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FORM MASTERS WILL OME ALONG AT AWKWARD MOMENTS!

Heod * Condemmed by the Formn ' the grand school story inside,



* YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM HIS CHUMS!

Your Editor ls always pleased to hear from his chums.
him when you are in troutie or need advice. A stamped

Write n:;
addressed enveiope will snsure a specdy reply. Letters should be

addressed ; The Editor, THE MACGHET LIERARY, The Amaigamated
Press, Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

NEXT WEEK'S RECORD NUMBER !

EXT Mondey the good old MaeNeT celebrates its
thousandth ~ issue.  Just think of it—for one
thousand weeks those sterling [avourites, Harry
Wharton & Co., not forgetting dear old Billy Bunter,

have played their respective parts, and played them right
well. From number one the MioNeT “eaught on ” with the
publie. It became their “favourite paper,” and it has never
looked back. I do not know how my youthful chums
would get on without the chums of Greyfriars to keep them
company every week., If any further proof be needed that
the MaosE? is indeed the centre of attraction, the proof is
supplied in that cheery number “one thonsand ? which one
will see on next Monday’s cover, Isn’t it just serumptious?
Doesn’t it make tha scoffers take a back seat, for what paper
vinless it has popularity behind it can endure the test of age?
Over ninetcen years old, and yot always new, sums up the
Mieser admirably, Remember this, boys and girls, when
you bump into a non.reader. That number one thousand
will give him something to think about, Il wager. Got
;hat?’l Then get ready to cheer—next Monday will soon be
mwee

THE DICTIONARY MERCHANT!

At a certain school in the Midlands dwels a “dictionary
swallower.”” I’'m not meaning to 1mply that this johnny has
a dictionary for his breakfast, dinner, and tea, Not & bit
of it. But from a reader’s description of this “queer figh,”
it appears that he cannot open his month without stringing
long words together. Now this habit apparently annoys
my corrcspondent, [or he states that lﬁu queer fish—
that’s how the fellows in the neighbourhaod refer to 1his
dictionary swallower—ihinks it clever to uso long words
where simple ones would do just as well. I rather faney,
however, that it is my eoarrespondent’s inability to under-
stand these long words that riles him so much. But if
this queer fizh is really so anneying that the chaps can't
“stand it much Jonger,” try one or two things—namely,
don’t listen to him when he's chinwagging, or clse mug up
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“DAD READS IT NOW!”
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a few lang-winded senfences peppered freely with terrifically
long words, and, keeping a straight face, try them out on
himi. I've known of more than one dictionary swallower
fall a victim to this second remedy. It's worth trying,
believe me

HE SWALLOWED A FISHBONE!

“ Enthusiast,” of Rochester, writes-and teils me that he
had a very vnfortunate experience last week. He swallowed
a fishhone, and it stuck at the back of his throat! Nasty
things, fishhones, for they will go the wroug way, no matter
how earcful we are. My correspondent states that he had
great difficulty in getiing rid of this fishbone, especialiy as
the nearest doctor Jived a mile away. And nobody at home.
apparently, knew what to do. T'm not anticipating that
“Enthusiast ” will swallow anather fishbone—that type of
cnthusiast is very rare, 1 should sey—hut there’s no reason
why he shouldn't know what to do shonid he be in the eom-
pany of anyone unfucky enough to swallow a fishbone, This
is what a little * Fivst Aid * book recommends: * When 2
person has a fishbone in the throat insert the forefinger and
press down upon the root of the tongue, so 2s to induco
vomiting, If this fails fct him swallow a large piece of
potato or soft bread, and if these fail give him a mustard
ometic,”

Next Monday’s Special Programme :

“PAYING THE PRICE!"
B;,r Frank Richards.

That's the title of the story that will make history in the
life of the MagxET, for it's the thousandth yarn Mr, Richards
has given us. Knowing that yon can bet “ Franky ” has put
his beefl into it, T'H =ay no more, except that this treat for
next week, of course, deals with the full of Herbert Veinon-
Smith.

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!”
Ey Lionel Day.

There will be another instalment of this popular serial in
next week’s record-making number. Don't miss it}

“EVERY INCH A HERO!"

And that’zs the special humorons story from young Dicky
Nngent. You'll enjoy it no end. And last, but not least,
there's a speeial “extra ™ contribution from Frank Richards.
dealing with his remiciscences since he became associated
with the Magyer. Ocder this bumper issue of good things

now, chuma.
YOUR EDITOR.

+

other Wednesday: * What the dickens is that paper you've got there?
Right in the middle of a Jack,
He grabs the ‘ BOYS' REALM ’ off me, and
rants on: ‘ You sit there chortling and chuckling like you were reading something
funny I Pack it up and go out and chop some firewood for your mother |’ So
I goes out and chops wood. When I looked through the window, there was my dad
with his nose dug right into the old * REALM,’ grinning like a two-year-old. Took

always reading it—lemme have a look at it!’
Sam, and Pete yarn I was, too!

it off to work with him, he did!
looked at him when he came in.

Every
Weinesday

I wondered what dad would say when he came back, and 1
He was grinning, an’ he says: ‘ That chap Pete’s a regular lad
—got any back numbers, son?* You could ha' knocked me down with a sledge-hammer when
he said that, an’ when | went up to bed, he was looking at last week’s copy |
the ‘REALM* regular on Wednesdays—gives me the tuppence for it, and all |
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1 “Laugh! [ feel like bustin® when I think of it. My old dad says to me the
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THE FALL OF THE BOUNDER! I his unroasoning feud 1elth the new fellow in the Remove Herbert FVernon-Smifk

hurts himself far more than hiz enemy.

Yot his reckless, ungovernable temper drives him on to such lengths that

eventually the Bounder forfeits all the reapect his Form-fellowes once had for him !
— Y
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A Grand New Loﬁ

ton.
Frank Nugeot nodded.

“Utter rot!”

he
- But—"

f{arry Wharton comnpressed his lips.

The captain of the Remove was sit-
“ug at the table in Study No. 1, with
¢ pencil in his haund, and a frown on
=15 brow, Thero was a paper on the
sblo before him, on it a list of names—
=a names of the Remove men selected
“ar the football mateh with Rookwood
~chool.

A football captain, raturally, had
“'enty of little worries, plenty of little
:ifiicuities to overcome. But the present
sitle difficulty was one with which no
xipper ought to have been bothered.
A'harton realised that very clearly, and
: did not improve his temper.

One name in the list was that of Paul
Dalias, the new fellow in the Greyfriars
Zemove.  Another name was that of
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Sreyfriars,

There was the worry.

Vernon-Smith, though in  many
~espects he deserved the nickname that
~as been given him at Greyfriers, was
2 splendid footballer, and & tower of
sirength to the team. In a mateh like
-=at with Rookwood, Wharton could not
-ontemplate, with equanimity, leaving
¢ Bounder out. He would almost as
=won _have left out Bob Cherry or Hurrec
>ungh or Squiff. But—there was & largs-
sized “but.”

“It’s all rot!” repeated the captain of
=2 Remove. " A follow can row wilh
wzother fellow, without letting it inter-
Z=re with games.”

“OF course,” said Nugent. “But—"

“Smithy’s fatheaded feud with the

agreed.

new chap has nothing to do with [oot-
bail!" saidd Wharton irritably.
“Nothing at all. Ouly——"
“It's utter rot for me to hiave to give
such a thing a thought, in fixing the
tearn for the Rookwood match. Enough

trouble, anyhow, without things like
that.”
* Quite, Dut—"

Wharton grunted.

Ho was deeply annoyed.

He did not want to leave his best
winger out of the team. The Rookwood
men weee hard to beat: and Wharton
was very keon ou beating them in the
last match of the season. Vecnon-Smith
conld help to beat them, that was cer-
tuin. At the same time, tho captain of
the Remove wanted to play Dallas. The
new junior had shown wonderful form
in Soceer: he was keen as mustard, and
most of the Remove foothallers agreed
that he was a rod in pickle for Rook-
wood. But

“Smithy has said that he will not
play in the same team with Dallas,” said
Nugent. “He stood out of the Form
match for that reason. Ho's a hot
headed ass, but he's a man of his word.
That’s the position he has taken up."”

“He's no right to take up any posi-
tion!” growled Wharton. “Me's a
member of the eleven, and bound to
play if wanted.”

“Quite. But I'm afraid vou'll have
ta choose between Smithy and the new
chap, all the same. Smithy's got lis
back up.”

Wharton knitted his brows.

Certainly no member of a football
tcam had a right to get his back up,
and give his captain so much trouble.
But Smithy was too valuable & man to
be dropped out if it could be helped.
‘The Bounder knew his value, and was
taking advantage of it. That alone was

&

i

Complete Story of School Life, Featuring Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greyfriars, and Herbert Vernon-Smith, better known as the Bound:r. By FRANK RICHARB§.
THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Awkward !
“I 1'S all rot !” growled Harry Whar-

suflicient to rouse the ire of the captain
of the Remove.

“Smithy's simply plasing the ox,”
said Wharton crossly. “I can’t see any
reason for his feud with Dallas, except-
ing that his father’s adopted the kid and
sent him to Greyfriars—and that's no
reason at all.  Smithy ought to be
pleased at his father doing a kind
wetion,”

Nugent grinned.

“He doesn’t scem pleased.”

“He ought to be.  Anyhow, it's no
business of his what his pater does. Tt's
cheek !

“Sheer, unadulterated
assented Nugent. “ Smithy bas a rather
bitter tempor. And Dallas licking him
in a scrap hasn't improved matters.”

“He fairly forced Dallas into it.”

“That makes it all tho worse for him.
Nothing would satisfy him but a fight—
antd he got more than he could digest.”

“Still. all that has nothing to do with
football,”

" No. But—"

“I've got to post up the list this even-
ing,” said Wharton. "1 suppose I'd
better speak to Smithy first, It's utter
rot !”

“Hallo, hallo, halio!” The study door
burst open, and Bob Cherry came in

check '™

cheerily. “You fellows finished prep *”
“Yer. Bother prep!”
“What's the trouble?" asked Bob,

with a glance at the clonded face of the
captain of the Remove,

Wharton pointed to the football list.

“Want _a littie help?” grinned Bob.
;' 'I”ran give you one tip. R. Cherer at
wall.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You're in, of course. 1t's the for-
wards I'm bothered aboul.”

“That new kid, Dallas—"
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“Thai’s the trouble.
down as inside-right.”
“(an’t do better,” said Bah. “ A rood
man anywhere in the front line. Nothing
to worry ahout there.”
“ Smithy’s outside-right.”
‘Good "

“Ys it good?” grunted Wharton.
“They're on fighting terms. Dallas is &
sensible chap—I can depend on him.
But Smithy .

“Oh, Smithy will do the sensible
thing,” said Bob. “He won't want to
«rap with Dallas while we're playing
foothall. He can serap in the changing-
room afterwards.” i

““He’s said that he wou't play in the
same team with the charity cad, as he
calls him.”

“{tter rot!” said Bob.

“Yes—but tborie itu:s.;‘ i give him

“1f Smithy takes that lime, giv
the chuck,” said Bob Cherry. “Who &3
douoe is Smithy to lay down the law?

“He ha?mm to be the best winger
we've got,” said Wharton mefully. “ We
want to wind vp the season with a

”

I've got him

“Dash it all, T suppose we've uot got
to go down on our knees to Smithy, and
beg him to play?” exclaimed Bob
warmly. “I'd rather be beaten by Rook-
wood if it comes to that. Lots of other
good men in the Remove, if lethy
stands out. Russell or Ogilvy or Franky

re—
ho\\'hnrton rose from the table.

“We want Smithy,” he said. ** After
all, he's no fool; he may decide to chuck
his silly feud for one afternoon, Bother
the fellow! I'll go along and speak to
ki, anyhow. Ii he definitely refuses
to play with Dallas—"

“You won't drop Dallas?”

“No fear. 2mithy's a good man, but
he can't be allowed to run the show.
If he won't see reason, he must stand
out. But—I hope he'll see reason.’

But Harry Wharton did not look very
hopeful, as he went along the Remove
passage to the Bounder's study. He
knew only too well the arrogant temper
of the Bounder of Greyiriars. But his
mind was quite made up on one point—
valuable man as he was, Herbert
Vernon-Smith could not be allowed to
dictate fo his football captain. There
was a limit, and that was the limit,

—— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Smithy Puts Ii Plain!

OM REDWING pushed away his
books, in Study No. 4, and rose
from the table, and glanced at
the sullen-faced fellow who was

sprawling in the armchair, with his
hands in his pockets. .

Herbert Jernon - Smith, staring
straight before him, plunged into
gloomy thonght, did not heed him.

Smithy’s face still showed signs of his
fight with Paul Dallas some time before.
It had been a hard fight, and the
Bounder had kept on after hr knew
that he was beaten. The result had
been a licking such as Sputhy had
never received before. His punishment
liad been severe: but it was the defeat
that rankled bitterly with Smithy.
From the hour that Paul Dallas had
arrived at Greyfriars, Smithy had been
his enemy, and his persecution of the
new boy had been incessant and ruth-
less, and had disgusted most of the
Remove fellowa.

Since his defeat, however, that perse.
cution had had to cease. The sneers
and jeers of the Bounder lost all their

Tne Macyer LiBrRaRY.—No. $99.

edge when hie krew, and all the Remove
knew that Dallas could thrash him 2
hie liked. To jeer at o fellow, and rely
at the same time on his good nature
not ta Lit out, was rather too ridiculous,
Since the fight in the paddock Vernon-
Smith had not addressed a word to
Dalias, though his bLlack looks had said
a great deal,

He was thinking now of his defeat,
of his hatred of the [ellow he could no
longer persecute, Tom Redwing knew
that by the expression on his face.

“What about prep, Smithy?” asked
Redwing.

The Bounder did not apswer.

“You've done nothing, old fellow,”
said Tom.

“Hang prep !

“You don't want any tronble with
Mr. Quekch, old chap,” said Redwing
mildly,

“Hang Quelchy!”?

“Well, you can’s hang your Form
master, vou know,” said Tom, with a
smile. “He ha s o be in authority
over us, He's been down on you & lot
lately, Smithy, and you can't say you
haven't given him cause.”

“Probably I shall give him more
yob."

*“What's the goad, old chap?”

“0Oh, rats!”

“Well, coming down to the Rag, as
you're doin;{ no prep?” asked Tom.

I‘N ‘)l

Redwing sighed.

Life in Study No. 4 had mnot been
very merry or bright since Dallas had
come to Greyiriars. From the bottom
of hig heart Redwing wished that ANlr,

Samuel  Vernon-Smith  had semt his
adopted son to some other school. The
hard-faced, keen-witled business man

had shown much jess than his customary
perspicacity, in supposing that his son
would welcome an adopted brother.
Sullen suspicion and scorn and hatred
were all that Herbert Vernon-Smnith
had to give to the fellow whom his
father had taken from a charity school
and sent to Greyfriars, .

“I've had a letter from my pater,”
said Vernon-Smith. " Like to sce it?”

“No more trouble, 1 hope?*

“ Lots,"”

“ Whatever you feel about Dallas,
Smithy, you ought to remember that a
chap should respect his father.”

“I'N remember that when the pater
remembers that I am his only son!”
sneered Smithy,  *“Not till then, 1
wrote and asked him to take Dallas
away from Greyfriars, If he wants to
provide for this beggar, he can provide
for him cleewhere ™

“You didn't put it like that to your
father 1"

“Just like that.”

“Well, if yon've got an angry lettor
in repiy, Snuthy, you can hardly be sur-
prised at it.”

“There's the letter.” The Bounder
tossed it across to Redwing, *“Read it.
You can see that that scheming cad has
got the pater right under his thumb!”

Redwing looked at the letter, Cer-
tainly, it appeared that Mr, Vernon-
Smith had not been pleased by the com-
munication he had received from his son
—which was not to be wondered at:

“Dear Herbert,—T have received your
letter, and thrown it into the fire. Cer-
taiuly, T shall not take Paul away from
Greyiriars, after he has been only a fow
weeis at the school, I am astonished
at your impudence in asking soch a
thing. My old friend, Jim Dallas, was
a Greyfriars man, and it was his wish
that his son should go to his old school,

As for charity, you are aware that I

have a sum. of money in my hands be-
longing to Paul’s father, which I am
nsing to pay his fees at Greyfriars, st
Paul's own request, Not that I should
not have befriended him in any casc.
I had a right w exi)ecl my son to help
me n payiag an old debt to a f{riend
who once helped me in & very tight
corner,

“I expecied you to welcome Paul at
Greyiriars. The [anlt jies with you—in
Your  suspicions <and  overbearing
temper, 1 warn you that unless you
amend very considerably, you will not
find me the affeciionate and indulgent
parent you have found me hitherto, I
will not be dictated to by my own son,
& schoolboy, And I forbid you te write
to me again, unless you can express
yourself more respectfully.

“Your father,
“8, Verxox-Saara.”

“Not the kind of letter T used to got
from the paier, what?” mneered Vernon-
Smith.

"I don't see what clse you comld ex-
pect, Smithy. No man would et his son
give lim orders, and that's practically
what you've tried to do. Least of all a
man like your father,”

“The pater and I never had any
trouble till that cherity cad butted in,™
said Vernon-Smith. “I'm turned down
now for the sake of that pushing out-
sider.”

1 don't see that,”

“You wouldn't!” sncered Smithy.
“You're my only chum at Greyfriars,
aud you take that cad’s side against me,
like all the rest!”

“Nothing of the kind. But——"
“Oh, cheese 1t!" said the Bounder
rudely. “You're a good bit of a hum.

bug, Redwing! I'm blessed if I know
whiy I ever chummed with such 2 sanecti-
monious fellow, 1 dare say it was a
mistake I

Redwing shut his lips hard.

He left the study without answering.
The friendship between Smithy and the
scholarship junior was on very thin ice
now; and Tom was very uwuwilling to
let it come to an end. But all his
imtiencc was needed to tolerate the
Bounder’s sullen temper.

Vernon-Smith took a cigarette from a
box in the table-drawer and lighied it.
His feud with Dallas bad brought out
all the evil in the Bounder’s character,
and there was a great deal of it. In
had made him unpopular in his Form;
it was causing an estrangement oven
bhetween him and bis loyal chum. The
Bounder, almost unconscicusly, was
slipping back into his old bad ways.

There was a knock on the study door,
and Harry Wharton came in,

Yernon-Smith coloured, and threw the
half-smoked cigareite into the fire.

Wharton took no heed of it, however.

“Finished prep, Smithy?” he asked.

“1 haven't started.”

“Well, if you're bhusy—"

“Do 1 look busy?”

“Well, no,” said the captain of the
Remove, with a sinile.

“I've cut prep.”

Wharton made no remmark on that.
It was no business of his if the Bounder
chose to seek trouble with hkis Form
master,

“Well, T dropped in to speak about
the footer,” said Harry,

“ Rookwood matchi”

L »

“I shall be in form,” said the
Bounder, his lip curling. ‘' You needn't
fancy that 1 shall crock up in the game
becanse you've seen a cigarette in this
study.”
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Vernon-Smith had no sooner settled down to play
the shed, and a hurrying figure darkened the open doorway.
Bounder. Vernon-Smith siated at him, in surprise, for a moment, and then a dogged look came over his face.

‘*‘ Smithy ! ™
(See Chapter 3.)

with Ponsonby & Co. when a sudden footstep was heard outside
It was Tom Redwing, and he came towards the

“I've got you
right.”

“All serene.”
_“Well, if it's all serene, good,” said
Wharton. “I've got Dallas down cn
ue right-wing, too.”

The Bounder sat bolt wpright in his

rair.
he “That

down =as outside-

“ Dallas !”
~arity cad "

“ Nobody but ‘{ou calls him & charity
2d, Smithy ; and if he lived, moved, and
~zd_ his giddy being in charity, it
ouldn't make any difierence to his form
1= a footballer.”

“A new kid—p!u.;'ing in one of the

-ggest fixtures I’ said Vernon-Smith.
“ You're doing this to get my rag out,
¥ harton,"

“Don’t be an ass, old chap! Dallas

2: shown wonderful form——"

“I haven't seen it.”

“None so blind as those who won't
w2, Every otlier man in the Remove
225 seen it!"

“Rot!”

“ Well, I'm not really asking for your
:cinion on my abilities as =& football
~1pper,” said the captain of the Remove
1iietly. “Y'm satished about that, and
— = other fellows seem satisfied. Fve
zicked out Dallas on his form, and I
2:nk he will be & rod in pickle for Rook-
=ood.  We want to beat them when they
=me over—"

exclaimed.

“You'll want a new outside-right il
Dallas is playing.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“That’s what I'm coming to,” he said.
“1 want you to do the sensible thing,
Bmithy. Your quarrel with Dallas
doosn’t concern me ; what concerns mc is
swutting a winning team in the field on
R\'c(inesdnv\u 1 want ybu to forget all
ebout your trouble with my inside-right
g0 long as the game is on, That's not
asking much "'

“Too much, all the same!”

“ What does that mean, Smithy ?”

“1t means that you will have to leave
Dallas out if you want me in the eleven
on Wednesday.”

“You know that we want vou—that
vou can't really be spared,” said the
captain of the Remove,

“That does it, then.
out, "

“Dallas is picked io play, and there's
no question DF leaving him out, It's for
vou to decide whether you play or not.”

“With Dallas in the team ™

“Certainly.”

“Not, then !" said the Bounder coolly.

“You want me to take your name out
of the list "

l L Mine or Dallas"—whichiever you
] '(.‘.“

“It will be vours, if you put it like
that.”

“ Mine, then,”

Wharton turned to the door.

Leave that cad

The

Bounder watched him with malevolent
eyes as he went.

But at the door the captain of the
Remove turned back.

“I was going to post up the list in the
Rag this evening, SBmithy,” be said very
quietly, I kcu'p it back till to-
morrow, though., We don't want to lose
you, and I hope you'll think better of it.
You'll only have to say the word.”

And with that the captain of the
Remove left the study,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Old Pals !

o REYFRIARS cad!™
Vernon-Smith started.
It was the following day,

and the Bounder was taking a
walk by himself alter classes, when the
voice of Cecil Pousonby broke on his
ears,

The Bounder's face was dark with
thought. In his unrveasoning fend
ageinst the new fellow in the Remove,
the Bounder was hurting himself more
than his encemy, and he knew it, and yet
his reckless, ungovernable temper drove
him on. Had the captain of the Remove
teken him at his word the previous even-
ing, the Bounder would have stood by
it. Yet he dearly wanted to figure in
the Rookwood match. YWharton had lefs

Tae MacNer LiBrary,—No. 939,
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the chance open, end that was a relief
10 Smithy ; he could play now if he liked
without eating humbile pie. But he
could not decide. He was thinking the
problem out as he tramped along a field-
paliih, when he came on the Highelifie
tellows.

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Manson, of the
Higheliffe Fourth, were seated in & row
en e fence smoking cigarettes. That was
ane of the favourite armusements of Pon &
(lo. when they were not under the cye of
sothority. But sil three of them left
«ff smoking for amoment as the BDounder
came along, to address him as a Grey-
iriara cad. Pon & Co., of nghcl_lﬁe,
were very much up agast Greyiriars,
though timo had been when the Bounder
had been chummy with the Higheliffe
sportsmen,

Vernon-Smith stopped, and stared as
the trio. His stare was ugly and threat-
¢ning, and it meade the nutly High-
clifians rather sorry they had spoken.
‘I'vue, they were t:ree to one—otherwise
tliey wonld never have ventured to slang
& hefty fellow like the Bounder. But the
cxpression on his face made them rather
Joubt whether t.heg would cate to stand
up to him, even threc to one, if he cub
up rusty, :

“ What's that?” snap?ed S_mlt}{i’.

“Nothin’, old bean,” said Monson.
“Only a Litle jest.” .

“ Pass on, friend, and all's well 1” said
Ponsonby, with a laugh.

The Bounder did not pass on.

He was in a savage temper, as he had
often been of late. At a word he was
prepared to charge the Higheliffe nuts,
and knock them spinning off the fence.
Ile was not alraid of what Pon & Co.
could do afterwards. In fact, he would
rather have enjoyed handling the three
of them, Certainly, in a fight to a finish
they would have been too many for him.
But Pon & Co. were not tho fellows for
a fight to o fnish, :

It was not any fear of the frio fhat
kept the Bounder’s hands off them; he
was utterly reckless of consequences, and
in & mood for a quarrcl. But it hap-
pened that he did not want to guarrel
with Pon & Co. Since he had been fall-
ing back into his old ways, the Bounder
had thought of his old Highcliffe {riends
more than once, and dallied with the
ides of chumming up again with the
black sheep of Higheliffe. The oppor-
iunity had come unexpcetedly.

For a fow moments the Bounder stood
looking at them, and Pon & Co. looked
uneasy. But his scowling face cleared,

“Yon fellows!” he said. *“Fancy
meetin’ you! Got a smoke to spare”

W ?\l
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Ponsonby laughed.

“No. Put yon surprise me, dear
man. I ihought you had thrown over all
such paughty ways. What would Red-
wing sey 1"

“Isn't Redwing your
grinned Gadshy. .

“ And Whartorr and his erowd,” smiled
Monson, “ Aren’t you thick with that
mob now ?"

Y Na |” snapped the Bounder.

He sat on the fence beside Ponsonby,
and hooked his feet in the rail. e was
glad, after all, to meet his old shady
sequaintances. .

“1f yonu men want a rnw,"_hc said
grimly, “I'm feelin’ just inclined for
one, and I'll {ake on the three of you
{ogether with pleasure. If you'd rather
be friends, I'm willing.”

The Highclife fellows
glances,

"Bury the hatchet, by all means, old
seont,” caid Ponsonby amiably. “We
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dry nurse?”

exchanged

never had anythin’ up against you, ex-
ceptin’ your pallin’ with Wharton and
his crew. He}p voursell, old thing.” He
extended a cigarettecase to
Bounder.
. Vernon-Bmith fook a cigareite and
lighted it. Again the black sheep of
Highcliffe exchanged glances. They
could sce that there was a change in
Herbert Vernon-8mith—a great change.
It did not wholly surprise them. The
Bounder's reform had never been, in
their opinion, more than :-,k‘m-(fecp.
Certainly hic had slid back often enough
into his old ways, at the best of times.
“Quite & pleasani meetin’,” said Pon-
sanby, in the same amicable tone. “It's
e pleasure to see you again, Sinithy,”
“1s it " grunted the Bounder.

the

“Oh, quite! Not so friendly with the
magnificent and mighty Wharton these
days?"”

“Glad to bear it,” said Ponsonby cor-
dially, “We don’t quite Jove him our
selves, By the way, 1 heard from
Bkinner that you were in a terrific scrap
the othor day, with some mew chap.
You've still got a mose and an eye”
Pon winked st his ¢hums, “You iicskcd
ihe fellow, of course?”

“1f you got the story from Skinner of
the Remove, you know I didn't!”
snarled the Boander. “Don give me
eny chippin’, Ponsonby. Fm not in a
humour for it. I was licked, and you
know it,"”

“Queer sort of beggar, that new kid,
from what Skinner says,” remarked Pon-
sonby. “Not the kind of fellow that
would be let into Highcliffe. We'te
rather more particular therc. The Head
would never have let him inte the
school.”

“1 don't sce why not. He can’t be
very particular, if be let you fellows
in,” said Vernou-Smith. “That ecad
Dallas is the limit for Greyfriars, if
you like.”

Ponsonby breathed rather hard. The
Bounder had a bitter tongue, and
friends as well as foes received the
sharp edge of it, when he was in a
sullen mood.

“You like the chap?” grinned Gadsby.

Vernon-8mith's eyes glittered.

"YAs much a3 a fellow ecan like a
scheming cad who's pulled his father’s
leg, and got money out of him, and
twisted him into sending the rotter to
a fellow's school,” he smid.

Pousonby grinned.

“That sounds as if yon dom't like
him, Smithy. I= it true that he was at
a charity school before he came to
Greyfriars?”

“Yaos, and a rotten sort of one, too.”

“What on earth did your pater take
him up for?”

“The fellow could take anybody in,”
said the Bounder bitterly. “He's got
round most of the Remove chaps. He's
quite popular. He’s been two or three
waeks at Greyfriars, that's all, and
Wharton has put him in the cleven for
one of our biggest fixtures, It's a thing
that's never happened before.”

“Wonderful foaotballer, what?”

“No; quite ordinary.”

The Higheliffe fellows grinned. They
were quite well aware that Harry
Wharton would not have picked out
& new fetow ito play in a big match if
he was ‘“‘quite ordinary.” The wish
was father to the thought, with the
Bounder. He believed more or less
what he said: his usually keen, sagacious
jndgment was blinded by his animosity.

The Bouonder, as he sat on the fence
with his hands in hiz pockets, was
jingling his money. It was quite 2
wealthy jingle, and seemed to indicate

that whatever Mr. Vernon-Smith's short-
comings, he was not keeping his son
short of that wuseful article, cash!
Perhaps it was the jingle of the
Bounder's cash that prompted Pon-
sonby’s next remark,

“Lots of time before lock-up,” he
said. “What shout a little game? Like
old times, what®”

# egg!” said Gadsby.

“I'm on, if you like,” seid the
Bounder, though he hesitated for a
moment.,

Fonsonby slipped from the [ence.

“This way, then,” he said, with
alacrity.

At the end of the femce on the field.

ath was a little empty shed. The

ighcliffe juniors and the Bounder of
Greyfriars entered it. They were reck-
Jess young rascals; but they werc not
guite forgetful of prudence. It was the
“‘sack " for any Greyiriars feliow whe
was found gambling:; and trouble, at
Jeast, for the Highclifians, Ponsonby
#at on a benck, and toek = little Russia-
teather case from his pocket, and slipped
out w pack of cards

“PBanker I” he asked,

111 YM..‘)

“Quite like old times,” said Monson,
“You must drop in and see us at High-
clific some half-holiday, Smithy.”

“1 will!* said the Bounder.

He took the cards and shuffled them.
There was & mingling of feelings in his
breast. His old blackguardiy associa.-
tions had their atiraction. But his con-
science was not quite easy. Qutside the
shed there was a sudden footstep, and a
hurrying figure darkencd the open door-
Way.

“ Bmithy I

And Tom Redwing came in.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Redwing I

EDWING did not look at the
Highclife fellows, who ex-
changed sncering grins as they
saw  him. He came towards

the Bounder. Smithy stared at him, in
surprise, for & moment, and then a-
dogged look came over his face.

“1 didn’t expect you here, Redwing,”
ha said curtly.

“I came out to look for you,” said
Redwing. “I sighted you on the fonce
a few miputes apo. Coming back?”

“You can see I'm with these fellows,”
said Vernon-Smith.

“Well, it's ica-time,” said Redwing.
“1 thought you were coming in o fea,
Swmithy.”

“8Ba 1 was; but I've changed my
mind.”

“ Better come,” vrged Redwing.

The Bounder lavghed scoffingly.

He was not in & mood to take good
advice, or any advice at all. The fact
that his present condnct distressed Red-
wing did not worry him. It rather gave
it & zest.

“That's firstly, 1 suppose,” remarked
Ceerl Ponsonby., * et on to secondly

and thirdly, Redwing, i you imusi.
We're waitin' (o begin”
“Any charge for these permons?”?

inquired (Gadsby.

Redwing took no heed of the High-
cliffe nuts. His eyes were fixed on the
Bounder's dogged, mocking face.

“I wish you'd come, Bmithy,” he

BRI,

“Weil, I'm not coming.”

“This sort of thing isn't good enough
for you, cld man,” said Tom earnestly.
“You don't want to have anything to
do with these cads.”
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“These what?” rapped out Ponsonby,
“Cads!” repeated Redwing, taking
notice of FPonsonby's existence for the
frst ti “Rotters, if you like that
oetter,

*You cheeky outsider—"

“That's cnough, Redwing,” said the
Vounder curtly, “If you can't stay
here  without  insulting my  [riends,
rou'd better clear.”

“They’re no friends of yours, Smithy.
For goodness’ sake, old chap, don't play
the goat,” said Tom, in great distress.
“What would happen if a Greylriars
nrefect dropped on you now *”

“The order of the boot, I suppose.”

“Well, thep——"

‘1 can do as I please,

“I suppose so. But——

“Well, let & feilow alone,” snapped
the Bounder. “When I want a sermon
from you, I'll ask for it.”

“1I'm not going to give you any ser-
mons, Smithy. But you can't expect a
‘riend of yours to feel pleased ot seecing
“ou tzking up again with these black-
zuards.”

Ponsonby jnmped off the bench,

“That's the second pretty name
ou've given us, you outsider,” he ex-
laimed. “Now get out of it. Do
ou hear?”

Redwing's eyes flashed at him. He
oierated a  great deal from the
Bounder; but he had no patience to
=aste on Cectl Ponsonby.

“I'll get out when 1 choose,” he
snswered,

“You'll
sadsby.

“Or we'll jolly well put vou ont!”
-atd Monson. ‘““Any objection to this
siug bein' booted out, Smithy?™

“None at all,” said the Bounder

olly.  “You'd better gn, Redwing.
And the sooner the hetter.”

“ You're eoming with me?”

“1T've said I'm not.”

Tom Redwing hesitated. ¥is influ-
ace over the f?oundpr. al times very
‘rong, faded to nothing when SBmithy
=as 1 one of his evil, dogged moods.
Tet it went sorely against the grain
=3 leave his chum in the company of
e voung blackguards of Higheliffe.
35 Tom stood in doubt, Ponsonby gave

m a violent shove, and he staggered
swards the door,

“Outside, you preachin' cad!” said
Fonsonby. “Or we— Oh! By gad!”
“on broke off with a yell, as Tom
Zedwing gave back a blow for the
-wove, and the dandy of Higheliffe
~ent spinning across the shed.

“There's more f you want it!"
~apped Redwing, his eves blazing at
¢ Higheliffians. “I'm not standing
«ov cheek from you, Ponsonby !

Ponsonby brought up ageinst the wall

* the shed, gasping for breath. His
& was red with rage.

“Come on, you men!” he panted.

Kick the cad out!”

The three Highelifians made a rush
* Redwing. Tom's hands went up at

ce. and he faced the rush ecoolly.
He was s match for any two of the
Zighcliffe cads, but three were too many

r him, and fair play was a matter
“at Pon & Co. never troubled about.
*zhting hard against the three, Tom
2: driven through the doorway.

*Bmithy ! he panted.

He could scarcely believe that his
cum would refuse 1o come to his aid,

he fought against heavy odds. But
+2rnon-Smith, seated on the end of the
=nch, looked on without stirring, a
ardonic smile on his face.

You asked for it,” he said. “ You

<t expect to insult fellows without

J suppose*”

get out now!" roared

bein' called to account. You should
have gone while the goin® was good.”

Crash !

Tom Redwing went down heavily
tinder the combined attack of the threc
Highcliffians.

He was up again in a second, his face
flushed, his eyes gleaming. 'The three
closed on him, and Gadsby went over
on his back under a drive that jarred
every tooth in his head, Ponsonby and
Monson grasped Redwing and brought
Lim to the ground.

“Bhove him in the ditch!” panted
Ponsonby.

Gadsby scrambled up and joined in
again. Three pairs of hands dragged
the struggling Redwing out of the shed
and towards the ditch at the edge of
the field.

“Bmithy ! panted Redwing.

Vernon-Smith half rese, and sat down
azain, dogged bitterness in his face. He
wounld not mtervene,

Splash !

“That for you, you cad!” gasped
I'onsouby,

Tom Redwing plunged helplessly into
the wet, muddy ditch. He sprawled in
muddy water and slime, and the three
Higheliffians, on the bank, watched him
Aounder out on the other side.

“Coms back and have another!”
chortled Monson.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Redwing gave the three a look
across the ditch, and tramped away.
squelching mud. It was useless Lo renew
the unequal struggle. A taunting laugh
followed him from Ponsonby & Co.

They stepped back into the shed. They
had had the best of the bargain, but all
three of them showed damages, and theyv
were  hreathless and  dusty, The
Bounder eved them

Tom Redwing tramped back to Grey-
friars with bitter feelings. He had
tried to save the Bounder from his own
reckless folly, and he had failed. But
bitterest of all, was Smithy's looking on
1dly while the Highcliffe fellows ragged
him. That was a surprise to Redwing,
and a blow to him.

“Hallo! Had an accident?” asked a
good-natured voice, as Redwing came
up to the school gates.

1t was Paul l}:ﬁins, the new junior in
the Remove. He came quickly towards
Redwing as he saw him.

“What's happened !” he asked.

“Tumble in a ditch.” said Tom curtly.
and he passed on. [t was unjust, and
he knew it, but he fejt that Le disliked
Dallas at that moment. All the trouble
between him and his chum had hap-
pened since My, Vernon-8mith’s adepted
son had come to Greyfriars.

Dallas made 2 step to follow him in,
and then paused.

Redwing went to the House, only too
conscious of his muddy state, and the
curious and amused glances that were
cast upon him from all sides. Billy
Bunter met him in the doorway, and
burst into a loud chuckle.

“ He, he, he! Been collecting' mud "

Tom passed him without an answer.

“1 say, vou fellows!” yelled Bunter.
“Come and look at Redwing! He's
been rolling in mad !”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “You've gol a spot or two of
mud on you, Redwing.”

Tom gave a muddy grin.

“I've been in a ditch.”

“You look it,” agreed DBob.
body help you in?”

“I—I met some Higheliffe fellows »

“Pon & Co.?"” asked Bob. “Just one

" Any-

sardonically as they
came in.

“Gone?”
asked.

“Yes, rather!”
panted Gadsby,
“(ilad to go, too!”

“Yon giddy
heroes!" said the
Bounder.

“Oh, chuck it,
Smithy !”  prowled
Ponsonby, dabbing
his nose with &
handkerchief.

he

Vernon Smith
stepped to the
doorway. In the

distance he canght
sight of his chum.
tramping sway with
squelctiing footsteps.
There was a strange
expression on the
Bounder’s hard face
as he watched. Per-
haps his conscience
was sticring a little,
Had Tom Redwing
looked back then,
the Bounder was in
a mood to have
joined him, regard-
less of the High-
ciiffie fellows. But
Redwing did not
look back. The
Bounder's eyes fol-
lowed Lim till he
disappearcd, and
then he shrugged
his shoulders and
went back into the
shed.

A Cadbury Bar for
sheer goodness, size
and taste will always

L L, L
3 . L .
give you best ﬁ!ue. [ e

—Ask for g
(adburys

See the name’(Adbury’on every piece of chocolate.,

BEST YALUE FOR TWO PENCE

Cadbury's Chocolate
Turkish Delighe,

24d.

9 Bournville
Chocolate Bac,

Alwo in 14, sad d Bars zd.

Cadbury's Milk
Chocolate Bar, Zd.

Also in 14 and id. Bars

Bournville Fruit -y
y and Nut 2 : |
Chocolate Bar, C! n {‘\

.Tl /‘ k

Y/

e

s



8 OUR_MOTTO: CLEAN. WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

of their rotten tricks. Pity there wasn't
any Greyfriars chap near to lend you a
hand, old Lean.”

Redwing made no answer to that. He
did pot intend té mention that there had
been & Greyfriars fellow at hand; the
Bounder's disloyalty was his secret.

“RBetter get slong to a bath.room
before Quelchy sces vou,” grinmed Bob.
“Oh, my hat! Here he is!"”

“Redwing !” Mr. Quelch came frown-
ing out of his study. Evidently he had
seen the muddy junior from his window,
“What does this mean? Why are you
in this—this revolting state?”

Tom crimsoned umff-r the mud.

“I—=I tumbled in =a_ditch, sir,” ho
faltered.

“A fall into a ditch should not have
mede you so muddy as this, Redwing.
You appear to have been absolutely roli-
ing in mud,”

“Ye-e-on

Tom.
. “Your state is disgraceful--disgust-
ing!” snapped Mr, Quelch. “Co and
clean yourself at once, Redwing, and
take a hundred lines.”

" Yes, sir,” mumbled Tom,

And he eseaped up the staircase, leav-
ing Mr. Quelch frowning, and a good
many fellows grinning.

sir—sorry, sir!” gasped

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Scheme !

4 ETTIN' near lock-up.”
Ponsonby made the remark,
blowing out a little cloud of
smoke from his ecigaretie.

The Pounder, seated on the old bench
in_the shed, was idly shuflling the cards.

He nodded.

*“I suppose we'd better be travellin’,”
he assented,

Ponsonby & Ca. rose, yawning, but
looking very satisfied with themselves,

Whether the Bounder had lost his old
skill during his period of reform, or
whether he had played carelessly, cer-
tainly the luck had run in favour of
the Higheliffe nuts. They were move
than pleased with the result of the meet-
ing, and distinctly bucked at getting on
the old terms with the wealthiest fellow
at Greyfiriars.

“Hee vou agein soon, Smithy,” said
Monson.

" Drop in at Highelifie,” said Gadsby.

“Jolly glad to see you there,” said
Ponsonby heartily. “It's a long time
since vou've honoured our study wt
Higheliffe, Smithy, old bean.”

“Pleased,” zaid the Bounder. “If
vou fellows would like to do me a good
turn—" He paused.

Ponsonby & Co. froze a little, They
had won money from the Bdunder of
Groyfriars, and they were pleased to be
friendly again. But if Smithy wanted
to borrow, that was quite another
matter.

“Give it a name,” said Ponsonby, not
ko heartily.

The Bounder smiled sarcastically. Ti
was quite easy for bim to read the High-
cliffe dandy’s thoughts,

“That new rotter, Dallas, at Grey-
friars,” he said. “It's about him.”
“Oh! Get on!” =aid Pon, quite
cordial again.

“Wharton's put him in the team for
rhie Rookwood match to-morrow,” said
Smithy, "“I've said that 1 won’t play
in the same team with a charity cad.”

“More power to vour giddy elbow !”
#aid Ponsonby. “I'd say exactly the
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same, if a rotlten outsider like that
wedged in at Highcliffe.”

Gadsby and Monson nodded assent.
They quite sympathised with the
Bounder on that topic.

“Only Wharton won't drop him,"
said Vernon-Smith. “And 1 want to
play in the Rookwood mawch., It's our
last big fixture of the season, and 1 don't
sce missin’ it.”

“Thet looks a bit of a problem, then,”
said PDI‘L.!OUIJ)&

“There's a solution to every problem,”
said tho Bounder calmly, *“ It only needs
lookin' for.”

“Well, if we can help you—
Pon, rather puzzled.

“He's a hefty sort of chap,” said
Smithy. “He handled tne all nght, and
I'mn no infant! But three fellows could
handle him.™

“Oh!" ejagalated Ponsonby.

*This shed is a pretty lonely spoi,”
said the Bounder. “If three fellows
caught Dallas strollin® around here be-
fors the matcn to-morrow, and set on
him, he could be kept baee for an hour
or two——"

“Oh, my hati"”

“He would put up a fight, of course.
But you three could handle him. 1
vou gave him a thumpin' good lickin', it
wouldn't matter. In fact, it would be
all to the good!"”

Ponsonby laughed.

" You could bring Drury and Vava.
sour along with you,” said the Bounder.
“ Make assurance doubly sure, you
kuow, The fellow's an out-and-out cad,
and deserves what he get<!”

“You'd get rather a wiggin' at Grey-
friars, old bean, if the fellows knew you
were kecpin' a man out of a football
match!” grinned Monson.,

“Who's ta know? It would be taken
just for a Highcliffo rag. You're not
supposed to know anythin' about our
matches, and you don’t know that Dallas
is in the team at all. Nobody will sup-
pose that such a rag had anythin’ to do
with the football,”

“That's s0."

“1t would be rather a lavk for you
men, He's a friend of Wharton’s, and
you don't like Wharton's friends.”

“Not the least little hit!"” assented
Pansonby.

“Chuck the fellow i the diteh, and
rag him, and keep him in the shed for
an hour or so,” said Smithy. * Easy as
fallin’ off a form!"”

“Quite!” said Ponsonby. *'But surely
tho fellow won't be takin' a walk this
way, & miloe {rom the scheol, just before
a football match!”

“1 can fix that.”

“ Blessed if 1 see how!”

“Well, leave that to me,” said the
Bounder, “If he deesn’t turn up, it's
off, of course. But 1 faney I can make
him turn up. You see, the cad's game
is to pull the wool over my pater’s eves,
and he would be glad to put on friend-
ship with me; it would help him with
the pater. So if 1 give lum the glad
hand to-morrow, he will welcome it, I
can make him take a little walk over
here by pulling his leg. He's deep
enough to take in my pater, but he's not
deep enough for me!”

Ponsonby whistled.

“Is it a go?" asked Vernon-Smith,
rising from the bench. “Half a dozen
of you witl be able to handle him like
a baby.”

“It's a go, old bean!"

* Be about this nice secluded spot soon
after Lwo to-morrow, then. Kick-off is
at three on Little Side, at Greyfriars.
He will taka a little walk 2fter dinner,
and ho won't come back! It's rather a
lark!”

" S&id

_“No end of a lark!"” grinned Gadsby.
“Rely on us, Smithy! We'll see tha
the cad doesn’t get away [”

Verunon-Smith and the Higheliffians
walked away down the field-path to the
road, discussing the detmls of the
scheme as they went. They parted on
the road, Ponsonby & Co. heading for
Higheliffe School, and the Bounder
striding away to Greyfriars,

Ho was just in time before Cosling
closed the gates,

As he walked to the House he came on
Paul Dallas, in the company of Bob
Cheery and Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. The new junior was
looking very bright and cheery.

Evidently he was greatly pleased ot
being picked out to play i the Rook-
wood match on the morrow. It was

vally plain that he was on the
friendlicst terms with the footballing
fraternity in the Remove—with the
excoption of the Bounder,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob
Cherry, as Vernon-Smith came up the
path, *“Seen anything of the enemy1”

The Pounder stopped.

“What enemy 7"

“The Highelife [cllows. TRedwing
came in an hour ago, smothered with
mud,” said Bob.  “They've been
ragging him.”

The Bounder caught his breath for a
monient.

He was too reckless to care much
whethor Redwing told the story of what
had happened in the shed by Courtfield
Common, But he realised at once that
Tom had said nothing of his disloyalty.

*He looked a picture, and no mis-
take,” said Johnny Bull. 1 wish T'd
heen thera!"

“The wishfulness s terrific!”
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singii,

" Redwing let them handle ham ¥ said
Smithy.

“1 gather that they were three 1o
one,” said Bob. “That's Highcliffe's
aL_\'h'!"

“I shouldn’t let three of them duck
me in a ditch!” said the Bounder sar-
castieally, and he walked on.

The juniors locked after him rathor
curiously. It was the first time the
Bounder had been heard to speak cou-
temptuously of his chum., But the Re-
move already knew that there was a
rift in the lute in Study No. 4,

Vernon Smith went into the House
and up 1o the Remove passage, Harry
Wharton was in the doorway of Study
No. 1, and he gave Smithy a cheery
nod. It was not much like Wharton to
make concessions to an arrogant fellow;
but he was very desirous of keeping on
civil terms with the Bounder if he could.

“1allo, Bmithy! I've lLeen looking
for you!" he said.

“I've been out of gates.”

“That's all right. I shall have to put
the foorball Jist up in the Rag this even-
ing. 1 hope your name will be in it.”

“You're givin® me another chance—
what?"" asked the Bounder sarcastically,

“We want you to play, Smithy.
You're one of the best, and we shall
miss you H you stand ont,"”

The Bounder’s hard face softened a
little, He knew that it was not easy
for a fellow like Wharton to toleratc
errogance, and he could not help being
pleased, too, by the frank acknowledg-
ment of his value to the team.

“ Perbap: 1 wis rather hasty,” he ad-
mitted,  “If yon want te put my name
in, Wharton, put it in, and rely on me,”

“That's the stuff!” said the captain
of the Remove cheerily., “'We're going
to beat Rookwood, Smithy; and I don't
mind telling you that I had my doubts
about it if you stood out. I'm jolly glad

ye-
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** Shove him in the ditch ! ** panted Ponsonby. Three pairs of hands dragged tke struggling Redwing out of the shed, and
towards the ditch. ‘* Smithy !’ panted Redwing. But Vernon-Smith, seated on the end of the bench, dogged bitterness in
his face, would not Intervene to save his chum.

(See Chapter 4.)

= 're ﬁoing to line up with the Re-
=ove! Your namg m."

3mithy went into Study No. 4.

Town Redwing was there. There was
= trace of mud about him now. His
w0 clonded as the Bounder came in,
12d he did not look at his study-mate.

Swithy eved him_ sardonicaliy.

“Sulkin’?” he asked.

“No," said Tom, very quictly.

* You look it!"

Tom Redwing looked bim in the eyes.

“I'in fed-up, Smithy! You acted like
= absolute rotter :ﬂ'u afternoon, and
- = fedoup ™
“You should have minded your own
zaaney "

“I shall do so, in future,” said Tom.
You'll go your own way without any
=zerference from me!”

“Good!” said the Bounder, “That's
z.te good mews! We get rogular
~=mons from the Head on Sunday; no
w~=J for you to hand out any!"

He threw bimself into the armchair,
==d lighted a cigarette. Tom Redwing
=it the study, and the Bounder's li
:wled in & sncer as he went, That ill-
s=oried {riendship bad stood many a
—=ain, but it looked as if it had broimn
wwn at last.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Climbing Down !

- SAY, von fellows, Smithy's in!"
Billy Bunter squeaked out the
tho news as he blinked at the
footbal] list in the Rag.
=Good man!” said Bob Cherry.
“Ob, what a fall was there, my

countrymen!” sighed Skinner. “After
all Smithy's gas—-""

“Well, we knew it was only gas!”
remarked Snoop.

“Smithy would be an ass to stand
out!” said Bolsover major. “I think
he's done the sensible thing.”

Quite a crowd of Remove fellows
gathered round the football notice.

The name of “P. Dallas " was there,
and it was a surprize to most of the
fellows to find “H. Vermon-Smith” in
the same list.

Most of the fellows were glad. to sce
it there, however.

Skinner & Co. snecred; but Skinner &
Co. mattered very little in the opinion
of the Remove foothaliers.

Still, it was a surprise. The Dounder's
wavward, arrogant temper was well.
known, and his declaration that he never
would play in the seme teagn with the
“charity cad " had been heard by all
the Form.

Few fellows had expected to see him
climb down to this extent. lle had no
choice in the matter, unless he was to
step out of the Remove foctball, But
the Bounder was not a fellow to con-
sider consequences. He was much more
likely to hold to his word, regardless of
them.

“Well,” said Skinner, *‘gas costs
nothing. Smithy’s told us all that he
wouldn’t be found dead in the same
team with Dallas. He's said it loud
and he's said it over. He's shouted it
to Wharton, and he’s sung it to the rest
of us. Now he’s swallowed it—whole!
Shows his sense, I dare say; but I

didn't think Smithy was the man to eat
humble pie.” g

“Oh, ring off, Skinner!" said Bob
Cherry. “ You've always got something
dashed unpleasant to say! Let Smithy
alone, He's playing up like a sports-
man.”

“The playfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The es-
teemed Smithy has done ri{ghtfu]l_\-."

* Hear, hear!” said Squiff.

“He stood out of a Form match
because Dallas was in it,” said Skinner.
“A Form match isn’t of much account.
When it cotnes to a big fixture, Smithy
climbs down.”

“Well, I jolly well knew he would !
said Snoop.

“You jolly well didn't!" said Johnny
Bull grufy. “And I don't call 1t
climbing down, to act sensibly and like
a good sportsman. Swithy was hasty,
and he's thought belter of it. Smithy's
got his faults, but he’s a jolly good
sportsman at bottom.”

“Thanks!” drawled the Bounder's
sarcastic voice behind Johnny. Smithy
had como into the Rag unnoticed by the
crowd at the paper.

Johnny Bull glanced round.

“That you, Smithy? Cougratiers, old
bean! We should have missed you a lot
if you'd stood out.”

“The lotfulness would have been ter-
rific, my cstaemed Smithy."

“We're going to beat Rookwood
now,”" said B Cherey comfortably.
“We've got as good a team as over tho
Remove put into the field. T knew you
wouldn’t let us down, Smithy.”
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“What prico gas?’ asked s voice
behind the crowd ofdiumm-e, and some
of the fellows lavghe

*Shut up!” growled Johnny Bull.

Ti= Bounder laughed lightly. He
scemed in a better temiper than ¢f late,
and the gibe did not seem to worry him,

“Weo all talk too wmuch at times,”
said Smithy, “I don't mind admitting
that when 1 let my temper run away
with me Wharton would have been quite
justified in Jdropping me out of the
eleven. He hasn’t done so, and 1'm
going to play up for all I'm worth.”

“Good man!” said Harry Wharton,
who had jJust come into the Rag.
“That's the tune, Smithy! As for
dropping yon out of the eleven, old
bean, I'd almost as soon drop myself
out.”

“Hear, hear!" said Bob Cherry.

“You're treating me jolly decently,”
said 1he Bounder, with a touch of com-
punction. * [ don’t think I should have
stoad so much cheek if I'd been football
captain, Wharton. But you're a morve
level-headed fellow ithan I am,”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Thanks!” he said. " Anyhow, we're
all right now, and we'll make Rookwood
hide their diminished heads to-morrow.”

Paul Dallas, who was among the Re.
movites, eyed Vernon-Smith rathec
curiously. Ile wondered whether he had

niisjudged tho Bounder a little. Ho had
seen only the worst side of Smithy so
far.

Vernon-Smith turned round to Dallas,

“We're together on the right wing,
Dallas,” he said.

“¥Yes,” said Paul, quite surprised at
the Bounder addressing any civil word
to him,

“We don't like one another,” went on
Vernon-Smith, apparently unconscious
of the astonished glances turned on him
from all sides. * But that has nothin’ 1o
do with football.”

“Nothing at all,” Paul
heartily.

“All we've got to do is to pall to-
gether and play up for Greyfriars, amd

agreed

{orget everything  else,”  continued
Vernon-Smith, “Do you agree to
that?”

“Yes, rather! And I'm jolly glad to
hear you say so,” said Dallas.

“That’s & go, then!™ said Smithy, and
he lounged away to an arinchair by the
fire, leaving an astonished crowd behind
b,

“Well,” =aid Skinner, with a deep
breath, *‘ that beats it !

“It do—it does!” grinned Snoop.

“1 say, you fellows, a licking does
Binithy good ! chuckled Bunter.

“You fat octopus, a licking will do
you good if you don't shut up!” growled
Bob Cherry,

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Scat 1"

There was general surprise in the Rag,
but among the footballivg fellows there
was general satisfaction. What had
threatened to be a serious split in the
team was over and done with now.
The Bounder was better liked just then
than he had been for a long time. No
doubt he had a rotten temper, but he
was a sportsman at heart—that was the
general opinion. He had taken up an
untenable position, and he had stepped
down from it like a sensible fellow. The
hearty approval of the best fellows in
the Form wmore than compensated for
the gibes of fellows like Slnoner,

Tom Redwing had heard, with amaze-
ment, the Bounder’s words to Dallas,
and he came over to Smithy with a
bri?ht face. Tom was more than willing
to forgive and forget all offences if his
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chum's better nature had resumed sway
al Jast,

I say, Smithy, I'm glad!” he said.

The Bounder looked at him, with a
smile. It vwus not wholly a pleasant
smile.

“Glad of what?” he asked.

“Glad to =ce you play up like a real
good chap—like yourself, Smithy,” said
Taom, ;

The Bonnder's lip eurled.

“You heard what I said to that cad?”

“1 beard what you said to Dallas,”
answered Touw, his face clouding. “You
—vyou meant it, 1 suppose?”

ernon-Smith swiled eontemptuously.

“Then you were pulling his leg??
said Redwing slowly.

“What elxe did you think?”

“But you're playing in the match to-
morrow!"”

“Certainly !”

“That's all right, rhen!” said Tom.

“Quite! More than you think!” said
Vernon-Smith. **There's more than one
way of killing a cat, and more than one
way of dealing with a pushing, inter-
loping cad! [U've played into his hands
so far; wy volten temper, you know 1"
He speered. ' I'my keeping my temper
now. It's the best way,”

i B\jt‘_’,

“That's &l ! said Vernon-Smith; and
he opened a baok.

Tom Redwing left him in silence.
The Bounder was playing - part, he
knew that now. And he soon knew that
other fellows in the Remove suspected
as much. A remark of Skinner's came
to his ears later.

“8mithy's up to something,” Skinner
was confiding to Snoop and Stott. I
don't know what hia game is, but he’s
got some game on, I know that look in
Sumithy’s cve. Oil and water will mix
sooner than  Swmithy and his giddy
adopted brother.  Smithy's got some-
thing up Ins sieeve !

It was but seldom that Tom Red-
wing found himsel in agreement with
the cad of the Remove. But on this
oceasion he could not help thinking that
Harold Skinner was right,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Treachery !

ARRY WHARTON planced at

H the Bounnder in the gquad afier

dinner the next-day with an
approving glance,

Vernon-Smith had joined Dallas as
the juniors went out after dinner, and
was speaking to him amnncably.

In the dormitory the night before he
had spoken a civil woard to the new
fellow; at the breakfast table he bad
given him a nod.

After the bitter enmity that had sub-
sisted between them, it was a very
considerable change,

The enmity, at first, had been wholly
on Smithy's “side. But it was not to
e wondered at that Dallas had soon
repaid enmity and hatred with a deep
dislike. Nevertheless, he was willing
enough to accept the olive-branch if the
Bounder offered it now.

To the DBounder, in his suspicious
bitterness, it seemed that that willing-
ness to make friends was one more ex-
ample of the interloper's cunning: it
snited him better to be on apparently
friendly terms with the son of the man
he had bambeozied. That was Smithy's
view.

To the other fellows, the explanation
was much less ipiguitous, Pallas was
a normal, healthy fellow, who had no
use for a feud, and disliked being on

bad terms with anybody, He was
willing to make friends because he was
fed-up with a causcless enmity, which
made matters uncomfortable for every-
body concerned,

Certainly he did not suspect for one
woment that Smithy -had any axe to
grind in offering him civility,

Neither did it seem to occur to the
Bounder that, in the part he was now
playing, he was guilty of a treachery
such as be had suspected in Dallas,
without proof.

Anyone who had known Smithy's
secret intentions would have concluded
that the Bounder, in his blind pre-
judice, had thrown all considerations
of decency to the winds; and that con-
clusion would not have been far wrong.

**Bmithy seems to have got over it,”
Harry Wharton remarked to Bob
Cherry, with a nod towards the two
juniors.  “I suppose it's dawned on
bim at last that Dallas isn't the awful
character he supposed.”

Bab taughed,

*Might have dawned on him sooner,”
he said. “It's no compliment to us
for Smithy to thiuk that we'd have
imade friends with a scheming rotter '”

“I'm jolly glad he’s chucking it, at
any rate,”

“Same here," agreed Bob.

And Horree Jamset Ram Singh de-
clared the samefulness was terrific.

Smithy and  Dallas  were strolling
along the path together towards the
gates,

“Don’t forget kick-off at three, you
chaps!™ the captain of the Remove
called after them,

“Not likely !
back with a smile,

“Lots of time vet, Dallas,” said the
Bounder amicably. “The Rookwond
men won't be over here for nearly an
hour vet. Come for a siroll—or have
yon still got vour back up?®”

Panl eoloured and langhed.

“I'lt  come with pleasure,”
answered,

“Right!"

Az a matter of fact, Paul wgs not at
all keen on a walk with the Bounder.
He was glad (o be on civil terms with
him, and resdvy to be friends; but he
did not specinlly want Smithy’s socicty.
But as Vernon-Smith seemed o want to
bury the late unpleasantness, and to
make himself agreeable, the new junior
felt that it was up to him not {o dis-
courage the Bonnder. If the chap was
touchy, the fellow who owed so much
to his father could afford to treat him
with tact and tolerance.

They strolled out of the gates to-
rether and took the Courifield road.
The Bounder chatted cheerily as they
walked, seeming to have forzotten com-
pletely his feud with the nmew jnnior.
Paul was more aud more surprised everv
minute, Smithv could make himseif
agreeable when he chose, and he cer-
tainlv chese now., More and more it
was borne in on Paul's mind that he
had misjudged Mr. Vernon-Smith’s son,

They turned into a field-path near the
common, at the end of which, stood a
solitary shed. They passed the shed.
and Paul noticed, without heeding, thas
a well-dressed fellow in a silk hat was
loaking out of the doorway. Panl
looked at his wateh,

“Botter be getting back,” he said.
“we don't want fo be late, you know."

“There's a short cut back across the
fields,” said Vernon-S8mith. “1 know
the wav."

“3iill, you can't he too careful,” said
Dallas. “I think I'd like to turn back
here.”

*“Just as vou like.”

said Paul, glancing

he
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Vernon-Bmith stopped.

“You'd like to be Iriends with mwe,
Dallas®"

“Certainly,”
not?”

“Why not?” assented the Bounder,
with & mocking gleam in his eyes. “'It
would help you & good deal, ! suppose,
in pulling the wool over my pater's
eyes?'

Dallas started.

“ Vernon-Smith !"

“You'll be coming {o my father's
bouse for the Easter hols, I suppose?”
said Vernon-Smith.

“1—I suppose so."

“And you think I shall be {riendly
with you there?”

“1 hope so0,” said Dallas, very
guietly,  “It would be rather un-
pieasant Tor Mr, Vernon-Smith if we
were ragging at’ his house as we've
Leen at Groyfriars.”

“You wulyd keep away,
suggested the Bounder.

“] shall have to do as your father
tells me, of course.” Dallas -drew a
‘cop breath. ** What does thiz mean,
Vernpn-8mith? Have you walked me
ot here to pick a quarrel with me?"”

“Not at all; I'm rather parti(-u)nr
wiom I pick a quarrel with,' said the
Dounder. *“I was letting you run on
by way of amusement. I'm not goin’
to touch you—for two reasous: you're
not fit to touch, and you've licked me
once and, I've no doubt, could do it
aTain.”

Dallas flushed crimson.

“Then you've been pulling myv leg?”
ke asked. very quietly

“I've been letting you fancy that
sou'd pulled my leg, you mean,” said
Vernon-8mith contemptuously., * You'll
fnd me 2 little harder to take in than
my father.™

‘““How darc vou say that I've taken
sour father in!"

“Haven't you?” sneered the Bounder

Dallas breathed hard,

“Yoauw've pulled my leg,” be said, "I
thought you wanted to make fricnds,
or at least stop ragging. You won't
make a fool of me again., You'll keep
sour distance from me after this,
Herbert Vernon-Smith. As for gomng to
vour father's house for the Easter holi-
day, I shall not do so if I can possibly
belp it—not if the Head will let me
stay at Greyfriars over the holidays. I
shall have nothing to do with you that
I can help.”

Vernon-Smith gave a scofing laugh,

Dallas turned his back on the Bounder
and walked back the way he had come,
The Bounder jumped over a stile, and
took a winding path through feld and
~ood back to the school. It was, as he
had said, a shori cut; but Dallas was un.
acquainted as yet with the coundry
round Greyfriars, and he knew nothing
of it, and certainly he did not intend
to walk back with the Bounder.

There was plenty of tiine to get back
to the school for the foolball match by
road; Dallas had taken care of that,
It did not occur to him that he might
be stopped on the way. He was angry
at the Boundet's duplicity, but he was
far from suzpecting what its real object
hed been.

Yernon-Smith disﬂ?marcd in the
fields. Dallas followed the path along
the edge of the common back towards
the Courtfield road. He had to pass the
lonely shed agnin, A fellow in well-
cut Igtana had just ridden a bike along
the grassy path, and stopped at the
shed. He leaned the machine on the
wall and looked in at the doorway.

Ps:l&l glenced at him carelessly as he

answered Paul. “Why

vou kuow,”

p.‘s‘Ju;n in time, Drury," said Ponsonby,

with 2 grin. “You nearly missed the
fun!’

And Ponsonby & (o.. coming out of
the shed in a bunch, ran into the path
and lined up in front of the Greyfriars
junior.

-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Philistines !
PAUL DALLAS halted.

Five fellows were lined up in
the path before him, and he had
no choice about stopping.

He had never seen the fefl)o“'a before,
but he guessed that they belonged to
Higheliffe, and le could not fail to
se¢ that their intentious were hostile,
dle had heard about Redwing's ragging
the previons day; he had seen Redwing
come in smothered with muod. And
he was on lis guard at once.

Ponsonby raised his silk hat politely.
Pon was always polite, and it amuscd
him to play with his victim a little, like
a cat with & mouse.

* Excuse us,” he said smoothly, “Just
slop a minute, will vou *»

“Well, I've stopped,”
“What do you want"”

Pon'’s courteous inanner almost dis-
armed him.  He <id not know Cecil
Ponsonby of Highcliffe vot.

“Only 8 word or two, dear man,” said
Ponsonby.  “Judgin’ by your cap,
you're a Greyfriars cad.”

“1 beleng to Greylriars, if that's what
you mean,”

“That's it! At Higheliffe, we always
speak of Greyfriars fellows as Greviriars
cads,” Pon explained sirily. “You see,
1t describes them so wel

“8o exactly, you know,” said Gadsby,

¥ Absolutely !” remurked Vavasour.,

Paul set his lips.

“Will vou let me pass*" he inquired.

“Any hurry " asked Ponsonby.

lf'&'eg.il

“I'm sorry for that. because we're not
lettin’ you pass for a little while. We
want a little conversation with you.”

“He doesn't drop his h's,” said Mon-
son. “Fancy that, you men! Have we
got the right pig by the ear? I expected
him to be dropping his h's ali over the
shop.”

“Let's have it clear,” =aid Ponsonby.
“We've heard that there's a new cad at
Greyfriars, in the Lower Fourth, Are
you the new cad "

“T'm new at Greylriars, if that's what
you mean,” said Paul quietly.

“Does your name happen
Dallas?"

“ My name is Dallas.”

“Then there’'s no mistake,” said Pon-
sonby. “You're the man we've wanted
fo meet. You see, we've heard about
you, and we've never seen a charity cad
before at close quarters.”

Paul crimsoned.

He had heard a good deal about the
Highclifie nuts in the Remove, though
he had =een nothing of them so far.
Ponsonby's cool insolence ftted the de-
seription he had heard.

“You =ee, we were rather curious
about you,” explained Gadsby, “Sort of
new animal, vou know.”

“ Absolutely,” said Vavasour.

“He washes,” said Ponsonby, inspect.
ing Dallas. “It's surprisin’. but he
washes, I suppose they made him wash
after he got to Greyfriars.”

“Yaas, there’s & limit even for Grey-
friars,” gaid Vavasour.

“They have a wide limit, or the
wouldn't let in charity cads—still,
they’ve a limit,” assented Pon.
“They've made him wash.”

said  Paul.

to be

“Who gave him his clothes, I won-
der 1 said Monson.

“I dare say he will tell ns, Who'gave
you your clothes, young Charity?”
inquired Pon.

Paul Dallas jooked steadily at the five
Highelifians. He was a deft and
doughty fellow with his hands, as he
had proved in his fight with the Bounder
of Groyfriars., But he had no expecta-
tion of holding his own against odds of
five to one. He was in a bad scrape,
and he knew it, for it was clear that the
five voung rascals would soon be pro-
ecceding from words to actions. The
ditch waa flowing near by, and he re-
membered Redwing’'s raggiog,. He
stepped back, his hands clenching hard.

“You haven't answered my question,"
said Ponsonby. *“We'm really interested
to learn who gave you your clothes.”

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm fedwp with this,” said Dallas.
“Will you get out of my way*”

“I think net,” smiled Pon.

“Nol t||uil.e " chuckled Gadsby.

“ Absolutely not!” chirruped Vava.
BOUT.

“We nover lot & Greyfriars cad off
without a i i Monson.

did not answer., He made a
sudden rush to break his way through,
hitting out right and left,

There was a how! from the High-
clifians. They had intended to collar
Dallas and rag him, and shut him up in

the shed, according to programme.
They had intended to handle him
severely if he ventured to resist. But

they had not the slightest expectation
that he would begin the battle himself.
They were quite taken by surprise by
that sudden hefty rush,

Paul certainly had no suspicion that
there was a scheme (o keep him away
from the Rookwood malch. e sup-
posed that & raggin%wu intended, such
as Tom Redwing had been through.
But he did not mean to take it if he
conld possibly help it, His only chance
was to break through the Highcliffiaus
and run for it.

And he did not stand on ceremony.
Ponsonby received his right full on the
nose, and his left erashed into Gadsby's
mouth. The two nuts went down as if
they had been shot.

Paunl broke through and dashed on.
Monson snatched at him as he passed,
and got a grip on his sleeve, and
dragged him round. The next moment
Monson went spinning, with s howl.
But that moment had been time enough
for Vevasour and Drury to close in on
the Greyfriars junior, and they both
eaught at him and held him.

Ponsonby and Gadsby jumped up, and
clutehed at him.  Paul, resisting des-
perately, went to the ground, the High-
cliffians sprewling over him.

The next few minutes were wild and
whirling ones.

Five to one, as the Highclifians were,
they did not have an easy task with the
Greyfriars junior.

There were howls and vells from all
of them, as Paul struggled, hitting ont
at every chance. Vavasour rolled away,
clasping his jaw, which felt as if it was
no longer there, and yelling with
anguish. But four pairs of hands were
still grasping Dallas, and they dragged
him through the grass into the shed.

Paul was flung into the shed, and he
sprawled on the floor gasping for breath,
spent by the unequal struggle.

“Stick there, you charity cad !” panted
Ponsonby. “By gad, T'll make you
sorry for givin’ us all this trouble !”

Paul sat up breathlessly.
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Ponsonby & Co. gathered in a bunch
ingide the open doorway of the shed.
They were breathless, too, and they had
damaged noses to dab. The Greylriars
junior rose pain(ully to lis fect, and
geancd ou the further wall of the shed,
pumping in breath,

“You rotters!” he panted.

“Shut up!” snapped Pansonby.
“Wait for what's comin’ to you! ¥You
needn’t ask for it!” .

Yaul calmed himself with an effort.
There was no way out of the shed =ave
hy the narrow doorway, and it was
h{m:ked by the Highclifisns. He was
only too well aware that he could not
beat the five of them and force a

assage. ;
p"Lgnk here, you fellows!™ he said.
“I'm.due at mye school for a foot,l’mli
match., Chuck this, and let me pass.”

Ponsonby Jaughed savagely, His
hendsome nose was considerably
damaged, and did not look very I:mud-
sonie now, It was on the Dounder’s ac-
connt that Pon & Co. had molested
Dallas; but it was on his own account
now, that they intended to rag him un-
wercifully, as well as keep him sway
from the football match at Greyfriars,
Common persons could not be allowed
{o jay their honds on the lofty Pon with
impunity. i s

* Be decent,” said Dallas. “ You don't
want to make a fellow miss a football
match.”

“Don't wo?” grinned Gadsby,

“Will you let e get out¥”

i Hnrdfy.“ X -

“I tell you the fellows will be waiting
for me,” said Paul. “Havent you any
deeency, even you Higheliffe outsiders?

“Cheese it You'll want your hreath
to howl when we begin on you," said
Monson.

Paul breathed. havrd.  The breathiess
Higheliffians were in no hurry to begin
on him; but evidently they did not
intend to allow him to pass out of the

<hed,  And the minutes were going. The
Hookwood fellows would soon be at
(sreyfriare, if they were not  there

already. Paul gritted his teeth at the
thought of heing absent when the bail
was kicked olf, d

“1 tell vou——" he began again.

“Shut upl”

Paul said no more. He gathered all
his stvength for a (]t!s[imrate rush.

“Stop him 17 yelled Ponsonby.

Panl came on fiereely, his teeth s¢t and
his eyes gleaming. DBut the five High-
clifians were too much for him.  The
desperate rush was stopped, and Paul
Dallas went spinning back into the shed,
and sprawled on the floor, every ounce
of breath kuocked out of his body.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar Takes a Hand !

&« OUXNDS like trouble!”

S It was Rupert dJde Courey,

otherwise known as the Cater-

pillar, of the Fourth Vorm at
Highelitie, who mude (hat remark.

1fis  compamion, Yrank Courtenay,
nodded assent. ’ )

The Caterpiilar and the captain ni
the Highclile Fourth were sanntering
along a field-path in the spring sun-
<hine. From a shed near the path tho
ounds of battle came very lowdly to
their ears.

There was trampling and panting and
yebiing going on inside that onely shed,
and it was ratber surprising, in that
solitavy =pot. The Caterpillar stopped
in lus lewsorely saunter, and o smile
came over his face.

Tuee Macxer Linrany.—No. 939,

FORGET OUR
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“Trouble in the happy family,
Franky,” he said,
“How's that?” asked Courtenay.

He had stopped. too, listening to the
sounds of batile, and wondering
whether ho had better look into the
shed to see what was going on,

“Pon and Co.,” said the Caterpillar.

“You think——"

“They're all ont ol gates this after-
noon,” smiied the Caterpillar. *‘And I
believe this buildin’ is a place whers
they sonietimes congregate on a hall-
holiday, for such wicked proceedin’s as
banker and nap. Time was, dear Loy,
when my naughty self congregated
there with them.”

“Oh, rot!" said Courtensy.
“Lamentable, but true,” said the
Caterpillar gravely. *“‘But it's rather

new for Pon & Co, to be scrappin’ in
thia delectable resort, T believe. Have
they been swindlin' one another, and
tindia® one another out

“If it's DPonsonby and his f[riends
there—"

“It is—it are'” said the Caterpillar,
“That’s Drury’s bike leanin' up agaiost
the shed.” .

“No bizney of ours, then,” said
Courtenay. *“Let's keep cleur of that
shady crew.”

“Not give 'em a look-in?"” asked the

Caterpillar.
*Why should we®"
“Well, isn't it an opportunity to

speak a word in season”” argned the
Caterpillar.  “ You're rather good at
that, Franky. Look how vou saved me
like a brand from the burnin’.”
“Fathead!"
“They've been chisellin® one ancther

at  pap, you know!” drawled the
Caterpiilar.  “They've (allen out over
the loot! Let's look in and point the
moral.”

“Oh, come on!” said Courtenay.

“Just a minute while I point the
moral to these misguided youths.”

And the Caterpillar crossed over to
the doorway of the shed, and looked in,
with a cheery smile o his face.

Five Highcliffe fellows were panting
for breath inside tho doorway; tha
struggle was over. In the dusky far
corner of the shed another fellow lay
sprawling and gasping, a fellow the
Uaterpillar had never seen before. But
il was upon Pon & Co. that De Courey's
cyes were fixed.

“Enjoyin’  your he
asked urbanely,

Pan & Co. spun round, startled.

“Oht You!” said Gadshy,

“ Little me,” assented the Caterpillar.
“Hearin’ you scrappin’ with one
avother, I've looked in like a good boy
to ‘point the moral.”

“What do you mean, you silly
chump?” growled Ponsonby. “We're
not scrappin’ with one another, vou
howlin’ ass!”

“Not!" ejaculated the Caterpillar,

“Neo, yon fathead! Buzz off1”

“Yes, got out, Caterpillar!” said
Monson. " You've not wanted hege!”

“Is that a hint that my company is
unwelcome ¥’ inquired the Caterpillar.
“You put it so delicately.”

“Oh, clear!” snapped Ponsonby.

But the Caterpillar did mot clear.
His glance had turned on the breath-
less junior who was gasping on the
other side of the shed, and be had dis-
cerned & Greyiriars cap on the ground.

little  selves?”

“Come on, Rupert! called out
Caonrtenay, from the path,

“Yon trot here, old beau!” said the
Caterpillar.  “These dear men have

been raggin’ some fellow five to  one.
That's the  giddy  liistory of 1he
mystery.”

PAPER—THE "“GEM"

——

“Oh!” said Frank Courtenay, And
he joined bis chum at {he doorway of
the shed, a dark look on his face,

Paul Dallas staggered to his feet.

He could seo from their caps that ilie
neweomers were Higheliffe fellows, but
it was fairly clear that thay were no
fricuds of Ponsanby & Co.. The Cater-
pillar's manner, and the louks of Pon-
sonby & Co. showed that pretty plainly.

“You fellows—will yon &ce fair
play?”  be exclaimed breathlessly.
“These rotters are keeping me here,
and I'm wanted in a foothall wmatch at
Greoylriars,”

Courtenay's eyes flashed.

“You're keeping that kid away from
a foothall match, Ponsonby? ha ex-
claimed,

“ Nothin® of the sort. He's a new kil
at Greyfriars, and I don’t suppose for a
minute he's playin’ in matehes.”

S“Anyhow, you've no right to keep
him here.”

“Haven't we?” sneercd TPonsonhy.
“Are you makin' a new law that a man
mustn’t rag a Greyfriars cad$”

*Mind your own bizney, Courtenay!”
seid Gadsby. **Look what the rottar's
done to my nose?”

“He's only a charity cad, eushow,”
said Drucy.

“ Absolutely," said Vavasonr,

Y Well, charity covers a multitude of
#ins, doesn’t i7" said the Caterpiilay.
“Let the kid go.”

“Rats!”

“Not as a special favour
pleaded the Caterpillar.

“Oh, got out '

“Pon refuses me a special favour,
Franky,” said the Caterpillar sadly,
“He's goin’ to give me the treuble of
allerin’ his features. Isn't that incon.
siderate on a warm spring afternoen?”

The Highelife  nuts  exchanged
rlances. The Caterpillar pushed back
his cuffs,

“That kid, whoever he i3, seem= to be
rather hefty,” he remarked. *He has
done somie damage on his lonely own,
Perhaps he'll Jo some more with our
help, &*‘rank}'. Do you feel like doin'
any more damage, ;
man ™

I'aul laughed breathlessly,

“I'm going to try,” he answered. [
sha’n't be kept here quietly—not so long
as I can hit.”

“Good man!” said the aterpiliar.
“I'm with you. You asked wns to see
fuir play, and we're boun<d (o do it, for
the honour of the school we helong to.
The honour of Higheliie is rather
specially in onr hands, as these fellows

to me!”

you Greyiriars

don't give a strtaw for it. Do you,
Pont”
“Oh, shut up!” snarled Ponsonby.

“¥ou're not goin’ to interfere here,
De Courcy.”

“Your mistake, Pon—I am. Sorry,
but there you ave,” said the Caterpillar
regretfully, “I naver felt less liko
oxertin® myself in strennons eambat, bub
I feel that it's up to me. Still, per-
haps we can arrange the matter,”

“Get ont!”

“Let the kid walk ofi—"

" Rats ™

“Or one of you {ry to keep him," sug-
gested the Caterpillar. “That will be
fair play. Any man you like against
the Greyfriars man, and we'll help 1o
keep the ring. That suit you, yonng
feller-me-lad ¥

“Ves, rather!” said Paul abt once.
“There 1sn't one of them that ronld
stop me. I'm willing to take 1he chanee,
anyvhow.”

“Greyfriars is willin',” <aid the Cater-
pitlar.  “What about Higheliffei®

“Oh, go and cat colie:”
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The five Higheliffe feliows lined up in the path before Dallas, and the Greylriars junior had no choice about stopping,
stepped forward and raised his silk hat politely.

** Excuse us,”” he said smoothly.

Ponsonby

*‘ You're the man we’ve wanted to meet,

We've never seen a charity cad belore at close quarters.” (See Chapter 8.)

“You turn down the offer, Pon?”

"Y;es, you drawlin’ idiot. Now get
aut 1

The Caterpillar shook his head.

“Weo're two,” bhe said.  “ Countin® the
Greyfriars kid, three. Three good men
*gainst five funks is about level. You
ceady, Franky?”

“Yes,"” said Coonrtenay, with a laugh.

n‘Chntge[lt

Ponsonby & Co. backed away at once.
The odds were still in their favour; but
they knew that Courtenzy was & match
for any two of them, and the Cater-
pillar, with all his sleepy ways, was &
sood match for any other two. It was
ot good enough, in the opinion of Pon
& Co. Victory was exccedingly doubt-
‘ul; but severe punishment was not at
=i} doubtful; even if they had the best
f it, they knew that their damages
~ould be extremely severe. And that
=as not what the nuts of Highcliffe
wanted, by any means.

As the nuts backed into (he shed, the
‘aterpiilar  and  Courtenay followed
wem up steadily.

*“1s this & scrap or a walkin® match,
Ton?” inquired the Caterpiliar in sur-
rRsE,

I'onsonby did not answer, but he con-
inued to back away with his friends.
Hvidently it was not going to be a scrap.

Paul Dallas picked up his cap and
ammed it on his head, and ¢ to
he door, The way was open now.

*“Thanks very much, Pon,” said the
“aterpillar, urbanely. “1I should hate
5 exert myself scrappin’ this nice after-
oon. I'd much rather continue my walk
=ith Franky and listen to his improvin’
nversation. It's really kind and con-
.derate of you to show the white feather
2se this.”

Ponsonby gritted his teeth,

“(et out, you rotter {” he muttered,

“Only too glad, dear man! I'm uot
a particular chap, but I really object to
such company. Come on, Franky! I
was quite mistaken, it seems, in thinkin'
;hat these blokes were burnin® for the
ray.”

The Highcliffe nuts exchanged uncasy
look=.

“We're not goin’ to fight you over a

Greyiriars  cad, Caterpillar,” said
Gadsby.

“Not worth it,” said Drury.

“ Absolutely ! assented Vavasour,

“Giet out, you retter!”™ sparled
Ponsonby.

“Pleased! Come on, Franky!” And

the Catecrpillar and Courtenay followed
Paul Dallas from the shed.

“Thanks very much, you fellows,” said
Paul quietly.

“Don’'t mench, dear man,” said the
Caterpillar gracefully. “We're not all
funks and ontsiders at Higheliffe, though
a lot of us are. You're really booked for
a football match at Greyfriars?”

“Ves

“What time do they kick off ¥

“Three.”

De_Conrer looked at his watch,

“You'll vever walk it in the tirme,"”
he said.

*1 shall have to run—"

“You don’t want to run a mile before
playin’ football. Iet me lend you &
bike,” said the Caterpillar.

Paul’s face brightened.

“I say, that's ewiully decent of you!”
he exclaimed.

“Not at all! Tt's up to me, in the
circs, as & Higheliffe man,” said the
Caterpillar urbanely.

Y But—"  Paul

glanced round,

puzzied. “You haven’t your bike with
ou.
g *“Noj; I'm offerin’ to lend you Drury’s
bike,” explained the Caterpillar, with
a nod towards the handsome machine
leaning on the shed.

“O " exclaimed Paul

“You checky rotter, Caterpillar!™
camme an indignant howl from the shed.
“You're not lemdin’ that Greyiriars cad

my jigger®"”

' Not " asked the Caterpillar.

“No, you cheexy” beast!” howled
Erury.

“Come out and stop me, then.” sug-
gested  the Caterpiflar, taking the

machine from the wall, * Here rou are,
dear man, I'm lendin’ you this bike with
pleasure. You can keep 1t till called
for."”

“Look here, Caterpiliar!” shrieked
Drury, putting an enraged face out of
the shed doorway.

“ Buck ap, Drury, old bean!” said the
Caterpillar, as Paul wheeled the Like
to the path. *“You haven't much time
lefs if voun're goin’ to stop me lendin’
vour bike to my esteemed youug friend
here.”

“ You—you—you—"" gasped Drury.

Paul Dallas mounted the machine and
drove at the pedals. He fairly few down
the field paith towards the Courthield
road without wasting another thought
on the Highclitfians.

In less than a minute he was out of
sight.

“May as well resume our little stroll.
Franky,” said the Caterpillar. “I sap-
pose you don’t care to stop here and play
banker with Poni"”

“Fathead! Come on!”

{Continued an page 17.)
Tae MAGNET LiBrary.—No. 9299,
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OF THE SACK!”

(Continued from previous page.)

roone, that letter to Mr, Fearless would be
unpested  for gnontha and meonths, So
the Head pluinged hia pen into the ink
cnee anoroe, amd added the following :

ST am short of stamps at the
rvnoent, so am sonding this jotter un.
stunped-—a privvilege which I beleeve is
permitted  to Headmasters  and  to
Royalty,”

Having sealed the latter, the Head
pressed o push-button on his desk. His
summons  was  instantly  answered by
Hiding, the page,

* Kindly drop this letter into the pillow-
box, Binding,” said the Head.

Hinding took the letter and hezzitutod,

“ Which there ain’t no stamp on i,
air,” he said,

The Head clicked hia teeth with an-
novanee,

“1 am constantly having to correct
Your grammer, Binding ! he smd, "1t
15 all wrong to say ‘ There ain’t no stamp.'
Y ou should say, * Thers 1687 no stamp ' "

“Well, there ain't, is there *"  said
Binding.

The Head frowned,

" Weather there is or ain't, Binding, is
no consern of yours, Begone}™

Tho page-boy trotted saway with the
letter, leaving the Head deep in reflection,

Hoo felt nguite confident, in his own
mind, that Mr. Fearless would send the
sum of six pounds by return, as reloweasted,
Frank's father was ms rich as Crocus, and
<ix pounds was nothing to him. He often
spent more than that on his lunelh in the
City.

So the Head dreemed plezzant dreeins
of n rogistered letter, containing six erisp
Trevzury Notes;  and he aapped out
in s mind how he would spend the
mmny—when it came !

But it never came !

Two mornings later, the Head resoeved
a pancful shock, There was a lotter
feom Mr, Fearless, but no erisp Trezzury
Notes fell fluttering from the eonvelope,

The letter —upon which tho fate and
future of Frank Fearleas deponded—ran
ws follows @

“ Dear Doctor Birchemall, -1 am in
reseat of vour letter {unstarmped, undated,
osnd not properly sealed),

1 sent my son 1o St. Saa's on the
distinet understanding  that you would
leok after him and keep him out of mis-
cheef.  For the responsibility which this
ivolved, T paid you dubble term fees.

“ I my sun s allowed to get out of
control—like his car seema to have done
on the day he went to St. Sam’s—thoe
responsibility lies at your door. I should
not dreem of s=nding yvou the five pounds
vou had to pay the fes.brigade. And 1
considder you have an awlul nerve to ask
for six1

T

You wiil be five pounds out of pocket
over this business ; but it ia vour own
fault, and it serves you jolly well right !
" Yours trooly,

" Joux Frarress,"”

|

! The effect of this letter on the Head
| was trooly terrifying., His eyves ralled
i his head ; he clawed st his long beacd ;
he lopt ta his feet in a fury,

“The boest ! he cried.  * The nasty,
sarkastic, stingy beest | 1 asked for bread,
anid he has given me a stone ! How can
he egospect me to keep an cye on his
vouny reprobate of a son, cvery minnit
of the day ? I can't shadow the bratt
like a detective. Now that his father
has refusad to part up with the fiver,
Fearless ghall be sacked ! It would be
madness to keep him at the school. He
has ecort me five pounds aiready. {f he
stayed, goodness knows what  further
expense Jie would invelve yue in! He
sholl die =1 mean, ho shall go! To.
morro morning, he will ook his last upon
the hiysterieal building of 8t, Sw's !

For the next haif hour, tho Head paced
two and fro in his study like a madman,

When Mr. Lickham ecsmne along 1o
consult him on some point, the Head
reloeved his feelings by hurling a paper-
weight at the astonnished Foria-master,
who fled from the study in a paanick.
And when, shortly aiter, Herr Guggen-
heimer popped his fat, red face round the
door, the Head picked up an iok-aquirt
which he had confiseated from Jack
Jolly, and gave the German master a
shower.-bath of blue.black ink.

Herr  Guggenheimer spluttered  and
choked, and then ran for his life.,  He was
convineed that the Head was cloan off
his rocker,

Finally, the Head sent for Frank Fear.
leas, and for Burleigh and Tallboy, of the
Sixth.

Frank’s. hart was beating wildly as he
stepped into the Head's study. Ha knew
that the fateful moment had arrived—
that he was about to learn his fate,

Was he saved—or waos it tho sack ?

The two prefects followed Frank in,
They closed the door, and set their brond
backs againat it.

The Head was a little calmer now
but not much., There was mallis and
apite in the feerce glare Lin bestowed upon
Frank Fearless. And Frank's hart sank ;
for e knew whot was coing,

" Fearleas | "' thundered  the Head,
“You ore doomed! Your father has
failed to fork up the fiver ; 5o it's marching
orders! Do not go on your hands and
nees and plead for mercy—yvou will be
waisting your breth and my time. Take
hitn away ! added the Hesd, signalling
to Burleigh and Tallboy. * Lock him
securely in tho punnishunent.-reom  for
the mght, Toanorro morning ho shall
shake the dust of St. Sam's from his
fevt ! ™

Frank Fearless turned to the Head with
fiashing eves,

“Tlus is unjust ! ™ he eried, in ringing
tones, "1 protest——""

“Come, Fearless!” said  Durleigh,
not unkindly., * Sticks and stones would
brake the Head's bones, bhut words will

nover hurt him. T you rail at him, and
start calling him names, it will only mean
a flogging as well as the sack.”

80 Frank Fearleas suffered himself to
bo led away by the two prefects,

On their way to the punnishment.
roon, they were met by Molly Birchemall,
Her own face paled, when sho saw tho
paller on the face of Frank Fearless,

“ Why, Frank ! " cried the girl, ** What
has happened *

" V'm sacked, Molly ! was the bitter
roply.

* Hacked ¥

“Kicked out— fired — expelled —
finished !

i [)h ! "

“May I say good:bye to you, Molly ?
I don’t beleeve in making much adieu
about nothing : but it's a fact that Um
to go. Your father has just pronounced
sentence,"”

" My father is unkind and crool!”
erind  Molly, her eyos blazing, * But
do not despare, Frank. I will go and
plead for you—I1 will do my beat to prevent
my father doing his worst!"

Molly did not take the outstretched
hand of Frank Fearless. She hurried
away to the Head's study, to make an
appeal on behalf of her boy chum,

But the Head, for once in n way, was
not to be moved, even by the tears and
protests of his daughter,

“ You are waisting your breth, Molly,”
he saul. “ My mimf ia made up, and my
decision is 68 irrevokable aa the laws of
the Swades and Pershans, Fearless must
go!"” L
My hero ! wailed Molly,

“Iah! You will have forgotten sl
uwbout him in a day or two. His name
will be only a memory! Run nway,
child, and do not bother your pretty head
about that reckless young reprobate,”

Moity flung a look of bitter reproach
at hier father, and he raised his hand to
parry it.

Then, with despare in hor hart, Molly
turned, and walked blindly from the study.
Biindly she groped her way aiong the
corridor,  Blindly, she tumbicd down the
School House steps from top to bottom.
Unsightly, she scrambled up from the
muddy puddie into which she had fallen,
and blindly groped Ler way down to the
school gates. Away, away! Stumbling
and twmbling, scarcely knowing wither
ehe was going, or what she was going to do
|when she got there, Molly Birchomall
disappeared down the lane-"hatless, with
her haic streeming in the wind,

Al her thonghts were for Frank Fearleag,
the fellow who had so gallently reakowed
her from the clutehes of tho gipsies,

Where was Frank now 7 What
they done to her hero ¢

Brootal hands had been laid upon him;
e had been dragged away, like a con-
demmed  fellon, to the dark, dreary,
dismal punnishment.room, And there
he was to langwish for the night —in the
Shadow of the Sack !

had
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HE ioial gross reccipts at the Cup-

ties which have been played hy

the Bolton Wanderers club

since the War amount to nearly
£130.000.  This amount includes, of
conrse, two Final Ties,
Tue MaegNer LiBrany.—No. 999.

On ten successive occasiona previous to
the Sixth Round of the present season,
Southampton has been drawn to play at
home in Cup games. Exceptional luck
that.

i,

Of the fifteen clubs which originally
entered for the Cup when it was first
started, there were thirteen from Lon-
don, one mnear Spalding, and Queen's
Park made up the number. Owing to
their being so far away from the other
clubs Queen's Park were excused until
the semi-final.

Tf the ball canmons off the referee
and goes into the net & goal must be
allowed providing that it is legitimate
in every other respect. The fact that
the ball hits the referee on its journey to
the net doesn’t affect the matter at all.

The Football Association Cup competi-
tion was instituted fifty-six vears ago.
Among the subscribers to the lmpgy.
which caost £20, was the Queen’s Park
¢lub, Glasgow, who sent a guinca.
although their total income for that year
was only six pounds,
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{Continued from page 13.)

Ponsonhy & Co. procceded to slang
the twe juniors as they started to walk.
But they did not proreed to anvthing
more emphatic than slanging. And the
Caterpillar cheerfully Jeft them to it.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
strolled into the changing-room,
where most of the Remove foot-
hallers were gatoercad.

*Hallo, hallo, halla! Here's Smithy !”
-tid Bob Cherry,

The Bonnder smiled sarcastically.

He guessed easily enough that his
absence with Paul Dallas had been a
topic among the Remove fellows,

Harry Wharton gave the Bounder a
chewry nod,

* Rookwaod will be along soon,” he
temarked. * Feeliug fit, Swithy 2"

“Fit as a fiddle! Redwing about?”
a:hied the Bonndor carelessly.

“Redwing ! He's gone home for tha
afternoon,”™ said Bob, " [is father's
tack from sea, you know, and Reddy's
gone vp to Hawkeeliif to sce him.”

Tho Pounder ecompressed his lips a
hitle,

The fact that Redwing had not me:-
rianed his plans for 1he afternoon showed
iy deep the divicion had already be-
come between the two chums of Stnd
No. 4. The Bonnder was disa pﬂimmﬁ
100, hecause it bad been in [:IS mind
hat Redwing might be picked to replace
the missing imi«ﬁ- right. Redwing was
2 good man, and a valuable reserve,
but be was nowhere near 1’anl Dallas’
present  form, as evervone but  the
Bovuder acknowledged. including Tom
el Bat Vernou-Smith refused to
sec what was plain to everione else; and
inuderd, ha foum) come excuse, in his own
mind, for the scheme lie had coucerted
with Ponsonby & Co. tn the bhelief that
Dalas had been given e place to which
Redwing was more entitled,

“Where's Dallas®"” asked Wharton, a
few minutes later,

“Dallas’” repested Smithy,  “Hasn't
lie come in %™

“Well, xou anght 10 know. az he went
ont of gates with vou,” suid (he captain
of the Remove, with a rather :haep
loak.

=¥ don't know.”

“Pidn'r yon come back together:”
e-ked IHavrv,

*No,” snid the Bounder briafly,

“Mare troable )" aighed Skinner, aho
wis lounging in the donrway of the
changing-room,

“Dash 3t all. Smibhv, vou haven’t
been rowing with Dalles again, have
" exelaimed Johuuy Ball testily,

Lou

Smithy shrgged his shoulders,

“My faul, suppose 1 he soeered,
“You don't ask me o Dallas lbas been
cowing with me ?”

“The chap hasn't rowed with any-
hedy sinee he's been at Greyfriars of his
own accord,” said Jobmny Bull, ~1
never saw @ mare peaccable fellow,”

Wharton's face clouded.

“1 thought you were getting on better
with the new chap, Smithy,” he said.

**Well, T had a try,” said the Bounder
calmly. *But there was nothing in it.
Oil and water won’t mix.”

“ Where is Dallas now ?" asked Whar-
ton abruptly.

*“0Oh, we haven't been serapping,” said
the Bounder, lavghing. *“*We had a
little argumient whether Dallas should
butt into my house for the Easter holi-
days. We walked back different ways.”

“It's time ho was here.”

“Well, I took the short cut,” said
Vernon-Smith. “Ie came back, I
believe, by the path on the common end
the Courtfield road. I suppose he's not
ass coough to lose his way on a high
road."

* Lots of time yei," said Bob Cherry,
“Thg Rookwood men wont be slong
Just yeot. "

Harry Wharton nodded, bat he was
not pleased. Just before an important
football match he did not want a member
of his team to be wandering about out
of gatea. [t was annoying, too, to find
that he had been mistaken, and that
the Bounder's feud with the new feliow
was as keen as ever. lle doubted vory
much whether the Dounder had becn
sincere in his attemipt o make friends
with his adopted brother.

*1 say, vyou fellows!”

Billy Bunter blinked into the chang-
ing-room through his bhig spectacles.
Bunter was full of news.

“Hailo, hallo, hallo! Has your postul-
order come, Dunty?”

“Oh,  really, Cherry !
Dallas! He, he, he!”

“What are you he.hic-heing shout "

“You should see his nose!"” chortled
Bunter.

“What's the malier
fathead?”

“1ie, he, he!

That chap,

with his nose,

What isu't the matter

with 1t?" chuckled the Owl of the
Remove. * Looks like a squashed rasp-
berry. He, he, he!”

Herbert  Vernon-Smith, who was

removing his collar and tie preparatory
to changing for football, spun vound
towards the Owl of the Remove, with
o startled [ace,

“ What's that? he nhnost panted.

How could Bunter have seen Dallas?
At that moment, Dallas should have
been a prisoner in the shed on the held

ath near Courtlicld Cemmen, watehed
Ey the Highcliffe fellows.

“He, e, he! hd vou zerap with
him, Smithy ?” chortfed DBunter.

“You fat fool—"

“Oh, really, Smithy—

“Has Dallas been in the wars, Ban-
ter?” asked Bob.

“You should see him!
he's  been  under a
chuekled Bunter,

“Look here, Smithy-—--" exclaimed
Wharton angrily.

The Bounder did not heed him. He
strode scross to Bunter. aud grasped
the fat junior by the collar, and shook
him. In his rage and dismay he had
completely lost cantrol of his iemper.

“You babblin® fool —--"

“Yarooh!”

“What do you mean?”
Sinith,

“Yow! Legua'!”

“Tell me what oo wmean, vou fat
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Loaks as il
lawn-mower,”

"

roared Vernon-

idiof, or I'll shake you {o a jelly,”
shouted Vernon-Smith.

“Grooogh ¥

Bunter  wriggled  wildiy  in
Dounder's savage grip.

“Yow-ow! Leggo! Wharrer you
mean? Make him leggo, you follows,”
spluttered Bunter,

Bob Cherry strode across and grasped
tho Bounder's arm. Buntor was re-
leased.

“What the thump’s the matter with
you, Smithy” exclaimed Bob. **What
are you pitching inte Bunter for®™

The Bounder panted.

“He's lying—pulling my leg! T——"
The Bounder broke off sharply. Angry
and excited as he was, he realised that
he was saying too much. It was his cus
to affect 1o know nothing of Paul
Dallas’ movements since he had parted
with him ou Courtlield Common.

“Blessed if 1 know whal you are
driving at.” said Bob.. “Keep your
temper, old bean,”

the

*Groogh ! gasped Bunter. * Keop
that wild beast off a chap. 1 believe
he's  bheen  scrapping  with  Dallas.

Dallas has been scrapping with some-
body—anyhow. (iroogh! IHe shows it
oil over his face.”

“Not with Smithy, or Smithy's jollv
old chivey  would show if, too,”
remarked Squill.

* Hallo. hallo, hallo! Hers hoe comes '”

Paul Dallas entered the ehanging-
room.

Vernon-Smitth gave him one look, and
turned away. He could scarceiv rontrol
his rage and disappointment. Somehow
or other, Dalas had slipped throngh
the fingerz of the Higheliffic fellows.
He looked as if he had been severely
in the wars; but it was incredible thas,
hefty as he was, he had succocded in
handling five fellows al anee.  Some-
thing. cvidently, had gone wrong with
the scheme. Yot the state he was in
showed  that DPonsenby & o, had
assailed him, It was an cxnsporating
puzzle to the Bounder; but one thing
was clear—Dallas was there, and Dallas
wis golng lo play in the Rockwood
match.

All eves were turned on Paul.

His nose was red and swollen, thera
was a dark shadow under one of his
cyes, and his lip was cut. His clathes
were smothered with dirl.  Obvieusl,
he had been through a severe steuggfe.

“What _on earth’s happened(” ox-
claimed Havey Wharon,

Dallas panted.

“Tan e time ™ he asked.

“Lots of time! The Raokwood wen
may be here any minute, thongh,” said
Harry. “You look as if yon've heen
through it.’

“1 have been through it,” said Paul.
“I was collared by a mob of High-
cliffe chaps near Courtficld Common,
They pitched me into an old shed there,
and kept me there.”

“Pon again!” said Bob Chevry. “We
shall realiy have 1o got on the giddy
war-path and give Pon a lescon, of fie
kn'ps on like this”

“But you got away all wighi?”
Harry.

=1 shooldn't have. only two fellona
rame along, am! they lent me a hand,”
<aid Paul.

“Greyirviavs men?™

“Noi Highelife.  Twao jolly devent
chaps,” smd Paul, “T daresay SO
know flgan—one of them had 2 nick-
name, a rather queer name— ™

“The Caterpillars™

“That's ol

S But what on earih were they keen-
ing xyon in the shed for?” asked Tam

Tae Macxer Limuany.— No, 999,
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Drown. “Just for the pleasure of your
company*” .

“It was a rag. | suppose,” said Paul
“1 told thern 1 was due here lor a
football mateh, but 1t made no differ-
ence. 1 put up the best fight I could.
but they were too many for me. If
those two chaps hadu't come along, |
should be theee still, I shonld have been
toa late back anvhow, bui one o! themn
liad a bike, and the Caterpillar told
moe to take it. ['vo never ridden faster
in my life. There's a Highcliffe bike at
Gosling's Lodge now waiting to be
called for.”

And Paul began bathing lis nose. It
needed it.

Wiarton knitted his brows,

“The rotten cads,” he said. *Just
one of Pon's tricks. Lucky you got
away.”

“Uhe luckfulness was terrific!”

“We'll jolly well take a hittle walk
next hnif-‘mlftlﬁ)’, and look for Pon,
said Bob. *“Pon's got to have a lesson.”

“Yes, rather.”

Vernon-Smith stood silent, his face
white with rage. He understood now
how it was that Panl had returned in
timo for the mateh.  His scheme had
been cunningly laid; bat he had not
allowed for chance, and chanco had
defeated him,

“Feeling 6t for footer, after your
scrap®” asked Wharlon.

“You bet! I'm all right.”

“Good mant”

Vernon-Smith went to the door. Bob
Cherry called after him, little dream-
ingg of the thoughts in the Bouander’s
mind, and the feelings in his breast.

“Time to change. Smithy, old bean.”

The Bounder did not scem to hear
He left the changing-room, and hurried
away.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Resolve !

IMMY SILVER & CO., of Rook-

J wood, arrived bright and cheery.
Round Little Side a good many
Remave fellows had gathered, to

wateh the last big match of the season.
Among the Remove footballers, Paul
Dalias looked very fit. in spite of the
damages to his face. Harry Wharton,
chatting with Jimmy Silver, thd not
rotice, for the moment, that the
Bounder was not present. But his
attention was very soon drawo to the
fact. DPotter, of the Fifth, had come
along to referce, and all was rcady for
the match—excepting the Bounder. [t
was not like Vernon-Smith to be late
for a footbail malch, and Wharton was
a little puzzled when he noted that his
outside-right had not yet appeared.

“Where's Snnthy?" he called out.

“He hasn't come down yet,” said
Bab Cherry. “1 suppose he's still
changing.”

“(at geross and tell him to buck up.”

“Right-ho!"

Bob Cherry sprinted to the changing-

FOOIT.
“Hallo, hallo, hnil_c_\!" he bawled into

the doorway. “Get a move on,
Smithy ! Waiting for yon!”
Then he discovered that Vernor-

Swith was not there,

Bob stared round the changing-room:
it was empty.  Vernon-8mith had no!
changed with the other fellows; and *f
ho had changed sinee, it was odd that
he had not gone down to the ground.
Bob was quile puzzled.

He came out of the changing-reom
again, and sighted Bunter, and called
to him.

“Seen Smithy?”

“Gone up Lo his study,” snid Sunter.

Boly's eves onened wide.

“What the merry thum
up to his study for?”
* Hud he changed *”

has he goue
e exclaimed.

No !’

“Well, mv hat!"

Bob's long legs fairly flew as he
negotiated the passages and the stairs.
Hue came along the Remove passage as
if he were on the cinder-path, and burst
open the door of Study No. 4

Herbert Vernon-Smith was there.

He was stifl in Etons, and he was
sprawling in the armchair, swoking a
cigarette.

Bob stared at himm blankly.

“Smithy ! he stuttered.

The Bounder's brow was black. He
glanced at Bob through a haze of cigar-
ctte smoke,

“Well?” he said coolly.

“Have you forgotten that we're play-
ing Rookwood this afternocon?” ex-
claimed Bob iudignantly.  “What the
thump’s this game, Smithy? You
haven't even changed, and the Rook-
wood men are waiting !”
[0 I}enr mo !i)

“Well, are you coming ?” hooted Bob.

The Bounder rose, and threw the hall-
smoked cigarette away He yawned
laeily.

“Waitin' for mo?” he asked,

“Yes, you thumping ass!”

“Is it three?”

“It's somu minutes past three. Dash
it all, Smithy, it's pretty cool to keep
a football match waiting while you loal
in your study smoking a filthy cigar-
ctle!”

“Is it ?" drawled the Bounder.

Bob Cherry suppressed his [eelings.
He had come there to feteh Vernon-
Smith, not to mep up the study with
himi. But pever had he fch more dis-
posed to mop wp a study with any
fellow,

“Are you going lo burry®” he de-
manded.” I tell you we're keoping the
Rookwood men hanging about waiting.”

*Sorry!" smiled the Bounder,  “Cul
off and tell Wharton to give me five
minutes.”

“You can change in less than five
minutes. You ought to have been
changed long ago."”

“You can give Wharton my message,
or not, just as you please.” said Vernon-
Smith. “He will have to give me the
five minutes, anvhow.”

“Look here, Sinithy—""

“Who's wastin' time now *” asked the
Bounder, .

Again Bob Cherry  suppressed  his
feelimgs.,

“I'll tell Wharton!™ he snapped; and
he hurried away from the study, and
back lo the football ficld.

The Bounder smiled sardonically.

1o had not been merely loafing in the
study, as Bob supposed. He had been
thinking—hard.

The failure of his scheme to keep
Dallas away from Liitle Side that day
had been a bitter blow to the Dounder.
He had said—and he had meant—that
he never would play in the same team
avith the “interioper.” His scheme, had
it succeeded, would have saved him from
cating his words: but the scheme had
failed; P'anl Dallas was now on Liitle
Side with the rest of the Remove
cleven.

‘T'he Remove had chosen to take the
follow up, regardless of the Bounder;
Wharton had chosen to play him in the
football match. again with a completo
disregard of the Boundec's feelings on
the subject, All that was leit for
Vernon-3mith was to cat his words, and

help to make Paul's first match for the
school a wvictory! The Bounder was
bitterly, savagely delermined that he
would do nothing of the kind.

it would bave been bad enough, if he
had resigned his place in the team at
the last moment. But Vernon-Swmith's
intentions were worse than that. All
that was evil in his nature was in the
ascendant how. A Greyfriars victory
was nothing to him, in comparison with
his mahce and his hatred of the inter-
loper.

He longed from the boltom of his
heart for a Greyfriars defeat. He
did not intend to play in the match—but
he intended to Jeave his football captain
till the latest psasible moment in the
belief that he was going to play. At
the last moment the Remove's outside-
right would not be there. At the very
last moment Wharton would have to
pick up a now man—and on a fine half-
holiday a good many of the Remove
would be out of gates. Smithy was giv-
ing them all the time he could to be at a
distance. Redwing was up at Hawks-
cliff; Penfold had gone home to Friar-
dale;: Russell and Ogilvy had gone out
on their bicycles; Hﬁ:eldane to see his
sistor at Cliff House, The Bounder had
made & [ew inquicies, and knew how
naatlers stoad. Wharton would not only
lose his best winger, but he would have
to replace him with a very sccond-rate
man.

From Smithy's point of view. that
was all to the good, A defeat in the last
big match of the scason would punish
the foothall captain, and ell the Re-
move, for backing up the interloper.

As for the consequences of letting
down tho team at the last moment.
Vernon-Smith gave them no thought.
When the evil 1 his nature was in the
ascendant, he was reckless of consc
quences.  Anvhow, the football wes
necarly over: and after the Easter holi-
days, when the cricket began, the matter
wonld have blown over.

After Bob Cherry
Bounder left the study.

But he did not go to the changing
room.

He put on his hat and left the Houvse.
taking care to keep ont of sight as he
went out of gates.

On the Friardale road, ten minutes
later. he came on Skinner and Snoop
and Stott, loafing idly as usual on a half.
holiday.

They stared al him.

“Not in the match,
claimed Skinner,

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“They've got such a jolly good new
recruit that thev won't want me,” he
answered. ' Dallas ean play for two."”

Skinner whistled,

“ He's so0 jolly good, you know, that he
can lake the right wing all to himself,”
said the Bounder sardonically. “You
fellows feel inclined for a little run up
to the Three Fishers?”

“’The chaps will be awfully wild,
Smithy,” said Snoop.

“Wiil they ?” said the Bounder care-
lesxly.

“You'll get a ragging, very likely,”
said Stott.

“Dear me "

“It's rather thick, you know.”

“Is it?” sneered the Bounder.
“Thanks for your apinion, Stott. You're
such a good, dutiful chap yourseif,
always playing the game !

Stowt flushed.

“1 wouldn't let the side down if I
were in the team,” he said.

“Shat up, Stott, old man'” said
Skinner. “Let's get along to the Three

had gone, the

Smithy " ex-
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his lip was eut.
panted. *“I’m in time ? ** he asked.

kept me there ! " (Sec Chapter 10.)

All eyes were turned on Paul Dallas as he entered the changing-room. His nose was red and swollen, one eye was black, and |
His clothes were smothered with dirt, and it was obvious that he had been through a severe struggile.

Dailas

¢ J—I was collared by a mob of Higheliffe chaps who pitched me into an old shed and

Fishers and have a good time. T don’t
blame you, Smithy. Come on!

And Skinuer smiled as the party
started up the river for the Three
Fishers. What the Bounder had dane
placed an impassable gulf between him
and Harry Wharton & Co.. and Skioner
realised that more cleariy than 1he
Bounder did. There would be trouble
now—hitter  trouble; and  Skinnec
thrived on trouble—(or others. 8o
Harold Skinner, at least, was quite
satisfied with the happenings of that
eventful afternoon.

[

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Lelft in the Lurch !

ARRY WHARTON glanced up
H at the clock-tower and frowned

with impaticnce.

It was well past the time fixed
for kick-off; and the foothallers wero
waltmg-—wamng for Herbert Vernon-
Smith.

Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood,
were rather surprised, but very polite,
Jimmy nodded cheerily when Wharton
explained that one of his men was
delayed. Potter of the Fifth grunted.
Potter of the Fifth was kindly acting as
referce; and a Fifth Form man was
much too great a man to be kept hang-
ing_about by fags. Wharton was im-
patient and getting angry; his {ollowers
were perplexed and irritated. W hy did
not the Bounder come? More than the
five minutes he had stipulated for had
clapsed, and still he did not put in an
appearance.,

“He said he wag eoming, Bob*” asked
Wharton, after speaking to the Rook-
wood skipper,

“He told me to ask you io give him
five minntes,” szaxd Bob, “1 suppose
that meant that he was tomu\g Any-
how, he's playing, 1 suppose.’

“1t's seven minutes now,”

“Playing the goat, said  Johnny
Bull, with a snort. ~He's keeping us
wmting to pull our leg.”

“That's a fool trick for snvbedy to
play " sald Sawiff. " Something's keep-
ng him.’

*What's keeping in’m, then "

“ Blessed if T know !’

“We can't keep Rookuood hanging
about,” said Wharton, biting his lip.
“T'l go and see what's the matter.

The captain of the Remove hurried off
the football ground.

His temper was rising fast.

There was no conceivable reason why
the Bounder should not have been on
Little Side by that time. It really looked
as if he was intentionally keeping the
footballers hanging on to await his

pleasure, doubtless as a result of his
resentment of Dallas’ presence in the
team. If it was that., the Bounder had

trouble to expect from his skipper.
Smithy was a valued man in the eleven,
but Wharton was not the kind of foot-
ball captain to be treated in such a way.

Stifl, it was barely possible that some-
thing had happened to keep Smithy from
joiniug the footballers, and Wharton con-
trolled his annoyance, giving the
Bounder the benefit of the doubt.

He did not find Vernon-Smith in tha
changing-room.  But he found Smitiny's
football rig there, lying where he hud

left it when Paul Dallas arvived.
Bounder had not changed yet.

Wharton set his lips, and hurried io
Vernon-8mith's study. The room was
emptly.

Harry went downstairs again, his face
pale with anger.

If the Bounder was still in the Houze
there was no Lelling whero he was.  All
the fellows were out of dsors; even
Bunter had gone out. There was o
Remove man about of wham the cap-
tain of the Form could inquirc.

Wharton stopped in the
guite nonplussed,

The thought eame into his mind thau
the Bounder had gone out of gates,
leaving the team in the lurel, at the
last moment and without warning. But
it seeined incredible that even the reck-
less Bounder could have acted in such
a way. Certainly, he had declared
londly that he would never play in the
same team with that “charity 7 follow,
But, all that *gas™ had been taken
back, and almost forgoiten by the othey
fellows. Was it, after all, not wholly
gas? Had the Bounder goue?

Wharton's eyes flashed as he realised
the possibility of it.

He went out into the quad at last, and
hurried down to Gosling's lodge. If
the Bounder had gone out, it was pro-
bable thuat the school porter had notwced
him.

“Has Vernon-8mith gone out, do you
know, Gosling!” asked the captain of
the Remove, looking in at the porter's
open dooe,

“Which he have, Master Wharton.”
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“You saw him go out?” exclaimed
Wharton. .

“I see him,” assented Gosling.

“Whea did he go?” .

“About ten minutes ago, sic.”

*Oh, all night!™ .

Harey Wharton twned away with a
throb of anger at his heart. I Swithy
had goue out ten minutes ago, he must
have gone immediately after Bob Cherry
had left him.

No message—not a word le the foot-
ball captain who was waiting for him to
join up! Ie had let the team down
without a hint of tis intentions. In-
deed, it was essy enongh to see now
that he had done it intentionally in the
wayr that would prove most awkward tor
the Remove footballers.

Whattan hurried back to the foothall
Geld.
®“ Hallo. hallo, haflo’
asked Bob Cherry.

“Gone out!” said Whartan, between
his tecth.

!

rone out f” repeated several voices
blanklx, .

*Out of gates, do you mean?" asked
Bob.
“¥es "

“Great Scott !

“He’s lefs us in the luveh--let us down,
without a word!"” said Wharton, his
voice quivering with anger. “1 fancy he
had this in his mind all along—he never
meant 1o play in the same team with
Dallas!™

“The eliveky rotter!™ bawled Johany
Bull. “Why, well rag him bald-
headed for playing such a trick!"”

“0f all the thumping necve—" said
Squiff.

Paul Dallas did not speak. But there
was a troubled look on his face. He
had no.doubt of what the Bounder had
done; and other thoughts, too, were
working in his mind. Smithy had never
intended 1o play if the intecloper played,
vet he had turned up for the mateh, and
hiad been starting to change when Paul
got back to Greyviriars after escaping
trom the Highcliffians.

The new junior could not help putting
two and twoe together. It was the
Bounder's pretence of making friends
that had 'Iaion him out for that walk by
Courtfield common, where the High-
clife gaug were waiting. And Faul
conid nor help guessing that Vernon-
Smith had deliberately arranged the
watter with Ponsonby & Co., and led
him into u trap. Every eircumstance
pomted to ir,

He said notiing, however. It was cer-
taiply in his own mind: but he had no
proof of it. Neither was he desirons
of further embittering the footballers
wgeinst the deserfer. They were angry
enough  already, withovt any know.
ledge of the Bounder's ircachery.

Wharton was jooking over the Ie-
move fellows who had gathered to see
the mateh.

“If Redwing was hore—" he said.

“He's gone hame to Hawkseliff.”

“Anyhow, we've got Penfold.”

“Pen's gone home for the afternoon,”
said Boh lugubriousiy.

' Hazeldeno—""

“Hazel's over at (il House,” said
Johnny Buli,

Harry Wharion breathed hard and
deep. The Bounder's desertion vould not
have taken place at a more awkward
moment,

“Where's Ogilvy " he asked. “Call
Ogilvy, somebody!”

Ogilvy was not in the crowd, neither
was his chum Russell. Bolsover major
called out the information that he lad
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seon them wheeling out their bikes an
hour agw.

“It never raina but it pours!” said
Bob Cherry dismally.

Frank Nuogent was watchini his
chum’s [ace, without speaking. Fraonk
was keen enough to play in the Rook-
wood match, if there had been a place
for him; hut ¥rank, though a good, fast
forward, was not up to the weight of the
Rookwooders, But it was a case of any
port in a storm now, and Harry Whar-
ton turned to his best chum :

“Franky, old chap—"

“Shall 1 change?” asked Nugent.

“As fast 25 you can, old fcllow!”

“Two ticks!™ said Nugent. And he
darted away.

“Jolly glad to have old Nugent in the
team!” said Bob. " But—""

Harry Wharton nodded,

“Same here! But—— Well. it can's
be helped! By Joseph, though, I'H
make that cad Vornon-Bmith serry for
letting us down like this!"

Wharton crassed over to the Rook-
wooders aud cxplained to Jimmy Silver:

“One of my men’s missing.” Ho did
not explain that the man had desertod;
there was ne need to tell anyono that
ontside the Remove. “I'm putting in
anothcr' man. A couple oF minutes
now——"

Al sorene!” said Jimmy Silver,

Wharton. with & flushed face, went
bark to his men. Some of the Rook-
woaders exchanged rather droll looks.

“Man missiug!" murmured Arthur
Edward Lovell, of Rookwood. “If 1}
were football skipper liere, that man
would be missing for good from my
team ™

“There's something up," murmured
Jinmy Silver. * No business of ours—
we make it a point not to notice any-
thing!"”

“Oh, yes, rather!” grinned Lovell.

And the Rookwooders were very care-
ful not to notize anything—ocutwardly,
at least. But, really, they could noi
hielp observing that the Groyfriars foot-
lraifvrs were looking more disposed to
lynch somebody than te play soccer.

Every member of the Remove Eleven
was almest seething with rage, yearn-
ing to be within hitting distance of the
faithless forward who had let them down
al the last minule,

“The dirty trickster!” said Johnny
Bull, between hix teeth. “An hour ago
Wharton could have bagged Redwing
or Penfold, and it wouldu't have mat.
tered so much. Smithy left it late, so
that we couldn’t get & good man!”

“Looks like it," said Peter Todd;
“and it looks——"

He stopped. Bui Dallas, glnncinq at
him, read the thought in his mind. Paul
realised thut he wes not the only fellow
who had guessed what Smithy's schome
really Imdsh(mn, in the light of Smithy's
desertion of the team.

The Bounder was, in fact, giving him.
sclf away, though in his hot-headed
rocklessness he had not reflected upon
it. All theefellows knew that he had in-
tended io J»I ay—up to the moment when
he learned that Paul had escaped from
the Higheliffe gang. They could scarcely
fail to guess, tlorefore, that Paul's
escape  had disconcerted his plans—
which could only mean that he had
known of what was to happen to the new
junior when he left hom on Courtheld
common.

“The awful cad!" sai¢ Bob Cherry,
who was red with anger. I suppose
he never meant to play all along.”

“He jolly well did!” said Johnm
Bull. "“He was changing for the maufg
when Bunter came in and told us about
Dallas.”

“That's why he got his rag out with
Bunter,” said Peter, with a nod. *'He
didn’t expect Dallas back.”

' Eh, what?!” ejaculated Bob Cherry,
“ Why shouldn’t he®”

“Fathead i” growled Johnny Bull.
“Isn’t it perlectly plain that it was
Smithy fixed it _up with Pon and his
gaug to,.nobble Dallas?”

* What?” roared Bob,

“The plamfulness & terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, nodding his
dusky head. *That is why the esteamed
aad villzinous Smithy took the ridicu-
lous Dalias out walkiully.”

Bob's rugged face crimsoned.

“Why, if—if—if that's true—" he
gasped.

“1t’s true enough!” growled Johnny
Bull—‘and just one of Smithy's tricks
when he's got his rag out. He never
expected Duallas to turn up to play.”

*We—we—we'll rag him! We'll scalp
him—-*

"It looks like it,” said Tom Brown.
“It's like Smithy! You fellows remem-
ber he joined that Highclifie mob once
to muck np a Remove match with
Courtlield when he was at loggerheads
with the Form. It’s just one of his old
games!”

** Here comes Nugent.”

Fraok Nugent eame up.

"“Ready!” he said breathlessly.

And at long last the two skippers
tossed for ends, and the footballers went
into the field.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Playing to Win !

POTI'ER of the Fifth blew the
whistle.
Potter was looking cross. He

had been kept hanging about for
twenty minutes, which was not what a
Fifth Form san had a right to expect
when he condescended to reieree in a
Junior match. He was not so cross as
the Remove footballers. however. Keen
as they were on the Rookwood match,
the Removites would have preferred to
be dealing with Herbert Vernon -Smith
at that moment.

The delay, the irritation, and resent-
ment, and the change in the front lina
at the last moment all combined to put
the Remove men off their form, and
Rookwood looked like getting away with
it from the start. And Frank Nugent,
keen and good man as he was, was
nowhere near the Bounder's form. With
all his faults, Vernon-8mith was a first-
class footballer, and as the captain of
the Remove had admittcd, he would
almost as soon have left himself out as
Smithy. There was no help for it, and
the Removites could only do their best
in adverse vircumstances, but at first it
was a very poor best.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in fine form.
They came through the home defence
time and again; and but for the splen.
did defence of Squiff, in goal, a start-
ling score would have piled up in the
first half. Bot Sampson Quincy Iffiey
Field, fortunately, was at the top of his
form, and he realised how much de-
pended on him, and put all he knew into
the defence of his citadel. And what
the Australian junior did not know
about his work was not worth knowing,

So, in spite of a series of brilliant
attacks that looked like materialising
every time, the Rookwooders did not
score as they antivipated.

Squifl's magnificent defence gave the
team time to pull themselves togother
and settle down to business. Bmithy
and his trickery were dismissed from
their winds, anger and irritation were
forgotten, and the Removites thought
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Paul Dallas moved like lightning, and before the Rookwood goalkeeper knew what was ha
shot it back like = pip from an orange. There wasa roar. *‘ Goal ! ** Rawson’s fingers
it was safe in the net, (See Chapler 13.)

ning, his head met the ball and
missed the leather by inches, and

only of the game. And, though Nugent
was nothing like Smithy's form, ha was
playing up well, and Whartou made the
agreeable discovery that Paul Dallas,
who had been deiailed o play at outside-
right, was even better than he had eox-
pected. Refore the first half was over
it was clear in Wharton's mind that if
he had to chooso between the two,
Dallaz was more valuable in the side
than Terbert Vernon-Sinith. And in
the circumstances that was a consider-
able solace.

The ball went in once for Rookwood
in the first haMf, though it had Jooked
like going in half s dozen times at lcast.
Towards the end of the half the Remove
men had pulled themselves together io
such an extent that the visitors had a
good denl of defending to de, aud
Squiff, in goal, was guen a much-
needed rest.

When the whistle went for half time
Rookwood were still one up, against
nil; but the hopes of the home team
had risen.  In spite of cverything, the
zame was by no means lost, and they
were hoping for a win.

“We're holding them, anyhow,” Bob
(‘herry remarked, as he sucked a lemon.
“They had us at the start, but we're
holding them all right. Squilf old man,
you're & giddy miracie!”

“It's Rquifi's game if we pull it off,”
assented Harry Wharton; “and we've
got to pull it off, you fellows. When
that ratier Smithy comes in he's got to
hear that we bert Rooskwood.”

* Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific,” de-
clared Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,
**We are going to win hands up!”
B‘i)Hands down, fathead!" chuckled

ob.

“My esteemed Bob—"

“Never mind, so long as we win,”

]

said Nugent, “We've got to win, if we
burst a beiler, if only on account of that
cad Smithy!”

“8till Ht, Dallas?” asked the captain
of the Remove, with a smile,

“Fit as a fddlet™

“You're doing jolly well, kid! Hallo!
There's the whistle t”

The sides fined wp again, and (he
Remove re-started in a grim and deter-
minced mood. There was no doubt in
their minds that the descerter hoped and
expected to hear that Greyfriars bad
been beaten: and that was a strong in-
centive to the Remove footballers ta
play their hardest.

Jimmy Siver & Co. found that they
had to work harder in the second half
than in the first,

Bquiff was not nearly so busy; but
Rawson of Rookwood, in the visitors’
goal, was given a great deal of work
to do.

Put the Rookwooders were all good
men, and all keen, and it was a long
tima before Greylriars equalised. But
they did equalise at last, the ball going
in from Harry Wharion's {oot.

“A draw, at least!” murmured Bob
Cherry, when the sides lined up again,
rathor  breathless after a gruclling
struggle.

Rookwood attacked hotly. There were
only ten minutes more to xo, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. played hard- and fast,
anxious for that one tnore goal that was
needed. Squiff was busy again, and
the home citadel had several narrow
escapes, But the Australian junior put
paid to all the attacks when they
reached him, and Johnny Bull cleared
to mulfield at last. In the Greyfriars
crowd many eyes were turned on the
clock tower now,

“Three minutes to go ™ said Bolsover
major. *Looks like a draw.”

“Anvbody's gamet” agreed Wibley,

“Play vp, Remove!”

“Good man, Dallas

“Slhoot!” roared Boliover major.
“Why don't you shoot? Sho-ooot!’

But the new winger knew better than
Bolsaver. [le was getting through rhe
Rookwood defence, with the ball av his
foet, like a kuife through cheese. Bui
the Rookwood backs were at him, and
Harry Wharton, with a sharp spurt, was
ready to take,a pass.  Dallas centred
neatly as he was rushed down, and
Wharcton ran the ball on and kicked for
goal. Paul was vup again i a second,
tn time to sce the leather fisted ont by
Rawson, The new winger seemed 10
move like lightning. Before the Rook-
wood goalkeeper knew what was hap-
pening Dallas’ head wet the ball and
shot 1t Lack like w pip from an orange,

There was a roar from the Grexlriars
crowd.

“Goal ™ )

“Oh, good mant Goal! Goal!
roal !’

Rawson's  fingers  had  missed  the

leather by inclies, and it was zufe in the

net.

Whartou clapped the new winger on
the shoulder.

“Good man!” he gasped,

Dallas panted and rubbed his hcad.
his face Bushed aud bright. e had
been Jucky, but there was more good
play than luck in the winning goal. .
deafening roar rose from the Greyfriars
crowd,

“Goal! Goal!”

“Uiood man, Dailas!™

* Bravo!”

“Goal! Goal!”

The whistle was almast drowned.
The game was over, and Paul Dallzs
bad notched the winning goal in the
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Temove’s last big mateh of the scason.
Bob Cherry thumped him on the back
as the players went off, Hurree Jum-
sel Raw Singh told him gleefully that
it was terrific.  Never had a footbull
victory given tho Remove such satis
faction; and for the time, at fcast, Puvi
Dallas was the hero of the Remove,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Facing the Music !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H sauntered fnto the Rag with his
hands in his pockets.

The Bounder had returned to
the school, with Skinncer & Co., just in
time for lock-up. They were well aware
that a stotm was ready to break on the
Bounder, and they had no desixe what-
ever to share it with him. The
Bounder did not heed. Heo heard a
huzz of voices in the Rag, and walked
into that apartment with perfect cool-
A1Cay,

“I say, you fellows, here’s Smithy!™
squeaked Billy Bunter, in great excile-
ment.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! Here's the
cad!”

“Here's the rottort”

And there was a loud hiss,

The Bounder's face twitched for a
moment. He had never been popular i
his Form, but he had been respected
a good deal; and he was koen on popu-
larity. He knew what to oxpect, after
what he had done; but it was a blow
to him to realise how uttcrl%_ and hope-
tessiy ho had thrown away his placo in
the Remove. B

But the next moment his face was
hard and indifferent. He glanced
round sardonicaily,

“ Rookwood gone?” he drawled.

“Long ago,” said Tom Redwing.

Redwing's face was deeply troubled,
e had returned from Hawkscliff to find
the whole Form discussing Vernon-
Smith, with cvery cpithet of scorr and
contumely they could think of. And
Tom, when he learned what his chum
had done, could unot find & word to say
in his defonce,

“You bent them, I hope?"”

The Bounder's tone was iecring.

“We beat them!” said Harry Whar-
ton,

Vernon-Smith started,  Cerlataly ho
had not expected to hear that. It was
another blow to his pride. He had not
been missed from the team so sevorcly
as e had expected.

* You beat Rookwood ?” he exclaimed,

“Yes,” said Wharton, with a curl of
the lip,

"Oh, I knew you had o wonderfu! new
recruit, and wouldn’t miss me! said
Vernon-Smith, with bitter bantee, *'1
suppose the charity cad covered him-
seif with glory!” "

“Dailas kicked the winning goal!”
said Nugent.

Vernon-Smith bit his lip till it almost

that the truth?” he almost
snarled.

**Why. you cheeky rottor—"

“It’s the truth!” said Harry Wharton
quietls,  “Ii was touch-and-go, but
Dallas pulled it off.”

The Bounder stood silent. His bitter
glance fravelled to Paul Dallas, who
;:'_u standing by the fire, not looking at

11118

“ And now yow've come back, Vernon-
Smith,"” said the captain of the Remove
in the same guiet tono, “ you're expocted
to cxplain yourself.”

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.
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THE BEST OF THE BATCH: YOUR PAP

“Whar s
inquired.

“"You let us down at the last minute,
after telling ws to rely on youw.”

“1 did,” assented the Boandee calily,

The Removites stared at him.

“Oh! You admit?” exclaimed Whar-
ton,

“Why not?”

“More than that——" went on the
captain of the Remove.

“Oh, there's more, is there?” said
the Bounder. “Got it off your chest, by
all  weans. I fHad you rather
amusing.”

“Dallas was nobbled by a gang of
Ilighcliffe cads, and very nearly kopt
out of the football matek. You'd have
played if he hadn’t turned up?”

“That's 30.”

* Most of us think that you knew that
Dallas was nobbled, and t{mt that's why
you got him out of gates before the
match.”

The Bounder drew n decp breath.

“What do vou say to thai?”
demanded Bob Cherry,

“Nothing! I dou't condescend to
answer an accusation from a charity
cad !" said Vernon-Smith.

S Dallus hasn't aceused  vou,” said
Wharton quictly, * Dallas Jiasn’t said
a word on the subject that I've heard.”

"Oh!”  ejaculated Vernon - Smith,
quite taken aback.

He had taken it for granted that the
accusation had come from Dallas,

“Whether Dallas thinks so or not,
I don't even know,” continued the cap:
tain of the Remove, "He hasn't said
50, at all events, We're quite capable
of putting two and two together, with-
out the assistance of a mew kid. You
sard that you'd never play in the same
team with Dallas, but you were going
to play wn tho Rookwood match, You
knew that he was being kept away.
You had fixed it up with the Highcliffo
cads,”

The Bounder did not answer.

*“When he came back, you changed
your mind and stood out of the team.
{t's plain enough that you never ox-
pected him back.”

Vernon-Smith was stild silent.

He had oxlm:ed to be called wpon'to
answer for deserting the team; but ho
had not expected this. But he realisod
that his own conduct had made it elear
onough. He was breathing very hard
now.

“Do vou admit it?"

“T admit not hing. You can think what
you_like,” said Vernon-Smith at last.

*Do you deny it?”

The Bounder sot his lips. He would
not deny what all the fellows knew to
be the truth. That was a sacrifice of
his pride that be covld never make.

“Wo want your snswer,” said the
captain of the Removo,

“You can want! Go and eat coke!”

“That’s to be taken as an admission.”

“Take it as you bke” said the
Bounder indiffereatly.  And he turned
to walk out of the Rag.

A dozen fellows interposed at onco.
Johnny Bull slammed the door shut.

“You're not going vel,” said Whar-
ton. “This matter has got to be
thrashed out, Vernon-Smith. You'ro
known to have played a dirty trick on
your team; you're more than suspected
of having played o still dirtier {rick
on another member of the cleven. You
can’t carry off that kind of thing with
a high hand.”

Tbe Bounder's eves glinled at the
circle of grim faces. Ho burst inlo &
scoffing laugh.

“Oh, cut it short'™
“Is it a ragging?

there to explaini” ko

he exclaimed,
Come to the point.
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I know vowve all down on me—that

cad Dallas has twisted you round his

tingers, as he's twisted others. I owe

it all to hitn—and it's a debt I mean
to pay:”

Paul Dallas locked round at Vernon-

Smith,  His face was cold and con-
temptuous,

“i'vc said nothing against you,
Vernon-Smith,” he said quictly. *“But

I will say now that I bolieve you put
up the Higheliffe chaps to collar me
and keep me in the shed at Courtfield,
to miss the match. I believe you put
on fricndship just to trick me there,
and 1 think you're the rottencst, falsest
outsider I've ever heard of. I've tried
to be fricnds with you; but T wouldn’t
be friends with vou now at any price.

“ou make me sick!”

The Bounder's face quivered. TPor-
haps, as he road the honest scorn and
indigration in Paul's face, it came into
kis mind that he had misjudzed the
Isd his father had adopted. But, if
so, Ahe impression was but for a
moiment, The Bounder's hatred was
too deeply rooted for anything to
change it now,

“Is that all?” he snarled. “Have you
finished?”

“Rag him ! roared Bolsover major.

Vernon-Smith  clenched  his  hands
sard.

There was a forward movement of
the Removites.  The Bounder looked
like a tiger at bay as be stood in the
widst of the erowd, savage, defiant,
with glinting eves,

"8ay the word, Wharton,” said Bob
Cherry.

Harry Wharton hesitated.

It bad been agreed in the Remove,
without a dissentient voice, that the
Bouader should receive the ragging of
hits life. But now that the moment had
come, the captain of the Remove hesi-
tated,

He shook his head.

“Cut out the ragging,” he said.

N “Rot!” roared Bolsover major. “Rag

im"

“The ragfulness is tho proper caper,
my esteemed Wharton,”

“Cut it out,” said Harey quietly.
“Every fellow knows what to ihink of
him now.  After what he's done, he
will never play for Greyliriars again,
No decent fellow, T supposa, will ever
Lave much to say to him after this.
Let the rotter go. He's not worth
touching—he’s not fit to touch!”

Rathor reluctantly the Remove fel-
lows took their cue from the captain of
tho Form:. They drew back from the
Bounder, and he was lelt alone. Herbert
Vernon-Smith drew & panting breath.
‘That conternptuous dismissal was mare
bitter to him than a ragging could have

on,

He lcoked vound him,

There was dislike and contempt in
every face he could see. Redwing had
turned sway his head. For a moment
the Bounder stood silent, his face pale:
then he strode to the door. A hiss fol-
lowed him as he left the Rag, and that
was all. What he thought. what he
felt. the Removites could not know, but
so long as he remained in their sight
he carried his head high. Condemned
by all who knew him, litile betier now
than an outeast in his Form, the
!Boundor of Greyfriars was game to the
ast!

THE PND.

(Now took out jor the nexl magnificent
yarn in this “regquest ' series, entitled :
“Paying The Price!” It is one of the
finest stories Frank Rieharda has swritfen
and twill help in making our thousandth
number an issue never {o be forgotien.)
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Black Michael Speaks Out !
i 3 LL right. Squall, we'll see what

it is,” Jack exclaimed.
He walked round the bend.
When he had turned the
rorner he saw that the woods ended
some hundred yards away and that
heyond this was a small creepor-covered
house, standing in a beautifu! garden.
So much he had discovered, when some-
thing in the wmore immediate fore.
ground, attracted his atiention. It was
ihe fignre of an old lady—ineredibly old
she sccmed to be—who was scated on the
trunk of a fallen tree. Nound her
shoulders was pinnod a thick white
shaw!l, and her bony fingers glittered
with rings.

. For a moment Jack hesitated, recall-
ing the warning to trespassers that he
had seen; and then, something helpless
in the old lady’s pose, made him pluck
up courage and advance towards her.

She =at there breathing very heavily,
now and again making inefiectual efforts
to reach and pick up something that lay
on the grass just bevond her reach. As
Jack approac#md. he saw that this some-
thing was an ivory.-handled ebony stick.
As zoon as he had made this discovery,
he hurried forward and picked up the
stick.

, “Is this what you want, ma'am?” he
inquired politely.

The old lady sat bolt upright on the
stump, staring at him with faded blue
oyes.

“You're late, Richard, aren’t you?”
she said, in an unsteady vaiee.

. Jack could only stare back at her
in surgrise. Then it dawned upon him
that she muost have mistaken him for
somebody else.

“My name's Jack, ma'am!” he ex-
claimed; and then, thinking that per-
haps explanations were necessary, he
added, “I'm the Loy aboard the canal
hoat the Emerald.

“We're moored just at the end of ihe
park and I thought 1'd come for a walk
through the woods. I hope you don't
mind, ma'am?”

The old lady's

face underwent a

.

A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Mystery and Intrigue.

cuzious change. The look of recognition
passed from her eycs.

“I—I thought you were somebody
else,” she stammered. “I forget things.
I am getting very old.”

Jack felt immensely sorry for her,
She was obviously a lady, and, judged
by the rings on her fingers, immensely
rich, and her feebleness struck Jack as
pathetic. How muoch better, he
thought, to be young and strong like he
was, earning five shillings a week, with
old Bill Bowker on the Emerald.

“Da you live here? 1 mean, is thris
great place yours, ma'am?”

“It used to be, my dear; but I don't
live in the big house any more. That's
my house—the Dower House they call
1t.

She pointed to the creeper-covered
house that Jack had aircady seen.

“1 came for & walk, as I often do,
and I must have gone further than I
really ovght to have done. 1 had to
sit down, and I dropped my stick; I

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JACK HORXNER, a youngster of fourteen
orphansd by the War, rom DPane's
Farm, awing lo the brutal treatment of his
rascolly wncle and guardian

CEORGE PARKER. Squall, Jack's fuithful
walf-dog goes with kim, Unbnown lo him-
self, Jack it keir Lo a title and estate, and in
ronsequence of thiz he (2 relentlessly pur-

sued Oy

BLACK MICHAEL. a ginider individval, who
will auwlomatically inkerit the title and
eflates  should Jvad. Horner die. Jdack
reaches the Londonw Docks, where he finds a

new home swith

BILI, BOWEKER, skipper of the monkey-boat
Emerald, whose timely intervention saves
dack from a horrible fate ol the hands of his
enesiy,

A few days elapse, however, and the Ewterald
is ot her moorings, when Jock espies Black
Michael about to enler Weald 3Manor, a lorgs
howee which, according to Bill Bowker, has been
tnd d for some consideradle lime. Thinking
that here is ﬁrhﬁm the chance of Irarning tome-
thing about kiz mysterious enemn, Jack, with hig
Juitiful Squall at Avs mde, ia following steglthily
in Black Michael's wake, when the wolt-dog draws
back ooutiously, warning Juck that there it some-
Lhing interesting

(Now read on.)

couldn't pick it up again, and without
my stick, my dear, I find it very hard
to get about. I ought to be geiting
back, too, ause 1 have a visitor ar
nine. Do you know what the time is*”

It had been just after eight when
Jack had left the Emerald, so he calen-
lated it must be somewhere about half-
past now.

“May I belp you, ma'am?
would take my arm——"

She smiled at him—a very sweet,
pathelic smile.

““Thank vou, my dear, I should be
very grateful.”

Jack took her hands in his and very
gently helped her to her feet, He
could feel her trembling as he did so,
Then he gave the stick into her hand
and tucked her left arm nnder his right.

“T'll go very slowly,” he said gal-
lantly, “and if you're feeling tired, you
must sib down agsin.”

Again she gave him that strauge,
sweeping glance of half-puzzled recog-
nition,

“You're very like somebody T wused
to know, my dear! But he’s gone and
can never come back, And I’'m all
alone, Oh, my dear, prai‘ that you may
not live to my age and see all those
vou love vanish from the earth.”

“Aren't you happy then, ma’am?
inquired Jack.

She gave a curious little laugh,

“I'm not going to tell all my sorrows
to my gallant sguire. You're young,
and you're right to be happy, my dear.
What. a lo\'e]g_\' dog that is of vours?

1f the old lady had wished to divert
the conversation from the subject of
herseif, she could have hit wpon no
better topic. Jack instantly began io
tell her about Squall—how he had
rescued him as a puppy from the
hands of a cireus man who was going
to drown him—how hLe was ihree-
fourths wolf and quite the dearcst and
most wonderful animal that the world
had ever known,

The old lady gave his arm an affec-
tionute squeeze.

“He knows how vyou're praising
him,” she laughed. “Look at him'”
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ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

Squall was, indecd, walking along
with a very sell-conscious air, soinc-
thing almost like a grin wrinkling the
coruers of his jaws, .

“He knows cverything I say to him,
ma’am!” Jack exclaimed proudly,

They bhad now reached the edgo of
the garden; and Jack, opening a small
iron gate, led the old lady up a trim,
gravelled path, In front of the house
there was a weranda on which were
placed two or three comfortable chairs.

*If you will take mc there. my dear,
T'll sit down. 1 like to be in the open
&ir as moch as possible. And then I
must make you some return for all your
kindness.”

Jack replied stoutly that lie wanted
ne return, but when he had scen the
old lady comfortably installed in onc
of the chairs and a maid had appeared,
he so far went back on this resolve
as (o conzent to go into the house to
partake of some refreshment. .

“Mary, you will please see that this
young gentleman has some cake _aud
fruit and a glass of the cowslip wine.
He is & very gallant, well-behaved lad,
and I am greatly indebted to him for
his care of me. And, Mary, when that
gentleman calls I'll see him here. Run
along now, Mary, my dear, and please
seceépt my best thanks for all your kind
attentions to an old lady.”

Jack was conducted into the most
beautiful room he had ever scen in his
fife. It was bigger even thun the great
kitchen at Daue’s Farm and it was
furnished with a luxary he bad never
thought possible. There were great
silver bowls on the tables filled with
flowers and Jack's feet sank in the
deep pile of the carpets; wonderful pie-
tures adorned the walls. It seemed to
him amazing that Mary. the maid,
could walk about such a place with an
air of complete unconcern,

“You're a very nice-looking boy,"
Mary execlaimed, bending over Jack and
kissing the back of his neck, **and her
ladyship’s proper pleased with you. I
suppose that great dog of yours won't
bite me?”’

*IHe would never bite anybody so
kind,” exclaimed Jack flushing.

Mary laughed.

“My! ut don’t you know how to
say the praper things,” she said. *I'il
give you another kiss for that after-
wards; but you must hove your cake
and fruit and your glass of wine first.”

Jack presently found himself all
alone in the great room with a glice of
the most delicious eake he hnd ever
eaten in his life in front of him, and
some rich dark grapes and some mag-
nificent peaches. He shared some of
the eske with Sguall, who had no
interest in the [ruit.

It was saltogether such a delightful
experience that he was in_no hurry to
bring it to an end. 1o was just
thinking what a story he would have
to tell Mr. and Mrs. Bowker when he
got back o the cabin of the Emerald,
when he heard foofsteps on the gravel
oulside, and then a man’s voice on the
veranda. Instantly, he was on his feet,
Lia heart beating wildly. The next
moment hie was just in {ime to grab
Squail by the collar,

“Down Squall!™ he whispered.
“Town 1™

The woif-dog, too, had recognised
that voice. It was Black Mirhael’s.

“Well, your ladvship. here I am as
vou requosted, I hope I find vou in a
more reasonable mood than when we
met Jast.”

Jack listened with all his ears. The
old lady was speaking now:
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“1f it is unreasonable for me to con.
tinwe opposing your inheritance to the
title and the property, then I'm afraid
you’ll find me in the same mood as you
did last time. I am still determined
to look after the inicrests of my son,
Richard.”

Black Michael gave an odd laugh.

“You were so concerned for the
interests of your son, Richard, that vou
turned him out of his home and never
made any aitempt fo see him until it
was too late. He has been dead these
ten yeers now and he has left no
children behind him.”

“I won't believe that! And it isn't
true that I turncd Richerd out of the
house. It was Lis father, God forgive
him, and he was punished by the death
of our other szon, John! 'As long as
I've power to prevent it, I'll never let
y-:}u_stelp into the title and the property,
watil know for certain tht poor
Richard left no one behind him.”

The oid lady spoke with eurious
energy.”  Again Jack heard Black
Michaol laugh.

“My dear madam, you speak as if
1 were concerncd to rob anyone of their
rights? 1 have been at some pains to
investigate the career of your son
Richard. Ile married a girl of the
class among whom he werked ia 1911
A son was born in 1912. The [ather
died in 1916—the mother a few months
later. The boy, too, is dead.”

“What proof have you of that? I
won't believe it!”

“The proof lies in the fact that you
have edvertised and made inquiries and
1o one has produced the boy. Does your
ladyship really immagine that, with sQ
much at stake, sormcone would not come
forward and produce the child 7

Jack heard that murmur of voices from
the veranda, but without comprehending
a word of what was said. His heart was
pounding painfully against his ribs.
Black Michael was there, and it was
dangerous. He must gect away, or he
would be discovered, 1i he went out of
the door by which he had entered the
house he must pass the veranda and be
seen. e must find some other exit.

Filled with a kind of penic, he walked
cautiously to the door of the dining-
room, and, opening it, passed into the
hall beyond. Through the open front
door Black Michael’s voice was clearer
now, and the sound ol it spurred him to
flight. He crept down the bhall, opencd
at random a green baize door, darted
down a passage beyond, and found him-
solf presenily in s yard. In another
moment he had slipped through a gate,
forced his way through a shrubbery, and
had gained the grass road that lod
through the woods.

It was not until he had vcached the
bend that that feeling of panie loft him.
Scating himself on the trunk, where he
had met tha old lady, he mopped his
forehead with his handkerchief

He was hehaving very absurdly, ha
told himself. e had left the Emerald
that cvening with the avowed intention
of stalking Black Michael and discover.
ing. if he conld, the sinistor secret which
had inspired all those outrapcous ot-
tempts upon hiz life and liberty. And
here ho had had a golden oppertunity
and missed ir.

He tried to recall something of that
conversation he had overheard, but his
mind was in such a jumhle that he conld
remember nothing except the nld lady's
indignation and the hard, sancering
sounds of Black Michael's voice. He
had behaved like a fool.

It had always besn Jack's habit from
his earliest days to force himself to do
anything he funked—to walk across the

mountains in the dark when bk was
[rightened—to etand up to his Uncle
Parker about his education when he
knew he was risking a thrashing for his
daring. And now that habit held, As
he had certainly funked remaining in
Black Michael's neighbourhood while ke
was talking to the kindly oid lady, so he
must now, as a matter of honour, not
return to the Emerald till he had carried
out his original plan,

Every moment it was qrowing darker
now. In the shadow of the trees it was
beginning to be difficult to distinguish
anything even a few yards away, and in
the stillness of the night the occasional
hooting of an ow! made the place very
eerie, It almost seemed as if the great
frces were gathering around Jack to
listen to his thoughts. Ha clenched his
fists tightly, He musto’t funk.

Ho rose, and looked back towards the
Dower House,

From where bhe stood he could keep
observation on anyone leaving the
If Black Michael left %)_1'

garden, the
same way he had come he could not fail
to ses him. And then the rather un-

pleasant refection occurred to Jack that
if he remained where he was Black
Michael couid not fail to see him.

Motioning to Squall, Jack slipped be-
hind the nearest tree, and began to work
his way slowly and cautiously through
the woods. It would be best, he decided,
to lie concealed on the edge of the park,
By that means he could keep cbservation
on Black Michael if he returned from
the Dower House by the same route as
he had come.

Treachery !

E had nearly reached tlie confines
of the wood when he saw Squall,
who was stalking a few fcet
ahead of him, suddenly halt and

bristle, Jack leaned forward swiftly,
and canght him by the collar. What was
the dog pointing at? He peered into
the obscurity beyond, crouching down
behind a thick laurel-bush, There was
something there. He felt his skin pucker
up, and the hair on his head show a ten-
dency to stand erect, Dimly against the
backgronnd of the sky he discerned what
looked like o spectra, -

In that light it seemed dead white,
and it was standing perfectly motionless,
Az Jark stared at 1t with horror-strickesn
ryes, he saw if move its head. And
then his heart gave & leap as two almond
eves and a blank, expressionless face
were turned in his dircetion. Tt was the
Chinaman, Brillian: Bing. whom he had
fast seen in ihat den of infamy in Lime.
house,

Before the Lov's mind there rose np
again a vision of thit tumbledown build-
ing on the banks of the Thames—the
chnte—the twisied passages—the eerie
yoom with the grotesque idol standing
in the centre—and the impassive figitre
of Drilliant Sing watching at the spy-
hole. The man's prezence there clearly
eonld forebode no good. Something was
afoot—something that he must discover.

But for the tnowmeunt all thought of his
future actions was swamped in very
panic at the thought that Brilliant 8in
had seen him. He lay quite still, hold-
ing on to Squall’'s collar, every muscle
rigid. Those almond eyes seemed to be
staring direct at his hiding-plece, and
then the head was turned, and he knew
that he had not been discovered,

dack lay full length on the ground,
taking everv advantage possible of the
cover that the laure! bushes might afford
him. Then ten minuies—a guarter of
an hour went by, and deeper and deeper
grew the darkness, until the silk-clad
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Jack’s heart gave a leap as two almond eyes and 2 blank expressionless face were turned In his direction. It was the Chinaman,
Brilliant Sing, whom be bad last seen in Limehouse. ** Quiet, Squall ! ** Jack whispered, holding the dog firmly by its eoliar.

(See page 24.)

figure of Brilliant Sing became like a
grest blur agzinst the night sky.

How long would he hawve to lie there,
Jack wondered. Every norve and
muscle of his body seoemed to be aching
from the rigidity in which he held him-
self. Then he {ward the crackle of a
twig and footsteps cautiously passing
among tho trecs,

“ You there, Brilliant Sing 1"

Rlack Michael's whispered voice broke
the silence of the night.

Jack saw Brilliant Sing bow from the
hips, making a gesture with his hands.

* Mo told Lo wait here. Me wait !

“It's just as well you did, or you
know what would have happened to you,
don’t you, you yellow-skinned Chink?"

. Brilliant  Sing bowed again impas-
sively.

“What the master says, me do.”

“Becsuse you know what would hap-
pen to you if you didn’t ! Black Michael
1ctorted enceringly. “ Remember, Bril.
tiant Sing, there's several little affairs
taken place at your Limchouse den
which the police would be very glad to
liear about. Quite apart from the dope
business—for which you might got five

cars—there's the men who have gone
mto your place and have never coms
out again, whose bodiea have been
{ound awash on the tide. Remember,
I've only got to speak the word, and
vou'll never be ablo to return to China
and be buried with your ancestors.”

“Me know, mastor,” the Chinaman re-
plied submissively, ~ *Me do whatever
you tell me to do.”

“That heing clearly understood, we'll
get down to business. I've just been to
see her ladyship. She still refuses to
withdraw her opposition to my inheri-
tance &f the estates and ihe title.. While
she holds out, the only chanco of my
extablishing my claim is through the
law courtf, and for ressons which you
can probably guess, ¥ have no desire to

scek that publicity, But ber ladyship is
very old, Brilliant Sing, so old that if
she were to join her ancestors to-night,
no one would be at all surpriscd—especi-
ally if there were no marks.”

Jack felt a cold thriil of horror pass
through his veins. 'This was murder that
Black Michael was plotting,

“ Me understand, master.  Me hold my
finger hiere—one, two, three—and she go
quick, No palaver afterwards, no talky
talky." ¥

There was silence for a moment, as il
Black Michacl were digesting this in-
formation. Then he spoke again, and
there was a strain of uneasiness in his
voics.

“1 know nothing about that, Brilliant
Sing. I went to know nothing. But
you mnst remember that a Chink like
you will he a rogular landmark in a
place like this”

“No ons seo me, Me do whatever
bas to be doue onc time, and then go
quick back in motor-car.™

“Where did vou leave the car? Is
Curly driving 1”

“Yes; Curly waiting at the end of
8 lane, over there. He wait very much,
till I come, and then he drive quick!”

Now, Jack could faintly diseern Black
Michacl’s face as he drew closer fo the
Chinaman.

“Listen to me, Drilliant Sing. I
know tl{)thitllg about your Oriental
methods. 1 have nothing to do with
this affair. Her ladyship is very fond
of the fresh air. She hates to sit in the
house. She likes to recline on the
veranda in the darkness until it is time
to go to bed."”

The Chinaman nodded comprchend-
ingly.

" The servanis’ quarters are at Llhe
back of the house, and they never come
unicss they are summoned. Her lady-
ship ohjects to the Jights being turned
on unli] she is ready for bed.”

“Bhe sleepy well to-night,” the China.
man replied.

*I hope her ladyship will sleep well.
I must be going now, Brilliant Sing.
‘Thore will be no need for you to report
to me, {oa understand. 1 want no mes-
sage. shall know to-morrow whether
or not you are I'l.‘a“y aunxious lo return
to your ancestors in China.”

The Chinaman bowed low; there was
a crackling of twigs, followed by the
souud of Black Michacl’s footsieps cross-
ing the grass. Then stiliness descended
upon the scene again. Jack Horner lay
there, biting his Iip. a very harror in
his heart, his eyes Lixed upon the figure
of Drilliant Sing. For a time that
seemed to the boy an eternity the
Oriental stood there, like ome of kis
native images, immovable, almost as if
he had taken root. ‘then abruptiy his
tall, erect figure scemed to relax. = He
bent down, and, like somes shadow, dis-
appeared among the trecs.

3o skiliully did he walk that no noise
marked his passaye. It was only by
turning cautiously that Jack was just
in time to seo the Chinaman fiit, like
some ghostly phantom, among the trees.
He was going to put into execution the
nmrderous plot that he had hatched with
Black Michael.

Now, for fhe FArst time, Jack
regratted that he had not (aken Bill
Bowker into his confidence. There would
have been something very comforting in
the presence of the big, burly skipper
of the Emerald. As it was he was all
alone—a mere boy of fourtcen—and de-
Ecndmg u];()lon hin was the lilo of the

o

indl lady whose hospitality
he ad enjoyed. Arrzyed against
bim was a man tremendousls

powerful, and swayed by no sense of

pity or kindliness—a Chinese fiend, im-

placable, mercilces, driven on by the
Tne MacNET LIBRARY.—No. 999.
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strange power that Black Michael Squall to the Rescue ! Brilliant Sing disappeared into the

exercised over him. -

Jack found himself shivering, as if
with the eold. He thBu;ﬂ:t with pas-
sionate longing ot the cosy cabin on
board the £merald, where Mrs, Bowker
would be at that very moment making
the evening brew of cocoa. With all
his heart he wished he was there. It
seemed to him that he had undertaken
a task beyond his strength. But he
masin’t turn back. At all costs he must
try and save that kindly old lady from
the clutches of Brilliant Sing.

Bui how was he to do it? He might
warn the servants; but to do that he
must gnin the house and cross the very
path that Brilliant Siog was following.
The Chinaman would see him, and there
would be only one victimi the more.
Access to the honse was obviously im-
possible. He might make a detour
throngh the park and find the pelice,
bur he abandoned that plan almost as
so0n as he had thought of it, remember-
ing that he kuew nothing about the
neighbourhood, and that Brilliant Sing
vwould in all probability have carried out
his crime before the awthorities had
been warned,

What was he to do, then? As he
frantically debated that question Jack
felt something warm and rough touch
his cheek., t was Squall licking his
face, as if to call altention to the fact
thut he was there, and more than
anxious to do what he conld to help
his master. Jack choked back the litile
sob of reliel that rose in his throat, Of
course, there was Squall, his friend, who
could be counted wupon to deal with
Brilliant Sing, provided the other had
no tine to use the long, glittering knife
that Juck knew, from his adventure in
the opium den, the Chinaman kept con-
cealed in his silken robe.

Suddenly it dawned wupon Jack
exactly whut tactics he must pursue.
Squall must not be launched to attack
Brilliant Sing until the very last
moment, when the Chinaman would be
s0 occupied in the carrying out of bis
crime that bhe would not even suspect
the prescnee of the dog. When the alarm
was given, the Chinaman's first thooght
would to make good his escape to
where Curly was waiting with the car.
To be caught would be fatal alike to him
and to his employer. He would think
of nothing else but of getting away,
Jack decided.

Hat the first thing was to stalk the
Chinaman, (o keep ilm under observa-
tion, to wait for tlm exact moment to
put his plan into execution. He rose
cautiously, and slipped from tree to tree,
stopping at each to crouch down and
peer from behind the trunk into the
obscurity hevond But it was not until
he rcached the edge of the grassy track
that he caught stgﬁlt of Sing.

He was wondening what could have
become of the Chinaman—was, indeed,
torturing himsell with the thought that
Rerlmp-i he was being too cautious, and

ad wailed too long—when he saw Bril-
liant Sing slip like a shadow across the
track and vanish almost instantly in the
darkness of the hedge that surrounded
the garden. Jack lay still and watched
that spot where the Chinaman had dis-
appeared until his eyes ached. A
quarter of an hour went by, and then
his patience was rewarded.

hedge—moving inch by inch,

making no sound. Jack followed

that dim outline with his eyes.
Now it had gained the hittle iron gate
that gave admittance to the garden. For
the fraction of & second a portion of the
Chinaman's head was visible against the
faint bars of light that ﬁhu‘t‘ﬁ through
the open ironwork of the gate. Then
it ‘t‘ium ared.

‘as the man going to open the gate
and risk being seen entering the garden,
Jack” wondered.

A moment later, and the joungster
had an answer to that question. He
saw the gate swing back, without sound,
and without any visible agency. It stood
open now. He watched with all his
eyes. It seemed to him that some
monstrous snake was worming ifs way
through that open gate and proceedin
at an incredible speed. The next secon
it had disappeared. Brilliant Sing was
in the garden of the Dower House, on
the veranda of which sat the kindly old
lady, dreamYng her sad dreams in the
darkness.

Jack Horner rose to his feet. There
was no need for further concealment, as
long as he was in the woods, 'The thick
hedge that fringed the garden hid him
from view. He ran at the tos of }\ls
speed up the grassy track. Only when
he neared the gate did he }nlt. and,
flinging himself on bis hands and knees,
begin to crawl to the gate through which
Brlllmnt Sing had disappeared. With
Squall imitating his every movement
Jack wormed his way along the ground
until he conid look into the garden.

The sight that be saw was more than
his already strained nerves could stand.
There, on the veranda, staring sadly
into the darkness, was the old lady. with
her wrinkled, pathetic face: and there,
creeping along the hedg%lde flitting
from one fower-bed to another, like
some monstrous serpent, was Brilliant
Sing.

It was elear io Jack the course the
Chinaman intended fo follow, Beyond
the flower-beds there were some laurel-
hushes which ran in a line to the end
of the veranda. In their shadow, the
Chinaman would be able to gain the
veranda, and, climbing over the balus-
trade, approach the old lady from
behind. Even as Jack watched him,
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obscurity of the laurel-bushes.

For a moment Jack was tempted to
enter the garden, but his caution
asserted itself in time. The Chinaman
would be keeping observation, not ouly
on the old lady, but on the garden,
and if he were seen, Jack would cer-
tainly meet his own end. He lay,
therefore. on the path at the gate,
holding Squall back. Once the China-
man entered the veranda, Jack could
watch him without being seen.

The silence of night descended upon
the scene. Nothing moved. Tran-
quility seemed to reign supreme. Then
Jack heard a faint sigh. The old lady
had moved in her chair, and, reaching

out a hand, touched the electric bell
that hung bu a wire from, the roof of
the veranda. Light footsteps came
from the house, and Mary appeared.

“Pid your ladyship ring?” she in-

quired.
“Yes, Mary, You might bring me a
glass of water, will you, please?”
Mary vanished, to reappear again

with the glass of water on a salver.

“Ihank you,” the old lady remarked.
“Aond, Mar_y, you might come and call
nie again in half an hour, will yvou?
The night is so pieasent, 1 shall sit
here a httle longer,”

“Very well, my lady.”

Brilliant Sing must have overheard
that conversation, Jack rveflected, In
all innocence, the old lady had given
her lurking enemy the very information
fie wanted. He had bhalf an hour in
whivh to accomplish his fell purpose
and escape, If he acted al once he
would be miles on his road back to
London before Mary returned and his
crime was discovered. Jack felt every
nerve of his body grow tense as he
vealised that the greal moment was
approaching.

The old lady drank some of the water,
and then phwd the tumbler on the
table by her side agsin. Again that
pathetie sigh escaped from her lips, as
if the night awoke in her mind nothing
but the unhappiest inemories. OFf what
sad past was she thinking, Jack won-
dered, She was so lonely. She was too
old, as she had told him; she had out.
lived all those whe had been dear to

her—
Jack abandoned these reflections
abruptly.  With a little cateh of his

throat, he saw at last what he had been
waiting to see. At the far end of the
veranda that grey shadow had appeared.
Brilliaut Sing, his body bent, his hands
stretched out, his pigtail making a dark
line upon his bowed back, was creeping
along the edge of the house. Jack
eslimated the distance from the gate to
the veranda. He must give Squall just
time to get there and no more. He
wormed his way a few feet into the
garden, holding the woli-dog by the
m!]nr

“Look, Squali—look!"” he whispered.
““You've got to pull him down and hold
him!”

There was no need to tell Squall more.
That he, too. had seen that grey, evil
shadow aluppmg along the veranda was
proved by the sudden stiffening of the
animal’s stretched body and his violent
straiging at his collar. Nearer and
nearer crept Brilliant Sing to the chair
on which the old lady sat, unconscious
of the terrible danger that threatened
her. Now, wheu he was only three
yards away, his movements became even
moro cautions. He crouched Ins body
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still further, He seemed to bo deciding
exactly where and how ha should place
that fatal clasp upon his victim’s throat.
Now he was mowving again, his hands
h}(.ld out, He was right 'behind the
chair—

bell.

time to use lis

Brilliant Sing, who had had no
knife on Squal),
realised that his murderous attack had
failed, and thought ouly of flight

Jack saw him spring to his feet, and,
with his body crouched so low that his
forchead seemed hardly more than two
feet from the ground, slip noiselessly,
along the aido of the house. Before his
intended victim could turn to see what

now

Without a word Jack released his hold
of Bquall's collar, aud in -a flash the

Every Punch a Winner!

was tho cause of the confusion that had
so startled her—before the servants sum-

great w?llf-dagd\ras e%ccdkin l;oiselessl mored bﬁ that i_Ifmntic ri;gis}_dgh of the
acrosa the garden. ac ad gauge . bell raced to tha spot—the Chinaman
with sljwolluto nccuracly the ex;ct IIKI)F“?I“; .n‘:::;.’”‘ had bcfn “;vabllo;:ed up in the shadow
at  which to release that liviong x of the laurei-bushes

missile. Lven as Brilliany Sing's hands | *°% hedey Jack lay with Squall by his side, a
were streiched out to take the death- Dortinintheh feeling of trivmph in his heart. He htd
clasp upon the old Judy's throat the on t missthe hine foiled Black Michael's murderous plot;

waoll-dog, as noiseless as a shot from an
airgun, ruzhed across the garden, leapt
the balustrade of the verauda, and, fali-
ing with his whole weight upon the
Chinaman, brought him to the ground.

Jack, who had watched the scene with
his two fingers between his lips ready
te give the signal, whistled shrilly, He
was defermined 10 give Brillant Sing
no time in which to use that knife which
he knew he kept hidden among his silken
robes, . At tRat sotind Squall sprang
back from his victim, wheeled gbout on
his hind legs, and, clearing the balus-
trade, was once more streaking across
the garden to his master's side,

Jack felt an almost uncontrallahle
desire to cheer. His plan had succecded
completely.  Tho old lady, staggered
hy the uoise and cm\f\mon behind her,
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he had saved that kindly old lady from
& terrible death. He [elt very much of
a hero. Ho forgot ali the panic-stricken
terrors that had possessed him. He felt
at that moment that he was & match for
Black Michael, Brilliant Sing, and the
rest of the gang. Ho rose erect.

And as he did o he released his hold
of Squall’s collar, The dog sprang to
his feet, and gave a little gasping
whunper. Jack, turning to see what was
the matter, saw, to his amazcment, that
the great wolf-dog seemed to be han mg
suspended botween heaven and eart
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Liverpool . 55, \\-hm-h\u London, S.W i 289,  feansgate,

Manchester: 116, Rye N, Sewcastleon-Tywe: or 6, Washington
errace, Quecn’a Park, Roagthampton,

Cure yourself as I did. Par-

STDP STAMMERINGl ticulars Fres. —TRANK B,

HUGQHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.0.1,

FREE I—rlnc Het Philippine Portraits (Mint), Bst Large
Obsolete Chili, 30 dall. Btamps, Pkt. Bcn Mounts—

nu jonulnn applirants for Approvals and Gift No. 12, Xend pottage—
L, CORYN, 8t. Vincent, Lr. Island Wall, WHITSTABLD.

CUT THIS OUT

MAGCNET ¥ PEN COUPON. VALUE 34

Send 5 ol these ~oupona with ornly 2/9 fand 24. stamp) direck to the
PLEET PEN CO., 110, Fleet Btreet, BH.C.4. By return you will
receite & uandwme fexer seif-Alling r:..‘j: T TOUNTAIN PEN with
solld gold nib (Ame, mcdium, vt broad), lulaall.'r 1016, Fieet price, 4/-

or with 5 conpone oniy 2/8.
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PRICE
TWOPENCE.

DUKE OF YORK SCALE MODEL ENGINE
AS SOLD BY BASSETT-LOWKE.

The pactmeeship Coxcpons naw la
V. Cizareite _“parim are
avarlable in the Gifs scheme.

B. .

00

Look fellows! This Scale Model Engine as
's6ld by Bassett-Lowke, Ltd., and' all ‘the
cquipment to build a complete miodern Tail-
way system absolutely free for coupons from

- packers of B.D.V. Cigarettes, |

Do what Lam doiag! ‘Lell your futher, your
uncles, your big brothersand all the smokers
you know about these wondertul free gifts.
Ask them oll tosmoke B.DVV., Cigarettes and

You can | get this
scale model engine
%93 7>~ B DV. cigarelte Louporns

i jf}}}%’ﬁ'!
\ =l "*}?"{"\-a. ¥
“{::HII{ &‘,‘}"?/ff m"" oy
S\ s NS

give you the coupons. . You can get dozens
of smokers collecting for you.

. In addition to engines there are stations,

coaches, trucks, lines, tunnels, cabins and
signals, When mine is complete it will go
all round the garden. I think-that building
a railway picce by piece is great fun! Its
going to be jolly exciting putting of extra
trains and extending the system.

You can also get the

BING=Famous Clockwork Trains and Accessories

The B.D.V. Giflt Book in Culours—contain-
ing many pages of illustrations—shows all
the necessary parts for the building of a

complete railway system, and the number of
conpons for which cach part will be ex-
changed. You can gera Gift Bouk free.

Just write your name and address on a posteard
(1d. stamp necessary) and post to

The famms BING
¥ ulcan En_t‘::ﬂc and

Clochwork Train.

B.D.V. Gift Dept., 45, Godfrey Phillips, Ltl.,
54, White Lion Street, London, E.1.

(W]}
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1.

{4 O sent for e, sir * "

% Franl Fearless, the scape-
grace of St. Sam's, marched
holdly into the Head’s study.

Ha marched a little awkwardly, too, for
s (rowsis 1ad been harryeaded with a
stout peace of cardboard, in antissipation
of n flogging.

The Hend swoung round in his revolving.-
tehair. His brow was like thunder, and
Jightning seemed to fleah from his eyes
a3 they glittered savvidgely at Frank
Fearloss,

" Mizzerable hoy ! ™ rumbled the Head.
*Your conshence must be pricking youn
in about & duzzen places 1™

It isn', sir,” said Frank cheerily.

“Then my birch.rod will shortly do
ko ! growled tNe Mead., “ It is wy
intenshun to flogg you with the ntmost
severvity 3 snd Uien—unless  certain
conditions are agreed upon by your father
—yon shall be given the Order of the Boot,
or, ag the vulgar would say, the sack !

Frank Feariess turned pail. He was
nol mueh trubbled by the thought of a
flopging. 'The stout peace of cardboard,
securely wedged into hie trowaie, would
stand him in  guod stead. But the
possibility that e might be sacked from
the sehool came as a cold dowslie to Lim,
¥or Frank was very happy st 5t. Sam’s.
He had chwnmed up with Jack Jolly & Co.,
the heroes of the Fourth; and he had
struck wp a warm frendship with Molly
Birchemall, the Head'a charming daughter,
He had got intn mischeef a good deal,
pid been given fots of impoits; but, on
ihe whole, the lines liad fellen wito him
in plezzant placea,

" Ha!™ said the Head. ™ You éremble
and turn pail, I perseeve! My words
have touched you on the roar.”

T can face o flogging, sir,” said Frank
Feariega, " 1'm prepared to take as
many strokes of the bhirch as you caro to
bhand out—cither all at once, or on the
instalinent sistone, But don’t sack me,
sir—anything but that!  After all, wlhat
bave I done to warrant the sack 1™’

" What hesve you done t' gasped the

Head. " Why, s compleat cattalog of
your offences would take weeke to
compile ! You have behaved abominably !

You have ridden rufl-shod through the
schioal reggulations, and every law and
cennon of decent conduet! Do you
want. me to repund you of your trans-
gressions, Feurless 1"

The junioc sighed,

" To kick off gieh,” said the Heed,
* there wag the occasion when you first
cape to 5t, Sam’s. I was compelled by

e
LRk

serkumstances to travel in your car—
or rather, in tlie trailer at the back,
You eggseeded the spead-limit in & most
recklese manner, with the vezenit that 1
was chucked out, and left for dead, ag it
were. When you discovered that you
had—er—mislaid your passenger, you did
not even have the grace to coms back and
pick me up.”

“ Gitty ! mermered Frank Frarless,
howing hig head.

I was about to flogg yom for that
ofience,” the Head went on, " when my
daughter Molly rushed in, and saved you
from the viles of my wrath, The next
morning, I discovered that you had turned
all your pets loose in my garden—your
goat, your rabibits, and your white mice,
They gobbled up all my greenstuff, which
I bad been in the habit of msaking into
sallads and selbng to the masters, as a
sort of side-line to my duties. as head-
master.”

" Gily ! mermored Frank Fesriess
agais.

“ For that outrage,” said the Head,
“T1 was about to wallop you black and
bive, when my daughter, wlo was
consealed in the cubberd in thia atudy,
again came to your reskew. Just bekawse

Dr. Birchomall roleaved his feslings
by ..:...:._:n. & paper-walght at Mr.
ickham and—

you lhiad saved her from the clutches of a
gang of gipsies, she fclt foolishly senty-
mental about yon, and looked wpon you
es her Jiero. £he made me prommis
not to flogg you; and, being under her
thumb to a certain eggetent, I had to give
her the reguired undertaking.™ i

Frank Fearless gave a fluttering sigh.
Ho wasa thinking of Miss Molly now, and
of the big dett of grattitude he owed to
the Head'a danghter,

“And now, to crown averything,”
said the Head, “ you have thrown the
schiool into & state of uprosr, by raising
& fire aiarm when there
was no fire! 1t appears
that your pet parrot had
encaped, and t{aken refuge
on the top of the tower;
and as there were no ladders
available, you had the
ordessity to call out the
fire brigade, and get then
to reeaver your parrot,”

“'EVERY INCH A HERO!"—8WEEK'S “‘EGGSITING™ YARN OF ST. SAM'S!

= HHNHHUDE R TR
= I Frank Fearless' tather =
= dosan’t fork out five quid tc
= the venerable Head of St.
S 8am's it means the sack
Zftor Frank Fearisss. Buf
= Franky dossn’t worry—ho's =
= baan there bhefore! Sed
Ehow hs gets on in thie
“brothless tall,” boys!
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“Giity again 1" said Frank
Fearless, with a sigh,

The Head looked gvim,

“This iz  your ecrowning
enormity,” he said. * In other
words, now you've been rnd
gone end dowe it! Y was leld ra.
sponsible far the fire brigade being eelled
on a frivvolus errand, and 1 was @inded
tive pounds !

Frank Fearless looked serprized.

" I'm sorry to hear thai, sir,” he said
* But still, & fiver's nothing to a man
your position."

* Nothing ! " roared the Head, * It
was all the munny T had in the wide world!
It ropressented niy entire life savings.
Parting with that fiver was like having uli
my teeth sggstrarted at the same time!
I am now going to write to your father,
Fearless, asking him to meké good the
munny. 1 he docs o, & seveer flogging
will he your sou! punnishment, W 1t
should he refuse to refund the fiver, then
you will be sacked from St. Sam's forti-
with and instanter! Iz that clear ?*

*And now,” said the head, selecting
hig eroolest-looking bireluod, ** are thers
&Dy TRore crimes you heve cammiitted of
which I have no nollidge ?  Speak up,
Fearlesa! Confession ia good for the sole!™

“ But very bad for the hody, sir!”
said Frank, blinking at the Head's hirel,.
“I—I'd rather keep mum sbous my
misdeeds, if you den't mind [ ™

* Very well! ™ said the Head grimliy,

He walked to the door and locked it.
Then, to make sssurance dubbly sure,
he started to pile up ferniinre against it,
until he had formed a formidable barrycade.

“ Now, you bratt,”" he eried, spinning
round upon the junior, “you shall not
cacaps this time ! My daughter may hesr
your aquoesals for mercy, hut she will not he
able to raise a finger to help you. QGet
across that chaar !’

Frank Fearless obeyed,

The Head muistened the palms of hiz

Frank Feariess sufforad himaself to ba led away to the punishment-room by
two prefecis.
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hiands with his tung, snd then rubbed then:
briskly together. Then he iock & firm
grasp of the birch, and swung it hack over
his shoider, and brought it down with
tervifick vim,

Whack !

The dust rose in a cloud from Frank
Fearless’ trowsis, but he was not conshus
of any pane, for the stoul peare of card.
board was his shield and buckier. In order
to allay suspicion, however, he thought

he I hetier eggsersize lis Junge a

_ IO
TUGERNT, The Head grivned malishusly,

.t
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= Thess *' litarary effusions **
m__.é..: the active but youth-
m-:. pen of Dicky Nugent

E doses once a week—prefer-
m.-u_ﬂ with a grain of sait!
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a bit, amd he yelled loud enough
to evaken the sellybrated Seven
Sleepers,

- .911‘ DO m ”

and got on with lis job,

“I' learn you, you young rascal !’ —
whack ! “1'Il make up for lost time ! V'—
whack, whack! My daughter hegged
vou off on two oceasions, but it ia heyond
her power to—whack, ﬁn._mam. whark—
p wou now, During this enjoyable ten
minnits—enjoyable to myself, et ali events

1 hope you will ponder the old saying
that the way of the tranagressor is—
whack—hard and panefui !’ \Whaek,
whaek, whack! ** Few! This is werm
work 177

The Head pawsed, aml tonk & long puil
of lime-joove from ihe botile on the
mantelpiece, Then he returned to the
-lawter.

By this time the yells of Frank Feurless
timd” been heard far and mnesr. They
brought several scared juniors scurrying
to the poat, They also brought Molly
Birchemall, ] i

Molly rapped on the door of her father’s
~indy.,

* Pop ! ™ she cried, in startled tones.

** Pop yourself, my dear ! panted the
Head. * I'm busy ! ™ i
1 beleeve you are flogging my hero !

~vied Molly indggnantly.

** Rigiit on the wicket, Molly ! * chuckied
Head. ** Even heroes ave suhject to
iplin, my dear, like evervone elee, A
1tln whacking now and ihen, is rellished

the bravest men !
Molly Birchemall ingged at the hendle
i the door, byt it refused to budge,

“* Stop, Pop!™ she eried, her voice
~irangled with sobs, as another heart.
rending yell rang oot irom Frank Fearless,

= 1 decline 1o stop until 1 feel whacked
myaelf 17 was the Head's reply.

Molly lurled her slendir body npon the
loor,

“ Oh, you are erool, Pop! Tve a goml

1d to report this to 1he S.PC ALY
The Head larfnd.
“Crooity to this pariicular sort of
anisnal, my dear, is more than justilied !’
e waid, ¥ will just give him another
Juzzen, for 1 am somewhat spent of
sirength.”

The flogging wae over st laat, and the
Mead reinoved the Larrycade from the
woor and unlocked it, Then he turned to
rrank Fenrinss,

th

"' Go, wratched hoy ! I will write to yonr
father for that five pounds, and upon his
answer your fate depends, Unless he forks
up by return of post you will be sacked
from the srhool ! Now buzz off !

Frank Fearless hind not suffered so much
83 & twinge, but the cardhoard in hLis
trowsis had been ripped into shreds. 8till
fearful lest the Head should suspect, he
moaned and groaned in & most hartrending
way, and crawled out of the study on all
fours, like & wipped cur,

Owt in the corridor Miss Molly atretched
out her hands to assist him, with a world
of simperthy in her cyes,

i VHH hero! My poor, battered hero!”
she cned.

And then Frank Fearlesas gave her a sly
wink, and ghe understond. She nccom-
paniodd Frank into tho guad, and when
they were out of sight of the IMead’s study
they larfed hartily. ;

But they soon became serioua again
when Frank Fearless told Molly of the
Head's intentions,

“1f my pater duzzent pay the Head
that fiver,” said Frank, “it will be the
sack—ewilt and sure 1 V'

‘“ Oh, Frank ! Molly's voice trembled,
and lier {ace was full af pity,

nhaimer to
us-black ink

—treating Herr Q
a shower-bath of
from Jack Jolly's ink-sguirt.

* Cheer up,Molly !  aaid Frank Fearless,
Remember, it's a long lane that haa no
sitver lining. My fate is in the balance, but
we musat hope for the best,"”

Which showed that Frank Fearless waa
something of o lillosopher, az well as a

dare-devil.

IL
o Um»m Mr. Fearless,” began
the Head's jetter, "~ Juat
a few lines, hoping you sre
quite well as it leaves e at
present.”?

This wos not egzsactly the way
the Head would have liked
to wddress Frank Fearless’
father; bhat he had to he

rlite and diggnitied, o
sick off with,  In jaet, the

whole of the leitor would have ta hae
nice and perlite, nr tha Head would spoil
his chanee of gatting the fiver ont of Mr
Fearlesn,

“ It greeves me beyond mezzure,” woent
on the letter, ** io say that your #0p ia a
very naughty boy. Not wishing o hurs
your feelings, I will refrain from telling
you, in this letter, rggractly what [ think
about him; but in all my seventy-five
years' eggaperience as a Headmaster 1
have never met a more reckiess yonng
ragcal, 8 more hardened young reprobato.
or & boy with such marked crumninal
tendencies,”

That was putting it very mildly, the
Head rellocted. His priveic opinion of
Frank Fearless went much farther than
that, and would ecertainly hove given
Mr. Fearloss a hart-attack, had it been
written down, But the Head was carnful
to keep his tung in his cheek, as it wers,

“Y1 will not weary you with 2 recital
of your son’s long chapter of mist
since he came to my school,” the |
continned. T will not telt yon how ha
foread me to travel in his trailer, sud
wiliully upset wme, leaving me e
in the ropdway, at the merey of ray roed-
hogg who chanced to come alonyg. Nop
will T describe 1o you how the younr rasesl
turned il hig peta loose in iy xarden, and
utterly ruined wy cabbages and carrots
sud hartyclnkes.

“1 meorly wish to mention that your
son, s few eveninge ago, called out tho
fire-lirigade. There was na fire, bt your
son's parrot had caenped, and flew on to
the top of the flagstaff. The firemen wein
asked to rocapture it. Ax o rezauit of
this foolery, I way compelled to pry the
sum of five ponnds,

“As this is really your fimeral.-yon
being the father of the young rascal who
caused all the trubble—1 beg thar yon
will remit me the sum of five poumls by
return uf post, to put the mattne vighe,
I must also ask you ta send an extra quid,
to compensate ine (or all the inmconvenienca
I have suffered.”

The Head smiled a3 he penned 1hat. Jast
sentence, The demand for an exira quid
was guite a happy inapiration, ¥

The letter ended just an formesly ag it
hegan.,

“Now I must close with love to all,—
Yours trovly, ALF BIRCHEMALL,™

The Head was ahout to fold and seal
the letter, when he suddenly mmembered
that he was out of atamps, And if I
waited until he was in a position 1o bhuy

(Cantinued arerfeaf.)

* Why, Frank ! crisd Molly Birchemall.
i Mally! ' replisd Fearless E-.-blw. “ Kicked out-—-fired—expsliad

sacked,

“What has happensd? ' ‘' I'm

—fniahad !
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