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A BOOT FOR BILLY BUNTER!

(.1 diverting incident in His wecd:'s grand selhiool story of Haervyg Whindfon & Coo—1the Chums of Gaeyfriars.)



NERVE!

Moat fellowas would fight shy of pulling the leg of such an august personage as a Form master merely in

order to swank in front of their schoolfellonws. Bat the Bounder'of Greyfriars would pull the leg of the headmasler
of Gregfriars himaelf if it suited i, for he has unlimited nerve!

A New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., with
the Bounder of Greyfriars filling the principal role.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead !

I MITHY savs i ;

“"Dry up, Bunter.”

" But Smithy says——"

Harry Wharton laid down his
pen and picked wp lhe inkpot. And
Billy Bunter, after one sltartled blink,
departed frem the doorway of Btudy
I'Jl'al;:n._[ 1 in the Remove, with hiz news un-
fold.

Wharton vote rom tha table, to kick
the deor shut after the faf junior. Then
ho resumed his seat, with a dark frown
on his brow. Frank Nugent glanced
at him across the study table and ocpened
his lips to speak, but closed them again.

Nugent had finished his prop, and he
was waiting in the study for his chum
to finish. Most of the Remove fellows
had gone down to the Rap. Harry
Wharton was working, but his thoughts
were not in his work. Never had the
classical tongue of Horace and Cicero
appealed to him less. With an angry
gesture, at Jast, he threw down his pen
and pushed his books aside.

“Bother it! That will have to do,™
he grunted, :

There waz a tap ab the door of the
study, and it half-opened. Skinner of
the Remove looked in, with a smile,

“Bmithy—" he began

“Shut up 1™

“ Wha-a-t?"

“Bhut up and get out!™ ;

Skinner stared at the captain of the
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Remove. Skinner was never welcome
in S3tudy Neo. 1, but it was unusual for
the most unwelcome caller there to get
a reception like this. Obviously Harry
Wharton's temper was very consider-
ably on edge.

" Keep. your wool on, old bean,” -said
Skinner amicably. “I was only. goin’
to mention that Smithy—*"

"1 den't want to hear anything about
Smithy. Shut the door after you,"
snapped Wharton.

Skinner shut the door after him with
a slam.

“T'm g"-ettinF fed with this,” growled
Wharton, “I've a jolly good mind to
go down to the Eag now and put Sinithy
through it."”

. “Gontly does it, old chap,” multered
Nugont.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“The cheeky cad’s in the Rag now,
swanking,” he grunted. **He's told the
whole Form that he’s going to cut
games practice to-morrow—on a com-
pulsory day. He's told me =0, too.
Last %at.urday Wingate of the Rixth
iawed mae before a whole mob of fellows

ause Smithy didn't turn wp. The
Bounder's out to make all the trouble he
can for me. I'd go down now and mop
up the Rag with him, only—only—"

"Dn];r that's just what Vernon-Smith
wants,” said Frank quietly. “He would
like to turn it into a personal quarrel.”

“1 know.”

“You can't do anything ull to-
morrow,” sald Nugent. " Your duty as

a Form captain doesn't begin till three
o'clock on Little Side. If Smithy's nat
there then, you can deal with him—in
fact, you'll have to.”

“*And until then I've got to let him
swank.”

“Well, his swank will look preity
cheap when he turns up for games

raL-
tice, after all,” said Nugent. “He's
bound to do that, with all his gas. Let

him throw his weight about in the Rag,

if he likes, if it amuses him."

Wharton grunted. His expression
indicated that he was very reluctant to
let Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, throw his weight about,
as Nugent expressed it.

“What about a game of chess?"

asked Frank, as the captain of the
Bemove rose from the table.

"Lei’s go down to the Rag.™

“1'd like chess, if—"

*“(Oh, bosh!” said Wharton. Y ou

mean you want {o keep me away from
a row with the Bounder. ‘A pretty ass
1 should look, staying in my study be-
cause he's swanking 1n the Rag. T'm
gaing down,"

“I'll come, then,” said Frank. “But,
for goodness’ sake, koep your temper.
You're an ass 1f you let the Bounder

draw you.” _

Wharton nodded curtly, and the
chums of the Remove left the study.
On the Remove landing they passed
Bolsover major and Tom DBrown and

Hazeldene,

[Copyright in the United States of America.)
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“T say, Wharton—" called out
Bn-lallnl:;e:r. 1

Wharton stopped.

“Well?™

* Smithy's sa; ing:—”

“Hang Smithy!"” )

Wharton went on down the staircase
without waiting for any more. Bol.
sover major stared after him, and Hazel
chuckled. .

“Wharton's got his rag out,” ho re
marked.

“Smithy's silly gas 15 enough to get
auy fellow’s rag out,” said Tom Brown.
*1 wouldn’t stand it if I were captamn
of the Form."

“Let's go  down,” siid Bolsover
major. " Looks like a row. I'd like to
see some of Wharton's conceit knocked
out of him."

“Hear, hear!” grinned Hazel.

“"Rot!" said Tem Brown; bubt he
followed the other two juniors down the
stairs 1n the wake of Wharton and
Nugent, If there was going to be
trouble belween the captain of the Form
and g0 hefty a fghting-man as Herbert
Yernon-Smith it was I?
wakching.

“Hallo, halle, halle!”™ DBob Cherr
was in the doorway of thoe Rag, wit
Johony Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh. " FHere you are, you fellows! 1
say, Smithy's geing strong.” ]
‘Give us a rest about Smithy ™

snapped Wharton.,

“Eh, what?" ejaculated Bob, * Don't
snap a fellow's head off.”

“I'm fed-up!”

Bob looked at him.

“1 daro say vou're fed-up, old bean,"
he said quietly. **But you might ex-
press your feelings a bit more civilly,
all the same.”

“Just what T was going to say,” re-
marked Johnny Bull, with a nod.

Wharton's eyes glinted.

"My esteemed chums,” murmured
Flurree Jamset Ram Singh. “"The fed-
upfulness of the excollont and ridiculons
Wharton is probubly terrific, and in the
oxecrable eireumstances tho snapfulness
of a pal’s devoted head is exensable and
landable,™

Bob Cherry chuckled, and Wharlon's
clounded [ace broke into a grin. The
remarkable English  which  Hurrec
Jamset Ram Singh had learned from
the wisest moonshee in Bhanipur had
the effect of oil poured upon the
treubled waters.

“Borry, Bob,” said Wharton., * But
Smithy's getting on my nerves a bit.”

ANl serene, old seaut, What about
sticking his head into the coal-locker "
asked Dob,

Harry Wharton laughed, and the
Famouz Five went inte the Rag
together, There was a squeak [rom

Billy Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, here's Wharton!
Look out, Smithy!™

- ssis

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
# Stick If, Smithy ! **

ERDERT VEERNON-SMITH was
H lounging against the mantel-
?ln:m in the Rag, with his

wnds 1n his  trousers-pockets

and a smile on his face. There wero
half a dozen fellows round him—Skinner
and Snoop and Stott, and Fish and twe
more of the slackers of the Remove.
The attitude taken up of late by the
Bounder was bhmmensely popular with
the black sheep of the Formi. Games
were not in their line; and as thoy
never played games if they could help
it, they objected strongly te games
practier. Smoking surreptitions cigar-
eites behind

kely to be worth-

more to Skinner and his friends than
fagging at the nets. It was not quite
so good for them, perhaps, but they
did not worry about that.

Smithy, himself, cortainly, was any-
thing but a slacker. But now that he
was barred from BRemove cricket, with
many grievances, rcal or fancied, to
avenge, he was “up against ”’ the cap-
tain of the Form i)u overy way. And
Skinner & Co, spurred him on as hard
as they could. Not that they cxpected
that he would “get away with it,” so
fo speak. Bmithy might talk as he
liked mm the Rag, but when the time
eame he had to toe the line like any
other fellow. But the Bounder was a
fellow of endless resource, and if he
did succeed in *getting away with it,"
Skinner & Co. were prepared to applaud
rnpturn-qslj. And in the meantime 1t
was “pic " to Skinner & Co. to note
how the Bounder's defliance irritated
the captain of the Remove,

The Bounder glanced at the Famous
Five for a moment, as they came in

together. Then he gave them no
further heed. But his voicoe, as ho
went on  speaking to Skinnor, was

guite andible to Harry Wharton & Co.
“Comin' on Wednesday, Skinner?®”
“Hem ! murmured Skinner. " You
goin’ out of gates, Smithy?”
“1 think so. It’s a half-holiday, you
know. But I don't want to go alone,”
drawled the Dounder. “You comin't”

“What about games  practice,
though " asked Snoop, with one eye on
the captain of the Remove. “lIit's &
compulsory day, Smithy.”

Vornon-Smith snapped his fingers,

“That for games practice,”
answaored.

“You're really cutting it?"

Stott,

“I've said so0."

“I seem to remember lots of fellows
sayin’ somethin’ of the sort,” said
Skinner reminiscently. “But they
generally turned up.”

Some of the juniors laughed.

“I sha'n't turn up,” said Vernon-
Smith,

*Careful, old bean! Our respected
Form captain can  hear you,” said
Skinoer.

“1 want him to hear.™ 0

“Oh, cheese it, Smithy!” said Squiff.
‘“What a fellow you are for honting
trouble1"”

The Bounder raised his eyebrows.

“I'm not hunting trouble,” he said
mildly. “I'm simply statin' a fact.
I'm cuttin' games practice Wednesday,
because I don't choose to turn' up.”

All eves were on Harcy Wharton,

The Remove knew—they had nearly
all been present-—how Wingate of the
Sixth had “slanged ™ Wharton a few
days before, for letting off the slackers
of the Form. The Head of the Games
had talked in very plain English, and
it had been extremely wncomfortable
for the Form captain. It was quito
cortain that Wharlon would not face
another slanging like that; on tho next
occasion he was sure to do his doty
very carcfully,  And his duty-was to
see that Herbort Vernon-Smith did not
do what he was now boasling that he
would do. :

Wharton's position was far  from
pleasant. But he was determined not
to boe drawn into an altercation if ho
conld help it. He sat down at a chess-
table with Frank Nugont, his friends
standing round to look on at the game,
and turncd a deaf ear to the Donnder.
But the Remove fellows could see the
red decpening in his cheeks.

“1 don't choonse to turn up,”™ repeated

he

asked

the wood-shed appealed the Bounder deliberately.

i =

3till the caplain of the Demove did
not turn hiz head. :

“You'll be reported to the Head of
the Games!” said Peter Todd. * That
means six.”

“Who cares for Winpgatoe®”

“WellL, I do. for one!” pgrinned
Toddy. “I hate the ashplant at elose
quarters. Six from Wingate is siz too
many for moe. And you'll feel the
same, when the time comes, Enithy, for
all your tall talk!™

Veornon-Smth shrugged his saoulders,

“I'm open to bet ten to one in dough-
nuts that 1 don’t turn up for games
praciice to-morrow,” he zaid.

“Donel” said Topddy at once,

“Good! Don't forpol vou owe me &
dough-nut.”

“Don't forget you owe me ten™

“I1. sny, you fellows, il Smithy
doesn't turn upy [ sha'n't turn up,” said

Billy Bunter, “I jolly well wish
Smithy was lorm eaptain. Wharton's
a back number, really.”

“One of the hasbeens,” remarked
Snoop.

“Well, I've said it, and I mean it,"”
satd Vernon-Smith. “And if thero's
any fellow here whe thinks he can stop
me doin’ exactly as 1 choose, let him
get up on his hind legs and say sol"

Again the general oye of the Remove
was fixed on Harry Wharton, But he
did not look round. He scemed
mmmersed in chess.

“It's up to you now, Wharton,” said
Skinner, determined to bring matters
to & head if he could,

Wharton secemed deaf.

“Are you taking all that lving down,
Wharton?” bawled Bolsover major.

No answer,

“Well, if I were captain of the
Form a fellow wouldn't talk like that
to me,” snorted Dolsover,

Wharton moved hiz queen, and his
chums smiled to one ancther. Tha;.r
had not cxpected Harry to keep hia
h!:h:Fl::r s0 coquably, but they were very

glad to see 1t

"Your move, Frank,"” said Wharton
cheerfully,

Thae Bounder gave a loud, con-
temptuons laugh, and threw himselfl
into a chair, and took up a hook.

Evidently ihe captain of the Remove
was not to be drawn; and Smithy gave
it up at last.

A fow minutes before dorm the chess
finished, and Wharton rose to his feet.
Then he walked across to the Bounder:

and every occupation in the Rag was
suspended at once. It was coming
now !

“ Yernon-Smith "

Wharton's tone was quite calm.

The Bounder looked wp with an inso-
lent smile.

“Hﬂ."ﬂ{"

“You've been gassing about entting
cricket to-morraw."

“MNot at all. Statin® a fact.™

"You'll turn up al Little Side
threo.”

“Rats "

Wharton glanced round,

" Any fellow net turning up on {ime
will have his name taken down, to be
reported to the Head of the Games,”
he said, * Nobody's lot off.”

“Free list entirely  sospended ™
remarked IPeier Todd; and there was a
chuckle.

Wharton fixed his the
Bounder again.

“As for you, Vernon-Smith——'

“Well, as for me?™ mocked the
Dounder, :

“I shall sce that you turn up. If
you try to pet out of gates, vou'll he
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stopped. If you don’t walk Jown to
Little Side, youw’ll be carried. 1f you
give any trouble, you'll be thrashed.
That's all.” ] .
And with that, and without walling
for a reply, the captain of the Remove
turned Eia back on Herbert Vernon-
Smith. and walked oul of the Rag.
Wis friends followed him; and  the
other fcllows were left in an execited
buzz. The Bounder, for a. moment,
breathed hard. But he smiled,
“1t's up fo me now,” he faid coolly.
“ Giick to it. Smithy,” said. Skinner.
“I mean to.”
“Wharton Jueans
Hguilt.
“So'do I!? )
“Then vou're an asg, If the caplain
of the Form- gives the order, 1'll lend a
hand fast enough to yank you along to
Little Side,” zeid the Australian
junior. ;
“Same here,” said Tom Brown, with
equal emplasis, i
“Thanks all round,” said the
Bounder impeértarbably. “All  the
same, 1'in cuttinog games practice to-
morrow, and if youw see mo on Little
%il}l-&'}'ﬂll can use my head for a foot-
& !:Ij
Wingate of the Sixth looked in at the
doorway, and ‘there was & general
movement of the Lower .Fourih. JIn
the Remove dormitdry there was a busz
of disenssion. It lboked like -war .o
the knife, now, between thi Forni cap-
tain and the rebel of the Remave. .
The fellows knew that Wharion did
rot mean to yield an ‘inch, now that
the matter had come to-the test: and
the Bounder's obstinacy -was well
known, Indecd, after call his *fall

business,®  said

talk,” the Bounder could not surrender .

without covering lumself “with ridicule.
And in the Remove there was breath-
less anticipation of what was to happen
on Lhe morrow.

[ —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Too Good to be True !

R. QUELCH .gglam:mi at
'_w"nf'lmn.'ﬁinith ‘rather express.

ively when the Remove: came

into their Form-room the fol-
lowing mornivig. It was not -only
mnm& the Remove fellows that the
Bounder had been hunting for trouble
of late. All through the term he had
iven his Form master all the irouble
¢ -coitld; and in the rather curious
contest hetween master and - pupil Mr,
Quelch had not alwavs come -off best.
But Henry Samuel Quelch was ‘not e
gentleman fo be trifled with, and he
had made up his mmind to deal ‘shortly
and sharply wiih the Bounder,

Smithy was one -of the clevergst
fellows in the Form, and could have
heen a credit to it had he chosen. If
he did not choose, Mr. Quelch could ot
help 3t; but at least he could make an
cxample of a fellow who =et wp as a
rebel ggainst authority, and a centre cf
ineubordination in the Form. And that
n:u:u:ﬂlu:mE.3 Mr. Quelel’s expressive look
at the Bounder showed that he meant
business. - If Smithy had neglected his
prep, if he failed to render a passable
conetrue, if he passed some jest along
the Form that caused subdued laughter,
Mr. Quelch was ready for himm. He was
co ready, in fact, that he was rather
liable to " jump ™ on ‘Smithy, even if the
rebel of the Remove gave no offente,
Stimithy had irritated his Form master
to such an extent that he was, as
F:I:Hltner cxpresscd it, ready to biie at
sight,

Many of the fellows, noticing Mr.
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Quelch’'s expressive looks, expecled Lo
see Vernon-Smith in trouble in class that
morning, as he very frequently was.

To their surprize, and certainly to Mr.
Quelch’s gurprize, the Bounder seemed
totally to have forgotten that he was a
rcbel, with & reputation for ragging in
Form.

" Yernon -Bmaith 1M

The juniors had barely iaken- their
stats ﬁ'ilﬂ]} the Form, master started.

“Yes, sir!” eaid Smithy respectfnily,
and not at all in the lone of veiled
i.m]lﬁé'#inﬁlma that the fellows- antici-

ated,

P Take that Aower out of your jacket.”

“ Oh, :certainly, sir!”

“You “are very well aware, Vernon-
Smith, that you should not. come into
the Form-rgom with & fower in your
'ﬂﬂ-ﬂtp”

“'I'm sorry, sirs I'd forgotien!”

““You should not have forgotten!”
snapped Mr, Quelch, * Throw it into

‘the waete-paper basket,”

He returned to his place .with meek
gravity, He did not wink at_.ar_:g_h-ndy,
or make any comic-grimacd fo &en
thoughtless fellow into an inveluntary
fit-of laughter. . “}Flﬁ acted like. a model
'ﬂupil, in _whosa mouth buttéer would

ardly melt,

Mr. Quelch eyed him guspiciously.

If this serious respect was genuine; £o
much to the good. Bui Mr. Quelch did
not trust Smithy. When Smithy was
grave and resgectful, It was only ‘too
probable that he was scheming "somo
“Trag.” My, Quelch, in dealinf with the
respoctiul Bounder, folt somewhat like
the ancient Trojan gentleman ‘who
fe];?re'd the CGrecks when they brought
giits, . :

Vernon-SBmith was called wpon t4 con-
sirue, and there was guite a glint in Mr,
'Qillelﬂ.'h's eyes as he listened. But. the
glint faded away, and the Remove

‘master looked pleased. He really tould

not help it. Bmithy'ss “con™ that
morning was abiolutely faultless, 'and
proved that he must have been wvery
painstaking indeed in preparing = the
lesson,  'There wera some pupilean Mr,
Qualeh’s Form who-always pleaséd him ;
but they were few. Youthful héads, as
a rule, did not take kindly to Latin, and
that admirable language had 1o
driven into them, almost like maile into
wood,  Certainly, the Bounder -could
always have handed out a good-con if
hie had liked ; but he seldom liked. Now
it pleased him fo draw a commendation
from his Form-masteér. _

“Very good, Vernon-Smith, very good
indeed !” said Mr. Quelch, all the elouds
gone from his brow.

“Thank vou, sir!” said the Bounder.

1t was guite painful for Mr. Quelch to
pass from Bmithy to Billy Bunter-——from
‘g faultless con to an example-of lazinets,
slovenliness, and obtuseness.  Even
Wharton, that morning, showed up
rather badly in comparison with Smithy.

Skinner & Co. did not know what to
make of it, _i.ppu.t'mﬂj' the rebel of.the
Remove was “out ™ fto win his Form-
master’s good opinipn—upon which he
had never seemed to set the slightest
value before. 8kioner concluded that
the Bounder had realised that he was
gelling near the limit, -and had
judiciously decided to draw in his horns
a little. {l'u tried to catch Hmithy’s eye
more than onece, but failed all the time.
Smithy was not to be drawn into any ¢f
Lis usual litile games in class.

_In second lessom, the Bounder con-
tinued to be a model of pro riet{ and
respectful attention.  Mr. fite]n had
quite forgotten that he had been angry
with the Bounder, by the time the class
was dismissed for morning hreak,
Skinner & Co. gathered round Vernon-

gome ¢

be SBkinner ‘win

‘master’s  desk,
‘Quelch Jooked up from the papers lLe
Was scanni

2mith, as the junigrs- went down the
Yorm-room passage,

" What's the ‘game, Smithy1” inquired

Skinner.
“Game?” repeated Vernon-Smith
vaguely,

" ¥es. What gre you pulling Quelchy’s
lﬂ,ﬁj for 1"
he: Boundex smiled,

With the tai] of his eye, as it were, ho
observed Mr. Quelch leaving.the Form-
roont. .L.I-"' a moment ‘mora the Removo
master” would be¢ within hearing of the
groupof ‘juniors. The Bounder went on
to speak, his back partly turned towards
Mr. Quelch,.and giving vio sign ‘that he
obzerved the Form-master coming #long.

“The fact js, Bkinner,.l've rather been
playing the fool this term, and I've been
thinking over it.a bit. Ragging is all
very well, but a fellow doesn’t want to
waste all- his-time, if you-come to that.
I'he patér's written.to-say that hid hopes
I shall get a pood report this tferm.
Well, the way I've been goin’ onm, it
doean’t look like it. Mte:aﬂ: a fellow's
pater is hi¢ pater, and I don’t 'see why
I shouldn’t try “to please my father.
He's jolly decent to me.”

Skinner’s eyes opened so wide that ho
really. looked aa if he would never get
them shut. aggin. BStoft a2nd Bnoo
ctared blankly. These excellent senti-
ments were 'agu'ut_ thé last they had ever
expected to hear .from Herbert Vernou-
E“ﬁth'q Ich, rustled by

e Gueleh, rustled by.

. He did not -glance at the group of
‘Jumiars,.or_speak to them; he was gone
in & few moments. But Skinner. & Co.,
as. they saw him, understood -all - of a
sudden.

"My only hat!” breathed Skinner.
“You're about as deep as they make
them, Smithy 1

“ B ¢ _

“You knew Quelchy-would hear you—

‘you knew he was buzzing along.”

‘I'he Bounder winked.

Then he -sirolled on to the -quad,
leaving Skinner & Co.-almost in convul-
"Th . third T that M

. third lesson that morning, Mr.
Quelch ‘miglit have been z'seen,ﬂ_- ‘ag’a
-novelist “would ‘say, to bestow o benig-
nant glance uE-o,p erbert Vernon-8iith.

KInner: ed at Snoop. Tt was
«obivious ‘that Mr. Quelch hed.overheard
thnsgad ﬂmﬂ_c:j;trnenhmenta utit:md. in the
sorridaor, without guessip t they. had
been. intended Iﬂrghis.ﬂri ' 4

If a*fellow who had been:carcless and
slack chose to pull up, and work hard
for o g6éd-report, Mr. Quelch was just
the man. to ' meet him half-way, and_help
hiny on-all he -eould. Eyidently, that
was Mr. Quelch’s opinion of the Bounder
now, -and he meant to give his ‘most
troublesome pupil every chance to mhake

good.

After third lesson, Vernon:Smitl
lingered ‘when the rest -of the Remove
went -out. Io stopped at the ¥Form
-and waited till Mr.

e Well, n%erll—ﬂn-ﬁmiﬁh,“ said the
Remavo master kindly, **do you wish to
speak to me 7"

“Yes, sir, if you'll allow me,” said
the Bpunder diffidently.

“Certainly, my bog.” ;

“J—1 should like to gay, sir, that I'm
eorry ‘for having wasted a lot of time

.this_lerm. I'm not excusing myself, sir,

Lut I should like 1o say that I've n
thinking it over, and I mean o do
better,” said Vernon-Smith hesitatingly.

“I am very glad to hear you say so,
Vernon-Bmith,” said Mr. Quelch, quite
heartily, *1Iiis in your power, my bey,
io be a it to your Form. You haye
not done yourself justice.?
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Harry Wharton walked across to the Bounder, and every occupation in the Rag was suspended at once.
** You've been gassing about cufting the ericket to-morrow ! "
Bounder, with an insolent smile. *‘ Statin® afact ! ** * You'll turn up on Little Side at three ! '* went on Wharlon.

Wharton’s tone was quits calm.

rotorted the Bounder. (e {:Mphr 2.)

“ Yernon-Smith ! **
** Not at all,"" sald the
L L] H‘u 1 L5 ]

“You're very kind 1o say so, air. If
vou would let me ask your advice—"

“TIadoubtedly.”

“1l like to enter for the Hewd's
Y.atin prize, sir. It's open te Remwove
fellews, If vou approve——"

Br. Queleh could not Lelp Leing sur-
piri~edd,  But certainly he was as pleased
as e was surprised.

“1 approve with all my heart, Vernon-
Mt Bl T omoust warn vou that vou
Lbave oelocted a very difficult examina-
(LTS It 1= open to the 'l'p[n:!r ¥oarth
and tle Shell, and vou will have to con-
pele with bovs older than youarself, and
Ligher 1 the school. 11 w il mean hard
work for you,"

“1'm vot really slack, sir, though T'm
afraid I've given van reason to tlink
0, said Vernon-Bmich, with humility,
“I was Lhinking of lhe (raven, but
that's a wmeney prize, and 1 don't care to
enler for i1, Mark Linley's going in for
that, amd [ shonldn't like to 2taml in his
light. He needs the money, and I don't.
The Heads Latine prize 1s only a medal.’

“Very proper indeed, Vernon-Smith,"
said Br. Quelch. " Linley has an ex-
ciellent chance for ithe Craven; bot of
vou lried hared, I have no doult that
you would run him very close, You ara
awara thatl il iz 8 more difficult exanmiina-
tion for the llead's miedal?”

*Yes, sir. DBut I don't mind that if

vou think I'd have a chance, and
shouldn't merely by making myself look
foolish by enluring.™

“Aly dear Vernon-Smith, you ligva

wike a good chance, il you try. And X
Elmuid be delighiod (o are the Hend's
medal awarded to & member of my
Forn.” said Mv. Quelch, full of ap-
proval. [ shall be very pleased, i vou
are in carnest, Lo give yvou any help in
my power.  You st be prepared for
I'I.ﬂl'l,:l 'H'Q'I"I'L FL}r LT LE® \Tf'l‘k’lﬂ [I:

“1'in prepared for that, sicl™

“Yery good! You will require to
sludy cerlain hooks that are not used 1n
the Remove, These books I can lend
vou, and I shall be glad to indicate
certain lines of studv. If vou are pre
parcd to take cxira tuition when I can
spare the tupe, [ am al your serviee.”

Mr. Queleh gove the Donnder a very
keen look as he said that, 1le waa
pleased  with  Vernon-Smith, and  his
suspicions were disarmed, Dot some
slight distrust pechaps lingered.  If,
however, the Bounder was, in fact,
pulling his deg, the offcr of “extra
loot " was an acid teat. I the Bounder
aceepted that offer. and gpave up leisure
time to oxtra work, it had to Le taken
a3 a prool that he was in earnest,
“Extra toot ™" was a lhing [roin which
Cireviriars fellows, as a rule, Bed a3
[rquu the plague.

But the Bounder, so far from drawing
back, looked relieved.

“That's very kind of you, sir!" he
smid at onee. I shouldn’t have dared
to === roun, because I know jolly well
that I've given you a dot of trouble this
tevm, [ suppose vou couldn’t spare me
goine Lime this afternoon, sirt"

Mr. Quelel eonsidered a few moments.
The Bounder walched him anxiously.
But the Formn master nodded.

“Cortainly, Vernon-Smith. Sineo vou
are making an cffort to repaic former
faults, it is my duty to aid you in every
way, and [ shall be very pleased to do
so. It was my intention to mark the
Form prose papera  tlhas  altornoon;
but—=—"" AMr. Quelch considered again.
“You are prepared o give up your
half-holiday ¥ _

“Certainly, sie! That's nothing.”

“Lhe right spirit.” eaid Mr. ﬂ!ueh-h
approvingly, * Very well. Come to my
study at hali-past two, and I will give
you as long as [ can—and at least an

hour.” f

The Dounder's cyes danced. His
satisfaction was so obvious that DBlr.
Queleh eould not fail to sece it; ob-
viously, there was no  acting there
I'he Form-muaster smiled very genially.
Apparcntly, this troublesome junior had
turncd over a complete new leaf, and
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was becoming a pupil after Mr. Quelch's
own heart.

“Oh, sir, 1 don’t know hiow to: thank
you !" exelaimed Vefnon-Smith.

“Not at all, my boy, not al all,” said
Mr., Queleh kindly.

Jind the Bounder left the Form-room.
And not till he was out of sight of Henry
Bamuel Queleh did he wink.

P, o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Keeps His Word !

ILLY BUNTER blinked along the
Remove table at dinper to assure
himself, by the evidence of his
eyes and his big spectacles, that

the Bounder was there. He was there
with the rest of the Form, his manner
calm oand casusl. He seemed uncon-
seions of the throbbing excitement in
the Remove, of which he was the cause,

Whether the Bounder would be as
good as his word, whether _he would cut
gomes praclice, whether \Wharton would
let him, what would happen, anyhow—
these were burning questions in the
Lower Fourth, The trouble between the
Bounder and his Form captsin was
coming to & head now, and the clash of
two proud andedetermined natures could
not fail 1o interest the fellows denﬂt_\: and
keenly, Most of the juniors believed
that Smithy would, at least, make an
attempt {0 make good: his boast. And
if he did, he was guite certain to find
himself in  immediate conflick  with
Wharton. )

Some  fellows lLad opined that he
would cut * tiffin?” in order 1o get clear
carly; hence Bunter's asoxjpus blink
along the dining-table. Cutting tiffin
wags a4 serious matter for anybody atb
Greylriars below, the Bixih;. but the
DBounder was capablo of that or of any
other recklessness. DBut he was there—
cool and casual, and eating his dinner
with his customary good appelite.

Mr. Quelch, at the head of the table,
was aware of some suppressed excite-
me:;t..umun? the juniors. DBut he did
not know the cause. The matter that
excited the Remove was quite ont of the
Form-master's provinee. Ile bhad no-
thing to Jdo with the school games;
though on grea | u
sometimes walk down to the ericket field
and Jook on. Games pracltice was cem-
puls::rr_}r twice & woek at Greyiriars: but
it wasa matter dealt with by the Forn
captaina and Dby the captain of the
school.

After dinner, Herbert Vernon-Bpsnth
sauntered into the quad, the cynosure of
ajl eyes in the Remove. Harry Wharton
& Co., however, took no hecd of him.
Wharton had delivered his ultimatum to
the Bounder.the previous evening in the
'Hng, awd he had meant every word he
said. Dot there the matter dropped.
Certainly he would have dizdained to
keep the Bounder under ohservation.

Bui. il Smithy had made any attempt
fo “cut” by way of the school gates, a
dozen fellows at least would have known
it at once. Tt was not in his power to
escape © surreplitiously now  that the
maiter hod excited the interest of all
the Hemove. 2

?m:’thy} however, showed no defire {0
L LFL

Apparenily he was not going out of
gates; apparenily, he woas going to loaf
abput theischeol till the hour steuck fov
assembly on Laltle Bide.  And then, if
he did nof go down wilh the rest, the
band would begin to play, as Skinner
expressed it.  Certainly, i the captain
of the Remove gave instractions for the
rebot t0 he niarched down to Little SBide
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awn in such an event.

occasions he would-
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by foree, thero: were plenty of  fellows
ready to earry out hid " instructions.
Smithy could hardly expect to hold his
Vhat he did ex-
weet was rather a puzele; but nobody
wlieved that he intended to yield at the
last moment.

At a quarter-past two the DBounder
was scen—by a dozen pairs of oves, at
least—to walk back into the House.

“I say, you fellows, he's going fo
change for cricket, after all 1" squeaked
1'!-1']'[{ Bunter.

“ More likely going to dodge out of a
back door,”™ said Skuner, with a grim.
“1Ie did that Jast weck when Wingate
wanted hine:™

There was & rush of five or six fellows
round the school builldings, to waich
and ascertain whether the Bounder
emergedd by -any egress that was not
supposed to be used by Greylriars
fellows,

Iut he did not emerge.

Obviously, he was still in the House,

“Can't be géin' to lock hunself in his
stndy, ™ zaid Bnoop. ‘"Wharton's the
man to bash in the deor if he did. De-
sides, they'd only have to call Wingate,
and ‘Smithy would have to let Wingate
m. "

“ Blessed il I know his game at all!™
confessed Skinner. *“Ha's up to some-
thing, I know that!"

“Not hiding away in & box-room?”
asked Bolsover major.

“He wouldn't do that.”

*“They'd root him out if he did,” said
Bolsover. “I'd take a hand in it my-
sell if you come to that. Why shouldn’t
Smithy toe the line like the rost of us?"

“It beats me,’" zaid Skinner. * Let's
go and see if ha's in his study.”

Skinner and Suncop went into the
House and up lo Study No. 4 in the
Remove. The Bounder was not there.

It was past hall-past two now, and
Harbert Vernon-Smith, as a matter of
faet, was in his Form-master's study.
Fut, naturally, 1t nover cccurred to any
Remove man that he was there., Mr.
Quelch’s study was about the last place
any Remove man wonld have thought of.

Towards three ¢'clock the juniors had

rive up - the puzzle and get veady for
ri:ut. Hayry Wharton & Co. went

down to Littlea Side. And as three

mﬂ
Tl

chimoed ont from the clock-tower,

Wharton glanced over the fellows who
had assembled for games practice. All
the Remove, ¢xcepting two, were on the
ground; the exceptions being Herbert
Vernon-Smith and William George
Bunter. Dut Bunter was i the offing,
rolling down {o Liltle Side in-a great
hurry, puffing and blowing with his
exertions. |

“T gawv, vyou fellows, here I am!¥
gasped Bunter. * You're joly well not
going to weport me, Wharton1”

“ Fathegd "' waa Wharton's reply,

“ 0k, really, old chap—"

“Shut upl Get ready, you [ellows™
spid Harry.

“What abont SBmiily?™  asked
Skinner maliciously. N
Bmithy was not lhere; and if the

captain of the Form intended to affect
not to notice his absence, Skinner in-
tended to remind him. Il he shreank
from open conflict with the Bounder, he
was going to own up to it, Skinner was
resolved on that.

Wlharton did not answer lum, or secem
to-hear him. DPut Bolsover major re-

;peafed fhe guestion ‘in his louwd voice.

“What about Smithy, Wharlon* He's
not heve.”

“Give him -a chance,” said Wharton
qt-:_:_}_:ehiy. “T "dare say he's coming
alon

1
ﬁn".h said—*

“Never mind what he said; I don't
want it ‘at second-hand 1
_ Bolsover major snorted angrily. His
impression, like Skinner’s, was that the
captain of the Remove was weakening,
and seeking fo avoid trouble with tho
rebel of the Form,

“Well, if you're leiting Bmithy off,
after all your gas—-=

“Choese it 1

“1 guess I don't see siicking here, if
Smithy doesn't come,” said Fisher T.
Fish. *“What's sauce for the goose'is
sauce for the gander. T guess if Bmithy
gives 1t & miss, I give it-another miss—
Just o few ™

“Hame hero!” said Snoop.

‘Wharton did not hesd,

But whenr several minutes Thad
clapsed, and the Bounder did not put in
an appearanca, it was-clear to him that
Vernon-Smith was not merely late. He
was not coming.

“ Dok calldd-out Wharton,

* Hallo, hallo, halla ™

*¥ou and Bquiff go batk to the House
and_bring Vernon-8mith hero.”

"EEht—hﬂ'!"

The two juniors doparfed. Games
practice started, but in a very desultory
way. All the follows wero thinking -of
the rebel. Unless Smithy had ¢leared
off, or hidden himseclf very effectually,
he had to come now. Either Bob:or
Squiff was quite capable of handling the
Bounder on his.own: and in the hands
of the two of them, Bmithy had ‘no
chanco. Angd they went to the Houso
quite determiined to carry oul their
Form captain’s-order.

Ten minutes later they came back,
without the Bounder, Wharton' was
busy at that moment, in a rather hopo-
less attewipt to instruet William George
Bunter how to bowl without braining
fellows standing behind him. Buot after
8 minute or so he looked round.

“Can't find him,” said Bob,

" Vanished '™ said Squiff.

Wharton knitted his brows,

“Very well; you carrv on here, Tob,
while 1 go and look for b,

* Righi-ho '™

“Like a man fo come wiih youi”
axked Johnny Dull.

Y No; that's ofl right.”

Wharton walked away to the Hauso,

“0h, my hat!™ said Ogilve.  “It's
rolten 1o stay heve and miss the eircus.
I told you Tellows that " Wharion meant
business,™

Harry Wharlon went into the House,
with hiz lips sct .and hiz aves glinting.
The hour had come now, when he had
to pult the Bounder ‘in his place, -or
allow the rebel of thoe Hemove to “get
away with it* He was in a prim mood
as he went to the Bounder’s study. That
study was vacant:; and thero was ‘no
sign of Smithy in 1he Remove passage.
Tt was almost’ impossiblo lo suppose that
the Dounder was hiding in o box-room
like a scared Tag; Wharlon did not
think so for a moment. The only con-
clusion to be drawn was that the
Bounder had somechow got out of the
school unseen, and was out of reach till
lock-up.

Wharton lelt the House agein, his face
pale with anger.

The draslic frealment intended Jor
the rebel could nol be meted-out to him,
now. All that remained was to reporl
his absence to the Head of the Games.

Wharton returned to  the junior
ericket ground, and all eyes turned upon
him as ho arvived lhere. Iio did not
fail to sce the grin that was reflected
from face to face as the fellows noted
that he eame back -alope. Skinner mur-
murad to Snoop that it was frst round
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to the DBounder, and Sidney James
Snoop chuckled. Wharton's chums
glanced at him inquiringly ; but he did
not speak. A little later Wingate of the
Sixth came along,

“ All here to-day, what?"” he asked a
tittle grimiy,

“No,” said Harry.

“Who's missing 1"

“Vernon-Smith.”

Wingate knitted his brows,

“Vernon-Smith agpain! Ile had better
be fetched here”

“1've looked for him.”

“ Do you mean that he's gone out of
pates ;

“ Hp must have, I suppose; he can't
be found.” : :

“Very well; I['ll deal with Vernon-
Smith !” said the captain of Greyfriars.

And the matter dropped,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Getting Away With It

B. QUELCH'S usually scvere
M countonance  Wore its most
genial expression.  The Re-
move master had seldom been

leased.
==".:]rl:"n:-n;n}mr.nLl;.' at half-past Ewo the I!cmndcr
of Greyfriars had arrived in his Form
master's study, Mr. Queleh, perhaps,
would not have been surprised if ho had
failed to come.

The change in the Dounder, from a
long course of rebellious slacking, to a
sudden devotion to study, was very
gratifying ; but it was certainly very
wnexpected and surprising, too.  Mr
Quelch had been pleased, but some
vague suspicion had lingered. Dut
Vernon-Smith had arrived promptly,
and he had arrived in his most studious
mood. Obviously, he wanted to make
the very most of his Form master’s kind
offer to help him prepare for a difficult
cxamination.

Master and pupil settled down to
work; and it was rather pleasure than
work to Mr. Quelch. The Bounder was
clever and quick, and when he was
the mood, he was a pupil Il'lmt would
have pleased the most exacting master.
He was in the mood now. No fellow
could have been more attentive, moro
painstaking, than Herbert Vernon-
Zmith that afternoon. Outside, the
summer sun was shining, and a soft
breeze from the sea stirred the foliage
of the trees in the quad.

It was long since Mr. Queleh had been
a schoolboy, but he had not forgotten
how such a glorious summer's alternoon
called to youth.  The most studious
“gwot” in the school would have pre-
ferred to boe out of doors that day. Yet
the Bounder, under ne compulsion what-
cver, was sitting in the dusky study, con-
wntmﬁing all his powers upon the
classics, in preparation for a dilicult
examination which he had taken on of
his own feee will!? No wonder the
Remove master was in his most genial
humour.

The time passed gquickly cnough to
tho pleased Form  master; not so
quickly, perhaps, to the Dounder, Dut
he was concentrating on his work, and
scemingly living and breathing Labin.
Mr. Quelch had cogaged to give him an
hour, and more if possible.  The
Bounder was so evidently keen to keep
on that the Remove master felt it in-
euimbent wpon him  to encouragoe so
promising & pupil, who was striving
»0 meritoriocusly to make uwp for lost
timo and earlier faults. Three hours
passed, and even then the DBounder

would have gone on; but Mr, Quelch
rose from the table. .

“You are fired, my bov,” he said
kindly. '

“(Oh, no, sir,” said the Bounder.

“We must not overde it, Vernon-
Smith,"” said Mr. Quelch, with a smale.
“You have done remarkably well; and
if you continue like this, my boy, I have
very little doubt that the Head's Latin
medal will be won by my Form ™

“It's very kind of you to cucourage
me, sir,” said the Bounder meckiy.

“Not at all, Vernon-S3mith; I mean
all T say,” said Mr. Quelch, “XNow, 1
will select some books that vou may take
awny wilh you "

And the Dounder went to the door
with & couple of Latin volumes under
his arm.

At the door he turned back., as if
struck by & sudden thought,

“# [=I"d forgottcn, sir—"

“Yes, what 1s it, Vernon.-Smith*"
asked the Remove master, as the junior
paused.

“I think it was gpames practice this
afternoon, sir,” said  Yernon-Bmith
diffidently. "I suppose it will be all
right if I mention to Wingate that I
have been with voun, sic”

“Quite,” said Mr. Quelch,

“OFf course, sir,” said the Dounder,
with an air of grest frankness, “I don't
want Wingate to bo down on me for
slacking at games practice. But as it's
only three weeks to the Head's exam, I
want to put in all the work I can. When
vou aro able to give me any of your
time, sir, I suppose Wingato wouldn't
mind letting me off games.”

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr, Quelch.
“ Any boy preparing for an exaumina-
tion may be cxcused games practice,
with his Form master’'s approval.
That is a rule of the school, Vernon-
Smith.”

Vernon-Smith  koew  that quite as
well as Mr, Quelch. It was, indeed,
the foundation of all his recont pro-
ceedings. :

“Then if you approve, sir—"

“Certainly I do,” said the Remove
master. "I should not like to sex any
bov in my Form becoming what the
juniors, I believe, call a *swol,’ and
neglecting healthy exercise. But you
would not do that. On the oocasions
when I can find time to give vou extra
tuition, Vernon-Smith, you will be
excused from games practice. In ovder
tr aveid any misunderstanding, 1 will
give you a note to take to Wingate”

" Thank you, sir!" said the Bounder,
hardly able to kesp the mnote of
trinmph out of hiz voice.

Mr. Quelch wrote a briel note and
handed it to his promising pupil, and
the Dounder left the study,

In the passage ho langhed silently.

Tiut his face was serious when he
presented  himself

Mﬂ.ﬂ%&;ﬁlﬂh;” said the Bounder meekly.
Wingate held out his hand for the

note, read it, and then fxed a wvery

penetrnting look on the Bounder.

: vou re in for thoe Head's exam *"

" Yes, Wingate,”

“That's rather. stiff for a Remove
kid,” said Gwynne, looking curlously at
the Removite.

“My Form master.thinks I have a
chance,” said the Bounder simply.
“Remove arc allowed to enter, though
I think I'm the only chap in my Form
who's gone in for it.”

“Iz your mnamoe down®*" demanded
Wingate.

“Yes: Mr., Quelch has spoken to the
Head.”

Wingate poaused.

“YWell, I suppose it's all right” he
satd at last. Ho was not wholly satis-
fied; but there was the note from Mr.
Quelch, and evervthing was in order.
“You should have told Wharton you
were working with your Form master
this afternoon, though.”

“You sce, I wasn't sure that Mr.
Quelch would be able to spare the
time,” explained the Bounder. *“ He's
n busy man; but naturally if he could
give me an hour or two, I jumped at

the chance, with the Head's exam
belore me. Ind Wharton want to
know

“Heo thought you were cutting games
practice, as you did last week, withom
any excuse but slacking or impudence.”

“I don't see why it should matter, as
all he hasz to do is to report to you
when a fellow is absent.”

“Well, yes, it's all cight,” said Win-

gate. “You can cut”
And the Bounder cut.
He strolled away to the Rag with a

smile on his face. There were a
many follows in the Rag, and a shoul
went up as the Bounder was scen.

“"Here's Bmithy !

“Where have you been, Smithy "

“I say, Wharton's got his rag out.”

“You're for six, old bean.” )

“Dear me!" said the Bounder.
“What about tea, Skinner? It's closo
on tea-time, and I'm rather peckish.
Comiog up to the study 7"

“ Horo's Wharton !
Bolsover major,

Harry Wharton looked into the Rag.

“ Yernon-Smith "

“ Hallo "

“You cut games practice this afler-
noon,””

“Cuilty, my lord !” said the Bounder,
and there was a laugh.

“"You wouldn't have eut if T could
havo found you.” aaid the captain of
the Remove, with a dackening brow.

"Dear me! IDid yvou look for me!™
drawled the Doynder. “What a

(Continued on next page.)

murmured

at Wingate's study
in the Sixth Forem
passage,

Wingate W as
there, with Gwynna
of the Sixth; and
the two seniors
were at | e e when
th e Bounder came
i1i.

“OL! You ! said
Wingate. with a
crim look at
Y ornow-Smith, “ 1t
seems that yvou've
cut gamwes practico
again this after-
noon, Y ernol-
Smith.”

“I've a note from
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shockin' waste of an important person’s

valuable time!” _

“He, e, squeaked Billy
Bunter. . ¥

“You're to go lo Wingale's study,
satd Wharton curily.

“I'm going up to tea”

Wharton turned away wilhout heed-
ing that. All eyes were on the
Bounder. He had "Ip.uh away with it,
so far; but, after all, he had to turn
up in the Greyfriars captain’s study
and take his swishing, At least, so it
secmed to the Remove fellows, who
knew nothing of the peculiar game the
Bounder had been playing that day. ;

“Coming up to tea, Skinneri®
yawned the Bounder, -

“You've got- to go to Wingale, and
you know it, you swanking ass!" said

h': t

Peter Todd. ]
“I'm not keen on Sixth Form society.
They rather bore me,” said the
Bounder, “Cene on, Skinner.”
“ But- P oeplol Bkoaner,

LB

- 0Oh, come on; | vank my tea’l™
Shinner went up 1o the Remove with
the Bounder, A dozen fellows followed
them up. Hetbert Vernon-Smith went
intec Study No. 4 with Skinner,
evidently thinking of Ihe tea and
nothing else. Several fellows looked
into the study. ; :

“If you don't go to Wingate, he will
come up after you, Smithy,” warned
Boleover major,

“Think s0?” ;

“Well, you know he will.”

“If he does, I'll ask him fio
said the Bounder airily.

Bnoop and Stott came inlo Lhe study,
to join the Bounder at ten, and the
door was closed. Most of the Remove
fellows oxpecied to hear the heavy
iread of e
passing ‘moment. But the capiein of
the school did not-come.

Skinner & Co. were completely
puzzled. So far as ithey could ace, the
rebel of the Hemove was able to carry
on his defiance np to a certain point;
but at that point he had to go belfore
tha head prefect and “bend over ” like
any other fellow who kicked over ihe
traces. But the Bounder, evidently,
was not alarmed: and for some nex-
Eliudh]u reason Wingale was not on
ia track.

“Mean to say wouw're geliing off,
Snithy ¥ asked Skipner at last.

“1 think so.”

“Wingate knows
practice™

“Oh, yes!™

“Then he's bound to Lick you."

i you think I should be playing
this game if it were going o end 1n
bending over in Wingate'as study?”
jeered the DBounder. “The Jaugh
wouldn't be on my side in that ease.”

“Wall, if you get away with it, I'm
blessed if I understand,” said Sidney
James Snoop,

“Lots of things you don't under-
stand, old bean.™

“But how have you worked 2"
yvelled Skinner. “It's some sori of a
trick, but it beats me™

“No sort of a trick that I know of,”
vawned the Bounder. A fellow who's
working for an exam can get off games
practice by getting a note from his
Form master to show to the Head of
the Ganics. Linley's done that often
enough; and so did Cherry, thattime
he was swoiting. Why not little me?™

Skinner & Co. gazed at the Bounder
blankly.
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lea,”

yvou cut  pames

ingate of the SBixth every P

Now Swmithy’s cut again, and

“Working for an exam—you!" said

kinner. “Moean to say that you've
pulled Quelchy's leg to that extent, and
made use of him in giving Wharton a
fall! ©Oh, crikey! Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner roared.

“What exam?” stutiered Snoop.

“Head's medal.”

“ianunon !

4 TRlay not keep on with it,” vawned
SBmithy, “May find it too hard, and
vetire from the giddy contest. In fact,
I think it very likely indeed .that I
shan't keep on with "

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Bkinner &

Co.

Y Quelchy—a downy old bird like
Quelchy—pulling his jolly old leg and
makin' use of lum!” gasped Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The uproarious merriment from Study
No, 4 was heard along the Eemove
passage.  The Remove fellows uwnder-
stood that it meant that .the Bounder
had somehow “got away with it,”
though they did not even vet guess how,
Certainly all the fellows knew that no
punishment had followed the Bounder’s
defiance -of authority; he had made his
Lhoast good and had not suffered for it.
And the Remove fellows ‘wondered
blankly how the Bounder had worked it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too 1

44 T'S the jolly old limit 1

Bob Cherry made that remark

the following -day.

He glanced .at the Bounder,
who was .chatting and laughing in the
quad with half & dozen:of ﬁne move.

Wingate of the Sixth came :along
and ‘passed the Bounder, but gave him
no attention.

“It's the limit,"" repeated Bob. " I'm
blessed if I-catch on to it! Bmithy's
restige has gone up no.end!”

“ How did he work.it?" . asked Nogent.
" Ask me another !

“The esieemed Wingate seems Lo
have forgotten his honourable exist-
ﬂncg,i: remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

"E_":‘au‘t- have forgoilen,”™ said Johnny
Bull. “But he's letting the Bounder
slide. 1t's not treating Wharton
decently, Only last weék he ra%ged
and slanged Wharton before a mob of
fcllows for letting the Bounder -off
Wingate
knows, and he's taking no notice. It's
not cricket.”

Harry Wharton came out of the
House, looking for his chums. His face
was rather sombre. ;

The {o. ceased the discussion at once,
as Wharton joined them. , They knew
that it would not fail to be a sore
subject with the captain of the
Remove.

Wharton's glance fell on the Dounder
at a little distance, and he knitted his
brows, Smithy, perhaps by chance,
glanced in his direction and met his
eyes and smiled ironically, There weas
triuvmph and mockery in the Bounder's
smile. He had scored all along the
line: he had boasted that he would set
the Form captain's ordera at naught,
and he had made good his boast. There
was no doubt that the rebel's prestige
was very considerably enhavced by the
episode. .

Wharton could not help [eeling sore.

He had no desire whatever to inter-
fere with the Bounder—ihe less he saw
of the fellow at games practice, or any-
whera else, the better he liked it. Unlil
that We:lnes&a.r he had taken no heed
of the Bounder's disregard of the rules,
and the Hcead of the Games had

—

“slanged ” him in public for .neglect
of duty. Now he had done his duty
and the Head of the Games had failed
to back him up, and Wharton was only
too conscious of the fact that he had
been made to look foolish.

Certainly he could have asked Win-
gate for an explanation, but that he
disdained to do. Smithy had been re-
ported, and that should have been
cnough. Wharton did not want to seem
anxious to get & fellow punished,
especially as he was not anxious for
anything. of the sort. He only won-
dered, with deep resentment, why Win-
ate had ragged him for letting
ferngn-Smith :J%cif he had mno inten-
tion of calling Smithy to order limself
when the next delinguency was duly
mada known to him.

Wharton was ﬁrm.ld—perhaps a litile
too ‘much so, ¢ had not wanted to
excreise his suthority -in the DBounder's
case; ho had been forced to exerciso
it. The Bounder had coolly defied - it
aind got off scot-free. It was a blow Lo
thie pride of the captain of the Remove,
and he knew that it placed him in a
ridiculous position,

His eves glinted as they dwelt on the
mocking Bounder. His chums read in
hiz faco the thought that was in his

mind.

“Coma on! Let's irot round ithe
quad before dinner!"” said Bob Cherry
hastily, Jisticofls with the Bounder
would not have improved matters, as
all the Co. know. '

It was later in the day that ithe story
leaked out of how the Bounder had
“worked it.” The jest was too good to
keep, :and Skinper & Co. had told other
fellows, who told others, and there was
much-merriment.in the Remove-on the
subject. It reached ihe ears of -the
Famous Five at last. The Bounder's:
nerve in playing such a game amazed
the fellows, well as they kmew hifn.
That he had no intention whaieverwof
working for such a difficult oxam . as
that for the Head's Latin medal, -all
the Remove fellows knew: he had not
the remotest 1dea of going in for the
examn or preparing for it. He had
simply humbugged Mr. Quelch on the
subject in order to make good his boast
and score over the captain -of ‘tho
Remove.

All the Remove knew it and -mar-
velled at his nerve. What Mr. Quelch’s
feelings “would be like if he learned
tha truth could hardly be imagined.
And with the topic endlessly discussed
up and down the Form it was quite
likely to reach the Form master. That
risk Smithy was taking with his usval
reckless audacity.

“Well, the Bounder's got a nerve on
him ! Bob Cherry remarked at tea.in
Study No. 1. “He can't be going 1n
for the exam really. Quelchy would
be as mad as o hatter if he kiew how
he's been made use of.” -

Harry  Wharton  shrugged  his
shoulders. e

“Of course he's not going in for the
exam. It's only a trick. He pul an
some work with Quelchy to give colour
to it. He doesn't really intend to put
in any more. He did it to make me
look a fool to all the Remove. and he
has succeeded. There's games practice
again on Friday—and he will have.a
note from Quelchy to show 1W:Lngale_‘
Well, let him; it will be a relief not to
have him on Little Bide, anyway.”

Billy Bunter blinked iuto the study.

“1 say, you [ellowsg—"

“(h, hook it, Bunter!"

“But, 1 say, Smithy says—"

l'f'_‘:;ﬂt ﬂut- E!:I- d

“Bmithy =ays he’s cutling games
practice agaiu on Friday,” said Dunter,
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As Bunter rolled into the study, Mr. Queich fixed an impatient stare on him.
“* Be brief !** spapped Mr. Quelch.

please, sir——"" stammered Bunter.

“* Well, what is it, Bunter ¥ **
* Oh, certainly, sir !

“ [t—Ir you
The fast Is, I—I want

yout to put my name down for the Head's Latin medal, sic I’ * WHAT ! ejaculated Mr, Quelch. (See Chapter 7.)

“1 wank vou 1o let me off, loo,
Wharton,™
*Travel, fathcad!™

“MNow, look here!” saul the Owl of
ihe Removo imnpressively. I want fawr
play. TUnderstand that! 1'm not a
vlacker, I hupc—ﬂhut I don't necd all
the practice you fellows do——"

“Ha, ha, hn!™

“Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at. If Smithy cuts on Friday. ['m going

to eut on Iriday, Wharton,  Faii's
[aic!™
“Bmithy's working lor an exam.”

grinned Johnny Bull, ™ You'd - better
tey your luck pulling Qur:’lf. hie's leg in
itho same way, Bunter™

“Oh " ejaculated DBunter.

That was a new idea to the Owl of
the Ilemove. Dot the fat grin on los
face showed that it {ook hLis fancy st
Onee.

“By gom, ihals a  jolly oo
wheeze'" said Dunter.  “If  Smithy
poes in for the Head's medal, why
shonldn't 17 1 can pul ny name ot
and gob nff games for extra study, and
all that, same as Smilly. Do you really
think it would work, Ball?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

FRetter nob Uey B cbocdded Nuogen,
“Quekhy 3 a downy bivd.™

“But Bmithy got with i,
argued Bunter.

“'The esteemed stiteh in time does
not strike twico ln the same place, as
the proverb says,” remarked Hurrce
Juinset Hum Singh.

“Look here, Wharlion! Are wou
letting me off on Friday?™ demmanded
DBunter.

“™No, fathead !

“Then [ shall jolly well go in for (he
Head's medal, same as Swmithy 1™

And Willimn George Runter rolled
away from Study No. 1 with his fat

it evidently made ap.

Thera was a roar of langhter in the
study,  Mr, Queleh hed been Laken
by the Bounder, but e was not fikely
to be taken in by the laziest and most
obtuse  member of his Form,  Hulb
Clherry, with a good-natured iipulse Lo
save tho fat Owl from Lis obtuse folly,
J:.I'{'pih:'d te the doov of tho study and
fpowled after him.

“1lallo, hallo, halle! Tunter!™

The fat junior blinked vound threugzl
bis big spectacies.

"Dan’t do i, ass " said Bob., © Uuders
stand?  You'll give yourself away first
sl ! You'll get & licking! Keep olf
thie grrass ™

“Yali?" was Donler’s clegant  and
srateful veply 1o that exeellent advies,

away

Heo procecded downstairs, lo head Tor
Mr. Quelch's study with Lhe idea of
striking tho iron whils it was hot. He
found tho Bounder and his  [riends
falking in the lower passage, and rolled
up to them.

“Quelchy hasn't found out your little
game yel, Southy ¥ he avked.

The Bounder lawghed,

“1t's as safc as houses, isn't ol ¥
Bunier.

“ Looks liko it"

“IF  you got away wille 1, why
shonldn’t l"' argued Bunter.  “I'w
m-'lg ko ask Quphhy 1o pulk Iy namo
r-i-l.':n.'.. i for Lhe 'l'[:-a.i,lt.. miedal, '’

YO, maey hal 1 ejaculated Bkinner.

The Boundee's laughing face lad
become suddenly very serious.

“Yon fat idiot' he exclaimed,
“Quelchy will know at once thal you are
gpoofing.”

“Eht You r-pr:mfud him all rigla”
said Bunter. 1 suppose I can tell the
tale as well as vou can™

" You unspeakable idiot !

“Oh, really, Smithy—="

x Le{-[l away from “Me, Queleh ™ said
the Bounder, ‘with an angry frown,
“*Rat-!" retorted  Bunter

pendently,
Tie Macxrr Lasmwevy.—No, 1,015,
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“Look here—="

** Rubbish I

Billy Bunter rolled off te his Form-
master's study. Herbert Vernon-Smith
stared after him, extremely disconcerted.
Skinner & Co. exchanged glances and
grinned. But it was not a grinning
suatter for the Bounder.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success !

1 OME int"
‘ 3Mr. Quelch rapped out the

words rather sharply, as a tap
came ta his study door.

The Remove master was busy.

Mr. Quelch generally had plenty to
do: and the three hours he had given
Yernon-Smith the previous afterncon
had left a good deel of his work undone.
Mr, Queleh did not regret that; he was
only too pleased to make some little
sacrificea to help on an tnj;_ar and
promising pupil.  Still, the ifact re-
mained that he had leeway to make up;
and that day, instead of the usual chat
in Masters' Common-roon after tea with
the other members of the staff, Mr
Wuecleh had the leeway on his hands,
He was going through Latin prose
papers at rather high pressure, when
William George Bunter arrived,

His voice did not sound encouraging ;
but  Bunter rolled in. Mr. Quelch
fastened an impatient stare on him.

*“Well, what is it, Bunter?"

“If—if you please, sir—" stammered
Bunter.

* He brief !" snapped Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, certainly, sir! The fact is, I—I
want you to put my name down for the
Head's Latin medal, sir.”

dd ‘v Hil!.'r [l!

If Trotter, the page, or Gosling, the

rter, had made that request, Mr.
&mir:h could hardly have beon mere
astonished. He fairly blinked at the
happy Owl of the Remove.  Bunter,
whosge construe was a jest in the Remove
—Bunter, who had difficulties  with
Eutropius—Bunter. who never did any
work if he could lLelp it—Bunter,
thoe laziest, slackest, and densest
fellow in the TForm, was a:zking tio
have lis name put down for a diffi-
cult oxamination, which entailed hard
swotting for the next three wecks, Mr.
Quelech was not likely to take such a
request seriously. Yet he could hardly
suppose that Bunter had walked into his
fludy io make fun of him. 5o he was
simply astounded.

“I'm going in for it, eir,” said
Bunter. “I'm going io swot at Latin
to-morrow  after class, sir, while the
other fellows are at games practice,”

*“What ¥ repeated Mr. Quelch,

“T—I zuppoze 1 may enter for the
oxam, sir,” said Dunter, rather dis-
couraged by his Form mnaster's lock.
“It's open {0 tho Remowve, sir.”

“Are vou speaking eerionzly, Buntor?®
gasped Mr. L?lfir'ft:h.

"“(dh, yes, sr!"

“Do you suppoze that vou are equal
to such an examination, when you cannot
vonetrue the simplest verse in Virgil
without an error?”

“[—I'm going to buck up, sir!” stam-
mered Buanter, Y1'm going to swot
instead of wasting my time at games
practice.™

“Oh ! said Mr. Quelch, heginning to
understand,

T huginhing to-morraw, sir. 1f
vou'll be zo kind as to give mo a note to
show Wingate, sir.”

‘““A note to show Wingate?”

“¥es, sir, same a5 you did Smithy.

ThHe Macxet Lirmany.—No. 1,013

Otherwise T shall got six for not showing
up on Litile Side.”

“* Bless» my soul !"

Mr, Queleh gazed at Bunter. DBunter
did not sce any reason why he should
not get away with it as sueceessfully as
the Bounder. There were, however, a
good many reasons, though the Owl of
the Hemove could not see them,

The fat Owl's motive would hava been
transparent enough to a less keen-eyed
gentlerman than Henry Bamuel Queleh.

“Upomrr my word,” zaid Mr. Quelch, at
last, *'1 scarcely know how te deal with
you, Bunter. Such obtuseness !

“Oh, really, sir!™

" Buch impudence I

1] U]'.I. ]u-

“Buch insolence " roarved Mr. Quelch,

Bunter’s fat knees knocked together.
ﬁp};'nrentlj he was not getting away

obviously tried to do, made Mr. Quelch
turn quite cold with anger,
ut he was a just gentleman.

He would not allow himself to be too
deeply swayed by what was, after all,
only a suspicion. I the Bounder was
reforming in earnest, he should be Eiven
every chance, Bwt if he was nol—if it
was an audacious ption——  The
mere thought of that made Mr. Quelch's
face assume an expression that iho
fabled Gorgon might have envied,

William George Bunter rolled dalor-
ﬂuujly away from the Remove mastor's
study. His groans were heard by the'
tea-party in Btudy No. 1 az he came
rolling dismally back to the Remote
passage,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared DBob
Cherry. “How did it work ™

“Yow-ow-ow !*'

. “ Licked " chuckled Johnny Bull
with 1t. 1 s . 1 L
Mr. Quelch roso to his fect. ;.%‘:! }'?E::" !I ‘EEW! '
“No, Bunter, T will not allow you to study, » hai” roared the whole
enter for the Head’s Latin medal. 1 4

will not allow you to make an examina-
tion an cxcuse for aveiding the healthy
exercise which you need more than any
other boy in the Remove, I shall cane
you for your impertinence,”
“Oh, lor’!" gasped. Bunter, ;
_ “Do net ptter ridiculous cjaculations
in -my presence, Bunterl™ hooted the
Remove master,
 YOh, dear! I-—I say, I—I mean it,
sir ! stuttered Bunter., *“I'm awiully
keen on—on exams, sir! I'm frightiully
keen on—on Latin medsls and—and
things! 1 really mean to work like—
like anything, sir!”
Mr, (iuelr:n selected a cane,
H1=I—I'm

in dead earnest, sirl”
babbled Bunter.  “T wasn't thinking of
cheeking Wharton and pulling your leg

like 8mithy, sir.”

“What?" roared Mr. Quelch,

"1 wasn't really, sic!"” gasped Bunter.
“I wouldn't do it. I—I respect you too
much, sir, I do really !"

Mr, Queleh’s face was a study.

“Bunter ! he gasped.

“(C.c-can goe now, sir? mumbled
Bunter.

“No,” thundered Mr. Quelch, “sou
may not, Bunter! You will bend over
that chair.”

“0h, lor't I—T say, sir—"

“8ilence! Bend over that chair at
onee [

Bunter groaned dismally as ha bent
over the cligir,, Why Mr. Quelch had
gone off at the deep cnd like this, he

could not guess; but he could see that

he was “ for it.”

Bwizh, swish, swish!

The cane fairly rang on Bunter's Light
trousers,

“Yarooch! Yoop! Ow! Oh! Ow!”
roared Bunter.

Swish, swish, swish !

The yells of William George Dunter
rang out far beyond the Form master’s
study.

“Now, Bunter——"" said Mr. Quelch,
Ia;rin down the cane,

*Yaroooooop !

“You may go.

“ Yow.ow-0W-0w-ow |

Bunter went,

Mr. Quelch sat down at his table
again, with a mrruf;atcd brow. He did
not turn immediately {o the Latin prose
papers, though he still had plenty af
work on his hands. He was deep in
thought — painful thought. William
George DBunter had inadvertently let'in
a flood of light upon.the surprising re-
form of the Dounder. Mr. Quelch’s
suspicions in that direction had been
lulled to sleep. Now they had re-
ewakened with full force,

The bare thought that the Bounder
had taken in, as Bunter

¥p

him

""Tain't fair play (" groaned Bunter,
“8mithy pulled the old brute's leg and
got away with it. But he jumped on
me at once.  He seemed to smell a rvat
somehow,”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow |

And Bunter relled on dismally to his
own study, and for quite a long time
deep and dolorous groans were licard
preceeding from Study Neo. 7.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Looks In !

i N BCK 1" said Skinner with deep

and hearifelt admivation.
“Takes the whole giddy
cake!” soid Sncop.
"It does!" agreed Stott.
Bkimmer & Co. were lost in admira-
tion, . The other Remove fellows coald
not_help admiring the Bounder's nerve,
at least, if they did not admire his
trickery.
It was Friday, and there was com-
!;ul?l:}ry games practice in the afternoon.
Smithy was excused.

_Mr. Quelch had set him dertain exer-

cises, hy way of a preperation for the
exam which the Bounder had not the
slightest intention of entering. These
excreises Smithy was to work through
in his study while the other fellows were
on the cricket ground.

Harry Wharton gave the rchel of the
Remove no heed, though undoubted]
he was still féeling sore and irril,u;m:]:{
But the matter was now no business of
his. If Mr. Quelch gave the Bounder a
note of excusa to the Jlead of the
Games the affair was quite in order, and
there was nothing for the caplain of the
Remove to worry about. Clertainly it
was impossible for him cven to think
of giving away the Bounder's trickery
to the Form master. Yot that trickery
was being carried on for the sole pur-
pose of Houting him as Form caplain.
He had declared that the Bounder
should toe -the line; the Bounder had
stated that he never would toe the line,
and he was keeping his word, and mak-
ing his peace with the powers by a trick
which was known to the whole Form,

A word from Wharton to the Remove
master would doubtless have dished the
Bounder at onee. He was not likely Lo
utter that word. Indeed, the Bounder
would have been glad had he done so—
the whole Form would have condemmned
sich an act as betrayal, Remove men
were not expected to give one another
away, whether they were fricnds or
fours. But if the Bounder hoped to

had vasperate the captain of the Form into
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“aneaking,” he was certain to be
disappointed. '

Wharton, indeed, was very elaboratel
taking no heed of the Bounder at HlE
He. did not and could not forget that
he. ‘had been defeated in a conilict in
which the Bounder was fagrantly in the
wrpng, and.which the Bounder had de-
liberately provoked for the single pur-
pose of giving him a *“falk” But he
was silent. on the subject and he made
no sign. That was & disappointment to
dkinner & Co.; they would have rejoiced
to sec him in a rage. [le was not likely
to. gratify them to thet extent.

" But he was not feeling comfortable.

The Bounder had made him  look
ridiculous, but he was moaking Mr.

Quelch look still more ridiculous. All
the Form had secen Smithy take his
special Latin exercizes from Mre. Queleh

after class in the Form-room; all the
Form knew that Smithy had not the
slightest intention of even touching
those exercises, lob alone working them
out. The Bounder made no secret of
his intentions. He was going out of
gates during that games practice; he
Was ﬁ{:lng to play billiards with Mr.
Joa Banks at the Cross Keys. Mr.
Quelch, of course, would oxpect to seo
the exercises, The Bounder was going
to zpin a yarn of an accident.

“Neck " gaid Bkinner, wishing that
he had the * neck ” to play such & game
himself. Buat he hadn’t; probably the
Bounder was tho only fellow in the Re-
move who had,

The Bounder was Ioafing outside the
Houwse when Harry Wharton & Co.
started for Little Bidé. Ife was there
5111?3"'“15' to see them as they started.
Jis mocking grin brought a glint fo
Wharton's eves, but the captain of the
Remove walked on with his friends,
Bob Cherry, however, stopped to speak
to .Vernon-Smith.

“Slacking again to-dey, what?” he
asked.

“Oh, rats!” grunted the Bounder,
Hewas no slacker, and he did not like
being-considored one.
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“What's the good of it, Smithy?”
asked DBob pgoodnaturedly. “VYou'll
land yourself in the soup in the long
rin.
played with like this, you know.'

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“And you're
slacker like Skinner,” went on Bob.
“You'd rather play ecricket than
billiards; if you owned up to the truth.
Why not do the decent thing and chuck
up this rot?”

The Beunder opened his lips to make
a zneering answer, but closed them
again. As a matter of lact, Bob's geod-
natured words rather impressed him.
The green playing fields -did, in point
of fact, appeal to him more than the
dingy billiardzs-room at the Cross Keys.

But he shook his head. )

“I'm out of the games,” he said

sourly. **What's the good of slogging
at practice when I'm barred from
matches?”

“Well, that was vour own fault, you
know. You asked for that,” said Bob.
“ But nobody wants te keep up a quarrel
for ever. But I put it to vou, Smithy—
i3 this the way to set yourself right with
the cricketers®”

“ Perhaps not,” said the Bounder, with
a grin. “*But it's the way to show your
precious captain that be isn't monarch
of all he surveys, and that there's one
fellow in the Remove who doesn't care
a bang for him. I've said that T won't
take orders from Wharton—and I won't!
So that's that!"”

“Well, you're playing the goab,' said
Baob.

“L know that."™ 5

"0Oh, you know it exclaimed Bob,

“Certainly ! But if I choose to play
tho goat, no fellow at Greyiriars 15 goin'
to- stop me,” said the Bounder coolly.
“And it’s rather amusin’ to get Whar-
ton's rag out and make him understand
i‘:lhat he 1zn't the little tin god he fancies

e 18"

“0Oh, rats!” grunted Bob. And he
walked away after his [riends.

Yernon-S8mith shrugged his shoulders
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Quelchy isn't the man to be

not ‘really a loafing

pnd EEH'E a quiet, scarching glance in
the direction of Mr. Quelch’s study
window, That window was open, and it
was quite thabfﬁ that if the Bounder
went out of gates his Form master’s eye
might fall upon him. ‘That would not
have guited Vernon-Smith at all; he
realised very elearly that in p_ll!-.y.ihﬁ
with Mr. Quelch he was playving wit
[ ‘fed tools.

‘he Bounder went into the House.

He did not, however, go to his study.
By way of the Fifth Form passage he
reached a back staivcase and guitted the
House by a door the juniors were not
supposed to use, and left the school pre-
cincts by drﬁlpplnig over a wall behind
the old chapel. He strolled away across
the fields, whistling.

It was a quarter of an hour later that
Mr. Queleh, leaving his study, pro-
ceaded to the Remove passage.

That passage was quite deserted now,
antd would remain so until the games
practie was over.

Only Herbert Vernop-Smith was sup-
posed to be in his study, at work on
the special Lablin exercises which Mr.

uelch, at very considerable trouble to
himself, had set him.

Mr. Quelch tapped at the door of
Study No. 4 and entered..

He was & just man, and, though hia
suspicions had been awakened, he would
not allow himsclf to be siwvayed by them.

He hoped—and, - indoed, ex[ilecftd—-—tﬂ
find Vernon-8mith at work in his study,
according to arrangement. He had been

given leave from games practice for
that purpose. If he was there, as Mr,
Quelch hoped, the-Bemove master’s mis-
ivings would be allayed at dnee; and

o mmtended to remamn and give the
Bounder soma assistance—which would
have been very useful-to a fellow who
was genuinely working for a difficult
CXAL.

The Bounder was not there. i

On the table lay the Latin exercisos—
untouched. Mu: SLIE:I::'I': looked at them
and breathed hard and deep.

Btill ke resolved to give the delin-

uent every chance. He sat down in the

undar’s armchair, and waited.. If
the junior had beep called away for a
few minutes he would return. I,
indeed, he was not guilty of a.decep-
tion, the. mero. thought of which made
Me. Queleh bristle, he would come to
the study to work out those exercises.

He did not come. )

Mr. 'l.'i:fclclu waited ten minutes, and
after that lapse of time. he. could
searcely have any further doubts.

Games practice that afternoon was
enly for an hour, and alreandy half that
space of time- had elapsed.. Obvicualy,
Vernon-Smith was uot putting i that
hour st extra study, as he had under-
taken to do, and as Mr. Quelch would
have believed unsuspectingly that he
had done, had not the fatuous Owl of
the Remove unintentionally warned him
that he was being hoodwinked,

The Remove master rose and left the
Remove quarters with compressed lips.
ITe had been made .a ool of, he.knew
that now. Bunter knew it—doubtless
all the Lower Fourth, knew ik Bl!n’tﬁr
had made a fatvous altempt to innitate
the deception which, in the Bounder's
caze, had bLeen suceessful.  Mr.. Quelch's
anger was deep, He had been made
to. believe that Vernon-Bmith was de-
sirous of working hard, to make up for
former errora; he hiad given up a great
deal of his scanty leisure. to help him,
and all the while the young rascal had
been lavghing in his sleeve, and most
of the Remove had been laughing with
him. The whele thing was simply an

Tue Mwoser Laamany.—XNo. 1,013,
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dodge games

impudent  trick o
practice. .

My, Queleh returned to his stugdy.

He was still wondering what explana-
tion the Bounder would make for not
having worked out the excecises, They
were to be shown te him when com-
pleted. His eyes were opened now,
and he was intensely angry. DBut he
resolved to hear the Bounder's explana-
tion before he took any steps; perhaps
with a foint, lingering hope that
Vernon-3mith might have sowmc good
cxplanation lo give. :

Games practice was over, and Skinner
was in  Study Noo 4 when Herbert
Vernon-Smith veturned, by the way ho
Lad gone. He strolled into Study No. 4
and nodded smilingly (o Skinner.

“Enjoyed your ericket®” ho asked.

“ Blow the cricket!™ growled Bkinner.
“Enjoyed your billiards ¥

“Top-hole,” said the Bounder.

“What about those giddy exercises?”

The Bounder laughed. ;

* Light the fire with them,” he said.

“YWo don’t want a fire on a hh?,m%
aftcrnoon, fathead! 1w n-nin;ja; to boi
tho kettle on the spirit-slove.™

“Poar man! You'll boil the kettle
on a hre, and use those cxercises by
accident, not knowing that 1 wanied to
show them wp to Mr. Queleh.™

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Skinner,

He chuckled and erumpled wp the
shects of Latin exercises which Mr.
Quelch had so kindly and carefully pre-
pared, and jammed them inlo the grate.
They were soon blazing under a stack
of sticks, and the kettle boiled merrily
on theni. e

Vernon Smith sab down to tea with
Skinner in o cheery mood. Afler tea
he rose and yawned, to go to Mr.
Quelch's study. He wes supposed to
show np those cxercises alier tes, when
Mr. Queleh was to comment upon his
woirk and give himm further sape counsel.
He strolled away, Skinner looking after
hime with envious admiration.

“If a fellow only had tho nervel!™
sighed Skinner, -

From the bottom of his heart Skinner
wished that he bad the nerve to play
the Bounder's geme, He was shortly
to learn that he was rather fortunate
that matters were otherwise,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“ForIt!™

i ERNON-SMITH! Come
sf said Mr. Quelch quietly,
The Bounder entered

Form wmaster’s study.

“You have finished your exerciacs,
Yernon-S8mith 1

“Yes, sie”

“You do not secm fo have brought
thom to me.”

“MNo, sir, I'm sorry. Skinner didn’E
know they were any good, and Lic nsed
them for lighting the study fire. He
thought they were some old exercises,
I've had a lot aboot my atudlf lately.™

Mr. Queleh did not speak.

It was a blow to him io find any boy
in his Form capable of such deception
as this.

“Tt  was frightfully careless of
Skinner, because I've asked him to be
careful with my pgpers, sir,” said
Vernon-3mith ghbly.

“It would be a malicr of little
maoment, Yernon-Smith, 1T you had
done the exercises,”

“They were done, sir.”

“Am I to understand, Vernon-Smilh,
that you spent the allotbed time in your
study  working on  those  Latin
excrcises M =
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" Certainly, sir!"

The Bonnder's heart beat rathier fast;
he recognised the davger-signals.  But
h= had left himself no relrest now, and
he answered without hesitation.

Mr. Queleh looked at him long and
hard.

‘The Boundor met lis gaze sleadily.

Something had  gane  wrong, the
Bounder kuew that.  All the fellows
had told him that he was plaving a
risky game; that pulling Mr. Quelch’s
leg was an amnscment somewhat akin
to twisting a tiger's tail, O old the
Remos e knew Henry Samuel Quelch as
& downy hird. In lhose moments,
mecting Mre. Quelel’s searching eycs
with brazen hardihood, the Bounder
roalised that hizs Form master saw
through hitn and bis deceplion. How,
he dij not know, but the fact lecaped {o
his consciousness,

The Remove master rose {o his feet.

“Follow me, Vernon-Smiih,” he said
quieily,

“Yoes, sir"

Mr. Quelch left the studr, and the
Bounder. puzzied and alarmed, followed
him. 1t was in the direction of the
Head's study that Mr. Quelch proceeded.
Vernon-Smith shut his lips hard.
Form master was taking Lim to (he
Head of Greyiriars.

Threo or four fellows spoiled him on
his way and stared and whispered, My,
Quelch's face was sel grimly. The
Bounder's betrayed only too clearly his
deep disquietude,

“Bmithy's for
£OVOr major, _

“Quelchy's found him out!™ grinned
Hazeldene, “Well, he can't say heo
wasn't warned., Every fellow in Llhe
Remove tipped Lhim o chuck it."”

The Head's door closed behind Smiihy
and Mr. Quelch. Word passed in the
Remove Jike wildfire ithat Snmiuthy was
up before the Beak.

Dr. Locke, deep in Sixth Form Greci
papers, loocked up in some surprise as

it!"” murmured Bol-

the Remove master entered with
Smithy.
“Mr, Quelch: What—" :
hie ¥ gaid Mr. Quelch, his voree

almost trembling, I place this boy in
yvour hands,™

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Wlhat has Vernon-Smith done, My
Queleh ** asked Dr. Locke, his brow
dnrl-:{-ninF i a deep frown. My,
Queleh’s Tooks indicated only too plainly
that the offence was serious. and the
Bounder had offended often of late.

“He has deecived me, sir, to sur-ll an
oxtent that 1 do not care to deal with
the matter personally. 'Thia boy, =,
made & proetence of desiving to enter
for. the Modal examinction, and suc-
coeded in making mé belicve that he
was in earncst. Tt transpired ihat the
whaole thing was a irick, apparently for
na abject bout 1o elude gaimes practice
on ihe oceasions when 1t 15 compulsory.
For s=o paltry an object, so base an
object, this boy has deeceived me and
utlered barefaced falsehoods.™

“Pless my soul!” said the MHead,
greatly shocked.

“Ha was excused [rom  attendance
on the cricket-ground this aflernogn for
the purpose of working through some
oxcreises in his study, which 1 had set
him specially, He did not touch thoss
exercizes, and he came to me with a
tale that his study-male had accidenially
desiroyed them after he had finished
them, He has deceived mo most un-
serupulously,”

“Hava you anything to say, Vernon-
Smith " 3

The Bounder pulled himself together.

“"Yes, sir.  Mr. Quelch is—is mis-
taken. I worked at the exercizes in my

His.

‘want on.

study while the other fellows were at

5nmﬂs practice.  ‘'he _ papers  were
estroyed by a sheer accident.”
The Head pausetd,

“Is it absolutely certain, Mr. Quelch,
that this boy is speaking untruthiully ¥
ha asked,

“ Absolutely, sir.  You have heard
him state that he worked nt the exer-
cises in his study while the other juniors
were on the ericket ground.”’

*I did!"” said the Bounder dopgedlr,

“"You did not, Vernon-Smith!"
broathed the Remove master,

“ You're mistaken, sir—I did."

. “"Owing to some foolish talk of a
junior, sir, my suspicions were aroused,”
sald Mr. Quelch. "I went to Vernon-
Bmith's study, at the time he should
have been engaged upon the exercises
there. 1 waited for him ten minutes,
He was not there—he did net come in.
The exercises were on the table, wun-
touched.”

The Bounder’s jaw dropped,

Dr. Locke fixed his eves on ihae
Bounder, - For once, the coolest-headed
fellow in the Remove was utterly taken
aback., Hea had not even suspected thas
the Remove master had visited his study
during his absence. He realised ihat
it was a complete exposure, He Liad
slated that he had been in his study,
working at the Latin exercises; at the
timie when Mr, Quelch was sitting thern
waiting for himn, The case could
scarcely have been morve complete,

“Have you anything {urther to say,
Vernon-8mithi” asked the Head, in a
deep voice,

The Bounder was silent.  TFuriher
falschoods would have cost him nothing,
but they were fusile,

His face sct doggedly.

"There was nothing for it now but to
face the trouble he had broughté upon
himself by his tortuous scheming. He
had, at least, the courage for that,

“Ar. Quelch, T am not surprised that
vou are shocked and pained,” said the
Head, " Vernon-Smith will be severely
Aogged. Will you have the kindness {o
send Goaling here?”

Mr. Quelch left the study, Fifty pairs
of ryes wera on him as he rostled down
the passage; the nows had spread far
and wide by this time that the Bounder
had been bowled out, and was * for it.”

When Cosling came along 1o the
.:ﬂead‘s study, all the flellows knew thai
it was a flogging.

At the corner of Head's Corridor the
crowd was thick, and there was a mur-
mnr of axcited whisperings. From the
study there came the sound of the
swishing birch, audilile (o all ears,

“Aly hat! 'The old sport's going it!™
murmured Hazeldene.

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

“Smithy'as standing it well!” said
Shinner. .

There was no sound from  the
Bounder. Gosling had * hoisted ¥ hin,
and the birch was falling with severa
and iocessant lashes, Bub the Bounder's
teeth wera shut hard.

Tha juniors listened as the swishing
It was a Hfogging of un-
common_ severity,  Few fellows could
have endured it in silence; yet no sound
came [rom the rebel of the Remove,

The swishing ccased at last,

The Head's door opencd, and the
Bounder came out, He came unsteadily
along the corrider, his face as while as
chalk, his eyes burning like flanes from
its dead whitoness, _

All eyes were fixed on him.

Some fellows who had intended lo
chip him on thiz outcome of his litile
game, forbore to do so when they saw
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[ Follow mo, Vernon-Smith ! * commanded Mr. Quelch. * Yes, sir,” answered the Bounder, and he followed his Form-
It was in the direction of the Head’s study that Mr. Quelch proceeded. Three or

master, not a little puzzled and alarmed.

four [ellows spotted the Bounder on his way, and they stared and whispered.

“ Smithy's for it ! ** murmured Bolsover major.

** Quelehy’s found him out !’ (See Chapler 9.)

e

-

P i

his face. The Bounder passed through
the crowd in a deep sileoce,

Without a look to right or left, he
passed on, went up tho staircase, and
the door of No. 4 1n thaBemove closed
on him.

Bob Cherry drew a deep brealh,

“Well,” he said, "that's the finish of
Amithy's little game. Poor old
Hmithy !"

*Heo askod for it,” said Skinner, witl
n cheery smile, “Never saw a fellow
beg for it as Smithy did.”

Snoop glgile : .

“I'm not keen on games praciive,” ho
remarked, "“but I think I prefer v to a
Head's licking !

“ He, he, he!"” giggled Billy Bunler,

Skinner strolled away Lo No. 4 in the
Remaove (o offer his condolonees.  I'ro-
bably Skinver's condolences had an
unploasant odge to them. A crash was
ficard in tho Hemove passage, and the
door of Wo. 4 slammed alter Skiunes,
A!Hfr that the Dounder was lelL severely
A LD,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up Agalnst It !
IIE DBounder was ool seen in (he
I “"!' that odvening,

Meithor was he zeen in his
i alyidy, For that malicr.
did nol care to relurn thoere

Skinnne
ETR T3

Bounder’s present mood ; he did his prep
ii Bucop's study. Neo one else looked
in on the Bounder. Soma follows, pass.
ing No. 4, heard tho sound of pacing
fect, restlessly moving sbout the room,
ond Lhey told other follows that Smithy
didn’t seem Lo want to sit down, Until
dorm the DBounder was not seen apain,

In the privacy of his study he hid
his rage and chagrin from all eyes;
knowing only teo well, however, that
ho was being discuszzed by all the Form,
and guessing only loo easily that he was
eliscussed with laughter.  Most of the
[ollows sympathised with him about the
flogring., Whether it was deserved or
not, a Eilflt]'i 1I1}ggi'ng Was A SCVEro if-
Miction, nud tha rl-:-.s,%:i-.-nl:. thereol was
considered o proper object of sympathy,
But that dizastrous end of the Bounder's
euhning scheming undoubledly caused a
great dea! of mccking mereriment in the
emaove.

The Lonoder had not, after all, ¥ got
away with it.” Ilis trickery lLiad been
founwd out, hLe  had  been  severely
pundshed, and the gamo was up, Next
time compulsory games camo ronnd he
had Lo toe the lina with the rest, n

Cepite of all his tall talk. Certainly Me,

Oelelr woanld acquaint Wingate wille
thie slate of ailairs, and the head of tho
games wonld see that Vernon-Smith was
sery carefully looked afler now. The
Dounder hind, indeed, token on an im-
Pposzible Lok in setiing up as a relel

" Worst of all was the mocker

against all  authority, Luck had
favoured him for a time, but the end
had been certain. Nevertheless, his
defeat was  bitter and  humiliating.
ol the
other fellowz and the triumph of the
captain of the Remove., DNot that Whar-
ton had the slightest desire to triumph
over Lhe defested rebel.  DBut  his
triumph was there all the same, even il
ho ignored it. That was tho bitterest
Lblow of all to the Bounder,

Not till the Remove wenb to their
doermitory was the Bounder scen, and
then he found himself the eynosure of
all eves., Mot of the fellows smiled
as Lhey looked at him. The complete
antl ignomninious collapse of his cam.
paign had its comio side, Irom the poini
of view of Lho other fellows, ArrY
Wharton did not look at him; hoe had
a very ¢lear idea of what the Bounder
was feeling like, and he had no desire
to “rub it in." Me felt the Dounders
eyes upon bim, Lul.gave no glance in
relurn,

The juniors smiled, but the Bounder's
ook did not invite <hipping, and they
left him alone, Only Billy Bunter dis-
regarded the dangersignalz in  the
Bounder's black and: bitter face.  Iu
somelimes scemed to be Bunter's mission
it life to exemplifly the truth of the

(("ontiaved on page 16.)
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proverb that fools rush in where angels
fear to tread.

“T soy, Smithy ! squeaked the Owl of
the -Remove.

Smithy did not seem-to hear.

“I say, Smithy, are you turning up
for games practice next time? He, he,
he!™ chortled Bunter.

The Bounder, ﬁitting on the side of

his bed, was taking off his boots, Still

ho Eﬂ.ld no heed to Bunter.

i ‘:[dhut.up, you fat owl!” said Peler
odd.

**Oh, reslly, Toddy—"

b "th'ecsn it, Bunter!” growled Johnny
ull.

“Rats 1" retorted Bunfer. “Can't I
ask a man & question if I like? T sav,
smithy, are you deaf?® )

hiz!

A boot flew through the air and
raught Billy Bunter on his fat chin.
There was a roar as Bunter sat_down
ml‘tha floor of the Remove dormitory,

& Y!rmp !f?

“Will you have the other boot®"
asked the Bounder.

“Yow-owl Keep of, you beast!
Wow !V

Bunter did not ask Verunon-Smith any
more questions,. He rubbed his fat chin
and turned into bed,

Wingate came in for Icilgl:lLt-nut, He
camo acress to the Bounder's bed, and
slood looking down grimly at ihe

sullen face there,
“Mr., Quelch has

Vernon-8mith,” said

CireyEriars quietly.

ken to me,
the captain of
“I understand tho

mmo.ﬁu’v& been playing. As you've
ea

had a d's flogging, I'll sav no r
about it. Rut dﬁ'ﬁg 3 el
more of it, or you'll find yourself in
serigus trouble, that's all ™

“That's enough, too,”
Bounder. §

113 ";r{hlt I!-“-l hﬁ

“More then enough,” sui
iy & sard  the

Wingate looked at bim steadily,

: ::mnt: lick you now; WVernon.
Smith,” he said. *“You've had enough
for to-day. Come to my study after
clags to-morrow,”

With that, Wingate of the Sixth put
out the light and left the Remove
clormitory.

“Some fellows never know when
ther've had enough'!" remarked
Holsover major, and there was a chuckle
along the beds.

The Bounder lay silent,

Long after the rest of the Remove
had fallen asleep the Bounder was still
awake, restless, still aching from the
severa Bogging he had received. Ritter-
neas and resentment and hatred ran riot
in hiz breast.

He. slept at last uncasily.

‘I'he next murn.il:tgi:l however, [lecbert
Vermon-Bmith was himsell again. Ile
came dov with the Remove looking his
usual self, At breakfast, Mr. Queloh,

THe Macxrr Lmriny.—No, 1,013,
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at the head of the Remove table, gave
Vernon Smith an expressive glance.
The Bounder met his eyes coolly and
fearlessly. He was in his Form master's
black books conee move, and he knew
what to expect in the Form-reom. The
Femove master waz not likely to forget
or forgive the trickery of which he had
been the victim, and which he more
than suspected had been a ‘great jest in
the Form.

That morning, in class, the Bounder
had Mr. Qualeh’s very particular atten-
tion. He had done no prep after his
flogging—and in other circumstances
the Form master would have made
allowances. But the rebel of the Form
had dropped back ab once into his-old
ways. Ho affected not to hear when his
natne was called, and Mr. Quelch had to
address him twice. He yawned aloud
when he was told to construe, heedless
of the warning glint in Mr. Quelch's
cyes. And his *con " made the whole
Bemove gasp as ho rendered * Conti-
cuere omnes " into ‘““the whole mob

cheesed it.”" There was a chuckle along

the desks, which died away at once. as
Mr. Queleh planced round,

“ What dig you say, Vernon-Smith?"”
:.skad Mr. Quelch in an ominously guiet
O0e,

“The whole mob checsed it," repeated
the Bounder, nnmoved; which was a
way of rendering *“all wore silont "’ that
was certainly not suitable for & Form-
room at Greylriars.

“Is that what you consider a proper
rendering, Vernon-Smith 7"

“I can do it better, sir,”

“I warn you to do it better, Vernon-
Smith " -

“ Every chucked chin-w said
tho Bounder. “Is that all right, sir?"”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“8ilence 1" hooted BMr. %Llﬁlﬂh.

He fixed his eyes on the Bounder.

“¥ou will find, Vernon-8mith, that
the. Form-room is not the place for in-
solence,” he said. “You will be
détained this afterncon, and will trans-
lato Virgil in this room from three
o'elock till six.™

YThank you, sir!" said the Bounder
imperturbably.

“ Another word, Vernon-Smith, and I
shall esno you!" srapped Mr. Quelch.
“¥ou will go on, Wharton.”

After morning class, as it was Satur-
day; lhe Remove wers done with lessons
[or the day, cxcopting the Bounder. He
had an afterncon’s detention before him,
After class, too, he was due in Wingate's
study. He did not preceed there, how-
ever, and if the captain of Greylriars
expected him, he was disappointed.
Just before dinner, Wingate of the
Sizth, leoking for the Bounder with his
eshplant under his arm found him in
the quacd with Skinner and Snoop.

“You were told to egmo to my slady
after class, Vernon-Smith,"” said the
ptefect, slipping the ashplant down into
his hand.

117 That‘i-n Hn.!lf

“¥ou did not come.”

:r i'q'n'll ] t t

‘I was going to give vou two,”

“Thanks ™ ; A L

“New I shall make it six.

“You're awfully pood!"™ said the
Bounder. *Sure you won't be over-
exortin’ yourself, Wingale 2"

T

Skinner grinned, and Wingato
frowned.
“Bend over that bench, Vernon-
Smith."”

After the infliction was over, Wingale
iucked his ashplamt under his arm and
walked away. Skinper and Brpop cx-
changed a grin. They walked away o3
the DBounder's evil, bitter WAl

turned upon them. Harry Wharton &
Co., sauntering along the path under the
clms, ¢came on the Bounder as he stood

leaning on an eli, with a pale and

furious face. ,

The Famous Five would have passed
unheeding, but the Bounder stepped out
into their way,

*Wharton, you cur !

}}fh&rtﬂn stopped.

! Better language, please!” he said
quietly.

“Put up your hands, you rotter!”
said the Bounder thickly; and scarcely
giving, the captain of the Remove time
to do sa, he rushed on him, hitting out
ri hlI:i 11.':'";{_]5:_-.[1]:j

arton's hands ca
enough. 3D DIV

He. had carefully avoided the
Bounder, seeking no further troubls
with him; but he had no choice in the
matée: _nmalﬁ 3

“ Bmithy, you sill ump——" ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. % :

“Mind your own business!"

“QOh, let him come on!" said
Wharton, between his tocth, “It was
bound to come to this sooner or later.
Come on, you cad!™

The Bounder was coming on, hard and
fast. Thore was a rusE of Remove
fellows to the spot to sco the fight.
Round the combatants -the junlors
formed & crowded ring. There were no
rounds in that furious fight: the
Bounder, his savage temper now com-

letely out of control, was in no mood

or either rounds or gloves. Ho attacked

savagely, so savagely and [uriously that
the captain of the Remove was forced
to give ground,

But ho rallied immediately, and
attacked in his turn. There was a erash
a3 the Bounder went down.

“Man down !" chirruped Bob Chorry.

The Bounder lay gasping for somo
moments.

“What about tho gloves?" said Peter

Todd. *“Dash it all, we don't want a
prizo fight hera!"

Vernon-Bmith sprang to his feet again
and rushed on. But Wharton did not
yield ground again, Ho was cool and
steady—much cooler and stesdier than
tho enraged Bounder. It was doubtful
whether Smithy, at his best, could have
defeated the captain- of the Remove;
but in his reckless fury he was giving
away his chances. Wharton’s face was
get apnd grim as he stood up to his
adversary, and ho put in at'lcast two
blows to Vernon-Smith's one, and every
drive had all his strength behind it
. The Boundor went down again, pant-
ing.
Hao tried to rise, and fell back again.
Harry Wharton waited quiotly. The
Lounder sat up dizzily.

“I'm done ilf you are, Smithy " said
the captain of the Bemgve quictly,

“You rotter!” pantoed the Bounder.
“I°1 lick you!™

Sl it a dreaw.”

“What's the good of calling it a draw
'lﬁrhlizln it'a & licking?"” grunted Johnny

ull.

The DBounder stasgered up. e was
beaten, and he knew it, but ha would
not givo in,

Ie.came on fercely, only to fall again
before & drive straight from the
shoulder. 'This time ho did not rise,

“Qut ! =aid Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharlon waited a few minutes,
but the fight was over, Mo walked awa
with his friends. Skinner, with & win
at Snoop, helped the exhausted Bounder
to his fect, :

“Hard cheese, old ‘man!”™ murmurod
Skinner. *You roally tackled a job
rather too big for you, you know."
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The Bounder shoved him savagely
asido and walked away by himself.

That afternoon, when Mr., Quelch
came nto the Form-room to set Vernon-
Snuth his detention task, he stared at
the Bounder. The signs of damage in
Herbert Vernon-8mith's face coul
e hidden. : -

“You have been fighting, Vernon-
Smith "

“Yes, air!”

* With whom 1"

“Wharton."

“I hardly need to ask who was to
blame," said the Remove master.

“Not at all,” said the Bounder
bitterly. * Your favourile iz never to

lame, I know that.” .

‘I'here was & short silence, during
which Mr. Quelch looked hard at the
sullen face before him, 5

“This cannot continue, Yernon-
Smith,” he seid at length, in & very
quiet tone.  *' I should cane you for such
msolence, but pumishmcnt appears to
have no eoffect upon you. 'You were
lingged yesterday and caned to-day by a
prefect.  There 15 & hwmit to the efficacy
of such punishmont !™

The Bounder sneered. .

“I shall only give you a warumig.”
went on Mr, Queleh. ™ You must alter
your ways, vernon-S3mith, or leavo
Greyfriars. All through tlns term you
have set vourself agminst suthority
and have gone from bad to worse, It
is becoming clear to me that this school
iz no place for you. Unles: you alter,
Vernon-8mith, and alter very consider-
ably, you will be expelled. I warn you
to_reflect upon this.”

Mr., Quelch said no more, But the
Bounder of Greyiriars had ample food
for thought when he. was left in the
Form-room,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing !
HS}ﬂTH‘E’E lying low."

Skinner made that sage re-
mark’ to his [riends a few deys
Iater.

“ About htima ‘he did!" remarked
Snoop, with a grin.

*?i‘l:'en Emil;hgy*s had sbout as much
troublo as he can d:%qﬂ., I fancy,” esid
Qiott, " He was heading for the sack.”

Skinner nodded,

“Ho knows that,” he remarked, “and

not.

he's drawing in his horns. But you
mark my words, my infants, there's
lots more trouble to come. The Bounder
a.iu_'it Eim man fo take a beating and
sinele.’

(zames practice was on that after-
noon, and the Bounder, in Aaunels, was
going down to Little Side.

On that subject, at least, the Bounder
had had to admit a besting.

Most of the fellows were glad to zen
him doing the sensibla thing, and had
o desire to chip him or rub in his
defeat. He had bitten off more than
he could chew and had given up the
attempt, and it showed his sense. But
tho sage opinion of Harold Skinner was
that Bmithy was lying low, looking for
another chance.

But even Skinner did not r]repm pf
the dark thoughts that were passing in
the Bounder's mind these days,

The rebol of the Reniove Liad realised
that it was f{imo to ecall & halt. Mr.
Quelch’s last words to him had sunk
deep into his mind, He had beon head-
ing for the *sack,” and the sack would
uot have suited the Bounder's book at
all. But his rage and reseniment,
which he had to suppress, gnawed the
de:::'per into his heart for that reasom,
and all lus malevolence now was
centred on the captain of the Remove,

Mr. Queleh, during those days, had
nothing more to complain of, for the
simple reason that Bmithy knew thas
he would have done something much
more drastio than complaining. Win-
gate of the Sixth, who was keeping an
c¥o Om Bounder, concluded that the
ashiplant had done him good. Harry
Wharton had =s little to do with the
Bounder as he could, but he was not
unaware of the bitterness with which
Smithy arded him, though he
certainly did not suspect its depth.

Wharton had half-expected Smithy to
renew the fight which had ended so
hadly for him, and he was glad that
the Bounder showed no disposition to
do so.” But it was that final defeat in a
fistical encounter that had filled the
Rounder'a cup of bitterness to over-
flowing. He was beaten all along tha
line, and even the poor satisfaction of
* knocking out * the fellow he regarded
as his enomy was denied him. And
while he went about his daily avoca-
tions with a subdued quietness, the

DBounder’s black thoughts ran wholly
L0k Yalugeanod,

Ha did not confide his thoughts to
Skinner, however. What he was think-
ing of now was too dark and dangerons
io be comfided to anyome, He nn
his.sense of injury ‘and kept his own
counsel. Skinner, convip that the
black sheep of Greyfriars was only lying
low and waiting -for another chance,
watched cagerly for the noext outbreak.
But there came no sign of it.

“You're letting Wharton rip, what®”
Bkinner asked at tea in Study No. 4
the  following week. He was getting
1mipatient. ; .

Vernon-8mith looked at him,

“ Naturally,” he answered. " What
else can a fellow do? Ism't he our
lovd: and master?™

Skinner ﬁrimmdﬁ

“The fellows jeer 8 good bit when
they 'sce ?ou walking down to games
practice like a good, obedient lkad,

Smithy.” _

“J know which fellows jeer,” assented
the Bounder, with a glance that made
Harold Skinner feel rather uncomfort-
able. - Let them 1

“Home of the chaps thought you'd
take Wharton on again, with the gloves
in the gym,” said Skinner. *You'd
havo & good chance, SBmithy. After all,
he's not really above your weight.”

“Ho is, and you know it!1" esnswered
tho Bounder curtly.

“Well, it isn't like you fo take &
licking lying down, anvhow."

The Bounder's lip curled bitterly.

“My dear man, I've been thrashed
and put in my place, and I have to take
my E’urm captain's orders,” he seid,
“What's the good of kicking over the
traces! I've had to give Wharton best,
There's nothin' doin'.”

His eyes burned as he spoke, and
Skinper, watching him, started a little.
He let tho subject drop at once. He
realited very cloarly that the Bounder
was scheming rm*unima. and it n-murre::l
to him that it would bo safer for hia
worthy self to know nothing -!:-aut it.
Ho remembered the Boundor's feud
with Dallas carlier in the term, 3
realised that Smithy’s confidences might
bo dangerous. If the Bounder. wes
thinking of some wild and reckless
schemo of vengeance Harold Bkinner

(Continued on next page.)
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CHEWING GUM FREE!

cigaretto

ETE,

I'm afraid my correspondent
There must be hundreds, suroly.
further information on this subjoet?

CIGARETTE BOXES !

A DPorkyshire. roador has made a hobby of collecting
es, and he telis mo that he now :

ssession fifty different kinds. Next ho asks me if I
Etmw how many different kinds of boxes there are in exisf-

has in his

has got me there.

Can any reader supply

Next Monday’s Programme 3

LL readers should know that ab the principal seaside
A resorts this summer, special representatives of the
Maarer will be on the look-out for readers. Once a
MAGNET reader is “spotted " by a represcntative, ho
will boe given Free & pecket of Wrigha;’n Spearmint Chow-
ing Gum! How's that? All you fellowas have to do
when you're at tho sceside this summer is to display pro-
minently your copy of the MiGRET. Dnreei;t:-; oUr repre-
sontatives catch sight of the Magxer they'll know that
thore's & MaGrET chum ready to reccive his Free Gift.
Nothing very difficult sbout that, is there, chums? No
forms to fill up, no questions to be answered—just show
your copy of the MagNer. Our representatives will do the
rest. They are on the look-out for MaGNE® readers now,
and will continue to be on the look-out daily throughout
the seasan. Don't forget this~chums, when you're at tho
scaside this year. 'Hua; said }
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« BUNTER, THE BAD LAD!"
By Frank Richards.
a églendi& extra-long complete story of Harry
& Co.,

at Créyiriars, with thoe fat and Iatlmgi

This s
Wharton i ]
Billy Bunter weil in the limelight. Don’t miss this peach
a yarn, whatever you do, boys!

— e

“THE CURSE OF LHASA!"

There will be another long instalment of this populer
mystery story featuring Ferrers Locke, tho detective, and
hia sturdy boy assistant, Jack Drake. Mind you read it

Cheorio, chums!|
_ YOUR EDITOR.
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most azsuredly did not went te be
mrixed up in it

Harry ¥Wharton fhad not spoken. to
the Bounder sinco the first fight under
the elm; but on Wednesday t.%:a.t. weelk,
rather to S8mithy's surprise, the caplain
of the Remove jeined him when the
Formn came out of class. Wharlon had
been 1n consultation “with- his chums
several times of late, and that inlerview
was the outcome.

“Hold on” a’ minute, Smithy!" said
Wharton amicably., *“1'd like to speak

to vou!™

The Bounder stopped at onco.

“At your orders,”™ he said sar-
castically.

Wharton coloured.

“'ﬂ'ﬂthin_g of thoe sort,” le said.

“Don't get your back up before I've
spoken 8 word.”

Aron't you satished with met"
asked the Bounder in the sameo tone.
“I'm quite at your disposal, of course,
Like me to fag for you?”

I'm WHE&-'} to  speak  about  the
cricket,” said Harry, *'There's a Form
uiatch this afternoon, I think—and
most of the fellows think—that Ytl’lij
trouble has gone oo long enough. You
know why you were barred from Re-
move games and we needn't go into
that. But if you care to let bygones be
bygones and make s [resh start, therd's
nothing to stop you.'

“You want & batzman now Dallas
Las left®”

“I'd like to see you taking your old
];E&c'e it Remove cricket. As it happens,
've got to stand out of the gamq this
aftecnoon. Yve spoken to the fellows
about it, and if you care to take my
place. you're weleome to it."

It was the olive branch, if the
Bounder had cared to take it. But he
was in ne mood for [riendly advences.
The bitterness of defeat had gooe too
deep for that.

said Dob. “It's rot—a fellow ought to
be able to take a licking, especially
when he asks for it. The =ally ass
ought to play.”

*We shall beat the ludicrous Shell,”
said the nabob. *“But it is vory wunp-

forfunate that YWharton's honourable

and ridiculous unclo has called him
away today. . But what cannot be
curcd by a stitch in time muast be
endured while the pitcher goes to the
well, as the English proverh says.”

And the chums of the Remove
chuckled over the English proverh, and
dlg-'l'ndlsﬂﬁﬂ tho Bounder from their
minas.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Vengeance!

"ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
stood among a group of other
Remove fellows, when the

: Form match began on Little
Side, looking on.

The Remove were batting Grst, and
Bob Cherry had opened the. innings
with DBlacrk Linley. The Boundor
waiched idly for some minutes, and
then walked slowly away. Was
thinking deeply, and the expression on
hig faco showed that his thoughts were
not pleasant ones. Skinner joined
hint as he was going down to the
gatos,

“Going out, old follow?" he asked.

“Yes—alone.”

And the Bounder walked on, leaving
Skinner biting his lip.

With his hands in his
Bounder strolled fowards

kets, the
riardale, by

the field paths. His eyes were on the
ground, his brow black with bitter
thoughta. A va scheme that had

bean farming in his mind for days had
come to a hesad now, After what
Whartomshad said to him, the Bounder

“The fellows will welcome you, had asked & fow questions in  the
Bmithy, if you'll chuck up this old Remove, and he knew what were
* said Harey's ans for the afternoon.

ﬂ‘udm& and play for the Fonn,
arCy.
R {?;.ng the fellows !

#I've gob to go to Lantham for the
alterncon. I'd be glad to k“ﬂ}ir' {ou
were-playing for the Kemove while I'm

ﬂnﬂ'.-*'
= Wharton's manner was frank and
fiisndly. Perhaps for & moment the
Bounder hesitated. If s0, his heaitation
was. brief.

“(o and eat coke!” was his answer,
ard he furned his back on the captain
of the Bemove and walked away.

Wharton was left with the crimson
in' Lis cheeks, looking efter him. Ho

was greatly temp to follow the
Bounder and repeat what had happened
utider the elms a week bofore. He- re-

sisted. that tempiation, however, and
turned’ away. Ho had done hig best,
and..if  the Bounder chose to keep up
the grudge it couldn't be helped.

" Smithy playing "' asked Bob.Cherzy,
coming: along n::!é joining the captain
of the” Hemove.

Wharton shook his head. .

“Mare fool  he!”™ said Bob.
“Crickel's belter than mooching about
nuraing grudges.”

“SBmithy docsi't seem to think so,”
said Harry, with a smile. “I'm sorry.
E’Iif."muld have helped you beat the
shell!

“Oh, we'll beat them  without
Bmithy's help if he's still got hid jolly
owd back up!” saiwd Bob cheenly.

“ The. beatfulness will be terrific," said
Hiurree Jamset Ram E-in%a, “Let the
cileemed and disgusting Smithy mooech
grodgefully az long as he liles.”

“He can't getk over that leking,”
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Colonel Whartorn was at Lantham that
day, ind he had asked hiz nephew to
go over to the town to meet him
there, as he had no time to coms on
to-Greyfriars. . It was not an oncommon
otcurrence ;- but the Bounder was think-
g over it deeply. He seemed to see
in this the chance for which he had
been waiting and scheming.

Wharton had leave to return late: he
was to dine with his uncle at Lantham.
Hg was to take the eight-thirty from
Lantham_ home, and that would land
him. at Frisrdale some minutes after
ning. It was & good walk from the
ﬂt[m{‘—?' to the school by the road: but
by the short cut through the wood ik
wig nok e great distance, and Whar-
ton naturally intended to take the shor
cut, That would bring lim to Groy-
riars in plenty of time for dormitory
at: half-past nine. Billy Bunter had
vominded him that a foolpad had once
bean seent- in Friardale Wood, and had
offgred to sccompany him to protect
him on the way home—an offer which
Wharton had dechined without thanks.
The- Owl of the Hemove had probably
been thinking chiofly of a feed at
Lantham.

Vernon-8mith had taken care to learn
what he could of Wharton's intentions.
That was not difficult, as there was, of
course, no secret about the matter, as

Every Safardey —PRICE2

the captain of the Remove had leave
from his Form master to stay out after
lock-up. The Bounder, as he tramped
along  the field-paths, was thinking—
thinking.of the chance that had come
at last, which had been sure to come,
if he waited patiently for it. Belore
hiz eyes was a picture of his encmy fol-
lowing the lonely footpath, under the
shadowy trées—unsuspicious of danger,
lonely, and far from help., His eyes
glinted as he thought of it; and he

passed his hand over his face;. still
marked hiv the blows ho had received
in the fight under the elms,

All that' was ovil in the Bounder's
nature was uppermost now. All other
thoughts were lost in .the thought of
révenge. And yet, ‘at the back of his
mind, there was & horror of what he
was planning, the veice of conscience
trying to make itself heard.’ To that
voice Herbert Vernon-Smith would not
listen ; ‘and yet, even when he arrived
at the CUross Kevs in Friardale, he had
not decided on what he would do—or
thought ho had not. decided.

Mr, Joseph Banks was loafing in the
veranda at the back of the disreputable
inn, smoking n rank cigar. His gY
face brightened at sight of the Bounder.

“Arternoon, sic!” he ' said, in his
mosk affable manner.

Vernon-Smith dropped into & seat.
The billiards sharper passed a box of
cigarettes " acrfss to him, and the
Bounder seledted. oné and lighted it,

“A ‘undred up, what?” said Mr.
Banks, eyeing the junice's gloomy face.

Tgrnf:-ﬂmlﬂ_r hhis head.

: ven't come here fo play the
fool!” ho said Harshly, i

Mr. Banks blinked -at him., If the
biack sheep of Grevirizes had not come
there to play the féol, Mr. Banks won-
dered why he was there at all.

“ I want you to do someth_ag for me”
said the Bounder at last, breaking his
moody silence.

“ Anything to oblige.a gentleman like
vou, sir,” said My, Banks.

The -Bounder glanced round
lowered his voide.

“I've got it in for a Tellow,” said
Vernon-Smith. “Never mind who it is
-~he's dohe-me a bad turn, and I want
to make him sit up.. He will be going
along the footpath in Friardale Wood
soon after nine-to-night.”

Mr. Banks stared,

"My eye!” he murmured.

“T want him. thrashed!”

ﬂﬂh 1+

“I'm not askin® you to do it,” said
the Bounder sarcastically: “I. don't
suppose you could. if you come to that.
But vou know plenty of the racing
roughs over-at Wapshot: You know a
couplo of men who would take on a
jobr like that.for a quid esch.”

‘“"Couras I_. do,” said’ Mr. Banks
“ But—but—"

“Bome of your {riends' make money

on race days, by- knoeking out mugs,
and taking their' watches and. cliains,”
said the Bounder, with a- sneer. “A
job like thier wopuld be pic- to that sort,™
“Easy as winking,” said Mr. Banks,
Bat—"":He lesitated.
“Don't be .- fool 1" eaid the Bounder
irritably. " The fellow's not to be Hurt,
‘Chex’ll collar him gn the footpath, and
thrash him_-—unundﬁr. That's all. Tf
they did him any real harm, I'd be the
first to-seb: the policé aftér them. T sup-
pose ther know how to thrash a fellow
without laying him out. That's what I
want done, and I want you to fix it.”

Mr. Banks smilod.

“I'm in btouch with jest the bows you
want,” he said. “Slim Jim. and Jerry
the Pug will take it on, and be thank-

ul.  Leave it all t6 e, Master

and




THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

TWOPENCHE. 19

B

T

P, o M

>

L

il |
AT

As the Famous Five came along the Bounder stepped out into their way. * Wharton, you cur ! ** he hissed. ** Better lan-

guage, please,” said Wharton quietly.

* Put up your hands, you rotter | ** sald the Bounder thickly

3 and scarcely glving the

captain of the Remove time to do so, he rushed on him, hiiling out righi and left I (See Chapter 10.)

b

Vernon-Simith; dand that hloke what
has punched-you will be sorey 'e ever
raised & "and to you.”

The Bounder started,

“"How do you know—-="

“Your figrerhead looks -a  little
damaged, sir,” chuckled Mr, Banks.
“¥ellor rather over your weight,
what 1 :

“Mind your own business,” said the
Bounder savagely. " Look here, I

haven't come here to jaw. I'll tell you
all you need to know, and leave you the
money and clear.”

Ten minutes later the Bounder was

gonda, - -
" Mr. Danks took a pull at his cigar,
and watched him out of sight. There
was a sneering grin on his fat face.

“Precious young rascal!" mpttered
Mr. Banks. “Cheeky young ‘ound
and procious young rascal! I fancy the

stone jug will be the place for him, one
of these "ere fine days. As for the
bloke what thrashed him, I 'ope he_hit
him hard—looks as if he did. Tut
business is business.”

And Mr. Banks proceeded about that
business, which was 80 cnable Slim Jim
and Jerry the Pug to turn an honest
penny, and, incidentally, to keep him in
the good graces of the millionaire’s son.

Herhert Vernon-Smith walked Dback
to Greyfriars. His face was set and
resolved. .

Still at the back of his mind was the
still small voice to which he doggodly
refused to listen. His cnemy was in lois
hend now: he had been  beaten and
humniliated all along the line, covered

with humiliation as with a garment, but
beaten and bLumiliated, he was yet
dangerous. He had gone down
defeated under Wharton's fists, and the
memory of it rankled bitterly. Ii was
hiz turn now.

The danger, if danger there had
been, he would have disregarded. Tut
thore was no danger. Harry Wharton,
on his homeward wni.', would be scized
by tha twe roughs and savagely
thrashed. Who was lo suspect that the
Bounder of Greyfriara had had an
hand in the matter? Wharton himself
wotlld never dream of it. Ile would
receive his pumshment, and  the
Bounder would gloat in secret.

Vernon-Smith reached the school, and
walked down lo Little Side, where the
Form match was still gﬂin% on, He
was quite composed when he went to
Lis study for prep, and he put his mind
inte his prep; perbaps he wanted to
keep his thoughts off other things.

“"Swotting  at i, what?™  asked
Skinner, with a grin,

The Bounder did not answoer,

“Had a good time at the Cross Keys
this afternoon®”

“Fined out !

“You're jolly civil " snecred Skinner,

“Shut up ond let a fellow work !

“Heen on work now that Quelchy is
en the war-path, what?"

“Shut up, I tell you!" =zaid the
Bounder, with a look at Skinner that
made him  fall into  unecany silence.
There was a burning gleam in Smithy’s
cvea that rather startled Skinner. :

Trep was finished in Study No. 4 in

gilence. When it was over Skinner went
down to the Rag, leaving the Bounder
anlone in the study.

Vernon-Smith threw himsell into the
armcheir and lighted & cigarctte. Bot
he threw the cigarotto away half
smoked. Jlo rose from the chair and
moved restlessly about the study. Ak
last ho left the study and [ollowed
Skinner down to the Rag., Whether he
repented or not of his dastardly scheme
of vengeance on the captain of the Re-
meove, Vernon-Smith hardly knew, Bus
he knew that e wanted to escape from
solitude and his own thoughts.

A —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Remorse !

b ALLO, halle, hallo 1™ ;
H Beb Cherry  greeted  tlio
Bounder cheerily in the Rag.

It was not like Vernon-Smi
to show his feelings if he could help it;
but there was a hglm:'lt depression in his
heart that was, in spite of himsclf, re-
flected in his face, and more than one
fellow noticed it e

o Eu:iml!j::':_lg down, old bean?
ashke .

“No, you ass! Why should 11"

Bob chuckled. 1 _

“Well, you rather look it,” he said.
“You made a mistake this afternooun,
Emilh;; you shouldn't have dono it, you

now,

The Bounder started so suddenly that
Fob stared at him in wonder. Bwmithy's
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face became deadly pale, as if all the

bload had been drained from it

“What—what do you mean?” he
stammered.

What he haed done thet afternoon was
in the Bounder's mind, hard as he-strove.
to dismiss it. He had not repented—or
he would not admit to himself that he
hod repented. But the thought of what
he had done was a torment te him, he
hardly knew why. With that black
knowledge uppermost in his mind, Bob's
words came as & startling sheck to him,
Tor the moment he thought, ahsurle,
thet Bob was alluding to his dastardly
compact with the racing man at the
Cross Keys.

“Binithy! What on earth—— You're
ill, eld man!” stmnmered Bob, quite
alarmed by the Bounder's look.

With an effort Smithy pulled himself

together, Dob, of course, could know
nothing. Was he growing frightened of
aliadows?

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” he snapped.
“What did you mean?”

¥ About the cricket, I meant——

“ (Ot muttered the Bounder,

"Youn shouldn't have done it
Brithy,” said Bob. *We'd all bhave
been glad to have you in the team, and
it was a ripping game. I lmtipod"that-
you came along to watch the- finish.

*Did you!" muttered the Bounder..

“IWe just beat the Bholl,” said Bob.
;‘Ynu. noticed what a )jolly close thing
t was.™

The Bounder did not answer. He had
wafched the game to a fOnish, but he
pealised that he had not noticed which
gide had won. Certainly he was not hig
usual cool and clear-headed self that

7.

“Wo'd have been glad of you, 3mithy,
especially with Wharton away,” went on
Bob. ‘‘Look here, old man—why not
huck up playing the goat and make the
best of things, instead of the worst?”

The Bounder muttered some unintel-
ligible reply. He moved away from the
cheery Baob.

Bull.

“Nine o'clock,” said Johnny Bu
“Wharton will be getting into Friardale
now. I su g it would be no good
ns!ﬁng for leave to trot out and meect
him.’

Bob Cherry Taughed. .

" Not after lock-up,” he said. “The
old scout will be here in about twenty
minutes now. What price mugging u%
a littie supper in the study? Ie wil
coma in hungry.”

“Good cge !’ said Mugent.

“The goodiulness of the esteemed egg
i terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Hingh. “Let us kill the {atheaded calf
for the prodigal.”

““Ha, ha, ha1"

“Come on ™ said Bob.

The four juniors left the Bag and
went up fo the Remove passage.
Vernon-3mith glanced after them and
glanced at tho clock.

It was past nine now ; the train would
bo in at the local station ab Friardale.
Wharton would be leaving tha station
and starting on his walk back to the
school.

In his mind's eye the Bounder could
sce him; the scene was as clear to his
nching brain as a picture unrolling on
the screen, The unsuspicious schoolboy
leaving the village, trotting cheertly
town the lane, and lorning into the
clark, shadowed footpath under the thick
trees, and the

Tho Bounder could sce it all—the two
racing toughs lurking on the shatdlowed
path, the sudden rush of fect, the savage
nitaclk, and the brutal bealing; and a
Lruised, dared fellow bying on the
grassy path  alter the ruﬁiﬂ.m had
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finished with him, to crawl, exhausted,
to the school, beaten and baticred——

A sound came from the Pounder's pale
lips that was like a grean, and two or
three: fellows near glanced at him oddly.

And another thought was in Smithy's
tormented mind now. Wharton was not
the fellow to take & beating guictly.
He would resist, he would put up the
best Hght he could; he had no chauce,
but he would fight as long as ha could
stand. He would give o good account
of himself, even against overwhelming
odds, Twe racing toughs, accustomed
to h:;'utality—hﬁw were they likely to
handle him when he was {'litting his
hardest? It was only too likely that the
beating would bocoms a savage, brutal
assault; that the schecolboy would be
Hu:-ﬁ:frely hurt—perhaps seriously injured
and—

The Bounder rose from his chatr and
went to the window and stared out into
the dusk to keep his face from cbserva-
tion; he knew that his looks were be-
traying him.

What had he done?

In his bitter rage and resentment he
had planned that act of vengeance,
carried on by passion till it was too lato
to retreat. But he knew now that he
would have stnfn-pc:i at nothing to undo
what he had done. The voice of con-
seienee, stiflod until it was foo late, was
loud and insistent now, and would not
be silenced. What had he done?

Theze fellows chatting round him—
what would they think if they knew!?
They ¢ould bardly feel more horror at
his act than he felt himself now that the
scales seemed to have fallon from his
eyes. What had he done? Had he been
out of his senses?

And now it was too late.

With a face that was white as challk,
Vernon-Smith stared into the shadowy
quadrangle.

Too late=—too late! He picturod a
battered, bruised figure lying senselcss
in the dusk of the trees; a white, up-
turned face—

Was it too late?

Too late or not, the Bounder could
bear no more. He turned from the
window and hurried across to the door
of the Rag.

“Smithy ! called out Skinner.

The Bounder did not heed or hear.
He hurried out of the Rag and up the
staircase. The great door of the IHouse
was - closed ; "thero was no egress that
way. Ila reached the Remove passage,
where a cheery light shone from the
open doorway of Study Neo. 1. b
Cherry and his friends were busy there,
mrningi1 out a study supper for Wharton
when he came in. he Bounder ran
along the Remove passage to the box-
room at the end—the lower box-room—
from the window of which he had
lowered himsell more than once on his
wild escapades,

He tore the window open and jumped
out on the leads. He left the window
wide—he cared nothing for discovery
now. He was not thinking of that.

From the leads he reached the ground,

and in a minute more he was dropping
over the school wall.

Too late—too late! He knew that it
was too lale! Wharton must be entering
the woodland path from the other end
at those very moments, The Bounder
broke inte a desperate run; hatless,
white-faced, panting, he sped along the
dusky lanes.

To reach the spot of the ambush—to
stop the roughs before 1t war too late—
that was his only thought. Yet he knew
that it was too late. The vescals did
not oven know him; he did ‘not know
them, Tf he camo up they were more
fikely fhan not to turn on him if he

interfered. it and cared
nothing.

Hia teet seemed scarcely to touch the
ground as he raced along—hreathless,
panting, unconscious of fatigue.

He was in the footpath now, with
great old trees shadowing hiim—darkness
round him, darkness and silence. He
rani on and on, desperately. Heo listened
as he ran—no sound—nothing but the
sough of the wind from the sea in the
heavy foliage. Was he, after all, in
time?

A shout in the deep silence—another
shout—and the sounds of conflict, far in
the distance and the darkness ahead.
Too late! "I'oo late! A hoarse ery came
from Herbert Vernon-Smith's white, set
lips, and he tore desperately on,.

He knew

-—q

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

True Blue 1
ARRY WHARTON  stepped
from the train at Friardale
Station, and walke erily
along the platform, He had
spent & pleasant afternoon in Lantham
with his uncle, and the colonel had
scen him into  the train when they
parted. He was thinking now chiefly
of the cricket match, and wondering
whether his comrades had beaten the
Shell.” He left the station, and walked
down the old High Street of Friardale
to the lane, and turned into tho foot-
path through the shadowy woods. It
was a pleasant walk, in the summer
cyening. 'Lhe path was lonely after
nightiall ; but Wharton gave no thought
vo that; the possibility of danger did
not enter his mind.
; I:tlf went zlong the shadowy path at &
ro

A moving shadow, under the shadows
of the trees, caught his eyes, and he
slowed down—but before he had time to
think there was a gudden rush.

“That’s "'im ! eame a husk

Two dusky figueea lea
shadows and rushed him down.

Wharton leaped back, and eluded tha
rush. He had not expected, or dreamed
of any danger on the woodland path;
but presence of mind was natural (o
him. He could only suppose that tha
men were footpads, and he was on his
guard instantly.

“Keop off, you rotters!” he gaid,
hetween his teeth.

They came on without a pause, and in
the ﬁmm he had a glimpee of two
brutal, beery faces. His fist crashed into
one of them, with all his strength behind
the blow, and 3lim Jim went down on
his back with & heavy concussion. But
the next instant, Wharton was struggling
in the grasp of Jerrv the Pug.

“Come on, Jim!" panted the ruffian,
as Wharton fought fiercely. “EHe's like
a blinking wild cat. Lend a 'and !

Slim Jim serambled furiously to lis
Feet, with n siring of savage oaths.

“Help ! shouted Wharton, *Help!™

He had only timoe for that shout.

Slim Jim had hold of him in a moment
more, and he was dragged down into the
grass,

As ho sprawled in tho grass, in the

voice.
from the

grasp of the roughs, he drove his fiat

under Jerry the Pug's jaw, and therc
was a gasp of anguish from the pug.
The Greyfriars fellow was outmatched
and overwhelmed, but he was fighting
hard.

A brutal fst erashed into Lis Face. and
his senses awam for e moment., Another
blow-—and another !

Wharton was still Nighting. Tn his
‘desporate struggle, he dragged the two
ruffians who were clinging to him over
on rhe ground, aud hi: ¢lbow jabbed
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* Smash him ! ** panted Slim Jim. *‘ Beat 'im to a felly | ** Wharton faced the two roughs, fighting furiously, But a few
moments more would have seen him at their merey. Suddeniy there came a rush of feotsteps. ** Buck up I’ eame. the
Bounder’s panting voice. Crash ! A clenched fist dashed Into §lim Jim’s face, and the ruflan went over as if a bullet had

struck him. Then the Bounder turned on the other rufflan, (See Chapter 14.)

i $=_CE
into Slim Jim's stomach. The rough in Eions, and guessed him to be a Grey- stopped.  He peered curiously at
collapsed in the grass, gasping and friars man. The Dounder was fighting Vernon-Smith in the gloom.

luttering, and the junior fought like a tiger, receiving wilhout heedin " Bmithy, old man!”
ercely with the other. So fierce was savage blows, and hitting back with The Bounder was panting,
his resistance, that he dragged himself furious strength. Wharton spreng to jus Y Lucky for me you came along,

loose and sprang to his feet, his brain
reeling from the blows he had received.

He spranpg away, panting, and backed
against a hli oak, as the two roughs
closed in on him again. With savage,
furious faces they closed on him, enraged
by his vesistance and the hefty blows
he had given. ) .

“Bmash him!" panted Slm Jim.
“Beat "1m to a jelly!™ _

The Greyfriars junior faced them, still
fighting. But a few moments move
would have seen him in the grass, at the
mercy of the roughe-.

From the darkness came a rush of fool-
steps. . A white face and two blazing
oyes flashed suddenly from the shadows,

*“Buck wpl” came a panting voice,

Crash ! _

A clenched fist that seemed as hard as
iron dashed into S8lim Jim's face, and
the ruffian went over as if a bullet had
struck him.

The Bounder forned on the other
ruffian. Jerry the Pug had to release
hie grip on Wharton, to turn on his
new assailant.

Harry Wharton reeled against the oak,
paniing, exhausted for the moment.
But he pulled himself together desper-
ately, as the two roughs closed on his
unexpected rescuer,

Ife did not know who il was, though
be could see that it was a hatless follow

aid, and rolled on the grass in a grip
with Jerry the Pug, hammering_the
ruffian furiously. The rough iore him-
self loose, and bounded away, and his
retreating footsteps wore heard on the
shadowy path, Probably, he supposed, ot
feared, that other rescuers were at hand.
He fled into the might, and 8lim Jim
made an effort to follow him, bui the
Bounder drove blow after blow at him,
and it was some minutes before the
rascal could get clear and dash away
after his conlederate.

Wharlon stood unsteadily. The fleeing
footeteps of the {wo roughs died away
in the wood.

“*Hurt?” ;

It was the Bounder's voice.

“ Bmithy I gaspod Wharlen.

“Are you |lwurt?"  snapped
Dounder,

“Yes, no—a few knocks—it's all right!
ITow the thwnp did you come here,
Bmithy ¥ %

“Let's pet out of this! They may
come back if they tumble Lo it that
{here's nobody else near.™

Wharton nodded, and picked up lus
cap, and hurried up the path with ihe
Bounder, They ditf not pause or speak
{ill they reached the end of the footpath
and were out into open road, in sight of
the roofs and tower of Greyfriars School.

Then the captain of ihe Removae

Lthe

Smithy. Those brutes meant lo huré
me,” said Harry. "1 can't make it
out, They didn't seem to be going 1o
rob me—they just went for me”

The Bounder laughed harshly,

“But how did vyou get ihere
Smithy ?”  asked Wharton, greatly
puzzled, “It's close on dorm at the

school. What the thump were you doing
out of bounds at this hour?”

“1 came.to help yvou.™

“But—but I don’t cateh on.” Whar-
ton stared at the Bounder in amaze-

ment. * You couldn’t have known aoy-
thing st the school. What do you mean,
Bmithy 7™

“You can't guess ?” asked Smithy.

“Not in the least.”

“Buppose I knew 1hat a Greviviars
man had put wp those roughs to lay
you oub as you came home?”’

“Rubbish !

“You wouldn't belicve it*"

Li H'D. ¥1 ) 2

The Bounder looked at him curiously.

“Well, that was it,"” he =aid, *“A
(ireylriars man was at the bottom of
it. Those two brutes didn't know you
from Adam, and didn't care. They
were put up to lay for you on the foot-
path to-night.”

“Good heavens!" breathed Wharion.

{Continued on page 27.
1E MagNer Lisnany.—No, 1,013,
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A grand story of mystery and intrigue, feﬁ.turing FERS Lﬂﬂlai the Famous
and his plucky boy assistant, JACK DRAKE.

The Inn!

ERRERS LOCKE turned to the
F Tomo, who was standing stolidly

by.
“What kunow
monastery " he asked,

The Tomo looked at him sharply.
Then ho turned his eyes towards the
gaunt building.

#White man,” he said in a low voice,
“ihat is a monastery of ill-repute
indeed. It is whispered that in that
monastery of Salai there rules one who
is evon greater than the Grand Lama!
Ay, it iz whispered in the villages, in
the hills, to the fronticrs themselves,
that even the Council of Death are
ruled by he who rules in Salai!”

He paused, then went on:

“He who rules in Balai is older than
the hills themselves. I, miserable out-
cast that I am, have heard that some
day he awill lead the peoples of Tibet
to war apgainst the peoples who dwell
far beyond the frontiers. Who he is
1 know not, but this I know: The
black-robed opes, the cursed priests of
Buddha, he holds i the hollow of his
hand !

“Put is not the Grand Lama, the
Dalai Lama who rules in the palace of
the Potala, not greater than he?”

“] tell ve, no! The Grand Lama
rinles, but he who dwells in Salai is
more powoerful than the Grand Lama !

“ And has anyone seen the face of this
powerful one who rules in Salai and
preparcs the people of Tibet for war?”

“Tloy sav that no one has ever
looked upon his sacred person, but that
some day he will reveal himself !”

111 “Thﬂh-?"

“When he rides through holy Lhasa
as rnaster of the lands and peoples of
the earth. I but tell yo what I have
lieard over many camp-fires and 1n
many villages. It is on many fongues;
but &ll know & little, et none know
mugh 1™ 2

‘I'ne Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,013
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Ferrers Locke nodded. Upwards,
from the grim Salai monastery, camo
stealing the muffled notes of & tolling
bell. Ferrers Locke -stood for & few
momenis in thoughtful silence, then,
turning abruptly on his heel, he led the
way downwards to where the mules
wern tethered.

The dotective and his two companios
rode into Lhasza an hour later. The
narrow strects were squalid and filthy,
the houses covered with dust and dirt.
Dogs prowled everywhere, some snarl-
ing and fighting, others dying or dead.
And great evil-looking ravens were
feasting upon both the dying and the
dead. . .

Monks, pilgrims, peasants, and city
dwellers of Lhasa thronged the narrow
stroots, Seldiers in mail mingled with
the erowd, and here and there were the
flowing white robes of some wild,
turbaned hillmen,

The Tomo led the way to a long, Low-
roofed inn., The mules were stabled at
the rear in filthy, unwashed stalls, The
main room of the nn was full of a
miscellancous humanity. A long table
ran down the centre, and the floor was
of trodden earth, hard as stone.

pstairs a long, dnrmﬂnfi_v-lilm room
with plank beds provided the only
sleeping accommodation.

“y¥e will find out if any of the
pricsts of Salai wvisit Lhasa,"” said
Ferrets Locke to Jack, after they had
eaton a good repast of bread and fruit.
“If they do so, then that will, at least,

some connecting link between here
and Balai!® )

The Tome, who had been mingling
with the crowd, joined them.

“Let us walk through the strects,”
he muttered, “for we are as safe thero
as we are here. This cursed place was
safe once for those who would aveid the
hatchet-faced ones, but now—— T will
talk outside !

Ferrers Locke knew that there was
little danger of he and Jack being

e prasunts of Tibel have been ground down under the mercilese yoke of the
hene down-frodden peasants there iz the smouls
nan and the moment ere it develops into a flerce, un-
The moment is not far distant !

ASA(

Detective,

apprebended in the jostling, busy crowd
of the streets, unless they came face to
face with some pricst who knew Lhieis
features well. Their faves were dirty
and unwashed, and their clothes almoes:
in tatters. They had passed muster oo
the road to Lhasa, and he was fairl:
confident of passing muster in Lliasu
unless some ill-chance overtook them.

“They seck not only ye,” said th
Tomo, when they had passed out of the
ion, “they seek the one who allower
yo to slip - through his fingers! Spie:
are everywhere, and they say he is in
Lhasa.”

“Kala Dului!l”
acrl‘ti;f.

h

Ed F

said Ferrers Locke

“That is the name of the accursed
pricst " snarled the Tomo. "By (e
beardless Buddha, I know him well, He
was of the Patong Lamasery, that one!
Oh, but that [ could smell him out!
Would I not set the hounds of Buddha
on him, the cursed, treacherous, suivel-
hl!ﬁ dog "

is voice was shaking with passion.
Terrers Locke glanced at him, pity in
his eves.

“He was the one—" he suggested
quietly.

“Yes, the one who slew my son!
Oh, may Buddha curse him and his
vory soul! But they seck him—ay.
evon as they seek ye. He vanished
when ye were not found the night that
vo eseaped from the Karve la. He was
wise, that hlack-robed one, for he knew
hiz hour had come!”

“And they say he has
Lhasa " y

reached

“Yas, and is hiding in this city. As
for ye, they think ye must have rished
in the hills, or atill be hiding. But tho

search for ye has not cnded, and will
not cnd till thy bones are discovered.
This Kala Dului vowed ye had gone
back from the Karo la, and he sent
the black-robed ones that way. Some
did guard the road to Lhasa, as wo
know, but none that knew ye by sight.”
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“8o. Kala Dalui is now the hunted
and not the hunter?’ murmured Ferrers
Locke. 1 trust he appreciates the
nhan?'n' of role-t”

Only Jack caught the words, and he,
loo, wondered -how the hawk-faced
priest was enjoying the role of fugitive,

Later in the day they returned to the
inn, and, leaving Jack with the Temo,
Fervers Locke sallied forth to seek somo
V:&ﬁcmm;tti-.":rrk in tho city as to the habits

ﬁﬂ mn:m_lta of Balut. There was Jittle

rof his euriosity getting him into
trpuble, for tho vity dwellérs were used

i being questioned by  gaping, in-
sitive  peasants  from  outlying
mtricts. :

Night had fallen belove e rctraced
hia steps to the inn. Jack was whiling
for him, anxious and expectant. There
was little of ‘privacy ‘in the inn, but,
leading the way upstairs to the long
dormitory, Ferrers Locke spoke to
Jack. :

' We will have to lie very low, Jack,”
he said. "1 came face to faco in a
narrow street ‘with that gaunt monk
with whom 1 fought just before our
escapo from the Karo la. I ecannot
think that he rccognised me, else he
woltld have raised the alarm then and
there, 1 shufffed 'past him with bowed
head-and bent-shounlders, but T know he
waas staring -afler me.”

“"Ho did not follow youi™

“Wo, ho did not. Of that'T am sure!
But J am not so surc that I have not
been followed.”

“You think this [allow might have
heen set onyour track by the monk

“Wes, we must take that view of it.
We are tolerably safe hore, howover.
According to ihe Tomo, this inn is a
sort of sanctuary for ecriminals and
fugitives.
one, venturing across, the thresheld, has
mysteriously Jdisappeared, Wo must he
extremely careful and—"

Ho broke off, as the Tomo rame
hastily into the room.  The man's face
showed signs of fear, and there was

something  approaching panie in Lis
ryes.
“The wm 13 sweraunded Ty the

aoldices of the Dalai Lama '™ Le gasped.
"Thoy search for someone! Whether
it be us T know nol! By the beardless
Buddha, if it be ye, then we dre indeed
lost, I have ridden with e, and they
will find that out—ifl they know it not
already. I will die with ye!”

YILis Timpossible (hat, even if T have
been followed here. 'the alurm can have
been given so quickly !’ said Ferrera
Locke. *“Let vs go downslairs and
show a bold face!™

He led the way down inle the main
room, It was crowded with wesdy
Yepchas, squal Tibetans, men of tho
hilla-and plains, with Lere and there a
scared-looking Dholanese. They wero
l-_i»niill_i:' ﬂrimdiy, with muech gesticula-
Lion, and at any ofher (tme Jack would
have wondered at {he extraordinary
aargon of speech.

Searcely had e, Ferrers Tocke, and
the Tomo entercd 1he room than a
hlack-robed monk, wearing mmail beneath
his robes, appeared in the doorway.
Behumd  him,  bodsgnard  sands escort,
loomed a dozen saldiers, olad in mail
wnd  carrying  paladin swords  amd
shields,

“Jaet nonn think Lo cscape ! said ihe
monk hars J]I;,*. “We soek here a one-
time pricst of Buddba, and ihis building
15 surrgunded V'

He rapped out an order aml the
soldiers filed intoe the room. Behind
them came two shaven monks. At
another harsh order 1he immates of the

More than one black-robed

room were formed into four lines, which
stretched from ono end of the voom to
the other., Ferrers Locke, Jack, and
the Tomo stood side by side in “the
second line. '
Then slowly and.in silence the mailed
monk, followed by hizs twe shaven
brethren and the soldiere, cbmimenced
to move down the front line, scanning
cach man's face caréfully., They com-
meénced- on the second line, and then
came a sudden interruption.  Two
soldiers appeared in the doorwag,
draggin tween them -a screaming

figure clad in the dingy white robes of |
‘s hillman.

The mailed monk wheeldd - sharply.
“We found this -one, 0 master,”™ zaid
one of the soldiers, *hiding in the straw
in ithe stables behind the building 1™
“Bring him here!” said the leader
harshly; and as the soldiers drn.in'r,'d
forward their shrieking, writhing
captive Jock's hands clenched tightly.
The man was Kala Dului

The Resoue of the Tomo!l
T]IE wretched priest was dragped

into the room. Iis fece was
Jivid-and his fcar pitiable.
“"Mervrey!™ ho sereamed.
* Merey, for the fault was net mine!"
Then he fell to moaning avd groan-
ing: .Thoe mailed monk turned 'to ‘the
two shaven pricsts, who stood watching
in gitm silence.
“Is Lhis he? Ts this the accursed dog
Kala Dului of the Patong, Lamasery "
The mofiks nodded ; and, with super-
human strength, Kala Dului tore him-

self free fromn hiz captors and _threw

himeeli face downwards on the carthen
Hoor.

“Merey 1? he shrieked, grovelling ab
the fect of Lhe mailed monk. * Mercy,
for T have served Buoddha welll Stay
thy hand that T may yet seck ont those

eursod  violaters of Dwddha's  holy
shrines!  Mercy that 1—7

*Bilence, dogt" said  the monk
Larshly, “hon  hast ancurred  the

wrath of the Chosen of Duddha, and
there can ba no merey shown to limu!"

Foerrers Locke and Jack Drake know
that they were in deadly péril- 11 Kala
Dulul saw them and Tecognised them

4%sddeasddsdbddddditep et g

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Prompted by the mwrderous acticitive of the

peacerful

HANG PU, the self-styled Choeen of Buddba
il Janalie whoe, fo zalisfy ki oun’ mon-
strous ambitions, woild gel the whole wrorld
abdaze with tear,

FERREMNS IOCKE, the famous Doler Streel
deterlive, acconpanied by his plocky poung
Al i,

JACK DRAKE, Iraves Englind for Tibel,
determined to diccover the fale of an exje-
dition led by

Aot BEVERLEY, which is belicowl fo
hate fullen faln .H’-EH;F Pu's culrkes. At
the autsel uf Lheir journey Locke and Drake
Cutee W il

E.ALA DL (i, a priest and one of the zevlons
agerin wf RKang Fe, But they mange to
give him the slip.  Then, fed by o

TOMC, an owleasl, e Faowmin arrive erentually
of the Neren Monuasterics, i owe of {hess
Locke und Drake find Kofag Thilni exhoriing
a wrmber of the privele of Budidha o -
pure for scar.  Locke erposes the frickery
Nala Dl hag emploged, amd in congss
guencs of thix bofl Ae and Droake are made
prizemers and egeorted to the Chamber of
Death, Luekily, howecer, they gain thair
freeduwn, and nided by by Tomyg, whon
fhey weel again, they awin their uy o
Liges, wherein ix situated the Saini Monas-
frryy—the stropghold of Kang I'n.
18 the Limé fo dizcover the fule of e grpe-
ditivn fed by Major diveerlen,

“If e are coulioys,' rays Ferrerg
Locke, " I ferl sure success will be oursf ™
{Now read on.)

Naow -
Jack camoe o o halt,

-_——

lie would instantly denounce them, and
thereby perhaps save his own life.

* The mailed monk made a sign. Tho
soldiers ix}unmd -on the grovelling priest
and bauled him to his feet. The Tonro
chockled hoarsely. Then, before either
Farrers Locke or Jack could stop him,‘
he rushed forward out of the line,

" Ah, ye cursed priest pf Buddha j”? he
shouted, pointing & shiking finger at
Kala: Dului. “Ye who slew .my son!
Death looms close to ve, and in that
death will come ‘y vengeance! Curso
¥e; yo priest of Patong—""

He got no. further. At a word from
the mailed monk half a dozen soldiers
sprang forward and . scired him.
Ferrers Locke and: Jack wero aghast
at this madness on the part of Tomo,
but the hate-filled roind.of the man had
driven him- te vent his- triumph over
the murderer of his son. '

Hala Lului, held between his guards,
glared at the Tomo through wild f5es,
then for the frasfional part of a second
}li:s glance wnudiercd past him, ' _And in
that instant of fime his cves met t
of .F;eirmu Locke, : hose

“¥he infidels?” he sereamed, 0
Bnddha, the desecrators of thy shrine!
There they stand! Therc—there—
there |"

His voico rose in & wild shriek and
he struggled: to tear himsclf loose from
his caplors.

. Ferrers Locke realised that ihey were
indeed undone should they romain there
a momant longer,

“Follow mel” he said quickly.

And together he and Jack dashed for
the stairs which led to the room -above,
In 2n instant the main roen became a
secthing, struggling mass of men. The
soldiers, dashing in pursuit, found no
cager participants in the chase in the
sullen men who for long years had been
terforised by the black-robed priesis
and their satellites. Rathor the reverse,
for the habitues 3! the imn held uo
liki for the soldiers and priesis. of
Duddha. Their sympathies wero -with
the two fugitives, -

Farrers Locke and Jack reached the
long dormitory. Thero was a wooden
har on the inside of the door, which
kept it ghut, and the delective dropped
it into ils socket, The room was it
by means of a large flab oil-lamp, ‘It
was the work of a mbment to extinguish
the light. The soldiers were hammmering
on the door and it was creaking
ummmwl{,

A small square opening 1 the wall
served for window and ventilation,

“Quick, Jack, it is our-only chanco!”
said Ferrers Locke grimly. “It°is. not
a big dropi™

Jack clambered on to the sill, then,
grasping it with his hands, swung him-
self ontwards, and dropped down into
the -couriyard Pelow. Nexl moment

Ferreras Locke joined Lim.

salvaiion.
forward to bar

The darkness was their
Two eoldiers step
their possage, but they charged them
with lowered heads. The next minute
they had gained the strect and ‘were in
the midst of a secthing, cxcited crowd.

Kaeping close together ilicy fouglht
their way throngh, From the im
camo  excited shouts,  Holdiers were
trying to drive the crowd back, hbut
wera hopelessly outnumbered,

“We must not leave the Tomo in
their clutches1"  sdid Ferrers Lovke.

" He was a lool Lo get as ho did, but he

has been a good friend to us!?

In the centre ‘of the .crowd ha-anl
A huge Learded
illman - clbowed hLis way past them.

*“'Tis tha black-robed ones!™ he

Tuw Micxer Lisnany.—Xo, 1,013,
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rowled. *Curse them and their

utchera! What seek they here? By
the teeth of Buddha, but they will find
trouble—"

Growling, he passed on; but his words
had given Ferrers Locke his cue, Oppo-
site where he stood was & house with a
low stone balcony. Pushing his way
towards it, with Jack at his heels, the
detective gripped the bottom coping and
swung himself up.

“Hark ve, ve peoples!” he shouted ;
and at his words fully a score of faces
woere turncd towards him.  “"Hark :.fel!
Are theso priests of Buddha to quit
their temples and ecome amongst us
with their soldiers, secking whom they
might put to the sword?  Ave those the
teachings of Puddha, whoso first law s,
*Yo shall not kill 'Y Ilow long are vo
to be ground down beneath the heel of
the Llack-robed ones? How long. ye
peoples, are thy sons and davghters to
be put to the sword by these hatchet-
faced ones?™

Ic had by now an excited and angry
audience.  Standing on the baleony, he
harangued them with wildly waving
arms. MNot one man in the crowd but
thought he was one of themsclves—ono
who had suffered at the hands of tho
black-vobed priests. And his words wero
received with assenting growls.

“Are they, then, to invade our very
houses and drag us to be slanghtered ab
tho altars of DBuddha? Is it for that,
that vye pay vour tithes: that these
black-robed ones may beeome so power-
fi:] that no man may call hiz roul his
own? Who are theso priests to take
unto themselves the power of the Dalat
Y.ama and his Council of Five?"

A shout of approval greeted the words,
Forrers Locke had long realised that the
ples of Tibet were kept under heol
Hf:a a svstem of terrorisation and oppres-
gion, carried out by the monks in tho
nama of Buddha. Given some bold
epirit to show them a lead, then it was
possible that the people might find a
vent for the pent-up hatred of their
OPPIessoTs. ;
wopie [ othey seek!” he wenk on,
1 And I defy them to lay their hands on
ma here in thy midst! Listen, yo
peoples! Ono they have, a prisoner in
that inn, whose only erime iz that ho
laughed at & malignant priest who is
about to moet his death. And that
pricst slew his son!”

om
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An ominous growl] camo from hundreds
of throats.

“Are ye going to let him be drapged
through the strects of Lhasa that theso
black-robed ones may find sport in his
death agony? It is his turn to-day,
your turn to-morrow ! Lot us show these
black-robed ones, I say, that we are men
and not just carrion! Day by day they
grow more bold,
the cnd will be?™

“Then show us the way, ye stranger,”
Bhl::trl’t{bd a volee, “and we will follow
pjl -

A thunderous shout of assent echoed
the words. Ferrers Locke dropped
down from the balcony. With .Tuc?k at
his side, he strode through the crowd, a
lane opening for him. Grim-faced and
tight-hipped, he went on till he came to
the eutrance of the inn.

Grouped about the doorway was the
small company of =oldiers, forming n
shicld round the mnailed monk. Dby the
side of the letter cowered the two
shaven-headed ones, panic in their eyes.
The Tome and Kala Dului were roped
together and stood in the midst of the
soldiers,

“Releazse thy prisoners, thou priesk
of Buddha,” said Forrers Locke sternly,
“"and go thy way in prace with thy
goldicors !

“I have heard thy words, thou insolent
dog !" replied the monk harshly. *“*The
words which thou spokest to the base-
horn seum which stands behind thee! 1
know thee now, for none but thee would
daro to have spoken so in holy Lhasa!
Thow shalt die a thousand hideous
deaths for this niﬁiht‘s work 1

“T have heard that thoeat before, thou
f-rinst of Buddha, but still T live. Re-
case thy prisoners and depart!"

“And if I refuse, thon enr?”

“Then we shall take them from von
iy force. Dare thou tempt the people
further, thon arrogant priest 7"

The monk stood silent, his cold eyes
fastened on Ferrers Locke. p

“Many erimes are  writken against
thy name, thou dog." he said, “but
maybe none so great aa this! Thouw art
in. Lhasn, and from Lhasa thoun shalt
not escape! That I awear, by the great
Buddha against whom thou hast set thy
face. Thy hour will come!"

“Have done, thow priest, and releasa

the isoners!" replied the detective
sharply.
“Av., curb thy long tongue, thon

snivalling chanter of mantras!"” growled
the hillman, ranging himself by Ferrers
T.ocke., ** Else l'ghan tempted to seb my
men upon thes and cut it out by the
roots ! A [itting present for thine abbot,

I vow!"

The monk hesitated & moment, Then,
turning to the soldiers, ho rapped out
an order. Kala Dului and the Tomo
wern pushed [orward. .

“ Hast men here, ye say?” inguired
Ferrers Locke of tho hillman,

“Ay. More than a score!™

“Then will yo let themm mount guard
over these bwo men, for one must not
cseape

The hillman glanced at him sharply.

“As yo will, stranger.,” he replied.
“Yo have some reason which, later, ye
will tell to me?™

Ferrers Locke nodded.

The hillman turned and growled an
order. Four men moved from out of the
crowd and ranged themselves about the
Tomo and Kala Dului,

“Now get thee to thy temple, ye
priest. and take thy soldiers with thee,”
said Ferrers Locke., “Get thee gono
before worse befall!™ ; ;

The monk stared at him steadily, then
allowed his gaze to sweop the sullen
crowd.

And who can say what-

“Ye scum !™ he cried. “¥Yo fools to
let this glib-tongued infidel lead ye to
this defiance of the great Budydha!
Grim will be the reckoning, and this
street of Lhasa will Aow with blood !™

A growl, almost akin to a snarl, roso
from the crowd, and they pressod for-
ward menacingly,

M Master, master,” whined one of the
shaven monks, “let us begonc before
they vend us limb from limb!"”

“Ay. Heced the advice of -yon
smvelling acolyte ! cried the hillman.
“Go, before these men that ye cadl
seum force the words down thy curadd
throat and stifle the Lreath in thy long
hm"l;.r! Little more and they will be on
yol'

The monk hesitated no longer., No
one but a fool could have failed to have
vead the signs.  The crowd were ripe
for trouble, having found a leader in
this bold-tongued infidel, Revolt
against the tyranny of the black-robed
ones had been brewing for a long time,
and now this might well be the spark
which wounld fire {he train,

“Open. then, for mo a passage, ve
seum ! he eried. And hide theo in
thy hovels, for every man of ye shall
hang for this night’s work !"

Fervers Locke turned to the crowd.
He knew inluitively that they would
obey him. They were dominated by his
personality and veady o acclaim him as
their leader,

“ Make passape for the priest and his
shavelings!” he cried. * Make passage
that he may refrcat to the security of
his temple. He will walk no more this
way unless he desires to make the
acquaintance with that death which he
and his brethren have so often brought
to thee and thine !’

The growling, muttering crowd
opened to give passage. The soldiers
formed themsolves about the mailed
monk, who snarled at 'errer - Locke and
then passed oo,

Revoit!

6§ D now, stranger,” growled the

A hillman, looking at Ferrers

T.ocke with appraising oyes,

“hest tell these dogs to cither

hide, or arm themselves and band

together! The black-robed ones will he

liere before dhe dawn, and blood will be
spilt this night in Lhasa !”

“The black-robed ones have ruled too
long,” replicd Forrers Locke, “and it ia
time thak the people threw off the yoke!
Ii these men can army, then gladly will 1
lead them against the priests of Duddha!
Retter that they should die in clean
fight than live hunted like rats from
hole to hole.  And that, a3 yo well
kunow, is how they live to-day " i

“Brave words these!™ eried the hill-
man. ' Ye are indeed a man after my
own hLeart. 1 am from the hills, where
only the snow and the cold wind rules,
Mo man do I call master. But Lhaea
1 nf'.«t safe ;fardl}sr with Lut this handiul
of dogs to lead U

“Yﬁ I eannot leave them thus to be
slanghtered in cold blood,” said Ferrers
Locke., I will bid them arm themselves
and galher here with as many comrades
as thev can find 1

He “turned to the erowd, who were
seothing excitedly in the narrow street.

“Hark ve to me!” he miictl. “There
arp amongst ¥yo many roken men,
victims of ﬁmﬂ&}prim’cs of Buddha. This
night's work iz like to cost ye dear, for
ve heard the words which fell from the
lips of von mailed monk. Are ye then
to be hunted through the strects of
Ihasa aned slain, in that ye rescued a
poor unfortunate from yon monk’s
clutches? Are ve to continue to livoe liko
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the desecrators of thy shrine !

Kala Dului’s eyes suddenly met those of Ferrers Loecke-and Jack Drake.
ere they stand ! There—

ok

there 1 ™

'%1&

infidels 1 he screamed. * O, Buddha,|
volce rose In a wild shriek, and he struggled

i ———

elinking <urs, dreading what each “hour
might gbi'ing? Arm, EE say, -arm, and
gather here, and ‘thie night we will
march from Lhasa.

' “*In some fertile valley amongst the
hills, far from this stronghold of ‘the
black-robed priests; fe will .find a :neiw
life awalting vé. s theirg the power of

life and desth, that they mﬁt‘{ lord it
over ye and drag thy gons and daughters
ta ba ﬂhﬂﬁhtﬂ?ﬁ in-their temples to the

glory of Buddhs?”
A thunderous shout rose from the

“crowd. }

“Not Lead, and we will follow!”
they roared. “ And not a cursed priest
will stay our wayl”

“Then arm,” cried Fetrers Locke—
“and do so with dispatch. “The black-
robad ones will be here soon, -on venge-
ance bent. -%ri.ng all who care to march
with us, and & new life will be yours!”

The crbwd commenced to disperse,
and Ferrers Locke turned 'to the hillman.

* Lot us talk in the inn,” he said, “for
there is much to be arranged. Let your
men release that Tomo, but keep tho
white-robed one safely guarded ™

The Tomo's bonds were cut, -and "ha
ruzshed forward. Droppin m:_l,.ilis knoes
wn front of Ferrers lmgﬁc,ghew:!ufched at
the latter’s peasant blouse.

I thank ve for what ye have eavcd
me from,” he cried, tears in his eyes,
“"and T beg of ye to give that cursed
priest of Patong to me. He slew my
son, the dog, and the sprit of my boy
calls loud to me to avengo his foul
death I

Gently, Ferrcrs Locke raised the man
1o his feet.

‘on that.

to tear himsell Ioose from his capfors. {Yespage 23.)

“Justice -will be meted: out to thak
‘priest !* he eaid. “'X.give I}‘u[t my . word
But there'iy much-{o be ‘done,
£u put from jﬁ.fﬂellnﬁﬁ of ‘vengeance and
Join us in our council!”

The Tomo bowed his head in aszent.
Ever since ho had heard ol the fight.in
the Karo la, he had admired the infidel.
And that admiration had grown thrungh
the days that had pasied.

Ferrers Locke, with Jack at his side,
léd the way into the inn. Sealing them-
selves at the head -of the-table with ihe
hillman and the Tomo, they settled
down to a councikof war. And outside,
through the sirects of Lhasa, spread:ihe
news thab a section of the populace had
found a leader .mﬂ_halgl risen against the
Tule of the black-robed ones,

““Burely, now yo hate ihese priests ol
Buddha!” gaid the hillman, with e side-
long glance at Ferrers Locke.

There was a question in Abe words.
The detective did not answer al once.
He was turniog over in his mind just
how far to take this bearded fellow into
his confidence,

“I hate them, in that they hold three
of my comrades as prisoners in the

monastery of Salai!” he said slowly., 1.

have vowed a rescue, and lo teach that
Abbot of Salai 8 lesson which he will
nob forgel 1" .

“"The name of this abbot
“Kang Pul”
The lIJEn“!Innmn drew
sharply, Spreading lis arms akimbo on
the l&glg, ha leaned forward and peered
into the detective’s face. _

“Ye are no peasant,” Le said soltly—

in hizs hreath

“'va that would beard this Kang Ty in
his stronghold of Salai ! 5

'] -have heard much of this Eang
Pu,” rctorted Ferrers Locke, “and, those
who, speak his Emma, do s0 with bated
breaih and fearful glance. Is he then eo
powerfulithat his very name instils fear
ite the people#

*' Ay, that he is |” replieil the hillman
gru ]'::. : ;
“*Ihere was a wan slain by Kang Pu,
and: that man ‘was my comrade,” said
Locke gravelys  “.As he lay {lying, 1

ave him my word that ¥ would seek out
his murderér, “and there lies 'my path
which, I, in hopour and duly bound,
Toust follow

“Gallant stranger, say but.the word
and K- will tjci“ yal” said the hillmau.
“For T coniess to & liking to feast my
Iﬁs‘mla. on' the sacred person-of this Kang
Sl _ :

"“I.ithank ye for ihat; bul who will
Jead those wretched dogs outside, . to, the

safety of the hills? Dot want thoge
1men 1 vow they will make good
fighters 1"

Thg hillman laughed.

“Stranger,” he replied, “far heyond
the Phembu Pass, northwards from ihis
vursed cily, there is a fertile valley
-guarded by a narrow pass which fowr
men could hold againzt & nughly arm).
That is iy ﬁtranggald: and there I dwell
with wmy band. But with a following
such as ye lave raised this night in the
elreets of Lhasa, ¥ shall be powerlul
indeed. T guestion nona who join e
and all T ask i3 swilt obedienca to My
crders. Jf we cap win clear from

Tue Maaner Lisnarr.—No, 1,013
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Lhasa, throngh the barriers of the black-
robed priests, then all who care to take
sorvice under me can do so for the

askip—~ 1"

“That is good. And who knows but
what thy small band may be the seed
from which & great army will spring,
an army which will break for all time
the tyvrannous rule of these murderous
pricsts -

“Dreams indeed!” replied the hill-
man softly. “DBut, by the teeth of
Buddha, the dreams of a man!”

His eves kindled and his greab hand
closed on that of Ferrers Locke's,

“And always, stranger, will there
be & welcome for ye in that valley
beyond the Phembu Pass. Now, by
the noise oulside, the poor soulless dogs
are pathering, The black-robed ones
will bo here soon with their soldiers.
But what are our plans?” )

“J say, let us march through the mtr{
towards the northern gale.
couragesus bearing may well bring
many hesitants to our ranks. Leb us

keep to the main streets and show these
priests that we fear no man!”

%Good words! I have thirty of m
men, trained fighters overy one, an
they shall form a front and rear guard.
The rabble who march with us can be
depended to hew and slash to save their
miserable souls should we be sore
pressed in an attack!” .

Ferrers Locke signified his agreement,

“And if we win safely through I
shall part company with ye beyond tho
northern gate and make my way back
to Salai.” he said. “Now let us see
what is afoot outside !

The Volce!

JOSTLING, excited crowd was
A gathered outside the inn. In

the forefront were about fift

men, all armed. Some carrie
risty swords of varibus shapes and
sizos, others had knives, whilst one or
two were armed with stout cudgels,

Some little distance away the whites
robed band of hillmen sat crect in the
saddles of theoie wiry mountain ponies.
In their hands were great scimitars,
roady for instant use.

“Join Lhose mounted men, all who
mareh with us!” eried Ferrers Locke.

Tho fifty who had chosen to arm
themselves shuffled forward. Others,
lacking the courage to thus alli them-
salves against the priests, looked on
with half-fearful, half-longing eyes.

Ferrers Locke, Jack, and the Tomo
were provided with swords and ponies
by the leader of the hillmen, who had
spare mounks stabled in the rear of the
inn buildings. _

Then, leaving a message with the
crafty-Jooking innkeeper that the mules
upon which they had ridden inte Lhasa
were to be kept till the arrival of the
pilgrims, Ferrers Locke and his com-
panions monnted.

By dint of much shouting and pushing
they managed to form their fifty new
followers  into  soma  semblance of
marching order. Filteen of the hill-
men took up their position in the rear,
others rode on each side of the men
on foot, whilst Ferrers Locke, Jack, the
Tomo, and the leader of the hillmen
rode in front, followed closely by six
huge, bearded Mongolians, Thesc latter
were the very pick of the fighting men.

At a word of command the cavalcade
moved forward. The crowd surged back
to let” them pass, then closed in and
followed at their heels. Through the
lighted bazaars they marched, stared

at by palefaced Nuouwaris and sullen
Cashmiri, who wondered audibly what
strange thing was this that had come
to pass in holy Lhasa, Iut no sign of
a priest did they see, and as they rode
the eyes of the leader became more grim,

“1 like this not!"™ he growled,
“Where are the cursed black-robed
ones

Both ' Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
felt that mischief was brewing some-
where, for never would the pricsts of
Lhasa allow the dehiant ones to pass out
of the city unmolested.

The cavaleade passed wunder the
shadow of the Ramo-che and the Moru
temples.

“Now deovil's work ed on within
those walls!” grunted the leader, jerk-
ing his head towards Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake. “They raise therein the
Slrunts of the dead. 'Tis sorcery most

read, and no voice is ever raised save
in the chant of spells and curses!™

The streects throogh which they rode
after leaving the bazaars were narrow
and full of shadows. An ambuscade
would have been ecasy, but no sign of
an armed monk did they see. The
ecrowd, pressing ab the innls of the
cavaleade had grown denser. Above
tha tramp of marching feet sounded
the roar of lusty voices, singing
marching songe.

At last a sudden bend in the street
through which they were passing
brought them in sight of the northern
gate, It was lit by huge flares, and
ranged across the roadway was rank
on rank of soldiers and mailed monks.

In thoe forafront stood a motionless,
black-robed figure, his hands crossed on
the hilt of a long two-edged sword, the
point of which rested on the ground.

The hillman roared out an order to
halt. Then, with Ferrers Locke and
Jack en either side of him, he rode
forward, reining in his mount when
within & yard of the motionless monk,

Stroking his long beard, he surveyed
the priest grimly. ;

“ Art poing to let us pass in peace?”
he demanded, ¢

“That is as ye wish!” replied the
monk. harshly. “The Dalai Lama does
not wish that blood should be apilt in
tho streets of Lhasa, Give us the two
who ride with ye and the prisoner,
Kala Dului, then ye may go in peace
and take what scum ye like with ye!”

“Ho, now curse thee for a lying,
erafty priest!” roared the hillman.
“Shall T read thy words anew? Thon
art afraid these two who ride with me
will be killed in the fight! And 1if I
hand them over, then, when thou hast
them safe, thy soldiers will fall on us!”

The priest raised one hand above his
head in an angry gesture.

“Now curse ye!" he cried. " May
the curse of Buddha and of holy Lhasa
rest on ye !

“Keep thy curses for those thatl—"
began the hillman, then broke off.

From somewhere near at hand came
the tolling of a bell, borne towards
them on the night brecze. It died awaxy,
and Jack felt a stirring at his =calp,
as thore came o voice scemingly from
space itself.

“T am Kang Pu, the Chosen of
Buddha, the lord of life and death. In
Salai, where 1 have dwelt through the

- ages that are gone, I watch how ye, my

riests, acquit thyselves this night!

%pfnra gnr::ltnnd the infidels who have
defiled the holy shrines of Buddha., The
curse of Lhasa hangs heavy over them
and their hour is near!™

The voice died away. With a shout
the monk swung his sword above his
head,

“Ye have heard the words of Kang
Pu!" he sereamed. “Forward, ye
pricsts, and hew down the carrion that
have defied vus this night!”

The Fight at the Ndrthern Gate!

HE hillman rese in his stirpups,
it;'m;ing his sword abm‘auﬂh
cad.

“To me!™ he cried to his gywen,
“And let any dogz who fears the issue
flee to hiding ™

Realising Elml, there was little danger
of an attack from the rear the
mounted hillmen who had formed the
rearguard swopt forward with their
companions to the aid of their leader.

At the same instant the black-robed
monks and soldiers came on with a
rush, The opposing partics met, and
Ferrers Locke and Jack were surrounded
by & +turbulent sea of shouting,
struggling men, They and their party
had the advantage in that they were
mounted, whilst the monks and soldiers
were afoot,

One helmeted soldier slashed savagel
at Jack with a short, curved sword.
Loth to deliberately take life Jack
crashed the hilt of tlia sword full be-
tween the man's eyes, and the fellow
went down, to be trampled underfoot
by the surging, struggling mob.

And above all the tumult of hoarso
shouting and clash of steel on steel
sounded the bellowing, roaring voice of
the leader of the hillmen, 13 great
bearded face was aglow with the lust
of hattle, his sword szlashed and hewed,
and his well-trained pony, veteran of
a hundred fights, reared and plunged
as though to prevent its rider from
being rushed and torn from the saddle.

“Ry the teeth of Buddha!" roared
the thunderous voice, “That for thee,
thou snivelling priest!”—and a shaven
monk recled gackwards, his ekull split
open.

Ferrers Locke and Jack fought des-
perately to prevent themselves from
being pulled from the saddle. Now that
battle I;:nd come, a few of the fifty who
had dreamed of & new life. outsido the
city turncd and fled. The others came
on, and many a long-nursed grudge and
long-standing debt against the priests
was paid with interest.

The hillmen formed themselves into
a wedge-shaped formation,  with
Ferrers Locke, Jack, and their leader
at the apex, In their midst, roped to -
a plunging., rearing pony, was Kala
]:IuFui, his hawk-like face pale bencath
its tan and his eyes watching the surge
of battle in terror and afiright. No
matter which side won, thero was little
hope for him shonld the infidels eseape.
Should he be rescued by the monks,
then it would be but a prolonging of

his ultimate fate, for fIr them he
could expect no mercy, ¥ ]
Slowly, slowly, fighting, hacking,

slashing, the hillmen forced their way
through the frenzied mob of monks and
soldiers. drawing closer and clozer ta-
wards the gate. One or two monks
were mounted on_ ponies now from
which they had dragged the riders,
One of these mounted pricsts bored in
on Ferrers Locke. his sword raised for
a downward, skull-splitting slash !

(Make sure you read the continvation
of thiz thrilling story th next week's
Bumper fraue, ehums,)
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“T wouldn't have believed it, only you me sacked. Come on!”

must have known somehow, as you
came along. But—but who was it?
What vile scoundrel——"

The Bounder laughed.

“Call him any names you like," he
saigd., “Xou can't call him any worse
ghan he's cHlled himself. But he has
just o rag of decency left; somehow, he
eouldn’t let it go through, after plan-
gng it all. He had to come along at
the last minute and help you out!”

“Wharton started.

A 8mithy, do you know what you're
ahving ¥

Ao 1M

"1t was—you "

“Yes. "

“god heavens!™  snid  Wharion
again.

CI'm not likely to do that,” said
Harry quietly. " You've done an awful
thing, Smithy——"*

“1 know that.”

* But—but you gouldn't have meant
it. I should have been knocked out by
those rascals if you hadn’t chipped in,
YVou've tried to act like -a wvillaim,
Smithy, but it's not in you—a Grey-
friars man couldn’t fall g0 low as that.
You theught you could do it, but you

couldn’t. Not a word about this at
Gmlyfriu rs.” :
The Bounder shragged his shoulders.

“More fool you!™ he said.

“1 was attacked by two roughs I'd
never seen before, that's all T need ex-
plain,” said Wharton quietly. '*'What
;ou've told me is a secret, and 1 shall

bygones be bLygones, apd let's try to be
friends.” : -

The Bounder was silent for & moment,
His voice was s little husky when he
spoke again,

“You're a good sort, Wharton. I'was
in the wrong. 1 knew I was, and didn't
care. -But I'm sorry. I must have
bean a little out of my senses, I think,
when I fixed that vp. But T'll tell you
this—when I thought it was too late
to stop it, *I'd have died to undo what
I'd done.”

“YWash it out,” said Harry. "We

~don’t pull well together, Smithy, but

lei's try at any rate, to be friends.”

The Bounder nodded.

“We'll try!™” he said, :

And the two juniors, more amicable
in those moments than they had ever
been before, hurried on to Greyiriars.

He stared hard at the Bounder. His

brain was in & whirl. . here, Smithy."”
Y Let's ?ﬂ:t on,” 3aid Vernon-8mith Remove pauscd.
goolly. “1 got out of the hox.-room " Well 7

window, and I shall have to get in the
game way—before dorm. You'd better
go to the Head."”

forget it as soon as 1 can. ./
The captain of the

“(an't we be friends?" said Harry.
“After what I'vo done?”
“Lecause of what you've done,’

And, look THE END.

(¥ow loak out for next week’s magnifi-
ceit exira-long warn of Harry Wharfon
& Co., entitled: " Bunter, The Dad
Lad ™ A peach of e yarn this, chums,
and one you cannot afford fo miss,)
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LOOK OUT FOR " THE HEAD'S TREZZURE HUNT!"—OW NEXT *EGGSITING' YARN OF JACK JOLLY & CO.!

15

“SUM ROW!”

Alone in a rowing boat somewhere in the

Spanish Main—that's the fate of the

Herozs of St, Sam's. But, according to Dicky Nugent, our
heroes stand a chance of reaching England by the morning . . .
if they row

hard enough !

&=
=

=

I
i ELAY there, you lazy lubber !
Jack Joliv gave a viglent
start. He was leaning aver the

taffrail of the Red Rovek, sigh-
ing for a glimpse of the whitewashed
shores of Gﬂ_. ngland, when that stern
voica broke in upon his reflleckshuns,

Turning, Jack Jolly found himself
confronted by the Head.

Doctor Birchemall looked vastly
different from usual. Theroe was nothing
skollerly or classicle about him now,
Hoe had “suffered o En.nrw..ﬂu;.uw into
something new and strange.” & Was
garbed in the gawdy costumo of o
pirate, for he was now second.in-
command on board the Red Rover. His
face was tanned from exposure to wind
and sun; his cars were adorned with
gold earrings. From ono side of his
waske _E-._m_. B T..:u_n...._ dagger; {rom the
other side, a cutlass; and from the
other side, a brace of pistles. Tho IHead
looked no end of a sca-dog as ho stood
there, glaring at Jack Jolly.

“I ordered you to swab the decks,
Jolly !I" he thundered. *“The pools of

re from our last sea-fight are still
yving about. And instead of being on
viur hands and neeze, weelding a serub-
bing-brush, I find you leaning over the
tafflrail, dreeming of England, Home,
and DNooty! To vour task, .ﬂa: lax
dog! If there iz any more slac ing, I'll
give you a thowsand lincs—I mean, I'll
make you walk the plank !*™

Jack Jolly glared defyantly at Doctor
Pirate Rirchemall.

81" —.:_u cried, “T'in fed-up with life
aboard this ship! I'm sick of sca-fights
and swabhing decks and whethering all
whethera! Bhow me the way lo go

home !"

The Head scawled. e looked a very
irate piratio,

“This is mowtiny, Jolly ! be eried

stornly.

“I don't ecare!” epgaclaimed the
junior. "I'm fed-up, I tell you, and so
are my als! Wo're not at 2f SBam's
now, and we're not going to fake your
orders !

“What! What!" The [Tead farely

danced with rage. *This is gross dis-
pertinence, Jolly! I have a good mind
to report yon to Captain Bleod !"

Jack Jolly's lip curled skarnfully.

“ Report, and ba blowed!" he said.
“Wo cannot respect m_.n:. any longer,
Doctor Birchemall, after throwing in
your lot with that dubble-died scoundrel,
Porsonally, 1 would have died first ¥

Trwe Maosrr LipMARY.—No. 1,013

“Ah!" sneered the Head., 'Rat,
then, my life is too valluable to be
thrown n:ﬁﬂ in a display of silly
heroicks. 1 had the choice of turning
pirate, or being fed*to the sharx, and
chose wizely.”

“Ratts! If you had any sense of
honner and desency, you would have
preferred deth to dishonner !

Jack Jolly's n:._pm_.:m taunt goaded the
Head to fury. Btepping forward, he
seered the junior by the seruff of the
neck and shook him like a terrier shakes
a ratt.
 But Jack .HM__..___._- blud was up. Lower-
ing his head, he charged at Doctor
Pirate Birchemall like a mad bull,
butting him in the middle.

The Head sat down suddenly on the
deck, making a noise like & punctured
foothall, He looked a very undiggnified
ﬂ:i".....u a3 he sprawled there, pumping in

reth,

“Help!" shouted the Head, as soon
as he had found his wveoice. “Help!
Mewtiny !

Instantly there was a rush of feet,
and Captan Dlood, with a pack of
bludthirsty pirates at his heals, swarmed
on to the deck.

“Heo, ho!" roared the checf of the

irates. ' Mewtiny aboard my ship—
ey ? Seeze that young spitlire ™

A number of berly rulfan: Aun
themselves

ﬂME: Jack Jolly and hurl
him to the deck and =at on him. The
plucky junior cggsperienced a sense of
Enﬂﬂ:a:. :

- at are you goin
captain?" asked .ME ”m
to his feot.

“Hno shall die!" szaid Captain Tlood
feercely. “He shall walk the plank!
Tie his riste togethor and ldindfold
him! Hoist the plank, youn lubhers!"

The dredded plank was hoisted inlo
pozition, and Jack Jolly was hauled to
his fect. His rists were strung together
and a hangkercheef was hound -..ﬂ.__:...__
around his head. ‘Fhen, wider Caplam
Blood's direckshune, he was guided to
the plank and ordered to walk,

Blowly—foot by fool—inch by ineli—
millymeter by millymetor—the gallant
junior totlersd to his doom,

Alter what secmed an elernaliy, he
reached the end of the swaying plank,
and his feet trodd the emply air. Then—,

to do with him,
cad, scrambling

down he went, down, down, down,
through what seemicd an affimty ol
spaco !

Splash !

The body of the juniar hit the waler
with a sickening :,.__:_" anil the sharx
exchanged gleeful grins. From the deck
above came a mocking peel of larfier,

“ All is lost ! muitered Jack Jolly, as
ho sunk benceth the surfiss with a
bubbling cry. .

But stay ! Who is that figger racing
madly across the quarter-deck, lorcing
his way through the groop of jeering
pirates?

It is the figger of Frank Fearless]

.

-
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Pelore a hand could be shot out to
restrain  him, Frank, had lept nimbly
over the taffrail ; and then, as gracefully
as a bird, he dived to the reskew of his
chuin, .

“Lummoa!” gried Caplain Blood.
“There's pluck for you!"

And s mermer of admiration ran
round the crow,

The Head, who had watched (hat
thrilling dive, rung his hands.

"The intreppid young fool!”™ he
groaned, " He will be ..._nmu....._.mﬂf:
.:D_.. gobbled up by the sharx,” said
Captain Dlood. * But—'sdeath! What
magiiifisent .“_E._.E_m.l 'Blife! TI've

never seen Lhe like !

Frank Fearless was now engaged in a
gnm fight for life—his own m?. and
Jack Jolly’s, With one arm, he sup-
ported Jack Jolly round the waste : with
the other, he fought & fecree shark that
nnm_ﬁ-m_nus.-qn_u him with snapping jaws.

iff !

Frank Fearless shot out his fist, and

the ravvenus broot lost several of its
frunt teeth. With an angry smarl, it
came at Frank Fearless again, ‘'This
time Frank gripped the monster by the
throat and, slowly, but surfly, he started
to shweeza the life out of it.
. The frenzid shark lashed the water
into foam with its tale. Its hideos face
ﬂ.:.....__ poerple ad Frank Fearless tightened
18 m_..:_uﬂ__m__ar__, At last, with all tha
broth choked out of ils body, tho horrid
sea monster fell back lifeless and sank
like & plummit,

There was a loud cheer from the deck
above. Thero was also a shout of warn-
ing, for another shark, bigger and more
feroshus than its fellow, now thrashed
its way towards Frank Fearless with a
gleem of yellow fangs.

“Quick, Frank!" panted Jack Jolly.

Frank Fearless drew a dagger from his
belt and waited till the shark came
alongside. Then, with a swift, dexterns
H..._._u.._____...ﬁ._.n”_“_._w. ha _.“._.d:ﬂ-i the woppon to
the hilt in the monster’s side.

The water was died crimson, and the
shark died, too. With a last defyant
kick of its tale, the grale broot sank
beneoth the surfiss,

“IRlife T 'Sdeath!™
Blood. “T1 cannot allow {hat brave
roungater to be torn lim from lim !
ower a boat and reskew the pair of
thom !

“I1, I, cap'n!”

A boat was promplly lowersd, and (he
two juniors, wha were now spont aodd
cggshausted, were taken  oabward and
rode to the side of the vessol.  The raff

ericdl  Caplain

pirates, touched to the lart Tor onee Ly

omill

what 1:..#. had witnessed, carried the
juniors quite tenderly up the ladder,

“"Iis a brave lad you are!” eried
Captain Blood, ringing Frank Fearless
Ly the hand, *'Tis a pity you will not
agroe to join my merry band of pirates,
and serve under me. You would be a
grate inguisition to me !

Ho ovdersd Jack Jolly to be disblind-
folded, and to have his rists severed.
And Jack, turning to hiz gallent res-
kewer, poured out his hart in gratitude.

—
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OOM! ,
w Tha sollum strokos of midnite
sounded from (he old elock-fower

at St. Sam's, and also from the
quarter-deck of the Red Rover, where
there was a “watch.” :

It was a dark and stormy might.
NMack clouds seurrid across the moonlit
sky, and the pirale .w,"...ﬁu plowed her way
through the angry billors, h

Thera was much merry-making and
rejoicing on  board; for a Spanish
galleon had recently been plundered,
and Captain Blood was whacking out
the trezzure among the erew, i

Doctor Birchemall resceved his just
share of Spanish geld, which he
crammed into his pockels.

After the sharc-out enme tha merry-
making. Several cases of sham-pain had
heen raided from the Spannish galleon,
also many flaggons of wine, which was
of 1927 vintage, and therelore jolly
grood  stuff.

I'he pirates drank long and deep, and
iheir rawens voiees could be  heard
chanling the Frothblowers' Aniliem:

“The more we are together,
The merrier we'll boe!

The jolliest band of buckaneers
That sales the jolly old scat"
Lying in their bunks on the guarler

devk, Jark Jolly & Co. lissened to the

sovmds of revelry from below.

“Now's our eclianee o eseape ! eried
Jack Jally, “While these preshne
skoundrels are in theiv cups, let’s lower
the log-hoat amd make a get-away,”

“What about the waleh " asked
AMorrv,

“There's only one rallian on walcels,”
was the reply.  “We'll pounee upon
him aml gog hun before e can give
the alwrm. Torn ond, vou fellows 1"

Grafely  augsiield, the Juninre
serambiled e their olothes.  Then, Jod
by Jack Jollv, they Gpetam] softly along
the aleck. I wasx ._..rr..-._...m. save foar na
dark ligger that stead leaning over the

L RLERTT o |

auddenly on the deck; making a noise like a punciu
Mawiln

Lowsring his haad, Jack Jolly charged at Dr. -_.....r-ﬁ-_:-n“"ﬂ_ a mad bull. Tha Head sat down
otball.

“Helpl" he shouted. ' Help!

taffrail, sillooctted against the midunite
sky.

"The watch!” whispered Jack Jolly.
“Me and Frank Fearlesa will deal with
ithe skoundrel, while yvou others lower
the boat in reddiness for our escape!”

Merry and Bright hurried away to
lower the boat; and Jack Jolly and
Frank Fearless flung thomselves upon
the watch. - They bore him, struggling.
to the deck; and not until they had
flattened him out did :._nw. rocognise the
swarthy-faced skoundrel by his beard.

It was the Head !

Doctar Birchemall, being a strict tea-
totaller, was Fr:.ﬂ no part in the
ciroozing ; and he had voluntoered to
keep *watch.  He was startled to find
limself on his back, blinking up inte
lhe grim [aces of Jack Jolly and Frank
Fearless.

“Jolly! Fearless!" panted the Head.
“It is jolly foarless of you to attack
me like this; but it will incan a ship's
| flogging for both of you! As soon as [
give the alarm i

Dut the Head bad no chance lo give
the alarm. A gag was stulfed into his
maointh, and the juniors hauled him to his
fect, and hussled him acrosa the deck.
With difliculty, they forced their cowm-
patton (o dessend ihe companion,

From one of the port-holes in the
ship's side came a low wisslo.

“T'his way, you fellows! We've
lowered the mnﬁ-#ﬂn_ B
The juniors bundled ithe Iiead

through the port-hole, and willing ands
 roscaved hin and q._:..hﬂi_ Iiimy pnite the
boat, The Head got rather badly
liroozed in the proscss; bhut this was no
tigno for kid glove methods,

Boon the whole party was aboard the
boat, and Jolly Jack gave the order (o
push off. : -

The oars dipped silently into the
waier, and the log-boert glhided away
intn the night.

From the “Red Rover " the sounds
of revelry still proseeded. Little did
{aplain Blood dreems that his prisoners
had slipt throngh his lingers.

With a frantick effort, the Iead
cjecled the gag from his mauils,
*1'ull _E..m" io the ship!™ he eried.

“1 Jdon't mind coming with you—I was.
in faet, already planuing a way of
caeape when you pouncod upon nwe just

wow ; but 1 have left wy shore of
the  plunder  bebimd=five  thowsand
L —"

““I'hen they ean jally well slay thera!™

sanl Frank Fearless, 7 It wa=s slolen
munny, anywny, atd would have
Lrugrhil yon notbang Dl il bk, How

g, vou fellows! We're somewhere in
the Spanni=h Maone, ar e o nt, ot
if we row havd we shull reach England
by morning."

The jumors plyed their sars vigger-
melye Nod the Mead =af e the sterm,
vinging his hamls. sl wmounmg  amld
groaning over his lost 1 rezaure,

All thrangh the night, the juniors
roale with sl sl vane, Exer ninl
aponymnnsly, they  planced hack over
theie sholders, to make sure they wen:

mal  Being parsoosl  Iee Uhie " el
_.":._..__u.-.-t ..:__:.. _..____......_. _.__..__n il _T.-.u_. ._r._.-_
into the hands of Caplain Dlood again

Lhey would be shown no mersy.

By the timo dawn hroke, they were in
European waters, Presently they passed
i very il patels of water, which the
Head zaid was the Bay of Disky. And
at last. when their arms wers nearky
renched out of their sockitts by tho
strain of rowing, they came upon a
mnst welcome sile,

“"Eogland ! eried ithe Ilead horselv.
"The wlutewashed shores of Eugland!
1 had vever Lhopd _m_ feasl wy vyes upon

the=e shores again !’

Now that they were within halo of

their native land, ihe juniors took
things casy; and it was brekfast-limo
when :Eﬁ.— paddled lezzurely into
Winklesea Harber.

The St, Bam’s fcllows were in camp
ng Winklesea; and grate was the
cggsitement  when the wanderers
returned.

The spectacle of the Head, decked out
i__.m, irate, fairly staggercd the masters
nn Y5,

Doctor Dirchemall turned te his com-
panions.

“My Loys!”™ he mutlered. " When
you are asked to deseribe your adven-

" England | ' ¢gried the Head horasly.
" The whitewashed shorss ol Eng-
land! | had never hoped to feast
my syes upon thess shores again! ™

vhers, I trust you will say nothing
about my having joined the _.r.nnﬂ__. anid
taken part in sca-fights, and so fourth.
I only did it lo passifly Caplain DBlood,
and Lo save your own lives.”

“Aly hatl" ;

“Mum's the word!" said the Ilead,
with a sly wink. “When they ask mne
what 1 am deing in the garbh of .
irate, 1 shall eggsplain that I have
_.._._..,_..,.. {aking part in Gilbert and
Aullivan's opera, 'The Piralea of
Penzance. 1 shall eggepect you boys to
boar out my slory. I you don'i, I'll
hirch von hblack and blew! Hallo, my
dear Lickham ! How the merry dickens
are you, old nut?”

The Head hroke off to greet (lie
master of tha Fourth.

As for Jack Jolly & ('o. they were
surroumdded by a swarm of tlheir school-
[ellows, wha farely bombarded them
with gueshions. To the mojoriby, they
simply  =aid what the Head had tald
them ta =ay : but to their own intimale
chums in the Fourlh they teld the
amazing slory of their advenchers,

“The Hewd prelended that he ouly
ol ¥l _._mqlf.n io save wus from Cajpe=
tain Bloml's wrath,” =aul Jolly .“E-ﬁr
“Pul don’'t yvou beleeve it! The old
IniTer  ilwirrnghly  enjoxed  lwing a
pirate.  Yon ought to have seen him in
that sca-fight. mowing down the Span-
niards with hiz collazs! He's az Llwd-
thirsty as Caplain Blood himesell; E"._._.-
he's not at all pleased to be back in
Foglaml."

Which was quite true. During the
| next few days the Head went about
with a faco as long as a fuldle. Mo
wax sighing lor a site of tha Rpaunish
Mane once more, and for the hectick
life of & bold, had buckancer!

THE END.

(Xete the Cirle of Dicky Nugent'a next
teffort. chums: “The MHead's' Frezoure
Hunt!™ A real side-splitter thisl)

Tre Miener Lasnany.—Mo, 1,015



