out” so.and-so in footer ; but
such declarations were gencrally a mild
form of gas, and seldom materialised.
In Smithy’s case it was not “gas”; he
was deliberately trying his bardest to
fay Dalias ont, ’

But Paul was on his guard now, and
the Bounder did not find it so easy
again.

Most fellows, in the eircumstances,
would have given hack for hack, and
levelled (hings up that way, But Paul
did not.  He contented himself with
keeping s very watchful eyo on Smithy;
and as Vernon-Smith was thinking more
of hacking the opposed winger than of
playing the gameo, PPaul robbed him of
the‘hall nmore than once.  Smithy's
tacties were not likely to benefit his
side; and DPeter Todd, though it was
only a practice pick-up, wanted to Jead
at the bnish if he could, as was watural
to a keen foothaller. So Peter's temnper
was rising.

There was a sadden yell from Paul
Délas, and he hopped on one leg, clasp-
ing the other. e had been almost dis-
abied by a kick on the shin—a kick so
palpuble that it was clear that the
Bounder was Josing his tetmper and his
discretion together,

" That dores it!™ roared Peter.

He rushed vp to the Dounder and
grasped him. There was a vell from
Smithy as he came down an the ground
with a crash.

“You fool! Let go!”

“I'll ket you go when I've finished!”
panted Toddy.  “I'H jolly well show

you whether vou can hack » man's shin'

on a Greyfriavs ground, you hooligan?”

Thump, thump, thump!

Yeter 'Fodd and the Bounder rolled
over together, thumping furiously.
Dallas stood with & white face. A big
bruise was forming an lis skin, and the

pain was excructating. Wharton ran
up.

“Youd belter get off, Dallas!” he
said. “Lend him a hand, Hazel

Better see to thot bruise at once.”
Dallas limped off.
“Chuck it, Toddy,” said Whartou.
“All of you lay hold of that hooligan,
and run him off the ficld, CGive

im
the frog’s-march.”
“ Hear, hear!”
Many hands were laid on Vernon-

Smith. He was swept off the grownd,
breathless from Toddy's energetic
thumping, Across the football ground
he went to the *frog's-tnarch “—not
an  enjoyable method of locomation.
Hisscs and booes accompanied hiwm.
Outside the ground he was bumped
down heavily.

Ha gat, splutlering.

“You—vou rolters——""

“You can cut off, Veérnon-Smith!"
said the captain of the Remove sternly,
“If youw're asked why you're net at
practice, you can say that you’ve been
kicked off the lield far foul play.”

The Bounder panted, ced with rage.

“Now kick off ! said Harry.

“The hickfulness is the proper
capoer !” said Hurree Singh,

“You—you rotters—you—
the Bounder,

“Get up, you cad!” snapped Whartoun.

The Bounder staggered to his feet,

»

panted

“Hook it, you rolter!” s=aid Dob
Cherry,

“1 won'i! I—"

“Oh, get out!” exclaimed Squiff.

“You make a fellow sick, Smithy!”
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** Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith ? ** said George Wingate, his voice rising a little.

Bounder did not move,

Under so many eyes, he would not surrender, hopeless as the struggle was against the Head of the
Sixth. Wingate’s brow darkened.

(8See Chapler 5.)

** Get back to the footer at once !” The

RO, SR
Eounder,

Ho was spun round in Bob Cherry's

srasp, and half-a-dozen football boots
:nded on him at once. The Bounder
caggered away,

“Dvibble him off I”

“Kick him out!™

“Follow on!"

“Ha, he., ha!”?

There was uo choice in the matter {or
e Bounder. It went sorely against

e grain with him to run; but with a

szen  footballers kicking, there was
=othing else for it. The Bounder ran

r it, and the footballers followed hLim

:1f way to the Close. There thay left
~im to his own devices, and returned to
the pick-up.

Dallas was in the field again by that
Time,

“You'd better cut off, Dallas,” Whae-
on called to him. The rew fellow was
- mping, and his face was white.

“T'm all right,” said Dallas.

“You've got a big lump therc,” said
Lob Cherry. *‘Hook it!¥ *

“I'd rather stick to it!”

_"Well, you're game, anyhow,” said
Vharton, “Stick to it, if you like, of
urse,”

And Paul stuck te it till the finish of

e pwlpu'{;, when he limped off with

> footballers.

Hands off ™ yelled the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !

o o0oL "
The Bounder was addressing

that complinientary remark to
himself, when Tom Redwing
came into the stody,

Swithy gave him a black look.

He was i & savage temper, but he
was more angry with himself than any-
one else.

Smiithy had had time to reflect, and
he had realised very elearly that he had
made a serious mistake that afternoon.
His intenge dislike of the new junior
secined to have robbed him of his
pradence, and indeed of his common-
sense,

1t was no part of the Bounder's game
to make himsell unpopular in the
Remove, and to make Dallas an ebjoct
of sympathy.

But that was precisely what he had
done.

Foul play on the football field was the
very last thing the Remove fellows were
likely to condone orv tolerate.

To do the Bounder justice, he was not
the fellow to play foul; he was rather
hard and ruthless, in foothall as in other
matters; but he knew how to play the
game, and geperally played it fairly
enough, His passionate tewper had
carried him away, and he had lost all

discretion ; and he was ashamed, too, of
the way in which he had acted. Worst
of all, in Smithy's estimation, was the
mistake in tactics. He had been kicked
off the football ground for foul play;
and Dallas had played on to the finish,
in spite of his huct: the Bounder had
in point of fact afforded his enemy a
chanece of proving that he was game to
the backbone. That certainly had not
been the Bounder’s intention.

Angry with himsell, and with every-
one else, Vernon-Smith retired to his
study and was left there to himself for
& long time.

Redwing did not come up to tea,

He was ashacied of his chum, and
angry with him; he could not back him
up against the general condemnation,
and he condemned him as much as any-
one else. That was a very uncom-
fortable position for Redwing, who
asked nothing better than to stand by
hiz pal at all times. Redwing had had
his tea in hall, and did not come up to
Study No. 4 till prep.

His face darkened a little as he mek
Smithy's black scowl.

Patient as he was, and loyally
attached to the Bounder, Tom was
getting fed-up with the constant tronbla
in the study, to ceaseless recriminations
and black looks,

His face showed as much: which did

Tee Maoxer Tasrary,—Ne, 998,
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not improve Smithy's temper, lle was
in a mood io quarrel with anyone, friend
or foe.

“Had your tea?’ he snecred.

“lLong ago.”

“In hall?®

“¥Yes,” -
" You didn’t want to feed with me?”
“Not till you get into a Dettor

temper,” snapped Redwing. .

“1 don't say wny temper's af its best,
these days,” said the Bounder sardonic-
ally. “But you used to stand if, soue-
how, hefore that cad Dallas came to
Greyfriars,” -

“For goodness’ sake, give Dallas a
rest,” exclaimed Tom impatiently, *I'm
fed-up with that subject.” .

“You're down on me, 1 suppose, like
the rest, for what happened this after-
noon " said the Bounder, with a dark
look at Redwing. .

“Do you expect me to be sn:.‘thmg
but down on foul play?” snappe
Redwing. “It was a dirty trick.”

“The rotter asked for it.”

“Oh, don't talk rot. You can dislike
a fellow, I suppose, without hacking bis
shins ai  footer practice.” Redwing
breathed hard. “You've made every
fellow in the Form down on you. Even
8kinncr and Suoop think it was too
thick. You ought to understand how
low you've sunk, when Skinner thinks
that. Fellows won't be keen to play
football with you, when you may hack
a fellow's shin 1f you happen to be in
a bad temper. If such a thing occurred
in a match, you'd be turned out of the
football for good, and serve you right.”

“Fellows have been hurt in football
hefore, without such a song being made
aboul it,” muttered Smithy sullenly.

“1 know that. An asccidental hack
can’t be helped. You kicked Dallas
deliberately, A dozen fellows saw it.”

*Berve the rotter right,” said Vernon-
Smith, between his teeth, “I'm not
sorry I did it.”

“Thon you ought to he.”

“Look here, Redwing——""

"“Obh, give it a rest,” said Redwing.
“I'm fed-up with the subject, I tell you.
Chucike i1

And Redwing soried out his books,
and sat down to prep.

The Bounder did not {follow
example.

He stood for some minutes, cyeing his
chum morosely, and then stalked out of
the study and slammed the door.

“1 say, you fellows, here’s Smithy!”
squeaked Billy Bunter, in the Remove
passage. “He's waxy! Mind your
shins,”

Vernon-8mith gave the Owl of the
Remoave an angry shave, and there was
a roar from Bunter as he collapsed.

“Yaroooh !"

“You cheeky fat rotter——"

“ Yow-ow-ow !” yelled Bunter, *Keep
off, you beast!” The fat junior dodged
inta Study No, 7, where Peter Todd and
Duiton were at prep, There the fat
Owl felt safe enough to tell the Bounder
what he thought of him. “Yah! You
go and eat coke, Smithy! Foul play!
Yah! Who hacks a follow's shins at

footer 7

Vernon-8mith, with a black brow,
strode at him and Bunter backed
promptly round the study table.

Peter Todd rose to his feot, with a
grim look, and interposed between the
Owl of the Remove and the angry
Bounder,

"Outside, Smithy,” he said tersely,

“That fat rotter—>

“I heard whal he said,” answered
Poter. “J endorse it! Get out.”

“ Why, you cheeky freak——*

TuE Macxer LiBRary.—No. 998,
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“Who hacks a fellow’s shins at
footer 7" velled Bunier, feceling quite
safo behind Peter's lanky form. “ Yah!
Foul play!™

“Do you think I'm going to stand
check [rom that fat fool, Peter Todd:”
roarcd ithy.

“You've asked for it. You did play
foul, and the more you hear about it,

the better,” said Peter coolly. “Got
oug of this study, Smithy! You can't
scare me with your black looks, Who

the thump are you, anyway?”

For a moment, the Bounder seemed
ahout to hurl himself at Peter Todd.
But he restrained his ruge, ind strode
out of the study,

Ho went down the stairs, and headed
for the Remove Form-room, where
since his exclusion from Study No. 4,
Paul Dallas was accustomed to doing
his evening preparation. Vernon-Smith
flung open the Form-room door, and
strode in. To his surprise the Form-
roowmn was dark and untenanted, Dallas
was not there,

The Bounder gritted his teeth, and
went along to the Rag. But the Rag
was deserted; the juniors had all gone
up to prep.

“8een the new cad?” he asked,
meeting Hazeldene on the stairs as ho
came back to the Remove passage.

Hazel grinned, 4

“Do you want to ask him how his
shin's getting on?” he inquired.

“Don’t be a fool! Do you know
where he is?"”

“In Wharton's study, Y believe. He's

ot a bruise as big as an egg,” said
%laz{'l. ““Are you going ta give him
another on the other leg to match it%”

Smithy shoved rudely past Hazel with-
out replving, It seemed likely to be a
time before he heard the cnd of that
afternoon's incident,

He threw open the door of Study
No. 1 without knocking.

Paul Dallas was there, working at the
study table with Wharton and Nugeat.
All three of the juniors looked up as the
door flew open. The Bounder surveyed
them with a bitter smile,

“8o youw've taken that fellow into
your study, Wharton?"

“Pro tem,” said the captain of the
Remove. "“He can’'t do prep in the
Farm-room without Mr. Quelch getting
on o it, and wanting to know.”

“Hasn't he sneaked to Quelchy yet?”
sneered the Bounder.

Wharton looked at him steadily.

“I know vour game, Smithy,” ﬁe said
scornfully.  “You want to put Dallas
into the position of bringing the Form
master into a row, and make out that
he has sneaked. Welil, Dallas is going
to wark here till he comes back to Study

No, 8.”

“And when will that be?” asked
Vernon-8mith, “Can’t he come back
now under your protection?”

“He ean if he likes; but he doesn’t
choose. 8hut the door after you,”

“I've been looking for him,” said
Vernon-Smith,

“If yvou want to apologise for what
you did to-day——"

Smithy interrnpted the captain of the
Remove with a savage laugh.

“The charity cad asked for what he
got. I'm going to give him some more,
That's why I'm Jooking for him. Are
you going to pnt up your hands, Dallas,
or are you pgoing to hide hehind

Wharton 77
Paul rose to his feet.
“8it down, Dallag,” =aid Wharton

quictly. * Vernon-Smith, get out of this

study. You're interrupting prep,”
“1'l out when 1 choose.”
“You'll get out now.”

Harry Wharton rose to his feet, and
came towards the PBounder, with a
glint in his eyes,

Smithy eved him savagely.

“Have a little sense, Smithy ! urged
Frank Nugent.  “What's the matter
with vou? Have you set up fo run the
Remove

“ Another time will do!” said Vernon-
Smith; and he turned and tramped out
of the study,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Fixing It Up !

" IND if you're hurt a hit7*
“Not at all!”
“That's right!” said Bob

Cherry approvingly,

Paul Dallas smiled.

As a matter of fact, he had had some

ard knocks already, in his boxing les-
sons with Dob,

Bob was keeping his word with the
new junior; and every day he gave
Paul boxing instruction. He found the
new junior & keen pupil,

Dallas was a strong and sturdy fellow,
very active and very light on his feet:
and he certainly was not tho funk that
Smithy would have hked to believe.
But cven had he been otherwise, pro-
bably he would have been just as keen
on learning to use his hands.

In the peculiar circumstances, his life
at Greyfriars was not likely to be enjoy-
able until he had learned to take care
of himself. Already, after a few days,
he showed progress that delighted his
instructor. e was never likely to be
a malich for the champion fighting-man
of the Remove; but it was very pro.
bable that he would soon be a good
hoxer and a match for the Bounder.
Aud ho was passionately desirous of
reaching that point.

He was turned out of hie study, and
his pride forbade him io go back under
the protection of his Form captain., But

o could hardly be satisfed with the
present state of affairs,

“Come on, then,” said Roh.

In the gym the two juniors threw off
their jackets, and denncd the boxing-
gloves. The Famous Five were all
there: they were rather interested in
Dallas' progress.

“You see,” explained Bob, with a
grin, “as soon as you tackle Smithy you
will have to face some punishment.
Smithy will go all out: and he's a good
man with the mittens. So vou'd better
get used to getting some hard knocks,
Sﬂﬁ?”

“1 see,” assonted Paul.
 “Now I'm going far your nose,” cou-
tinned Dob. “KEvery time I hit your
nose youw'll understand that you've still
got something to learn in the way of
defence.”

"Paul smiled.

“TI do my best,” he sald,

“That's right,”” said Bob. “And you
ean slog me as hard as you like—don't
make any bones ahout it.  When you
get a chance, pile in. and put your beef
into it. Now, I'm going to lay you out
with a tep on the boko, and you've got
to stop me.”

*Right-Ha!”

“Y'm not quite sure that T should
care to learn boxing by that method,”
said Frank Nugent, with a laugh.

“Test way,” said Bob.

“The bestfulness is great!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Bub the
painfulness is ]ikelf‘ to be terrific!”

“No good a fellow being soft,” said
B{:}h. “Now, laok out for your boko,
kid 1"

“Go it!” said Dallass
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And Bob Cherry went it, vigorously,
as he did everything.

It was only a friendly spar; but all
the same Bob's slogging attack was one
that few fellows in the Remove would
have cared to face.

But Dallas stood up to it quietly and
coolly. Three times in succession Bob's
glove tapped his nose, in spite of his
best efforiz at defence, and each tap was
something like that of a coke-hammer.
But the new jumior stood up to it
gamely.

Bob was about to administer & fourth
tap, when something unexpected hap-
pened.

Something that felt like the hind
hoof of a mule jarred on Bob’s own
nose, and he went spinning backwards,

Crash!

[ oh !’)

“Ha, ha, ha(”

“Man down!” chuckled Wharton,

“The downfulness is terrific!”

Bob Cherry sat up dizzily. @

“Great pip!” he gasped. “D.d-d-did
sou do that, Dallas?”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Yon told me to hit as hard as T
could,” said Paul. “I—I hope I haven't
hurt you much, Cherry.”

"W)hn.t & hopeful nature!” murmured
Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry picked himsell up. with
quite a peculiar expression on his face.
Not only had Dallas come through his
guard, but the force of the blow was
a surprise to Bob. There was evidently
plenty of “beef ” in the new feilow in
the Lower Fourth.

“Well.” said Bob, with a
breath,

Paul looked a little distressed.

_:ll’m sorry,” he said. “DBut you
sard—"

Bob burst into a laugh.

“All serene, young ‘an! Bec if yon
can do that again.”

“Sure you don’t mind?”

“Fathead 1™

“Well, I'll try.”

Bob came on again, & good deal more
cautiously.  For several minutes Paul
had a feeling as if a hurricane had
burst upon him, however. If it was
Bob's ohject to teach him to endore
pl:mishment, cortainly he was doing
that.

But a change came suddenly,

Bob Cherry staggered back, every
tooth in his head jarred by a sudden,
lifting upper-cut,

Y (irooogh!”

Dallas followed up the attack, taking
_Buh at his word, and putting in all be
new.

Bob stalled him off as well as he
could; but his head was singing, snd
Diallas was pushing hard. Right and
left, left and right, came home on Boh,
and he sat down with a bump.

“The %id's getting on,” s=aid Harry
Wharton, with a laugh,

“He is, and no giddy error!” gasped
Bob, as he rose rather painfully to his
‘eet. “You've got more in vou than
mieets the eye, Dallas. Tired?™

“No!” grinned Paul,

“Then go it again.”

A good many fellows were gathering
ound now to watch tho boxmg. Tt
«as o surprise to the Remove to see
‘he new junior standing uwp =0 gamely
‘o the champion hoxer of the Form.

“That kid will be a surprise packet
“or Smithy, one of these days,” re-
miarked Bolsover major,

“And pretty soon, I
Hazel,

_“"Nuff’s as good &s a feast!” said Bob
Cherry, stopping at last, and peeling

deep

think,” said

off the glmres. “How do you feel now,
Dallas

“As if T'd been under a traction
engine,” answered Dallas.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's all right.  Smithy isn't so
hefty as a traction-engine,” said Dob,
with a chuckle. "I think we might fix
a date, next time Smithy is hunting for
trouble. He won't be happy tili he
gets it.”

The juniors left the gym together, and
walked back into the House, Pauol was
tired, and he was hurt in a good many

laces; but he was feeling very satis.

ed. All Bob's punches were delivered
with the greatest good-humour, and
with the kindest of infentious; but they
were very hefty punches, ail the same;
and it seemed to Pavl that the hardest
fight with Vernon-Smith was not likely
to be much severer than practice with
the energetic Bob.

He came into the Rag with the
Fawious Five. The Bounder was there,
and he glanced round, with his usual
sneer, at the sight of the new junior,

Redwing was with him, and he made
a detaining gesture, as the Bounder was
moving towards the newcomers. Smithy
shook off his hand.

¥ Smithy—" exclaimed Redwing,

“Rats!"” snapped the Bounder.

And he strode across to the Famous
Five and their companion. There was
an evil glint in his eyes.

“I've been looking for that funk sinee
classes ! he said.

Bob Cherry grinned

“Just the man I want to see!” he
exclaimed. “ Will Saturday suit you,
Smithy "

“8Buit me for what ?” snapped Vernon-
Smith,

“Licking !"" explained Bob.

“1s Danas getting you to take up his
serap fFor him ¥, snecred Vernon-Smith.
“It's like him 17

“Not at all. T'm Dallas’ second.”

Yernon-Smith langhed harshlv,

“Is he screwing up his courage to the
sticking-point at last®' he asked., * Pull-
ing your leg. more likely!”

“1 will fight yon on Saturday,
Vernon-Smith.” said  Panl  quietly.
“You will not find it so ecasy as last
time |

“Last time I licked you, and I'll Jick
you again on Saturdey, if you've got
the pluck to stand up to it!” said the
Bounder contemptnnnsly. “ Not that I
believe a word of it! You'll be dodging
again on Saturday !

“Oh, cut that out, Smithy!" said
Hatry Wharton, “ Dallas will meet vou
on Saturday, and we shall all be there
to ses fair play.”

“And what 1f T don’t choose to wait
il Saturday ?V

“You'd belter, if yonu know what's
good for yon!” answered the eaptain of
the Remove. “There's been enough foul
play from vou. Vernon-Smith! No
fellow in the Remove but you would
Crow over a chak} after licking him as
you've done! on'il keep clear of
Dallas till Saturday, or you'll get a
ragging that will tecach you manners |?

“ Hear, hear!™

“And when he dodges away on
Saturday * sneered Vernon-Smith.

Paul's eyes flashed.

“1 shall pot dodge awway on Satur-
day,” he said, very quietly. “I don't
know whether I'm a matel for you yef,
Vernon-Smith, but 1 shiall do my best.
If you lick me again, 1 shall keep on
training, and try you again later, If 1
lick you, I Sllﬂj] come back to Study
No. 41

“TE leave it till Saturday,” said the
Bounder, between his teeth, “and on

Saturday I'll give you such a hiding
that you won'¢ be able to crawl!”

“Well roared, lion!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ba!"

The Bounder bit his lip, and rejoiued
Tom Redwing.

“You've heard,” he said. “You'll be
my second on Saturday, I suppose, if
that funk reallv comes up to the
soratch #7"

“He will come up to the scratch,”
said Tom. “ He isn’t a funk, aud you
know it, Smithy! But he's a peaceable
chap, and he would be willing to call
it off if you'd let bim alone, I wish
you would !

* Are you going to be my zecond?”

“*Yes, if you want me.”

“That's settled, then,”
Dounder,

“I wish you'd think better of it,"
said Tom wistfully, “Your father will
be distressed if ﬂe hears that you've
been fighting Dallas.”

“Do you think I care about that?"”

“Well, I suppose you do. You
ought to.”

Vernon-2mith snapped his fingers.

“That's how much I care!" he said.
“My father's turned me down for that
pushing ead, as you know."

“It's your rotten temper makes you
think so! I can't see that Dallas is to
blame in any way. Everybody here
thinks him decent. Do you thiuk a
chap like Bob Cherry would teke him
up if he were the rank outsider you
imagine 7"’

The Bounder did not answer that.
Indeed. he would have found it rather
difficult to answer. He shrugged his
shoulders angrily and walked out of
the Rag.

said  the

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Stands Out !
4 J SAY. vou fellows, Smithy will like

I that!”

There was a chnekle,

On Tuesday evening a number
of fellows had gathered round a paper
posted up in the Rag. It was the list
of plagers for a football match on the
morrow, That match was not an im-
portant fixture by any means—it was a
Form match with the Fourth, and the
Fourth Form team, in the opinion of
the Removites, was very small heor.
Fellows who had no chance of geiting
into big fixtures often f{ound their
names down for the Form matches,

Although Temple & Co. of the Fourth
fancied themselves greatly at Soccer, the
Remove had the cheek to regard
matches with the Fourth as something
like practice matches, worth while just
to keep in form, and victory a fore-
gone conciusion. Bo second-rate players
in the Remove were often more in-
terested in such a list than in the list
for a school fixture,

Hazel found his name down for goal,
and frowned a little He kvew that
Squiff wonld be keeping goal when
Rookwood came over to play; bul the
Form match was not worthy of the
mighty Squiff's powers, so Hazel was
going between  the posts.  Bolsover
major was glad to see himself down
for back., Kick and shove was Dol-
sover's style in football, and the fiuer
shades of play were quite lost en hinn
But kick and shove was good enough
for a mateh with the Fourth, William
Wibley's name was there, too, much to
Wib's satisfaction he was keencr on
amateur theatricals than on gaines, but

{Continued on page 17.)
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brigade, when there's no fire " cried
Bright, agarst. “ You'll be finded and
summonded ! And you'll get into an
awful row with the Head. Don't be a mad
idiot, Fearless!"”

But Frank had already dashed away to
the nearest tellyfone, This happened to be
the one in the prefecta’ room.

Burleigh and Tallboy, of the Sixth, were
there, engrossed in & game of noughts-and-

crosses, Before they could chock the
eggsited junior who rushed in, Urank
Fearloss had wipped off the tellyfone

TOS6OVET.
** Number, please ? "' said the operator.
“1 want the grocery stores or the post.

offis,” said Frank. e knew that if he

asked for either of those places, he would
get the fire-brigado, He was an old hand
at tellyfone tricks; snd his motto was:

Always ask for the wrong number; then

wyou'll be certain to got the right one !

Sure enuff, a deep bass voice scunded
over the wires,

“ Fire-station here !’

* Come quickly ! "’ eried Frank Fearless,
** Terrible %m ot St. Sam's! The school's
in flames ! The Head's being roasted ! 1f
vou're not here in two minnits, the whole
place will be putted !

* Good hevvens!" gasped the man at
the other end. * Coming at once, sir!"

And Frank heard him give the alarm to
the brigade.

Burleigh and Tallboy were ou their feet,
thoir faces white as doth, They blinked
at Frank Fearless in horrer and diamny.

“ Where's the fire 1" jerked out Bure
leigh.

“TIn your study ! said Frank, with a
chuekle.

Thie two seniors rnshed paonick-stricken
from the prefects’ room. When they got to
Burleigh's study, thoy certainly found a
fire thers ; but it was in the grate !

Meenwile, Frauk Fearless had rejoined
Jack Jolly & Co, in the quad.

“I've ealled the brigade,” he said,
“They'll be along in two shakes of a
donky's tale”

Iven as he spoke, a lond clamour and
clanger arose on tho evening air,

A large motor fire-engine, fully up to
date, for it was equipped with brimming
buckets of water, came tearing in at the
school gatea. Two firemen in uniform were
ringing hand-bells ; that was what caused
the clamour and clanger.

The arrival of the fire-brigade had an
electrifying effect upon St. Bam's. Maaters
and boys came pouring out of the building
like ratts from their holes,

“ Where's the fire ** evorybody was
asking.

“Yea! Where is tho fire ¥ " cried Mr,
Lickham, dancing two and feo like a cat
on hot brix. ** Tell me where it is, my boys !
I am on fire with eggsitement ! "

The startled fuce of the Head protrooded
from his study window, He overheard a
part of Mr. Lickham's remark, but not
all. In a twinkling he rushed to the place
where the fire.hose was kept., He uncoiled
it and dragged it out into the quad,

Halting in front of Mr, Liekham, the
Head then turned the hose full upon the
Form-maater.

Swish ! Swooosh !

A violent jet of water took Mr. Lickham
full in the cheat, bowling him over back.
wards like a skittle,

" Yarooooo ! ™ yelled
Form-master,

" Ha, ha, ha ! " reared Jack Jolly & Co,

Mr. Lickham serambled to his feet, his
garments soaked and streeming, e glared
at the Hoad as if ho would eat him,

the astonished

|| |
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Y Sir!" he eried, " Have you suddenly
taken leave of what fow ssnses you possess ?
You have pssaulted me, sir! I am
and swamved and sodden !

It was the Head's turn to glare,

" Well, of all tho black ingrattituds ! ™
ho eried, *‘ T henrd you make a remark to
ths effect that vou wece on fire, Lickham
s0 I promptly eamo and eggstinguished
you. And you seem guite ‘put out'
about it ! "

Mr. Lickham snorted angrily.

* 1 did not say I was on fire," he cried.
*1 said that 1 was on fire with eggsite.
ment—which is a very different thing."”

“Oh! Tn that case, T am sorry to have
pourod cold water upon your enthusinsm,"”
said the Head. * But if you are not on
firo, Lickham, where is the fire, pray t "

" Ekko snswers ‘ Where 1" ' chuckled
Jack Jolly,

“T will find out ! " eried the Head.

And be went charging through the quad,
playing the hose-pips continually on the
school walls,

It was unforchunitt for anybody who
happenad to be standing in the line of
firo, Jack Jolly & Co. hopped out of the
way in the nick of time ; and so did Frank
Fearless and Molly Birchemall. But othera
were not so lucky. Mr. Justiss, the master
of the Fifth, was swept off hia feet by &
ruworful stream of water. Herr Guggen-
wimer, the German master, took a volley
in the chest, and sat down on the flagg.
stones with a bump that shook every bone
in bhis fat body,

Whilst all lfzoﬂc seens of commotion and
confusion had been taking place, Frank
Fearleas had eggsplained to the cheel o,
the fire brigade the reczon why they
boeen called,

Ladders were reared up to the old
tower, and a cupple of nimblo firemen
climbed up to recapture Percy, the parrot,
who squawked defyance at them, but was
finally induced to give himself up.

*Got you, my bewty ! ecrind Franl
Fearlesa, when the parrot was restored to
him. *“ You'll be confined to your cage
for & week, with short rations, for causing
oll this trubble !

* Bah ! " said Percy skornfully.

The cheef of the fire brigade, a flurried
and florrid faced man of portly dimen.
sions, strode up to the Head.

'Ead 1™ he

“'Ere! Are you the
demanded.

“ Hi ham ! " said the Head.

“You've brought us 'ere on a fool's
errand ! ' roared the cheel fireman, ** This
is a bad night's work for you, Doctor
Birchemall, It'Il cost you five pounds,
That’s the sam yowll be finded by tha
local Beneh.”

* But—but I never called thoe brigade ! "
stuttered the Head.

* Well, weather you did or didn’t, you'ra
the 'Eadmaster ‘ere, an’ are therofore re-
sponsible for any boguss calls mado to the
firoe brigade. 1f you want to dodge poin’
afore the magistrates, you can "and me the
five pounda 'cre an’ now."

For private reezons of his own, tho Head
had no desire to appear in & court of justias,
He handed over the five pounds—
which was all the munny ho possessad
in the wide world—and reflected that ho
would recover the smount later, from the
father of the wretchod boy who had dared
to summon the fire brigade,

When the Head found out that it was
Frank Fearless who had caused all the
trubble, hie nashed his teeth and tore his
fiir, aud vowed dire venjenee upoen the
teekleas juntor who had already caused him
80 many slecpless nighis.

Undonbtedly there were brakers ahend
for Frauk Feorless !

THE END,

{Noiw look out for next week's screamingly
funny wara by Dicky Nugent, entitled :
YTHESHADOW OF THE SACK 1" It's
packed with thrills and amusing situations.)




EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

T4OPENGE. 17

(Fontinued.! }rom 3)09: -1'3.)

lie liked to show the fellows that he
could play football too.

Billy Bunter was blinking over the
list, perhaps in the hope of discovering
the name of W. G. B. there; but there
was a limil, even for a match with
Temple, Dabney & Co. Bunter's name
was not there. Bui a new name was
there that surprizsed some of the {ellows
—P. Dallas.

“Smithy will like that—I don’t
think I chuckled Bunter. “The other
day he refused to play in practice with
the charity chap. Whartou's doing this
1o pull his leg.”

“Looks like that!” said Hazel.

“What rot!” said Bolsover major.
Finding his own nawe in the list bad
made Bolsover revise his opinion of
Harry Wharton as a football captain.
He felt that Wharton was a wiser
ckipper than he had hitherio sup; d.
“ What utter rot! Why shouldn't the
new kid play 1"

“He hasn't been here long,” said
Hazel.

“Well, he's uot down for a big fixe
ture. Wharton often tries new men in
the Form matchies, and it's a jolly good
idea, too!”

“Dallas has shaped jolly well in
practice,” remarked Wibley. “ He could
play before he came o Greyfriars. And

o's game, Look at the way he kept
i the other day after Smithy had
aearly erippled him !

“Game enough,”
major, I back up Wharton in giving

im a chanece, and T dou’t see that it
matters a rap whether Smithy likes it
ot not. Who's Smithy, anvhow ?"

“He's in the team,” said Hazel.

“Well, he isn'c all the team and somo
aver, is het” asked Bolsover major sav-
astically. “1 don't see why ’he‘s 50
“own on that new kid. He thinks the
wid is after his pater's woney. Smithy
- always thinking of money 1"

" Well, he's got lots to think of !” said
Ogilvy, with a laugh. “Wish I had
some of it 1"

“We can't all be

ons I sighed Skinner,

“1 say, vou fellows, Smilhy will be
=ild,” said Bunter. “I belicve Whar-
ton’s only done this to get his rag out.
T know jolly weil Smithy will think so,
anyway,”

“ Bother Smithy!” said Dolsove?.

He's in the team, and his pal Red-

mg's in ik, What more does he
wantt”

Tom Redwing came along to look at

e list, He was glad to sec lis own
came there, but he looked a little dis-
oneeried as he read Dallas’ name. The

her fellows were watching his face,
:nd some of them grinmed.

‘Break it gently to Smithy!” sug-
cested Ogilvy.

‘'Ha, ha, ha!"”

agreed  Bolsover

moneylender's

Redwing walked away without
snswering.  He knew that there would
= an outburst of anger f[rom the

Pounder when he found the “inter-
loper " in the Remove team for a Form
match. He was growing tired of
Smithy’s outbursts of anger on the sub.
ject of Paul Dallas. The new fellow
ad shown up so remarkably well in
games practice that the football captain
had been bound to give him a chance
in a second-rate match, at least. Whar-
ton's selection of his men could hardiy
be governed by Vernon-Smith's Jikes
and dislikes. But Redwing had no hope
that Smithy would take a reasonable
view of the matter.

When a fellow so openly paraded his
enmity to another fellow as Smithy was
doing, it was notulikely that mischievous
persons would lose the opportunity of
adding fuel to the fire. Skinner was
doing his best to embitter the feud, from
the sheer love of mischief-making; and
less malicious fellows than Skinner
found amusement in pulling the
Bounder's leg on the subject.

To speak a favourable word of Dallas
in Swithy's hearing was enough to
make him colour with vexation, or grit
his tecth with anger. So thiere were not
wanting fellows who found it entertain.
ing to do so. _

ff Smithy wore his beart upon his
sleeve, for daws to peck at, it was his
own fault. His feud with Dallas, bit-
torly and seriously as Smithy himself
ook it, was more or less of a jest in the
Lower Wourth. There was something
absurd in keeping up o bitter E::udgc
day after day, week after week, and
never fetting it rest, though Smithy
could not see it,

“Here comes Smithy!” mnrmured
Russell; and thoe was a subd ued
laugh among the [lellows standing

gbout the Rag.

They were prepared lo derive & little
more entertainment from tho sight of
the passionate Bounder geiting his rag
oul again.

Smithy glanced at the fellows sourly
as he came up, He unders=tood that he
was the subject of the suppressed merri-
ment, though he did not yet know why.

He locked curclessly at the football
list,

The Bounder was a mighty man in
the Remove eleven, and it was taken as
a matter of course that he played in all
big fixtures, such as the matches with
Higheliffe, Rookwood, and St. Jim's.
Whether he played m the Form matches
or not, ‘Smir.r:y did not care two straws.
In a game with the Fowrth, Wharton
would leave three or four good men in
the eleven, and give the second-rate
players a chance in the other places.
On the present occasion Wharton was
captaining the eleven, and of the front-
rank men in the Remove he had kept in
Dob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Vernon-
Smith.

Smithy read his own name there, and
shrugged his shoulders contemptuously.
He did not care whethier it was there or
not.

Bui his eyes fixed suddenly on Dallas’
name, and bis expression (‘ﬁangml_ A
glint came into his eyes.

The other fellows were watching him
and exchanging glances, They grinned
at the look on his face.

“Tireworks now ! murmired Ogilvy.

“So Wharton's plaviug that cad?”
zaid the Boundey,

“Whieh 7 asked
“There’'s more than one

"

Ogilvy innacently.
cad in that

The Bounder gave him a dark look,
and turned away. He went dircet to
Study No. 1 in the Remove, where three
juniors were at tea. Paul Dallas was
quite at home in Study No. 1 now.

Wharton and Nugent had got used {o
him there, and Paul, linding that lLis
presence was liked, and that he was
welcome, used the study as his own.
Certainly it was a much more agrecable
spot than Study No. 4 was over ‘(ilu-ly to
be to Mr. Vernon-Smith's adopted son,

The Bounder gave Dallas no heed.
e had agreed to let the new junior
alone till Saturday, when the fight was
to come off. It was that or a ragging.
and the Bounder had taken the wiser
course. He fixed his cyes on the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“I've just seen the foothball list,” he
said abruptly.

Wharton nodded.

“Your name's there,” he said,

“I'va seen another name there,”

“Ten others,” said Whavton, with &
smile.

“Only one that matters to me. Are
you really playing Dalas against the
Fourth to-morrow ¥”

“Naturally, as I've put his name in
the list.”

“Then you can take mine oni.”

“Just as you like,” said Wharion in.
differently. “We don't need ron fo
beat the Fourth, Smithy; end I'll give
Russell a show.”

Bwithy set his teeth,

“The fellow's a new Kkid. and plars
rotten football,” he said. “You've done
this up against me, Wharton, and I
know it.”

“Don't be an ass, Smithy!” said
Wharton unceremoniously. ** Dallas is a
new kid, certainly; but Ko plays a jolly
good game.  And the Form mateh is
practice for new nien. We don't need
first-class men to beat the Fourth; in
fact, I was thinking of lecaving voa oul.
We don't want whales against the win-
nows.  But you're getting so jolly
touchy, you see. If I'd sevatched your
name, you'd have got vour back up
?_ii:nn’t: that, 100. DBut have it as vou
1K,

“ Leave me out, (hen,”

“Done!”

“ And leave me out of any matel when
vou pul Dallas in!” added the Bounder
bitterly.

*Dallas isn’t likely to play in anv
just yet where vou're really wanted,
Smithy. Bat if 1t should happen, vou'il
be expected to play np. Likes and dis-
likes don’t count in games,”

“They do, as far az 1'm edheerned,”
said Vernon-Smith, I shall vever play
in the same team wiih that onisider )"

Wharton opened his lips for an angry
reply; but closed them again,

“Well?”  snecered Vernon-Smitl;,
waiching him,

“We'll Jeave that Ul the time comes.™
said Hayry. “What's the good of row-
ing over something (hal may never
happen

“You'ro so fond of the ead,” said
Smithy, T shouldn’t wonder f yonu
found him a place for the Rookwool
match,”

“1 should, fast enough, if 1 thought
he would do better than any man in
ihe team,” said the captain of (he
Remove.

“And perhaps vou'll make it a point
to think so!” snecred Swithy, *Well,
if Dallas plays against Rookwood, he can
fiave my place—=1 sha'n'y want it, in
that case.,”

“There's no question, at present, ab
any rate, of Dallas playing it the
Rookwood match—-and it's not Jue yel,
anyhow. Yon seem 1o be doing nothing
but bunt for trouble lntely, Smithy.”

“Do you want me in the match to-
morrow?”

“Yes, if you care to play.”

“With Dallas left out*”
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“Dallus plays, as I've said.”

*That means that you don't
me?” .

“It means that I'm fed-up, Smithy!
Chuel it !” :

The Bounder turned out of Study No.
1, and went down to the Rag. He
hgard a chortle in that apartment as he
approached it.

“I say, you fellows, here
Swithy, &y waxy as anything!
he!”

Herbert Vernon Smith walked wp to
tho football notiee. He took an in-
delible peneil frem his pocket, .

“Here, draw it mild!” exclaimed
Ogilvy sharply. “You're not allowed to
meddle with the nouces, Smithy.”

Unheeding  the  Scottish  junior,
Vernon-Smith drew a line through his
own name on the paper. Then he put
tire pevcil in his pocket again, and
walked away,

“Cheek " said Russell.

“Thumping cheek!” exclaimed Bol-

want

CoOmes
He, he,

sover major. “If 1 were footer captaiu,
fellows wouldn't meddle  with my
notices, I can tell yon. I'd make Sinithy
sit up for that!”

A little later the Famous Five came
down to the Rag. Biily Bunter greeted
them with an excited squeak,

“I say, you fellows, Smithy's altered
the football notice!”

“What's that?”

“Look !" chortled Bunter.

The captain of the Remove glapced at
the paper and frowned. But he did not
proceed at once in search of the Bounder
and an explanation, as the fellows ex-
pected,  aud some of  them hoped.
Quictly he wrote in Russell’s name
wnder the scratched name of Vernon-
Suith,

“Good man!” said Russell.

“Smirthy enghtn't to have touched the
notice ! ;:'rt:wfctl Johnny Bull,

“Well, it's saved me the troublet”
sald Wharton., “Never mind.”

And the matter dropped with that,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Left on His Own !
“ RE you coming out, Redwing ?”
It was the following after-
noon. That Wednesday after-
noon  the TForm wmatch was
taking place, in which Paul Dallas was
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to play for the Remove for the frst
time, .

The Bounder watched Paul strolling
in the quad with some other fellows,
after dinner, looking very cheery and
pleased; and his brow darkened as he
watched. His bitter enmity blackened
the new junior in Smithy’s eves, and he
could not understand how il was that
Paul made friends in the Form. He
had expecied, somehow, that every fel-
low would be down on the "inter-
loper,” as he was himself, but nothing
of the kind had come to pass, It
puzzled and exasperated the Bounder.

Had Paul made friends with fellows
like Skinner and Snoop, he could have
understood it. That would have been
in  keeping with the charuacter he
attributed to his enemy. They would
have been birds of a feather, in the
Bounder's opinion. But it was with
the Famous Five, and Squiff, and Tom
Brown, and Mark Linley, and other
such fellows, that Paul had become
friendly. Not one of them was a fellow
to make friends with an interloping
schemer and rascal, as Smithy con-
sidered Dallas.

That alone should have been sufficient
to cause the scales to fall from Smithy's
eyes, and to make him realise that he
was mistaken., But it was a case of
none being so blind as those who would
not see. He knew that Redwing felt
friendly towards the new fellow, and
was only prevented from making friends
with him, by the awkwardness of his
position as Smithy's chosen pal. And
the Bounder knew, he could not help
knowing, that Tom would have had
nothing to do with a scheming rogue.
But cvidence was of no use to the
Dounder. He helieved what he wanted
to beliove,

Ile chose to take the view that the
interloper was pulling the wool over the
fellows’ eyes, as he had pulled it over
the eyes of Smithy’s father. Smithy was
the anly fellow who could see through
him, and read him in his true colours!

Redwing was sauntering in the quad
with his friend, and found him very
bad company.

Loyal as he was to his chum, Tom was
growing more and more fed-up with the
state of affairs. He began to wonder
whether he had made a mistake in
chumming  with  Smithy at all.
Certainly he had never supposed that
there was so much evil in ﬁ?a chum's
nature as Smithy was now displaying.
Only by entering heartily into his hatred
of Dallas could he have remained on
cordial terms with Smithy; and that
was impossible. How was ho to hate
a fellowy who had never harmed him,
and who had evidently never given
Smithy any real cause of offence? The
Bounder seemed to expect it; but it was
putting friendship to too severe a strain.

Vernon-Smith's harsa voice broke in
abruptly on Redwing's unpleasant re-
flections. He started a little.

“What did you say, Smithy”

“Are you coming out?” repeated the
Bounder moadily.

“It's kick-off in hall an hour,” said
Tom. “I can't very well.”

“Yon're playing in the Form match,
then?”

* Well, you know T am, old chap.”

“I've stood out ef it," said Vernon-
Snith.

“I'm not a big man in fooicr like you,
old feltow,” said Tom, with a smile.
“Form matches are nothing to you. But
I like a game of football when 1 ean
get one.”

“1 don't think a friend of mine ought
to let me down in this,” said {he
Bounder. “I'm standing out because

that charity ead is in the game. I think
you ought to back me up.”

“I don’t see why I should cut the
footer, I hardly ever gel the chance
excepting 1 a Form match.”

“Will you come out of the gates with
me_this afternoon?” asked Vernon-
Smith, in concentrated tones.

“I can’tl, Smithy.”

“You can if you like.
snapped the Bounder.

“No!"” said Tom gquietly.

“That’s enough, then.” And the
Bounder turned away, with a black
brow,

“Bmithy ! Have a little sense! I tell
you—-""

The Bounder was gone,

Tom Redwing drew a deep, deep
breath. The Bounder had said, more
than once, that Dailas was coming be-
tween him and his chum, as he bad come
between him and his father. His own
obstinate wrongheadeduess was making
his words come true. :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Timo to
changa, old bean{” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, clapping Redwing on the

shoulder.,
“Right-ho,” said Tom, forcing a
And he went into the changing-

Yes or no?™”

smile,
room with the other fellows.

But his brow was clouded. Smithy
had succeeded in depriving his chum of
the mleasure he had expected in the
football match,

Some of the juniors went down to
Little Side to watch the game, Rather
to Redwing's surprize, Herbert Vernon-
Smith appeared among the onlookers.
The Bounder had not gone out of gates
after all,

Doubtless lie was curious to see how
the new junior shaped in his first match
at Greyfriars. Deing determined to see
no good quality of any sort in Dallas,
the Bounder held to the opinion that he
was no footballer. On that point
Wharton's jndgment matiered nothing
to him; nothing mattered save his own
intense dislike.

He watched the start of the game
with a sarcastic grin, fully expecting to
sec Dallas fumgﬁng hopelessly.  He
would ‘have been very glad to see
Temple, Dabney & Co beat his own
Form that afternoon.

Cecil Reginald Temple and his merry
men went into the field, and Cecil
Reginald's manner was confident, indeed
lofty. Seldom or never did the Fourth
beat the Remove in games; but hope
springs eternal in the human breast.

Every time he lined up against the
Lower Fourth, Cecil Reginald expected
to beat them; and every time a game
finished with a margin of goals against
him, Cecil Reginald had remarkabie and
wonderful explanations ta give to the

henomenon. As a matfer of fact,

cmple & Co had mnot beaten the

move sinee the occasion when the
Bouander, at loggerheads with his own
Form, had played for them, and put
a very unusual amount of beef into the
team.

Temple was as hopeful as ever now.
Most of the Remove men were, as he
told Dabney, duds—barging duffers like
Bolsover major, unreliaﬁia slackers like
Hazeldene., siliy new kids like Paul
Dallas. Cecil Reginald was prepared to
walk all over them.

But a change came o'er the spirit of
his dream, as the match started. There
were only three really good mien in the
Remove team—Wharton, Bob Cherry,
and Johnny Buli. Really, at long last,

Cecil Reginald should have had a
chance of pulling it off, But another
uncxpectedly man cropped up as

the game proceeded, in the person of




Y THE MAGNET LIBRARY. roreier, 10
. il ]h e
Wi H | |
U I
; N - |
; . o ST iy <
v L_l_' 5 t i I, !
b ,
'frl _%f? ;H{'” Lk y ”1 Ay
| ? A i oy \l'
T | It !r' [ Sl | { “’\ /
) AR N\ \’
7
e i By

7

He sat up dizzily. ** Great
“*You told me to hit as

{See Chapler 8.}

Something that felt like the hind hoof of a mule jarred on Bob Cherry’s nose, and he went spinning backwards. Crash ! ** On!"’
p !’ he gasped. ** D-d-d-did you do that, Dallas ? **
rd as I could,”” said Paul Dallas.

The Removiles, looking on, laughed.

*1 hope 1 haven’t hurt you too mueh, Cherry !’

Paul Dallas, the new junior. Dallas
.as playing at outside-right, and he
as proving himseif a very good winger.,
Vernon-8mith watched him, but the
cxpected fumbling did not materialise.
Iom Redwing was not playing his
sually sound game; which was siitter
-atisfaction to the Bounder. But Paul
Dallas was showing up in a way that
:5on drew attention upan hin

Vornon-Smith bit s lip hard,

He was resolved to believe Dallas a
roiter ¥ in every imaginable respect.
Bot Bmithy was o footballer himself,
and he knew good play when he saw it.
I'ne angriest prejudic2 covld not blind
im to the fact that Dallas was putting
p a great gamo.

He watched the new junior making a
i up the field, with the ball at ﬁ\is
«rt, beating Temple's halves hopelessly,
sl watched him centre to %artou,
«ho was up and ready to take the pass.
The ball was passed with scientific
vrecision.  and  the  captain  of the
I:\‘lIIIO\'e drove it into the Fourth Forin
zoal,

There was & shout.

“{ioal!”

“Good man, Dallas,” the captain of
e Remove called ont,

Vernon-8mith set his teoth hard.

“1 say, Smithy, Dallas is plaving up
Hy well, ain't ha?” chnekled %ili
Bunter, blinking at the Bounder (hrougﬁ
hie hig speclacles,

Swithy did not auswer.

“ Ain’t you pleased, Smithy 7 chortled
Dunter.  “Y say, Wharton won't want
sou in the team, now le's gof such a

_"JH}‘ good man, Ile, he, he?

The next moment Bunter voaved, as
Yeornon-Smith smoloe.

“ Yoooop I”

The Bounder walked away and left
himi roaring,

With black bhiticrness in his breast,
the Bounder strode ont of the gates. It
would have benn a ravage satisfacrion
to him to sce his encmy fumble in the

ame: but he did not waunt to witness
Jaul’s triumph., He turned his back on
the football, and went out of the gates,
Redwing was in the game; he had lost
hs pal’s company for the afternoon.
The expression on his face did not
encourage auny other follow to join up
with him. Even Skinner looked the
other way, when the ‘Bounder came on
him in the road, aud pansed.

“Going my way?” muitered the
Bounder.

Skiuner had to Lecome aware of his
presence then. But ho did not like the
Bounder’'s look, and he eyed him doubt-
fully,

“Which way " ho ashked,

“I'm going to Friardale.”

* I was just thinking of strolling down
to Conrtfield,” said Skinner politely.

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.

“I'm going fo the Cross Keys!” le
gaid.

“Oh!™ Bkinner was interested (hen.
“Kieking over the traces—what 7"

“Why not 2"

“Certainly, why not 7" said Skinner
cordially. “T'll come wiih pleasure! It
will be fike old times, Smithy! But
what will Redwing say?” he added,
with & grin.

“Hang Redwing !

“Oh!™ ejaculated Skinner.

“Are you coming’” demanded 1he
Bounder savagely.

“Yes, rather!”

And they walked down the lane tn-
gother, Skinner smilng, the Bounder
scowling blackly.

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

" RANKY "
F Nugent looked up. It was

Friday evening, and prep was

Lust Boished in Study No. 1.
Nallas, who had done his prep as usuai
in Study No. 1, had gone along 1o speak
to Bob Cherry up the passage. Whartan
had rather a thoughtful expression on
his face.

* Abont Dallas——" he said.

“What about him?" asked Frank,
with & smile.

“ Acecording to what Bob says, he's
1olly likely to give the Bounder more
than he expects to-morrow.”

“More power to his clbow " said
Frank.

“Yes. I wish him Juck! If he bicks
Smithy he’s going to claim his study,
But Smithy will be like o wildeat—
worse licked than unlicked !"”

"Much  worse!”" said = Nugent,
langhing. .
“It will be a cat-and-dog life for

Dallas, and he seems a harmless, decent
sort of chap enough.” said Harry. “We
seem fo pull all right in this study.
you don’t object, f shouldn't objest 0
Tue Magxer Lisrary,—No, 998,
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ile chap staying on here. The less he
~ees of Smithy at close quarters the
better foc all concerned, and it would
be much better for him not to dig in
Study No. 4. Of course, he must have
a study.”

Frank Nugent smiled.

“The fact is, I was thinking the
same,” he said. “1 was going to men-
tion it. I can stand Dalles here if you
ean.”

“I'hen it's a go,” said Wharton. “He
has a right to his own study, of
course; but in the circumstances he's
bound to be glad to change out, I think.
Shall T put it to him?” .

“Do!” said Frank. “He's coming
back when he's spoken to Bob about the
fight to-morrow.”

*“Done!” said Wharton. ;

The captain of the Remove had, in
point of fact, besn giving the matter a
good deal of thought. Accerding to Bob
Cherry—who was rather an authority on
such matters—Dallas had more than a

sporting chance: of defeating the
Bounder when the fight came off on
Saturday. He would able to claim

his own study without needing protec-
tion from his Form eaplain or -nnibody
cise, But the state of affairs in Study
Noa. 4 would be extremely unsatisfactory
for all three ts of that study.
The obvious thing to do was for Dallas
to change out of Study No. 4, and there
was little doubt that he would be will-
ing. And as Wharton snd Nugent had
found him quite a likeable fellow, there
was no reason why he should not “dig "
in Study No. L

Dallas came back into the study a
few minates later, There was rather a
clouded cxpression on his face.

“Seen Bob?” asked Whacton.

“Yes. He's going to speak to Red-
wing to arrenge time and place fo-
morrow,” said Paul. *“Redwing is
Vernon-Smith's second. Bob thinks I've
got a two-to-one chance of beuating
Smithy.”

“I agree with him,” said Harry.
“VYou've come on wonderiully well with
the boxing as well as with the footer.
You don't look particularly braced by
bis opivion, though.”

Paul smiled faintly. .

“I'm bound to go through with it,”
he said. “ A fellow must have a study,
and Smithy can't be allowed to carry
on with a high hand. Only "—his
brow wrinkled—*I—I'd give a d
deal not to be fighting Smithy! You
fellows won't think it's & case of cold
feet,” added Paul, fiushi a little.
“But after what his father's done for
me, it's rotten to be scrag()‘pmg with the

chap! It can’t Y% helped, though.”
“Y quite understand that,” said
Harrv

Mr. Vernon-8Smith would be angry
¢ ne konow,” said Paul. “iI dare say he
would think T might have put up with
Smithy's temper considering how much
I owe Smithy's father; And—and if he
blamed Smithy, that wouldn’t be any
better. It's rather rotten to ba the
cause of trouble between father and son.
1'd rather he blamed me.”

“It's awkward,” said the capiain of
tha Remove. “But Smithy is so keen
on trouble that I'm afraid the scrap
eouldn't be called off, anyhow, 8till, so
far as the study is concerned—-""

“That's rotten, too!" said Paul, "I
can't go back to Study No. 4 unless I
can hold my own against Smithy, that's
certain. Oonly—only if I lick bhim, going
back after that will look a good bit like
crowing over a fellow who's licked, and.

goodness knows, 1 don't want that ! I—1 }

Tue Macxer Lisrarv.—No. 996.

wish Smithy would be a bit
reasonable I

“ What about digging with us, then?"
said Wharton. “FPve just been speak-
ing about it to Franky, and we'd both
like you to stay in this study if you'd
care to.”

Peul's face brightened.

“Well, I don’t care to,” he said. *I
don't want a cat-and-dog life in Study
No. 4 if 1 ean help it. Mr. Quelch
would put me in another study if T
asked him. but that would ]cmi’tr like
complaining about Bmithy. If you
fellows really don't mind——"

“We'd like jt,” said Frank.

maore

“Sure ?” asked Paul.

“Quite !” said Wharton,

“Then it's a go, and I'm jolly
obliged to you!” said Paul, his face very

brii;t. “1'd a thousand times rather
be here, of course! I-—I thiok the fight
needn’'t come off, after all; there’s
nothing to wn];l with Smithy about if
I keep clear of his study. 1—I suppose
some of the fellows will think it's funk,
but T can’t help that. T'm nd - to
remember that Smithy is the son of the
man who took me out of a charity
school.™

“Quite right!” said Harry. .

“And if I'm chipped for funking, I
don't mind fighting any other chap,”
added IPaui “That will settle that
point, 1 suppose.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That's all right,” he said. “It’s an
awkward position; but, in your place.
T'd keep out of a fight with 8mithy il
I could. As Bob’s your second. you'd
better tell him to call it off if he can.,”

“Tll do it," said Paul,

And he left Study No. 1 again with
8 much brighter pace.

A quacter of an hour later Bob Cherry
thumped at the door of the Bounder’s
study and went in.

Tom Redwing was finishing his prep
there, The Bounder was seated in the
armcheir, smoking a cigarette,

Bob Cherry glanced rather oxpres-
sively at the cigarette, and Smithy blew
out & clond of smoke, with a sardonic

grin.

“Halla, hallo, hallo! Ts that the way
%OLE: get yoursell fit for n fight 7 asked

ob.

“I fancy I'm fit enough to thrash that
charity kid !” said Vernon-8mith.

“You'll wani all your wind for it!”
said Bob.

“Oh, rats!”

“But, as a matter_of fact,” went on
Bob, with a grin. *I've dropped in on
& peace-making mission.”

he Bounder's lip curled.

“Is Dallas funking agsin?” he asked.

“Not at all. But he's willing to call
the fight off.* .

‘““More than wi]hng, I expect!” said
the Bounde: satirically. * Eager—
what? Keen? I expected that, and you
can tell him there’s nothing doing!"”

“let me explain, dear man,” said
Bob. “The fight was fixed up because
you turned Dallas out of the study.”

“T'm keepin’ him out !”

“Exactly! He's willing to stay out.
Wharton's letting him into his study.
So the giddy casus belli vanishes,” said
Bob amiably, “Nothing to scrap about,
as gallu iz prepared to keep out of the
study.”

The Bounder laughed mockingly.

“The fellow’s a rottener funk than 1
supposed,” he said. .

“It's not a case of funk.,” said Bob.
“1 shoulda't be acting for Dallas if it
were. It's rotten bad form, to say the
least, for you to be fighting the fallow
vour father sent to Greyfriars. That's
iow Dallas feels about it.”

- “Gammon!"

Redwing looked up.

“That's right enough,” he said. “For

oodness’ s ke, Smithy, let it drop!
Thore’s nothing to row about, il Dallus
is willing to keep out of the study.”

i “Isn't there?” snee the Bounder,

Lots, old lad! Lots and lots! This
study isn't all that he's got to give up
il he wants me (o let him szlone. Ho's
got to give up pulling my father's leg.
and he's got to get out of Greyfriars
and go k to where he belongs.”

“That’s rot, of course!” said Bob.

“Is it?” said Vernon-Smith, “ Well,
those are the terms, if Dallas wants to
squirm out of a thrashing to-morrow {”

You're quite sure you can lick
Dallas?”” inquired Bob sarcastically.

“Quite

“You might be making a little mis-
tll.)l;e. you know. - now something
about scrapping, and my opinion is
Dallas wiinul it oﬂ'."y P that

“I know you've been teaching him to
on,” said the Bounder, with a nod.

But you can’t teach him not to funk.”

“He tsn't & [unk.”

“I'll keep my own opinion about that,
thayks.”

“Well, what's the verdict!” asked
Bob impatiently, “Dallas has sent me
here to say that he prefers to call off
th‘c: ﬁg?j. Is it a go?”

+You're determined on it, then 7"
%u.w:" said the Bounder grimly.
“Then there's no need to say more,
excepting to fix up time and place,” said
Bob. “There's no footer to-morrow.

Will three o'clock suit you?”

*Any time will suit me.”

""T_hrec__-. then—in the gvm.”

Naot in the gym,” said the Bounder
coolly. “‘In the gym we shall be a bit
too public. A prefect might chip in.
Dallas isn’t getting off so casily as all
that. Somewhere out of gates.”

“Look here, Smithy——"

“I think I'm the challenged parl;y.”
said the Bounder, with a grin. “As
challenged party, I have a right to
choose the place.”

s That’s so. of course.”

“Well, then, I choose a place outsido
the school gates, where wo can't be
mterrul:(:ed by masters or prefects. The
paddock of Friardale Lane is a good
quiet place. That will do.”

“Just as vou like, of course,” said
Babi “Three o'clock in the paddock,

en.

“That's all right.”

The Bounder lighted & fresh cigar-
ette; not hecause wanted to smoke,
but because the expression on Tom
Redwing’s face entertained bim, in his
present mood.

“You'd better chuck that, Smithy
said Bob, in disgust, “I can tell gou
I've had the gloves on with Dallas a
good bit lately, and you'll want all your
wind when you stand up to him.”

“Thanks! Shut the door after vou!”

Bob Cherry left the study, and shut
the door after him, with a slam. He
went along to Study No. 1.

“ Nothiog doing !” he announced.
w"Smlth_\-'s keen on it?” asked What-

n.
‘:IKeen 35 rrlntstard. He quite mis-
understands why you want to call it off,
Dallas,” said Bo-g. “ 8 matter of
fact, it's just as well—Smithy isn't the
only fellow in the Remove who would
misunderstand,”

Paul eoloured.

T shouldn't care for that,” he said.
“But if Smithy is resolved on it, of
coyrse the fight must come off. 1It's

gettled, then?”
*Quite settled. Come and have a
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Yernon-Smith made another eflort and rose io his knees. His face was convuised with fury. “I'mnntlhkdl"lnnﬂ‘

hoarsely.

*“ You rotters! 1'm not licked ! 1'm going on !’ yon
glaneced at the Bounder, but his face expressed nothing of the exultation of vietory, (See Clapter 12.)

13 nut

're-counted out ! ** sald Wharton.

Paul Dallas

round or two with the glovea in my
sindy before we go down.”
“(ood !

in the Remove dormilory that night
the Bonnder gave Paul Dailas a sarcas-
i glanee. 'ﬂmre was no doubt that he
—ompletely misunderstood the new fel-
ow's motives in desiring to call off the
fght; no doubt that he was anticipa-
1ng an easy victory on the morrow.
But in that matter it was probable that
‘he Bounder of Greyfriars was booked
for & surprise,

—— —

THE TWELRFTH CHAPTER,
A Fight to a Finish !

N Saturday afternoon quite a
large number of Remove f{ellows
might have been =cen, as a
novelist would say, making their

=gy out of the school gates. There
w=as a first-eleven .natch going on. on
Rig Side, Wingate of the Sixth and his
men meeting the Lantham Ramblers;
cut hardly a Remove fellow stayed in
s see that great game. Something

wuch more attractive was to take place
1 the paddock by Friardale Lane. Even
Lord Mauleverer took the trouble to

ounge along after the rest: and evon
Eilly Bunter made the necessary exer-
on for the walk.

The fight between Herbert Vernon-
<mith and the new junior keenly inter-
«ted all the Remove,

The Bounder was not, perbaps, much
ked in his Form, and his evil temper
" late had made him less popular than
ver.  But, liked or disliked, Smithy
«.ways filled a prominent place in the
Remove; he had a strong character,
iether for good or for evil, and in
Remove affairs the Bouuder always mat-
ered, Dallas’ fiest day at Grey-
riars the Bounder had licked him rul.z-
=sly, and without nmch frouble; but

much - water had passed under the
bridges since then.

Bob Cherry's opinion of Dallas and his
chances was no secref, and Bob knew
what he was talking about in_all mat-
ters appertaining to boxing. it was
known that Vernon-Smith, douﬁ:‘alr and
determined fighting-man as he was,
would not have it all his own way; the
scrap would- be worth watching, at
least; and it was q]ur.tc on the cards that
the Bounder would be defeated. He
was very unlikely to accept defeat while
he ooair.‘v stand; so the “mill " was cey-
tain to be a desperately-contested one,
vecaliing the tine when the “Game
Kid ” had becn at Greyfriars.

Nobody in the Remove wanted 10 miss
it; and long before three o'rlock the=
Lower Form of Greyfriara had almost
all congregated in the paddock,

The Bounder came along quite carly
with his stcond, Tom Redwing.  His
wanner was cool and confident. indeed
contempluous; but Smithy was the ouly
fellow there who looked on the defeat
of the vew junior es a [orgonc com-
clusion,

Threo o'clock Loomed out [rom
village in the distance, and
Bounder grinned sardonically.

“ Dallas isn’t in a hurry to show up!™
he remarked.

“Hera he comes!’
quietly.

Paul came through the trees with his
second, and the vest of the Co. Many
eyes turned on him  curiously. He
thowed no sign of the Bounder's cool
confidence, but on the other hand there
was no hesitation in his looks. Heaving
no choiee about fighting Mre. Vernon-
Smith’s son, Dallas had made up his
mind to it, and dismissed all other con-
siderations. Certainly ho intended to do
hiz very best to beat the Bounder.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are

the
the

an-wered Redwing

“You're only a princi

again !” sang out Bob Cherry checrily.
* s like a ful) house!”
“Everybody’s here, I think.” said
Hazeldene, with a leugh., *“Even
Mauly’s left his sofa.”
“Yaas, Dbegad!” astented J.ord

Mauleverer. “Has anybody brongh:t n
camp-stool? Nothin® here to sit on.”

“ No sitting down for you, old lLean,”
said Bob. *You're going to keep time.
\\I'o can trust the mobility to see fair
r a.\'."
““Here's the gloves”
Wharton, opening his bag.

“(loves are not wanted!” snapped (lin
Bounder.

Wharton looked at him.

“This is a scrap, not a prize-fight 1"
he =aid. * The gloves will be wanted.”

“Oh, if Dailas is afraid of getting
hmrte——

I don't care whelher we have 1he
gloves on or not,” said Paul.

“You don't count,” said Bob cheerilr.
That's for (ha
Reddy =™

said  Huyvy

1
«wconds to settle. Gmes.
“Certainly,” said

wWing.
“You'll be glad of them hefore vou'ra
R:rﬁugh. Smithy,” remarked Johuny
il

“Possibly the gladfulness will be fer~
vific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
The Bounder scowled.
"(.‘ut;’ out the cackle, and got to the
hosses,” he said. “I'm ready, if thar
funk has screwed up his courage.”
“Is the screwfulness (ecrrilic,
csteemed Dallas?”

Paul langhed,

"gui{e " he answered.

% h-m the proceedfulness i= the proper
caper.”

“Get on with it,” growled Vernan-
Smith,

The opponents removed their jackets,
and donmed the gloves. The crownd of
Removites made a thick ring rouud
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them. A tin bowl was unpacked from
Mharton's bag, and filled with water
from the rivalet at the bottom of the
paddock.  'I'vo  sponges were forth-
vouing.  FLord Maulevever took out his
itandsome time-keeper.

“You fellows ceady ¥

Y“Yes!”  snapped Bounder,
" Waiting.” -

“You ready, Dalins?” asked his lord-
pirip, wmmoved.

“Quite ready.”

= Seconds out uf the ring.”

Bolr Uherry and  Redwing  scepped
bark to their corners.

*You'vre ~hakin’ hands$”

“No!” suapped Smithy.

ihe

" Rathwer bad form. dear boy—-"
Cneese it
“Your nmnuevs  would nake il

Sceond Form blo=h, S8mithy,” =aid Locd
MVanloveeer.

T, la, Wa™

“Uh, give the word, and des up”
il Vernon-Smith,

“Yaas! Time!” said his lordship, at
]

At

Mud the fighl began with a savago
enshe by the Bounder, bitting out hot
atl havd.

FPaul  Palias  retrcated from  that
savage utlack, and the Bounder's cyes
riinted a< he followed him wup,

It wa- 1o be as oasy a victory as the
Lesis o Bmithy’s opinion: but Paul was
et 1o vieape 86 clieaply.  Whether he
innght or not. e was (o be thrashed
withaowr werey,

Bur the other fellows observed thal
though P'aul gave ground Lefore the
Boonder's slogging attack, he lie‘pkr‘pe -
teerly cool. and his guard was ect
tao. Nob one of the mder’s slogging
Blows veached him.

Tl Bonnder pressed ihe fighting, and
ot elose. and theve was an exchan,
ol Llows; and lo Smithy's surprise, he
ound himself staggering back, gasping

lov breath nuder & heavy deive. Iauf
iolloved him op. and It was che
Bounder who gave ground now. Only

viw cail of time saved bim frow going
o,
“Thoe .
YVernon-Sinith was glad of ihe relief.
Paul droapped his hands and stepped

back. hrcathing quictly  and  crenly,
il Vernon-Smith was  gnsping for
teroath

There was no doubt that ihe Bounder
lad lost his temper. His unexpeeted
chierk was o surprise for him, and in.
tensely exasperating.  As soon as Lord
Mardeverer called time for ibe sccond
rofnd. Smithy rushed on again, striving
1o beat down his opponent by sheer
- loggiug foree. e was throwing anay.
in his_angry pession, all the advautago
bis skill in boxing gave him,

Crash !

*Man down ' velled Skinner.

But Vernon-Smith wa: op with an
eiastic spring. and vushing at his encray.
wimost Dlind with rage.  Bat he found
I"aul Dallas cool and scientific and
steztly.  IDis furions attack wasted itself
vpon a defonee thal was not to be pene-
tealed by such methods, and almost on
the call of time, Paul came throngh
awain. and a hefty drive riglt on the
chin serd the Bounder spinning, FHe
was on his back wheu Lord Manleverer
¢ il tioe.

Bedwing picked liim wp, and made a
knee for hiwn, The Bounder sank down
o Jis second’s knce,  gaspieg  and
panting.

“Keep cool, old man" whispered

Redwing, ws he sponged  his mian's
heated face.  “You're chucking it
avay.”

Tie Macxer LiBrarv.—No. 998,
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The Bounder nodded without speak-
ing. He was realising that himself now.
The _opponent he had conteraptuously
despised was no funk—he had to admii
that; and he was at least a match for
Smithy with his hands, the Boundor had
to admit that, too. Instead of an easy
victory, Bmithy understood at last that
ho had a hard fight before him, with
sneenss by no means certain,

“Time!”

The Bounder's tacties were very
ditferont ie the third round. His face
was hard and set, and his eves glinting,
his upper lip drawn back from his teet
in & snarl. But he was cool-—ool and
collected ; his trrper was vot allowed to
betray him again.

And in that rouund ihe Donnder’s
quality showed, and Paul reccived some
liard prunishment. [t was he who was
glad of the call of time now.

In the fourth round Swnithy again had
the advantage; and in the ffth, honours
wero easy. Both the combatants camo
up readily enough for the sixth round.

NANAAANANNNANANNANAANANY

The real April Fool is the chap who
forgets to read this grand story of

IT'S OUT ON FRIDAY!
Make sure of your copy now, chums !

But it was casy (o see that Panl was
the fresher of the two. The Rounder,
with bitter rage, realised that the
cigareites of the evening before were
laiing theie reveage now. He needed
all his wind to keep this op; and he
had lesz than lie wanted,

Seventl ronnd followed sixth; and ia
the eighth, both the juniors wore looking
much the worse for wear and tear. It
was seldom that a junior “‘scrap " was
so obstinately comtested, and some of the
fellows looked rather serious now. Tt
had gone ou long enough in the general
opinion.

As Lord Maul-verer called time after
the eighth round, Herry Wharton made
a slep forward,

“I suggest chuckiug it now,” said the
captain of the Remove. “1i's beon a
good fight, aud honours are even, Let
it deop.”

“I'ni willing,” said Duallas at once.

“Mincd your own business, Wharton1”
rapped out the Bounder. “This is
going on to a finish.”

“Look hove, Smithy--—"

“I tell vou that rotter isn't getting
out of it!” snarled the Bounder. * Shut
up:”

The captain of the Remove shrugged
his shoulders.

“Woll, if you want it, go $head and
Eot it!” he answered; and etepped

ack among the spectators,

Smir.h;il gritted his teeth, e knew
what Wharton’s words mesni—the cap-
tain of the Remove looked upon him as
alroady beaten, But he was not
beaton yet: and in the ninth round he
fought with savage pertinacity, end
Paul, in spite of a steady defonce, was
knocked right and left, and finished the
round in the grass.

The Bounder’s eves blazed. It was (o
be victory, after all; he was going io
defeat the interloper.

“Time!”

“Tenth round!” murmured Bob
Clerry. “Jf.ooks like being a case for
the jolly old hospital if they keep it up
much longer,"”

Paul Dallas was attacking hotly now.
aund the Bounder, with all his efforts.
could not stall him aff, Smithy went
down with a crash and lay panting.

“*Count !” rapped out Wharton.

Lord Mauleverer be to count. He

reached seven befare the Bounder
ataggoud to_his feet, He stood nn-
steadily. at his opponent’s mercy if Panl
Datlas hiad pressed the attack.  But the
now joninr slepped back, and gave him
time,

“Come on, yon funk ! panted Vernon-
Smith,

Ié was the biiter knowledge that his
onemy was sparing bim that called tie
taunt from s lips,

Dallas did not heed.

CTime !

Vernon-Smith almosi collapsed on his
gecond’s kuee. ‘Lom Redwing sponged
bis blazing face.

He wounld have advised his
to stop at that poiur: bat the Bounder
was evidently in no mood (o take good
advice. By this time the consciousness
of coming defear hiad foreed itself into
Smithy’s mind. but nothing would have
induced him to give in,

“Time "

Herbere Vernon-Swih was  almost
staggering oz he came up to the serateh.
But he forced linself to atiack. and in
the eleventh ropnd the lighting was hard
and fast. Tt finished suddenly. with the
Bounder going down in & heap,

“QOne, two, three. four, five, six—>
connted Locd Maulguerer.

There was a breathloss hush,

The Bounder made an cffort to rise
—& terrible effort. But his head was
spinning and his strength failing. Ile
gank back Wlindly in the grass,

*Reven, etght, nine——"

A_gd then came the fateful verdict:

“0ni ¥

Lord Mauleverar closed his watch, and
R:l it in his pocket. Vernon-Smith had

en counted our, and ithe fight was
over,

“I say, vou fellows, Smithy’s licked !”
squeaked Bunter.

“Shut vp, Bunter!”

Yernon-Smith made another effort,
and rose to his kneex. His face was
convulsed with fury.

“I'm nor licked!” he said hoarsely.
“You rotters! I'm not licked! I'm
going on!”

“Yon're counted out!” said Wharton,

“I'm going on!”

The Bounder was on his feet again:
but fe staggered and would have
crashed down had not Tom Redwing
caught him. Counted cut or not, Smithy
was obviously incapable of going on.

Faul Dallas pulled off his gloves. Hn
had been hard hit. though he was good

(Continucd on page 28.)

riacipal



1L BOWKER TO THE RESCUE !

Jaek Horner has cause lo bless the day he fell i witic buvly TRl Bowlor. for it

is only Bill's thnely intevvention that sares him from 6 horvible fete at the mevciless hands of Black Mickocl

tonel _
o Day

A Friend In Need !

i 2 Jack uttered BSquall’s name,
Curly turned upon him, an ugly

- snarl npon his hips, i
“Kuock his teeth down his

somin® throat and stop him talkin'!

*'s that durned "ound!”

One of the men obligingly made to
© Jack across the face with the back

iz hand, but the boy, turning his
a1 quickly, received the brutal blow
the muscles of his neck instead of
< mmouth, He pursed together his lips,
| gave vent to a sl-tri‘l)Is whistle.

At that, panie seized upon the men.
“ose who held the rope abruptly lect
“eir end go, so that Jack dropped in

heap on the ground. Curly rushed

the door of the barn, and forced
we o rusty bolt that creaked and
soaned as it entercd its socket,

“Durn  that brute!” he muttered,
There ain't any other doors, is there,
> this blamed barn?"”

Apparently, there were no other
OTS. ving satisfed themselves on

is point, the men let the lights of

cir torches wander across the great
oden walls.  Jack, who by this time
v« slipped the rope from around his
caist, saw those rays of light come to
.« focus on a window, covered with cob-
<bs, about six feet from the ground.
= discovery appeared to make the
caog ouriously uneasy.  They stood
cening. The whimpering and seratch-

2 had ccased now,

" Better put something in front of

&t window,” Curly munttered. “You

ver can be sure with a dog like that.

- T catehes hold of him this time D'l
wig him proper. Gosh! But I wish
““ack Michael would come.”

Lheir threats to hang Squall if they
sught him, roused Jack's dazed brain,
here lhis own personel danger had
-7t him_helpless and almost resigned,
o possibility of anything happening
o the woll-dog nrged him to action,
e looked about him, To hang Squall
« rope was necessary, and as far as he
uld see, the only ropo available was
== one which was dangling over the
weam.  Buddenly a means of savin
Sqyuallfrom death by strangulation smf

—

—
pi———
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A Powerful New Serial that will keep you enthralled from beginning to end.

at the same time, postponing his own
fate, flashed into his mind.

The men were searching about the
floor for some hoards to place ageinst
the window. Though there were eight
of them, their recollection of Squall's
prowess was quite enongh to fill thera
with a kind of panic. 'The dog was out
there, and trying to get e The
soones they closed the otﬁv oilier means
of enfry the botter. They paid no
attention to Jack.

As quietly as he could, Jack inseried
one end of the rope through the loop
which had been tied rowud his body:
then he pulled on this ronmng noose,
until it was taut about the beam
above his head. This done he wasted
no time, but began to swarm up the
rope. A few soconds, and he had gained
the beam. He had just time to swing
himself astride it, when one of the
men discovered that he had disappeared.

“Gosh, boys, where's the kid?"  he
starmmered,

Instantly the gang forgo! all about

T e N A e Ve Ve Ve Ve
THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JACK HORNER, a woungster of fourteen
orphaned by the War, flees from Dane’s
Farin owing (o the brital treatment of his
raseally wncle and guerdien,

GEORGE PARKER, Squall, Jack's faithful
walf-dog goes with him. U ninows to himself
Juck is heir to a title and cslate, and in
consequence of this he is reieatlessly pur-

sued by

BLACK MICHAEL, a sinister individual who
will  automatically inkerit the titls and
estates ghould Jack Heorner die.  Eluding
his enemies Jack reackes the Londoa Docks
where he finds @ new home with

BILL BOWKER, skipper of the inonkey-toat
Enterald. ter,

JIM SNOW, wandering aboard in search of
food, i captured in Jack's stead by lhe
agents of Rlack Michael und (mprigoned v
an Oriental den run by

BRILLIANT SING, Single-handed, howecer,
Jack rescues the waif, and makes good his
eseapie.  Not (o be ovtdone, Black Mickael
gels on Jack's trail again ond catehes the
poungsier while he is outl shopping for Mrs.
Bowker,  The lad is taken to a nearby barn.
Black Michael's confederates are about o
Belt Jack unmercifully when Squall, who
meantime had Ocen despatelied o Bowker
far help, 18 heard seratehing ovi the door,
“Sguall 1™ gasps Jack. ** Sguall 1"

(Naow read on.)

the window, Like one man thoey furnzd
and stared at tho spot on the floor where
they had left Jack. A second perhaps
clapsed before they rvealised what had
Lecome of their prisoner. Then, as if
by mutual agreement, they rushed
towards the dangling rope.

But Jack was guick to sce the danger
that threatened him. Let them get hold
of that rope, end one of them coulid
swarm up to the beam and sceure him.
Bending down he hauled vp the rope
hand over hand, snatching it just in
time {rom their grasp. Auother second
and he had the whole length of ropu
safely cotled about the beam.

His epirits rase. The beam was guite
twenty foot above the floor. The only
possible means of reaching it was by
a ladder, and it hardly seemeod likely
that the barn contained a ladder.  Jack
was safe for a time. As long as he
could sit astride there, no oune could
reach him unless it was with a gun.
Looking down he could sce the rage
and  disappointment in the unpturned
faces of the gang. He langhed exuli-
antly.

*You baven't got me yet,” he shouted
down in his shrill voice,

“ Heave something at him, and knock
himn off that perch,” Curly roared, “ and
look quick about it! We don't want
the guv'nor to find him there.”

The thoughi of Black Michacl acied
like a spur upon the men, They Legan
al onve to scarch among the litter ou
the floar of the harn for some snitable
misetlos with whieh to disledze the boy
from the heam. A growl of satisfaction
fromm Curely told Jack that they had
found what they wanted. He saw some
of the men with bricks in thenr arms
which they had removed from the floor
ol the barn.

“ Weep the lights turned on him, lads,
while we bas a shot at the Jittle
bLlighter !” Curly exclaimed.

Those who had secured bricks hacked
some distance down the harn away from
the beam. The others standing at the
side brought the beams of their clectrie
torches to bear wupon Jack's slocky
figure. 'I'he hoy reslised the immen-
sity of his danger.
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“Look oul ! Curly bawled.

As he spoke a Ubrick left his hand,
wud, enrving throngh the air, struck the
beam just to the left of Jack. Another
tollowing abnost immediately nearly
hit him on the head. It was only by
ducking switily that he was able to
avoid a blow which must have knocked
fiiin  insensible  {rom his lofty perch,
It was yoite clear to him now that he
conld not escape. )

Once more Jdack's only hope lay in
Squall. Dt ihe wolf-dog was outside
the barn, prevented from coming to his
aid by seemingly  insurmountable
obstacles. Tt was perhaps just despair
that made Jack purse up his lips and
give thel shrill whistle to whieh he
had vever known the wolf-dog fail to
tespond, L

A brick hit him on the ankle hurting
Limt peinfuliv; again Jack whistied,
more shrilly—more despainngly now,
for a regnlar barrage of missiles had
heen let loose. And the gaug had
fonnd the range now, for the bricks no
longer went wide of their mark. To
shield his head Jack fastened his armns
tight aboui the beam and let his body
hang down on the side farthest {rom
hia assailants.  But though he could
guard Lis head by this meaus, his body
vommined nnprotected, and ove missile
after another struck him, pounding his
ribs and bruising his arms. There
came & moment at last when he felt
that he could no longer hold on—that
the best thing for him to do was to
wneoil the rope, slip to the ground,
snrrender, and meet with what courage
e could all that Fate and Black
Michacl's gasg had in store for him.

At that eritical moment there was a
crash of gluss and the sound of some-
thing dropping sofrly on the litier of
straw that strewed the Hoor of the
barn, Glancing down from his perch
Jack saw. with a sndden quickening of
his heari beaiz, a sight that he was
uever lo forget.

He glimpsed the long grey body of the
wolf-dog springing through the gap of
Live broken window; he saw bhim leap
at the men who beld the torches imme-
distely below the beam: he heard a
serearu of pain—a string of foul oaths—
and then the lights went out and pande-
montnn was et loose in the barn.

It was darkness that gave tho wolf-
dog his chance, He alone could sce, or
sense, the whercabouts of his epponents,
and he took full advantage of the posi-
tion. Viewed from abo\-c—lhougﬁo‘it
was hardly *a view ” for Jack could see
nothing—i1t was as if a terrier had
been let loose” among a number of
siquealing rats,  Jack could hear men
rushing backwards and forwards, their
voices  rising to screaming sobs as
Squall’s jaws found their mark.

Bill Bowker’s Sacrifice !

ONFUSION was added to the
seene by the conduet of Curly
and his companions, who scemed
to Lic inspired with just one idea

~lo keep the dog from altacking them
at all costs, With this object they used
the bricks they had intended for Jack
without liesitation, and, as thev could
not see where tiey were throwing, a
number of those missiles hit other
members of the gang, adding to the
general panie and confusion.

That scene must have lasted for
several minutes before there came an
sbrupt  and  slartling  interruption.
Above all that paniestricken uproar
thiere broke abruptly the sound of some-
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one knocking violently on the door of
the barn. And then Jack heard a voice
that made the blood turn cold in his
veins.

“Hang you! Open this door !” Black
Michael™s voice shouted.

Even in their terror that voice had the
[;ower to influence the gang. Jack
ward the scraping of a rusiy bolt, and
then a square of light opened in the wall
of the barn as the door was swung back.
At that moment Jack thought not of
himself, but of Squall, With Black
Michael there the dog would be caught
and hanged. He must send him awayv—
send him to get help. Squall had done
now all that he (:Ollld do, and the most
useful purpose he could serve was to
bring aid from Bill Bowker. He
whistled shrilly, and, peering down, he
could see, by the light of the door, the
form of the wolf-dog looking up at him,
his jaws agape, his red tongue rolling,
his great throat strotehed out.

" Home, Squall!” he shouted.

For a moment Squall crouched there
irresolute. It was the only occasion on
which Jack had ever known him hesi-
tate. He repeated his command.

*Home, Squall! Good dog! Go back
home—quick !

The dog sprang round swiftly. As he
did so a beam of light from an clectrie

torch, directed from the doorway,
stabbed the darkness,

“Quick ! Shut that door!"” Black
Michael's voice exclaimed, in frantic
urgency.

gack could see that square of light

suddenly contract as somcone bastened
to clase the door. But before it disap-
peared altogether there was a crash.
The boy glhmpsed a long grey body
shooting through the gap, and he knew
that Squall, at any rate, was safle,
“You muddle-headed fools!" Black
Michael exclaimed., “¥ou can't do any-
thing without making a mess of it. 1
wanted that deg. T wanted particularly
to have the pleasure of hanging him.
l‘};ld jnow, where is that confounded

7?
éurly’s voiee, sunk to a whine, an-
swered him.

“I'here’s no holding the darned kid,
guv'nor., We got him here safe, accord-
mg to orders, plonked him down there
on the floor, and afore you could say
Jack Robinson he had swarmed up the
rope to that there beam. We was just
koocking him off his perch when that
durned brute came through the
window.”

8o that's vou again, is it, Curly?
That's the third time you've made a
mess of my ovders. I'll deal with you
afterwards. We've got to have dis-
cipline, by thunder, in this gang! I'mf
not going to keep you, and pay you, and
think for vou, and not have my orders
carried out properly. DBut we'll settle
with this brat fivst.”

Jack could hear the rustle of his feet
in the straw as he approached the spot
under the beam. The light from iois
torch struck vertieally up 1oto the boy’s
face.

“Now then, my lad, come down !”

Jack dug his nails inlo the beam and
fightened the grip on his legs. There
was sometihing terrifvingly compelling in
that voice.

“Do vou hear what T say?"”

And now from below Jack saw those
oyves, He would have scrambled back
fo an erect position on the beam, bub
it was too late, Those twin pools of
fire scemed to hold him. Once more
that curion: sensation which had pos-
sessecd him twice alecady hefore, swept
over him—a drowsiness, a weakening of
his will power—a cnrious feeling, as if
nothing meaticred to him any more.

“You have a rope there. Unwind it
and come down!"” that voice continued.

Why was it, Jack wondered drowsily,
that he, who had climbed to that beam
with such determination, prepared to
stay there until he was taken away by
force, now actually wanted to get down?
From below those eves held him in a
hypnotic trance. e no longer saw the
barn, or the faces of the gang. He was
unconscious of everything save the all-
compelling power of those eyes. Auto-
matically his fingers sought the rope,
He unwound it from the beam and lot it
hang to the ground.

“Come !" said that commanding voice.

He gripped the rope and swung him-
sclf clear of the beam. Ie wes begin-
uing to descend, hand over hand, when
suddenly something checked him. When
he tried to deseribe afterwards what hap-
pened he could only think of the sensa-
tion created by an electric current
suddenly cut off.

.The power that Dlack Michael exer-
cised over him ceased abruptly, and as it
ceased thore flashed into tl!l)e boy's mind
exactly what he was doing. He was
deliberately descending the rope to place
himself in the hands of the gang. Q&'hy

¢ was doing it be couldn’t think; but
now that he realised the incredible folly
of his action he scrambled up again and
resumed his old position astride the
beam.

It was only then that he saw what was
happening. 'The door of the barn had
been fung open. There were a number
of men there in hlue jerseys, carry-
ing hurricane Jamps. Then Bill Bowker's
voice echoed like u thunderclap through
the barn.

“Slosh 'em good and hard, boys!
There's a skunk as calls himseli Black
Michael here. Give it "im in particular (¥

Who his rescuers could be, with the
oxception of Bill Bowker, Jack bad not
the slightest idea, %ut there were over
a dozen of them, and they clearly out-
numbered the gang by two to one.

“Seatier !" cried a voice in the dark-
g behﬁqi ok

t was Black Michael who spoke, in a
tone of [urious o:ssperationmznd dis-
appointment. Jack saw that little square
of light that marked the window sud-
denly obscured by a human body. As
the man turned for # moment to draw
his legs across the sill Jack saw that it
was Black Michael himself, A fraction
of & second later, and he bad dis-
appeared,

And now the gang, lumped together in
the darkness, were fighting for their
lives. In the role of commander-in-chicf
of the attacking forces, Bili Bowkor was
perhaps not at his best. Indeed, he was
§0 concerned to come to grips with Black
Michael, and to find Jack, that ho failed
to observe the most ordinary precau.
tions. Ilaving once told his lollowers to
hit “good and hard,” be left further
tactics to their discretion, As a resnlt,
the men followed him into the barn,
leaving the door completely ungnarded.
The gang. secing their chance, did not
miss it. linddled together, heads down,
they charged for that opening. A
moment later, squcezing and struggling,
they had forced their way through, and
were scattering through the night across
the fields.

“Jack, my lad—Jack, where the
blazes are you?” Bowker roared, in a
tone of genuine alarm.

“TI'm quite all right, Mr, Bowker.
I'm up here,” Jack called back,

By the light of onc of the hurricane-
lamps, Jack saw old Bill staring up into
the shadows of the rool, mogpu:,g the
sweat from his forehead as he did so
with one of those big red handkerchiels
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| a skunk as calls himself Black blichael here !

| The door of the barn was suddenly flung open and Jack, Irom his position on the ralter, saw a number of men appear,carrying
hurricane lamps. Then Bill Bowker's voice echoed like thunder through the barn.
Give it *im in partieular }

** Slosh *em good and hard, boys | There's

(Nee page 24.)

st Mrs. Bowker usnally wore over

r head.

‘1 dunno where ‘there ' is, but where-
=vor it is, for the love of Mike come out
fal, my lad !

Jack gripped the rope, and. swinging
“imeclf clear of the beam, slid down 1o
“e ground. Bill Bowker caught him in

< arms,

“Lor’ love us, laddie, 'tis yon, isn't

What have they been trying to do

s you? You give me and mother such
¢ turn with that message that vou sent

#. that T didn't know rightly whether
I '-;1\;\” standing on my hecad or my
et n, o] 5. B4
Jack explained breathlesly just what
*zd happened, and all the n-hife he was
~eaking old Bill held him firmly by the

llar of his coat, as if he were fright-
ned that, even now some unscen power

zht take Jack from him.

“Them skunks—them yellow livered
<unks! Lor' lumme, great, big men
wking a kid like you and a-treatin’ 'im
sat way! T wish we'd got some of 'em !

i tin "em up to the tiller and givoe ‘em
=0 dozen, and chance what the rozzers
«ad afterwards !

B:l's further remarks were interrupied
sudden appearance of Squall. He

it straight at Jack, and, putting his
“aws on the boy’s shoulders, began to
% his face as if it were his intention to
it a thorough washing—as indeed
= needed,

Good old dog! Down!" Jack ex-
mied, and then, turning to the skipper
Enmerald, he added : “ He brought

:!m messnge all right, didu’t he, Mr,
cwker 7t

He brought it me, ail right, my lad,
+ I didn't cotton on to what he was
er. He leapt into the eabin, and
zan to behave funny like, shovin' his

R

head against me,  When I wonldn't take
no notice of him, he started catching
the sleeves of my coat in his tecth and
pullin® wy arm. I says to mother:
‘' What ails the dog? He ain't goin'
barmy, is 'e?

“He wented to call attention to my
note, Mr. Dowker.”™

“1 knows that now, Jack, but I
couldn’t make head or tail of what le
was after at first. It must have been
the betler part of ten minutes before 1
tumbled to it, and ‘¢ in such a way all
the time! It was mother ne saw the
note, and as socon as she starts to unlie
it, callin® me & silly juggins, vour littla
dawg stood as still and quiet as a
blessed lamb. Bat, as I =ay, [ wasted
the better part of ten minutes, and that's
why, and other reasons as well, I didn't
get along before to join in this ‘ere
barney.”

Ile stopped abruptly, and clcaved his
throat,

“But blow me if T ain't forgetting my
orders, Mothor said as I was to bring
you straight back when I fonnd you,
sast time T sees her she was putting on
the saucepan to boil you a birew of
cocoa, So you come along, my lad, or
elso ghe'l) be ehewin’ my ear off."

Putting his hands under Jack's arms,
Bill hoisted him with one swing on to
his broad shoulders.

“You sit there, my lad, and I shall
know I've got you.”

Half an hour later Bill Dowker stepped
from the towpath on to the Emerald,
and sot Jack down on the deck.

“There yon are, mothor, safe and
sound ! old Bill exclaimed to his wife,
who appeared from the cabin, and, rush-
ing at Jack, seized him in her arms.
“Nothing much the matter with him,

cither, except that he's a durned sight
hicavier than T thought he was !

Down in the cabin, seated on the edge
of the bunk, sipping & steaming cup of
cocoa and mnm-slmg thick stices of hread-
and-hatter, Jack listened to that part of
the night's adventures in which he had
had no <hare,

" Mother got the wind up proper when
we read that note of yours, Jack, She
wouldn’t wait, She says to me, ‘ Yon
go amd get what men you can, winle I
take Bquall along and see if I can lind
the lud.” 2he goes up the towpath along
of the dog—*

"It was wore like Squall taking e
for & run,” Mrs. Bowker broke in.
“There was no holding him., When weo

ot 10 the bend at the end of Sandham
ﬁcach. he =miffed about on the ground,
and then, tearing himself free from my
hold, jumped over the hedge, and was
gone liko a streak of Jightming.”

“It was just at the bend that Black
Michacl caught me,”" said Jack.

“1 reckoned it was that!" Mrs
Bowker vxclaimed., “1 waited there (o
ce which way he went, and when I'd
tcen him making for the harn, I
reckoned 1'd learnt all there was to be
learnt—so 1 comes back to Bil.”

At this point her husband took up ile
narratve, Jack, looking up at hun,
saw that he had grown very red, and
noticed that his voice had become sud-
denly very graff,

“JIr ain't casy {o pick up men on a
lonely spot like this, and T was thinking
F'd maybe best walk into Sandhan,
when one of them nasty, stinking, otly
buitys came by.”

1fe rogardcdyJack very fixe

“I don't hold with butt
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epoilt the canal game. I don't hold with
tnem, 1 tell you ™

“1 kwow, Mr. Bowker,” Juack
warked sootliingly,

Ol 1311 elcared his throat,

“But there are times when a man has
fo cink his prejudices. though it goesagin
his uature. As 1 was standing on the
eck n-seratehin’ of my head, wondering
what I could do—as mether here had
dold me to get these men, and I ain’t one
i sot anysell np agin the old woman—
what should come along but one of themn
there buttys—iwo of ’em, 1 should say,
with one of them nasty, stinking i;etrol-
boats a-pulling  them, doing honest
liorses ont of their oats.”

“* flave you left us room to pass, Pie-
face?’ the bloke that was steering the
g shouted at me. :

1 was going to give 'em a proper
answer, \\ﬁaen I remembered what
woither had told me.  For vour sake,
Jack. T done what I never have done
before. 1 let one of them butty blokes
wag his jaw at me withont spoiling his
Jace, 1 dwd straight ™

Ho looked at Jack steadily, as il he
wanted to make suve that the boy
vealised the immensity of the sacrifice
i bad made on his acconunt.

“It was most awfully kind of vou, Mr.
Dowker,” Jack replied gravely.

Al il nodded. as it he thought the
tomplitent no wore than his due.

“lus=tead of making any reference fo
his other, or his father wot ought to
Jiave been hanged, and probably was, I
inat sars, * Good-evenin', skipper! Can
i “ave a word with von a moment?' *

Again Bill troated Jack to that solemn
stave, The boy, who was possessed now
Gy an almost uncountrollable desire to
tuueh, hinstily gulped down some of the
boiling  cocoa, and then coughed

3 ;UICMI{_\‘.
“What—what  did Mr.
‘I ain't

Bowkep ™

“He was fair taken aback.

ol any money to lend,’ "¢ says; ‘and
there ain't no liguor aboard as [ can
spare.’  And I'm not saying that he
mightu't have spoken rougher than
that," old Bill added judiciously.

“0t's all right,” says I; ¢ I've got all
ihe woney asi want; and I'm as near
a tvetotaller as to make licenced victual-
fers keep awake at night worrving how
thev'Il live. What I wauts to know,” I
rays, Cis—"ow would you and the parties
vonve got aboard like to lend a hand
to pul it across some dirty dagaes what
have kidnapped my lad with intent to
murder? 1 dunno,' I says, “if blokes
aboard buttys like a bit of sevapping—
not knowing much about buttys, and
varing less.  Maybe, you find life too
saft, just paddling about in one of them
blamed things where there rin't no work
10 do; and, wmaybe, 1 shall have to wait
tifl another monkey-boat comes along
and 1 can find some real men,” I says,
‘to save my poor lad from ‘aving his
thrant cut.” ™

Phe sternness of his face suddenly re-
laxed into a broad grin,

“hat Ricked him ou the raw, Jack.
Thal touched Lim on the right identical
spol!  He was that proper riled that
1i's my Lelief, if 1 hadn't been watching
him, he'd have bitten a mouthful off the
Emerald with his teeth. T don’t retnem-
bor vightly what he savs; but he got the
hors together all vight—a dozen of "'em—
andl off we sets across the fields, mother
hiaving pointed out the way for us. And
ve met Squall coming back, and he
turns round and takes us to the place,
Aud that's about all there is to it.,”

re.

he =say,

i’\ voice from outside broke into their
taik.
* Ewmerald, ahoy?! What do you want
to leave vour blamed old hulk Ixing ali
over the canal for? I'm trymg to pass
you "

Weald Manor !

LD Till sprang to his feet, his face
flushing, the light of battle Hash-
ing mto his eyes. Then he sud-
denly bit his lip, glanced at Jack,

and made his way up on deck.

“ Mooring-rope. must have got slack,”
he muttered.

The monkey-boat moved slightly as he
tightened the ropes and drew the
Emerald closer towards the bank.

“Gol a clear channel now, ain’t you?”
he grunted.

“All right, mate!” the skipper of the
fug shouied back. *“You waut to sell
that old 'oss of yours to a beel-juice firm
and get voursell a butty, and be a little
more slick and up to date.”

Bill Bowker advanced to the side of
the Emerald. His big fists were clenched
and his face Raming.

“1'll tell you wot I thinks of you and
vour buttys—" he began, aud then
checked himself  abruptly, “No, I
won't, after all. You and vour lads did
me a good turn to-might, and I'm much
obliged to you, There's one skipper of
a butty as can sauce me after this—but,
by gosh, there's only that one!”

The man on the tug grinned at him,

“(Cheerto, Bill! Glad we were of ser-
vice to vou. 'Ow's the boy?"”

“Sittin’ up and takin' a little nourish-
ment, He'll be as right as a trivet in
the morning.”

“Wish we'd caught some of them
blokes. What's the name of their big
noise, did you tell me?”

“Black Michael—" )

“Woll, il I ever catches Black Michael
on this eanal I'll ram him, and I won't
bother to pick him out, either! So-long,
Bill! We'll wateh out for these lads,
and if we catches any of ‘em we'll Jet
von know.”

The tng, with its attendant buttys,
stcamed past the Emerald and disap-
peared round the corner of Sandham
Reach. Old Bill returned thoughtiuily
to the cabin.

“Mother,” he said solemnly, “it's a
rum world ! If you was to have told me
this morning that I'd been speakin
civil to the crew aboard a buity T
bave had you locked up in the first
asylum we came to!”

Utterly worn out though he was by
all he had goue through, Jack was up
the first thing in the morning. He had
overheard a conversation overnight, in
which Mrs. Bowker, thinkin o was
asleep, had informed her hushand that
the boy must have a rest, and that he
wust get the horse from the stable in
Sandham.

Without disturbing the skipper and his
wife, determined not to shirk his job,
Jack slipped on his clothes, and, as
dawn was breaking, made his way down
the tow-path. The light of day scemed
to rob the place of all its terrors. 1t
was almost with a feeling of elation that
he retrieved the groceries that he had
dropped.

Some two honrs later he returned,
riding astride the well-groonied, well-
fed horse, ta find Bill Bowker had just

emerged from the cabin. He stared at
Jack in amazement.
“What, wyou've fetched the horse,

then, Jack? 1 was just going to step
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over for him myself, Missis said as vou
were to have your sleep out.”

*It was my job to get the horse,
wasn't it, Mr. Bowker? And I want to
do m{l job properiy.”

“That's the spivit, my lad!™ old Bill
replicd approvingly. “That's what 1
like about you. You're some consider-
able trier. But now you just leave the
‘oss ta me, and I'll get under way while
vou're having vour breakfast. You
didn't see anything of Black Micharl
and’j]is crowd as you went along, did
you!

*Not a sign, Mr, Bowker.”

“And I don't expect vou will again.
I reckon as they've given up trying fo
pinch you as a bad job. I'll tell yon
what it is, my lad—they must have
heard of how vou can add up and sub-
tract, and what a hand you are at calen-
latin', and I 'spects they thought how
useful von could be to them. That's
why they're tryin' to pinch you. But
I reckon they'll see it’s no use after the
bashin’ they got last might.”

Jack thongﬁt this a rather too fatter-
ing explanation of Black Michael's at-
tentions; but as there seemed no other—
indeed. he couldn’t conceive why Black
Michacl was Tursulng him in this ¥uth-
less way—he let old Bill hug this solun-
fion to his soul without offering any
protest,

Before he had finished his breakfast
tho Emerald had started once moro on
her vovage. Two days later she arrived
without mishap at Tellingham, and duly
discharged bher cargo of bricks. Iere
their luck was in, for they secured the
contract for the removal of a large
quantity of sand from the loeal pits to
Bristol ; and, this job completed a weck
later, they fitled up ihe Emerald’s hold
again with a load of sleepers for London.
To Jack there was great fascination in
following their course on the map and
seeing how they passed from the Avon
to the Thames at Reading.

On the fourth day ont from Pristol
the canal ent its way through some of
the most beantiful country the boy had
ever seon—deep woodland glades, lush
rolling meadows, with a backprround of
smooth, chalky downs. On the evening
of that day thes moored the Emerald
some six milos from the nearest village.
On the right bank they had an uninter-
rupted view of a large stretch of park-
land, on the crown of which stood a
huge, many-windowed house.

“Nice little place that, ain't it, Jack?"
old Bill remarked, jerking his finger in
the .direction of the mansion. *“‘Funny
thing the way blokes pat up great
masses of masonry like that, and then,

maybe, ga and live in some poky little
place in London !”
“Why, doesn’t anvbody live there,

Mr. Bowker!” Jack inquired.

“There’s nobody lived there, ta my
certain knowledge, this seven year or
more. All them blessed rooms shut up,
and hundreds of people tumbling over
themselves to try and find somewhere
to sleep in! Weald Park is what they
call this place, and the house Weald
Manor. It belongs to some real nobs
what have got the bad taste not to like
it, secmingly.”

As Jack lay on the deck of the
Emerald that evening, when the day's
work was over, he stared across the
park and, boy-like, dreamed dreams of
the great house. He waould make a lot
of moneyv—he didu’t quite know how—
and then go to these “nobs ™ old Bill
spoke of, and offer them anything they
liked 1o mention for the place, Then
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*= would live there with old Bill aud
Mri. Bowker. It would be nice for
= I, he reflected, for when he was feel-
¢ rather Imred he would only have to
*2k down to the canal side and ex-
ange greetings  with the passing
snkey-boats, or exercise his skill at
partee with the skill of some butty.

He was lost in these castle-buildings,

en Squall, who was erouched by Eiﬁ

‘e, suddenly lifted his head and cocked

< cars in an attitude of attention.

‘Hallo, old fellow, what's the

siter?”

Ihe dog rose stiffly to his feet and
=ood there, the roffil about his neck
nistling, his ears backed, his whole
“anner exprassive of impending danger.
“ack followed the direction of his gaze,

st could see nothing to account for
“= dog's remarkable behaviour. Like
1 very wide avenue cut between the
w=aods, the park strétched from the
anal side up a gentle slope to the
wrraced gardens and the house. Save

v a few forest trees that had been
«t standing, the park was quite hare,
wxd in that space Jack counld :ce no
e moving. And yet, undoubtedly,
Suall was unusually ruffled.

~ What is it, Squell?” be whispered.

The dog looked round at him a
woment and then returned to his strange
scwentive walch of the bank. Jack put
=+ arm about the dog's neck and with
w« face close to the animal's, tried to
wcus his gaze on the object that the
=her was watching.

And now, at last, he saw something.
= the woods on the left of the park
=mething was moving.  The sun had
wready sunk, and in the deepening
cask 3t was impossible at first to make
==t any definite object; but there was
=mathing moving there. He heard the
~ustle of leaves and the snapping of
“wigz. Then Squall gave a most un-
=onted sonnd—a low, ominous growl.
“ack looked at the dog in amazement.
"= was only on very rare and special
w=azions that Squall emitted any sound
« all. Clearly, the dog must be very
seitated about something.

“What i it, Squall?” Jack whispered,
wd even as he asked that futile ques-
wcn, he was conscious of a strange,
==epy sensation. .

Something was moving in the woods
—something that seemed to throw out
cmistor waves of evil that to which
©e consitive  intelligence of the .dog
=<ponded with the accuracy of a wire-
== crystal,  And now, Jack, staring
« that fringe of woods, saw that it was
wizad with a high iron railing, decor-
wed with spikes, evidently constructed
= keep out trespassers; and at a certain
sast of this railing was a tall gate.

Even as his eye lighted upon that
sate, he saw the outline of a man's
“rure standing there behind the bars.
5= «till was the em:ning that even at
ar distance he could hear the scrap-
=g of a key and the turning of a rusty
wck. The gate was opening.

And now Squall's agitation became
==0 more marked. e looked round
= Jack with what almost seomed like
= question in his eyes. A little low
= mper escaped him. He seemed to

| == tolling the boy that here was some
| m=sterious danger that threatened him.

Be quiet, S8quall,” Jack ordered.

His eves were still fixed upon the
wening gate. The man’s figure, that
wiore  had scemed like a shadow
wnind the bars, now became clearly
-:ble as ho stepped across the threshold
© the woods into the park. Jack
=ared at that figure, his lips agape.
Sunecliow it seemed fnmiliar*horriﬂly

sviliar. . The man bent down to

relock the gate. Squall scemed to gather
himself together as if to spring. Only
Just in time Jack caught him by the
collar with both hands and dragged him
back. The man turned to continue his
walk., As he did so the outline of his
face became visible. Jack's heart began
to beat furiously.

The man who had come through the
woods into Weald Park, and was even
now walking in the direction of the

reat hounse, was no less a person than

Nack Michael!

Jack ley flat on the deck, forcing
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S?m[i to crouch by his side. What was
Black Michael doing in Weald Park?
How came it that this man, whom he
knew from bilter experience was, for
some secret purpose of his own, his
enemy, had arrived in the neighbour-
hood of the Emerald's mooring ground?

In the first shack of the discovery he
had made, Jack’s answer {o that ques-
fion was clear and decided. Biack
Michael had tracked him down across
the network of canals, and was now
intending to make another attempt to
get him into his power. The gang
must be somewhere in the neighbour-
hood. There could be no other expla-

nation of Black Michael’s presence
there.
But presently as he watched Black

Michael’s figure crossing the park, this

- —

answer io ilie question he bad asked
himself seemed hardly so satisfactory.
The man woaldn't show himself in this
way—so openly—il he were ploiting
another attack. ;

And he paid no attention to the
canal.  There was the monkey-boat in
full view il he cared to turn his head.
The Tact that lie did not turn his head,
but walked steadily on towards the
great house, suggested that, for the
moment at least, the Emerald and Jack
Horner ~were mnot occupying  his
thonghts. .

Then what was he doing there, Jack
asked himself? Suddenly it Hashed
through the boy's mind, that supposing
Black Michael was there for some other
')nrpn.-‘so, then here was the chance to
earn something about his mysterions
cnemy. So far Black Michael had
hanted himi; now was the opportunity
for reversing the roles,

Jack forgot in a moment his terror
of Black Michael. He was filled with
a sense of adventure. If only he could
track the man down—discover what he
was doing--perhaps learn something
about him. With boyish rashness he
had no sconer formed this resolve, than
he acted on it. His work for the day
was over: he was free, nominally, to do
what he liked; and so, without a word
to Bill Bowker, e crept on hands and
knees across the deck and gained the
tow path. Arrived there, he took the
precantion of descending the bank so
that he made his way westward for a
quarter of a mile until he reached &
bridge that spanied the canal

Across this qlridge was o road which
rave admission to the woods on the
Weald Estate. There was a notico
threatening anyone who was found
trespassing, but Jack, risking the
terrors or the law, climbed the gate
and dropped on to the turf path that
ran among ithe trees. Once there he
took to his heels. It was obvious that
ihe track ran parallel to the park, and
his object was to draw level with Black
Michael before he reached the house.

Bevond the stirring of birds in the
branches, and the occasional hooling of
au owl, everything was very still in
the woods. On the soft turf Jack’s
feet made no sound. He had covered
nearly half a mile when, glancing to
the left, he saw through the trees the
side of the great house. At the same
moment he caught a glimpse of Black
Michael's sinister figure in the very act
the house by a side door
which he had unlocked.

Jack stood irresolute. Tt was one
thing to trespass in Weald Woods; it
was another thing 1o follow Black
Michael into Weald Manor. The excite-
ment and [eeling of adventure which
had inspired him up to that
moment, ebbed rapidly. He felt rather
small and sillv.  How absurd it had
been for him to imagine that he could
track down Black Michael and wrin
his secret from him alone and wvhaided.

“1 think we had beiter go back,
%Emll.” he muttered disconeolately.

ut Sguall seemed in no hurry to
return. At that point the long, straight
stretch of turf track through the woods
turned sharply to the right. The wolf-
dog was standing in the centre of this
walk, his head on one side, his cars
cocked almost as if he were suggesting
that round the bend was something _in
which his master might be interested.

" All right, Squall, we'll see what-ib
i5," Jack exclaimed.

(Look out for some startling decelop-
ments in next week's grand instalmenty
Yoys.)
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° THE BOUNDER'S FEUD!"”
(Continucd from page 22.)

for another round or two il they had
I.}L'(-n needed, :

His face cxpressed- nothing of the
exultation of victory; it was clouded.
He glanced at the Ronnder as he lay
Liolptéssly in the grass, his héad resting
kuge. He  hesi-

MONO&V

on Tom Redwing's

tated, and then stepped towards his

deféated - encmy. :
‘Bmithy 17 he said:in a low voice.

“You cur!” mutiered Vernon-Smith.
wanted Paul.

R —

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

TwoRENTE.

Aud Pau! Dallas hield out his hand.

The Bounder made a movement, and,
with ap effort, he rveached out and
struck Dallas in Lhe face with his open
lrand,

“Thalt's my answer!”

“Shame!”

he said.

“You rotler, Swithy!"

Dallas «tcmn_d back quietly. Ho did
uot speak .another word; Tob helped
lim on .with' his jacket, .and he loft
the scene of the {Utlill..l, with  the
Famous Five,

The crowd Dbroke wup, and  the

“You needn't,”

wing waede no answor to that;
and when the Bounder left the pad-
dock et last he was leaning heavily lon
his chum’s arm. In the hour of defeat
and  humilistion his. ono friend re-
mained fognl and faithful.  But the
Bounder was not lhuul-.mg of that, and
he drew no solace fram .it. Ho was
thinking of lis dcofeat, and onvy,
hatred, and all uncharitableness ran
riot 1n his breast as he limped back
wearily to Groyfriars.

THE END,

(81 is humilinting, fa say the least, for
Vernon-Swmith, et the Bounder of Grey-
fitars ix uot finished yet—nol by any
maainer of means! e sure you vead -

“1 nover this,": said Removites cleared out of the paddock;
“T'd have done anything o keep elear only the defeated BDounder remaining
of it. ‘Now it's over, let's farget aboot  here with  Hedwing, Tom WS
it, and—and, if we can't be fricnds, patiently Lathing his  (lushed, briisod
kecp‘cledr of one another.” face, LI

“Shake hands and forgel all about “*You still sticking 1o me, what?”

ir." sdxl Bob (‘herry, sneered the

“T'm more, than willing, Swithy ™

lounder.
“Yeu," satd Redwing guictly.
g1 .

“Condemnmed Ity The Form ! the next
prwerful vl dvamatic story o this
aplemilisl sevive,  YVow'll cwjoy ceery line
af €, el

ONLY 26

to be'sent when ordering a No 464 Mead " Macvel®™
=ihe Al-Botish Bike n million riders praisc. While
rldms. you pay bala in amall menthly instalments,
MARVEL " 400 £4 192 6d CASH,
tvery machine is wvishly equipped, tichly El’\'rml‘fir‘d.
b}-ln:dmirp.alc artisticaily ool in twa colours.
Packed Fres, Carriage Paid. 10 hays' Trial. Satis
mmelton guaranteed or money refunddd. ¥; Wi ory
Sailed”Cycles cheap. Accessaries and Tyres at cul
priges, - Write To-day for illustroted art catalogue,

MEad SXiRkanoon, BiRmNGHAR
1/6 THE BULLY BOY 16

20-8hot Mapid lopeater  Action' Peu
Pistol, PFires a F 25 feet at the
rate ol 100 a mimite. A Repulsr
Yocket Lewls Gun!  Nright nickel
finishiy each in box with ammunition,
shooter than you Duve ever ad before!
and don’t miss "our. latest quick.firer)

age ad, extra.
London, E.C.

A better
Send 1/8
Colouial

0L,
-l GISHOP & l:s 41; Finsbury Sq.,

HEIGHT COUNTS

M winoing's sucéesa, Height increased—health and
physique (mproved. Wonderfal resuits, Send for
particolars and our £100 guanntee. to-—allwﬂu
SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4.

L“SHING SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,
ﬂsn'n-'o T-dny Permln.ht Home Cure for either sex, XNo
Au suggestion, drill; Write at once, m"nuon"uu e
.Um EfL un nar(lcularn u::u FREE

rlvut 1y
18.0N.8SEA.

that look well.

that wear weil.

that fit weil
Ready to wear and made to measure of Musters’ famous double-
wearing Ryex Tweeds and Serges, ete.. in all shades, for a/- deposit,
Pay’ balince monthly,” privately by post, while wearing it Style,
fit,:mu %c. and wear guaranteed. Write to-day for Pree umpls
ot Cloth and llome Measurement Form, sent by returu of post.

Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE
FREE'! 200 FREE'!

200 magollcent stamps inc\udingﬁ'{o fins unused Colonials, a further
aver 50 upused, and fine uitful stamps...This 15 a really
marvallous offer ot (o Mre ated. Bend p.o. onl.rmqnuun Approvnls,
ISEURN & TOWN D, LONDON ROAD, -LIVERPOOL.

sTop STAM“ERIHG l Gl.ll't yom;‘scl! as I dla. Par-

HUGHES, 7, SOUTKAMPTON ROW. LoNDON, W ANX B.
etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 6/6.  Ventriloquist's

W.C1.
HAG'G Tnlc“s Instroment. Invisible, ? Imitate Birds.

Price 6d.cach,4forl/..—T. W Harrison, 239, Peatonville Rd., London, N.1.

CUT THIS OUT

" MAGHNET ' PEN COUPON, VALUE ad.
Sead & of thgn é'aupuua with only 2/9 m-a :N stamp) direct to tho

All Baints Road, 8

FLEET P 119, Fl ¢ o

receive & handsome lever seif. ll'lflt sl'?;ltﬂ ‘:ig‘l'um I:!'ml :;:Ihl

solid gold nib (8me, medinm, or broad), \mnlt: !o:s. Fiect price 4.,
or with 5 coupons only 2/9, *

mm

NN

1
T

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which

selections are -made for the Wireless '!‘e!ogr:.yhy

and Sigualiing Brauches), Age 15} to'16% yeafs.
MEN also gre required for

SEAMEN (Special S(‘rl'f(‘(') - - Age 18 to 25
STOKERS - - - Age 15 to 25
ROYAL MARINE EHR( ES - - Age 17 lo 23
GOOo ALL FOUND.
EXCELLLNT CHRNCES Fon PROMOTION.
Appiy by letter to the Necruiting Stad Ofcor,.R.N. sod R.M. :
5, sullolk Sirc Eirminghaw; 121, \murl.u Stroet, . Heistol;
15, Crown vanhill, Glisgow: "Catning  Flace,
pint ; London, 8,W:i1; 288, & Deasfuale.

Maneli

i, \Lunuulnuu T,nc or &, Washingien
. Qurin’s Park, Soothampton.

DON'T BE BULLIED

N-n!llt‘nlr'!"ﬂn)‘-l"t &t:orTWOSPLBND!DLEﬂSOR
in JUJSITSU, the Wanderful Japancse Seif-Defonce wilh.
it wiapooa B—u. :r than any other scieno invented. Loaru
_to tako caro u youraelt under ALL clreumatances, fear'no
You cxo_ have MONSTER Iliustrated
‘l'nr P.0. 8.

" n

' . Naw Sthool in
London, W 4 no- o;on. Class and Frivate Tuition Daily, Froe Trial Losson.

SECRET SERVIOE Pocket D_IQQUJSE OUTFIT
I'-:r .\r.nu, D(‘l'ﬁ‘.'lli"‘l amn hpo‘hurr, mndmr #ﬂk

SAFETY REVOLVERS

NO ucm: REQUIRED.,

Accidents Impossible,”. For thm.nml aports, eleo,
Protection ngATlo N8y footpndn. dogs, cte. N EW MODELS,
EBlue atocl ur nickel finlsh, A
Six nlmm'l:-cr - 3 - = 8/0 post free.
;I:-lﬂht- " e - 88 ,
en - (t,nwboy modol) - s | SR et
Blank Cartr)dgcs for Safetles - 1/6 pee oo,

Carringe 9d. any quautity‘ Cnta!egue free on request.

JAMES MANSFIELD & CO,, Ltd., 71, High Holhorn, London, W.C.1.

= NOW Vi

I u.'nnl the fioost (‘otentrr bulls
aN 14 AYS’ APPRO !a. I’ﬂ.ﬂ
FREE CARR A PAID, on
receipt ui .n rmall ddppm Lowest cash
prices, or casy payment lerms,
Write tor !‘ru Bargain Lisis NOW,

VORI LARGESTORLE BELLTY

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- cgnplte
* Course
3-5 mch,u - In ONE MONTH, 5
~Without nuhhﬂm‘ez-drnnl ar_dieting.
THE FAMOUS CLIVI SYSTDM NEVER PAILS,
fﬂlu]-](lc‘WIﬂu 8- I, post Iree; or I'ur:lser partics, stamp. £
P. A. CLIVE, Harrack House, The Closs, COLWYN BAY. 4

B TN TR w%%%%%%ﬁ

All applications for

= Advertisement Space in this
= publication should be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The

Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet, §

London, E.C.4

‘M@ S Sen ”'"L@%ﬁ%%%%;
2-4-27



14

" THE SHADOW OF THE SACK!"—NEXT WEEK

{IONAL STORY OF ST. SAM'S! DON'T MISS IT!

15

1

({4 USY, old fellow 1
Tack Jolly asked the guestion,

as he maerched into his study with
Morry and Bright, The herocs
of the Fourth were plastered with mud
from hiecad to {oot ; and & Shylock Holmes
would lhiave deduced that they hed been

mudtarking, He would have deduced
wrongly, of course, They had been playing
football.

Franle Fearless, their new stody-mate,
lad not joined them, Frank was a fine,
fearless footballer ; but he had somethir
more important then football to 2:«.%
about this afternoon. He sat at the study
table, with Percy, his pet parrot, perchecd
on his shonlder ; and he certainly locked
oe if he had been busy, Hie hair was
rompled, hig eyes wera wild end rolling,
and thero was a grate bieb of ink on his
nose, drippiong down on to the paper in
front of him. Thoughtlully Le nibbled
at a penholdec.

“Fm up to my highbrows in work 1"
he said, in reply to Jack Jolly's question,

* Writing an unpott for old Lickham 77
asked Merry simperthetically,

Frank Fearless shook his head.

“ I'vo been trying my hond at writing
a love-zonnet,” Lo snid, & blush spredding
aver that part of his cheelk where no ink
had been splashed.

“'My hat!"

Jack Jolly & Co. stared at the new boy
in emazoment, They liked Frank Foarless,
Heo was » daring, dashing, dovil-may-care
fellow after stheir own harts. Yut they
had not dreemed, until now, that there
was 6 romanse in his life—that he had
fallen a pray to the charms of some he-
witehing hewty,

The fact that Frank Fearless was com-
posing & love-sonnet, however, clearly
showed that he had., been smitien
by some fuir chacmmer, and Jack Jolly &
Co. wondered who it was that had smichim.

They were goon to learmn.

*1 want & rimo for Molly Blrohemall,
vou feliows," ssid Frank. * 've been
trying to get 2 rime, bot it's snow wuse.
My efforts sre o frost.”

Jack Jolly larfed.

‘8o Miss Molly has captured your hart,
oh 7' he said, ** Well, she's a stunming
girl, and no mistoke | But goodness knows
where she inherrited sl her charmin
ways from. Thoe Head Jiasn't got an

* And she's ever so good-iooking, too,
soid Brigiht, * wherees the Head has got
o face like a shrivelled pancel e

D
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Frank Fearlesa nodded,

“ I wish she had & simplor name than
Rirchemall,” ha said. * If her namao was
Jolly, frinstance, 1t would rime with * Oh,
goliy ! 1 hor namo was Merry, it would
rimo with “¥es, very [’ And if it was
Bright, it would rime with 'silly kite,’
But 1 defy anybody te find 8 nme for
* Birchemall,’

*You want Lirriclk of the Fourth on
that job,” said Jack Joly, * He can turn
out rimes like sossidges ont of » masheen.
But only when he's inspired.”

“And when does he get his momonts
of perapiration—L mean, ionspiration "
nsked Frank Fearleass,

“When he's eaten about half-a-duzzen
doe-nutte, and an cqual numbor of jam-
tarts."”

“My hat! Ho's a pretty cguspensive
poet to engage !

' Dut it will be worth it, il vou want
your love-sonuet to be the real goods,”
anidd Jack Jolly. " Shall wo go aod find
Lirrick, and bring him along * *

" Ploase ! ™

“Buck up ! Buek up 1" shuilled Perey,
tho parrot, nodding his head vipgerusly
ut Jack Jolly & Co. The bird had been
lssentng with an owl-like gravvity to the
conversation, and he seemod to know
ogzsactly what it had been about.

The trio hurried away. They were back
in & few minnits, with Lirrick

Lirrick lovked » poet to the Hi
long hair, which was neither bobbed noc
bingled, iell loosely over his sholders;
his dreemy blue eyes had s Inr-away
look, there was o guill pen stuck in one
car, and an inedible pencil in the oiher,

“What a guy! Whet o guy ! piped
Parcy, the parrot,

* Bhush,

g ar

Porey 1 muttered Frank
Fearless. ' Mustn't Insult our guest, you
know. Trot right in, Lirriek, saml maka
yourgelf at home. I wanl you to give me a
hand with o jove.gonnet L' writing, Do
you feel inspired ¥ 7

" Not at the moment,” said Lierick,
' But when T've pollished off this ltitle
Iot. "—he indicated the doe.nutts and jam-
tarts on the table—" 1 shall be in fine
form ! 7

So saying, the Shakespeer of S1, San's
sat down to tahle, and scoifed the tarts
and doo-nutts at an amazing rate.  Lirrick
wasn't one of those poets that despise the
fleshpotts of Ejipt,

" Now,” ho mumbled, when the last
of the jam-tarts was disappenring, * what
cau I do for you, Fearless ¥ "

1 owant a cime for Molly
Birchemall,"” said Frenlk, 4
rick  puck-
his hrows in
ht, for o
weconds, and
ran his

fingers

“FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!"

Who ever heard
of anyone turning
out lhe Fire Bri-
gade to rescue a
runaway parrat?
Wants a bit o
nerve, doesn't it ?
Yet Frank Fear-
less has nerve
enough to do it!

are L] o

through his fowing Yocks, Then he cama
ont with the foilowing ;

“There's schools galore on England's
whore,

And though a chap may search *em

all,
He I not find o wiaid a0 kind

And sweet, ss Molly Birchemal] !

" Bow.wow ! sald Perey, tho parrot,

Frouk Fenrless scowled at bis pes,

“ Another word from you, my lad, and
back you go into your caga!™ he said.
1 say, Lirrick, that's quite a ripping
verse— just tio sort of sentyment I wanted
to express mysell, only I couldn't find a
besstly rime. Jvst jot down that verse,
will you, and thea ses if you can manu.
facture some more,”

Lirrick removed the inedible peneil
m...o:" his car, and chewed it for a mioait.

n he wrote his vevse on a sheet of
wpott paper.  This doene, he rolled lus
eyes, and waggled his cars, and performed
ither  comtortions, and  then  delivered
himself of the gsecond verse,

" 8he is o peach beyond my reach,
A peach for whont 1 pine ;
The applo of her father's eye,
With a pear of cyes diving ! ™

“ Ripping ! eried  Tranlk
capping his hoands, “ That's what you
might eall a nice, frooty sort of sentyment,
" A peach for whow I pine’ That's only
! Molly is the finest peach Pve

Fearless,

too (e D
meb up to date, and T wouldn't cive a
fig for any other girl. Go ahead, Lir-
rick [

U Tme stuek,” the poet.  “The
inspiration has failed, 1 ean't go on
unlezs I have some more jam-tarts,”

and while you
smile, another
smiles, until
there’s  miles
and miles of
smilesandlife’s
worth while
when everyone
smiles!™
(Dicky Hugent's motiio.)

Su Fink Fearless dashed off to the
:uck shop; and returmed with a bulging
paper bag, s

After another harty snack, the inspira-
-ion flowed freely again, and Lirrick was
shle to carry bn with his job, and finish it,
1en ho recited the poem allowed, and
-verybody nodded their heads in approval,
cgsopt Perey, the parrot, who looked
<somiully sarcastick.

* Lirrick,” said Frank Fearless, ** if they
i{on't meke you Poet Lorriat one of these

3, ib ﬂm_w.g a publick scandle b I'It
-ake these vorses slong to Molly, and
dw'll think I wrote them. Matter of
sct, it was my idea in the first place,
.nd  Lirrick meerly supplied a [little
-~riessional assistonce.” 7

* Oh, quite! " said Jack Jolly, withb a
in. T say, Fearless, see if you lan
<rswads Miss Molly to come and have
s-a with us!™

“I'll do my best,” said Frank, as he
1ok the poem and his departure,

He found Molly Birchemall on the
Head's lawn, playing crouky. She was
w1 alone; for o_mo Head, who usually
=layed with her, was blowing up a football
= his atudy, to oblige ono of the fags.

Moty mm%__dan %_WME.., Fearless .mwsp a
zht " smile, as ho camo towards her.
eady thoy were close chuma; for on
- first day at St. S8am’s, Frank Fearless

1 aaMantly reskewed tho Hend's
saughter from the clutches of a gang of
sipsies who tried to kidnoep ber.

One good turn desserved another; and
Mally had repaid her boy chum by saving
1 from tho Head's wrath on two
«ccasions.  Just a3 the erool birch was
out to fall, she lwd rushed on the scon,
wnd stayed her father’s hand,
" Miss Molly,” said Frank, “I have
aken the libberty of writing a little poem

“Smile Awhile, § |

in your praise.
enuff o axxept my humble rimes A
3Molly nodded her pretty head, and
took the verses., When she read them,
her oyclashes droopoed, and she flushed
ag pink ss & pony. It was not the first
“blly.do "' of this sort thai Molly had
resceved, Lots of fellows had sent love-
gonmeta to her, at different times; but
never had sho been 8o visibly moved as
on this occosion. She tucked tho poem
into hor dress, and darted away like a hare,
calling to Frank Fearless to follow,

* Quickly ! " she panted. ** My father
is coming ! Tf he catches you on this
lawn—if he finds that you have been
writing love-sonneta to me—I treinble
for your fate! I have saved you twice,
but the third time wili be jatal !

They dashed awey at top speed. erashing
through the thick shrubbery which bor-
dered the lawn,  And when Dr, Birchemall
cameo striding on tho seen, there waa not
o solo to be seen,
** Bloss my sole 1" mermered the Head.
** 1 must bo suffering from & Lucy-nations.
I could have sworn I saw Molly hore,
talking to one of the boys!"”
But Molly and Frank were safuly out
of site by this time, Lorfing gaily, they
made their way by a roundsabout root to-
Jack Jolly's study : for Molly hind cheor-
fully nxxepted Frank’s invitation to tea,

ut there was not destined to be a
merry tea-party, after all ; for on reaching
the study, they found Jack Jolly & Co.
in an awflul flutter.

Jolly. “I

“Fearless ! " ericd  Jack
have trajjick news for you, old fellow,
The bird has flown ! "

" MWH- m EE )

“I opened the window for a minnif,
to get n breth of fresh hair, aud some-
thing flapped past me over my shoulder:
Perey has escaped !

“ My hat ! gasped Frank Feerless.

At "that alarming news, cven Molly
Rirchemall was forgoiten. For Frank
was devoted ta his pet parrat, and he
waulda't have lost I'erey for worlds. In
a flash be boumted out of the study, and
raced down into the quad. Thero he
pawsed, peering around him in  tha
gathering dusk, and wissling ior his pet.

“Coo-ee!  Coo-cal  Where nre you,
Cerey 77 And he strained his cars for
a reply.

1L
BOM bigh above Frank's head come
m & croak of defyance,
The juntor looked up, and in the
fuiling Jizht e could just dissern
hia pet,

If you would bo grashus | stafi, Percy ihe parrot was perched,

monark of all o surveyed.
‘“ Grate pip!' gasped Frank Fearless.
“ Fancy old Percy getting right up thoro ¥
If he wus to fall, hie'd brako his neels ! ™
Frank Fearless was too eggsited to
refioet that Peroy had a pair of wings, and
was thereforo in no peril. He waved his
arms like windmills, and shouted to the
parrot,
** Hold on, Percy ! 2
old chap! I'll get Fossil,
bring o cupple of lndders, and fetch
down !
“ No need for that,” said Jack Jolly,
who had come on tho seen with tho others.
' Pogey can fiy down all right, if yon cail
him.”
“By Jove! I hadn't thought of that,”
said Frank Fearless.
And ho ealled to Perey to come down.
But the parrot was enjoying his spell of
froedom, and he was guite happy where ho
was, thanks very much! His maaster
entreoted him, and pleaded with bim, and
throttened him, but oll in vane.  Even the
aweet, cajoling voice of Molly Birchemall
failed to move him.
** Gio and pat coke ! " said Percy. y
He lhad picked up that expression sines
he came to St, Sam’s, and he knew o
meant something defyant,
Molly Birchemall rong her hands.
“ What are we todo 7" she eried. Yo
cannot leave vour parrot wheve he
Frank, If he stays on tho top of the il
staff all night, he will die of composure
At this dread{ul possibility, Trank
TFearless lost his usual ealtm exposure.
“Ladders ! he eggsclaimed. * Wo
must go up and foteh him down 1" .
“There's not o ladder in the place,” said
Morry. *The Head ran short of firewood.
and he had them all Z_oﬁznﬁ_ up Lhis
morning. 1 saw old Fossil on the job.
The only Indder at St. Sam’s—and thnt
won't help—is tho ladder in Miss Molly’s
stocking !
" Really,
blusling,
Trank Fearleszs made a Inst desporate
attompl to conx Percy to leave his pecch.
He wissled to him 3 he crooncd to i ho
prommist him lots of sugar. But Perey
was not to bo drawn. g
*There's only one thing for
Frank. * I must call the fire.h
*A\What 17 gasped Jack Jolly.
“They've got ladders long enough to
veaeh Lo tho top of the fingstafl ; and theyil
{oteh Perey down.”
v But—but how can you call the fre-

Stay where you are,
the porter, to
you

Merry—-"" protested Molly,

(Continued on page 10.}

was perched ot o

Pevey, the parrot
ited a fofty ottitude,

altitnde, and he ac

From the top of (he old
ivy-clad tower rTosc a wall
flagstndf ¢ for o {lax was
always flown at St. Sam's
on big patpiotick
oeeasions, such as
the vad’s hiveh-

¢, or Tancalko

WS

round nobly
at tho top
of the flag-




