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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Chance for Coker.
FO\"R junioras came downstairs at Greyfriars, looking as

clean and neat as new pins.
nicely-fitting etons, and nl’l four put on silk hats in the
hall, which gave their apjearance the finishing touch of
clegance. Threo of their faces were of o healthy pink-and-
white; the fourth was the colour of nicely-polished nahogany.
That was the faco of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob

All four wero clad in

Me. 148

A Complete School-Story Book, attractive to All Readers.

!wr
The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. .i

Copyright la the Ualted States of Am:rica.

A Splendid Long,

Complete Tale of

Harry Wharton
& Co.
at @reyfriars

FRANK RICHARDS.

of Bhonipur. Ilarry Wharton & Co. wero ovidently bound
upon an important visit. It was not ofton that thoy arravod
thomsolves in such splendour.

Of the four, Ilarry Wharton Limself looked perhaps the
most elegant. But Frank Nugent ran him very close. Bob
Clierey was unusually trimi, but ho was afllicted, as, usual,
with a difficulty about keeping his necktio in its Fhoe. _Bob's
necktio liad an ohstinate and determined way of running up
towards his left ear. If he persuaded it to keep off the grass,
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ro to speak, in that direction, it was pretty certain to run
up under his right ear. Bob’s waistcoat wes a little ruffled,

too, and his trousers showed a slight disposition to bag at
the l?mea. Still, evety fellow wi:so saw Bob Cherry that
Saturday afternoon to admit that he was looking extra-

ordinarily dressy—for Bob

As they dopned their silk toppers, and Nufent took up a
cane “'itg a gold head, was a chorus of remarks from
;)ther fellows ﬁhngin‘ to tbeir Form—the Remove, or Lower
“ourth.

" My hat!” said Bulstrode. ‘' There’s a picture for you!”

* Gor, 1” said Hazeldene. ‘‘Which ear is your tie
aupponsez:"bﬁon to, Bobt” . - .

Ob, rats!"” uix Bob Cherry, giving the offending necktie
a jerk that unfastened it, and then he had to_attempt to
fasten it again, always a matter of difficulty with Bob Clerry,
whose fingers were all thumbs ‘in matters of this sort. By
tho sweat of his brow, so to speak, did Bob Cherry fasten his

neckties. .

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bulstrode. ‘‘Go it, Cherry!"

** Oh, shut up!” . .

‘1 say, you fellows,’ said Billy Bunter, “1 suppose you're
going over to Cliff House? I'll come with you if you like.”

To which kind offer four voices replied, with singulgr
unnnimity.:

" ll

““ Oh, rg,aﬂy. you know——""
£

T5lly Bunter blinked indignantly through his big spectacles.

“*Come on, you chaps!” said Harry Wharton. ** We're
going to walk, you know, and we don't want to be late.””

“Hold on a minute!” said Bob Cherry. "My tie's
undone.”

*“Come without it,"” suggested Nugent.

*Oh, don’t bo an ass!" =~ i )

" The assfulness of the esteemed Nugent is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘‘May I have the esteemed
h;:nour of assisting you with your honourable tie, my worthy
chum?"’

*“Yes, do, Inky, old chap,™ said Bob, who was already
boginning to breathe v huw!g over the task.

** Cortainfully I'"* said the nabo .

Avd with deft fingers he arranged the tic. There was a
how] of warning from a dozen of the Remavites.

** Mind the black doesn’t come off on the tie, Inky!"

Hurreo Singh only grinned serenely. Ho was sccustomed
to the little jokes of the Greyfriars fellows on tho subject of
his complexion.

** Oh, shut up, you asses!” growled Bob Cherry, who was
getting red in the face.

* Ha, ha, ha!" _

‘*There, it is ﬁnisthfulli done,” said Hurree Singh. * It
is in the middle, tgo, which is realfully a great improvement.”

* Thanks! I'm ready, Wharton."

** Come on, then! Are 5ou coming, Huzeldene?”

Hazel ¢ his hea
*No; tell my sister I can’t come, will g‘ou? You needn't
out with Vernon-Smith.”

mention that I'm goin
" Oh, ull right!"" said Harry shortly.

The four Removites step;{n{l‘out of the School House, fol-
lowed by envious glances, Y were going to visit Marjorie
ureldene and her friends at Cliff House School; lience their
nnaccustomed splendour,

I1Tazeldene was very fond of his sister, as, indeed, he could
lhiardly lelp being, for Marjorie was ofie of the sweetest of
gitls; but, at the same time, he wasn’t enthusiastic about
llla\-imr 'teu atldChﬁ' Hoduao. glthe; fellows m&r\'ollfc;ntblaz a
chap who could go and see Marjorio every day i iked
shouldn’t care whether ho went or not. s

As s matter of fact, Hazeldene would have been better
occupied at Cliff House than in knocking about with Vernon-
Simith—the * Bounder.” But Hazeldene didn't think so, and
that was an end of it.

llill%}lunter rolled after tho Famous Four as they went
cut. Billy Bunter never could get the idea ont of his head
that the FII‘_IS at Cliff House would be glad to sce him. Their
cvident dislike for him he set down to coyness; Bunter prided
himself that he understood girls.

1 say, you fellows " ho exclaimed, his fat little Jogs going
Iike clockwork to k pace with the stride of the juniors,
"1 say, you know, I'd better come. Marjorie will be dis-
appointed if T don’t, and it’s rotten to disappoint a girl.”

I dare say Marjorie will survive it,"” said Wharton.

“ Well, you see, it’s rotten for her—spoils the afternoon
for her and Clara if I don't come,” said Bunter. * Of courre,
+ho can't say openly that she wants me, but you might really
bo & littlo tactful in the matter, Wharton,”

“Oh, shut up!”

" Look here, I'm coming! I— OL!"

Buntor uttered that exclamation as Bol Cherry's mighty
orm roce and fell. Bunter found himsclf suddenly sitting
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d?wn in the Close, without any clear idea as to how he got
there.

“Oh!” roared Bunter. “Ow! Yow!" :

Tho Famous Four chuckled, and walked on, leaving him
stranded.
. Billy Bunter blinked after them through his bi tacles,
in great wrath, but he did not follow them any further.

As the four juniors reached the gates a big fellow who was

at them. . It was Coker of

lounging there turned and looked

tha Fifﬁl.

. Coker had lately had his remove from the Shell, a Form
in which he had stayed so long that his stay there had become
a standing joke in the school Coker's” Aunt Judith had
come down dsome on that occasion, and r was still
rolling in money. Coker .was a great man just now, and be
cast the eyes of condescension upen the four Removites as
they came™up.

*“ Hallo " he said.

** Hallo!" said Harry.

" Going out, I suppose?”

" No,” said Nugent sarcastically. *‘We've put on our
toppers to go and do our prep. in the study.”

** Ha, ha, ra!"”

Coker turned pink.

' Oh, none of your rot! he exclaimed.
know that you're &nms to Cliff House.”

“Right 1" said Wharton.

“The rightfulness is terrific!” :

** Look here,” said Coker, *' I'll come with you.”

The chums of the Remove stared. They could see that
Coker, a Fifth-Form fellow, was condescending immensely.
At the same time, thoﬁ had not the slightest intention of
takimg Coker to Cliff House with them. To have an over-
hearing Fifth-Former in the part’y would spoil everything.
Besides, Coker hadn't been invited.

“%olrry?!" said Wharton. **Can’t be done !"*

a td }.t e

" Getting deaf?” asked Harry pleasantly, and he raised
his voice and shouted, * Sorry, Coker! 1t can't bo done !”

** Look here, young Wharton—""

“My hat!" =aid ghrry. *Deafer than ever.
him in a chorns.”

*‘Ha, ha! Good!”

And raising their voices in unison, the chums roared:

** Sorry, Coker! Tt can't be donel”

Coker glared,

" You young usses—""

* Good-hye!" said Harry.

Coker dashed after them as they strode through the gates.
His_face was with anger. To have his company declined
by Removites was too great an insult.

““ Look here——'" he roared.
£

“1 happen to

Give it to

o home!”
rge! I'll-T'll squash you! I'll—"

‘* Hands off, you ass!"™

The four Removites faced Coker. If Coker had been cooler
e would hawe known that, in spite of his great size, he was
no match for the four of them. But he was too excited and
angry to thiok of that now.

He rushed right at the Removites.

‘' Shoulder to shoulder!" sang out Harry Wharton.

*The shoulder-to-shoulderfulness is terrific!”

Coker charged at them like a bull. They met him like a
wall of rock. Down went Coker in the grip of four strong
pairs of liands, and he was bumped heavily into the rond,
raising a cloud of dust.

Bump!

**Oh!” roared Coker.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* Bump him "

“ Hurrah !

ump !

“ Yow!" yelled Coker.

The Removites, laughing loudly, strode on, leaving Coker
in the dust. Horace Coker staggered to his feet. was
dusty, and he was aching. The four Removites dixa ppeared
up tho lane.

“Ow! eaid Coker.

He Jid not go to CLff House that afterncon.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Rivals,
“YOLLEGE cads!"”
** Here they are!”
. Stop lem !1l
Four youths came from the Courtfield lane, at the
eross-roads, and met the Greyfriars chums face to face.
They were four lads younger thun Harry Wharton & Co.,
and much more plainly dressed, yct with much cleanlincss
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As the junlors reached the gate of Cliff House, a singular sight met thelr gaze.
“What on earth does It mean!"”

gasped Harry Wharton.

[

“My only hat!”
(8ee page 4.)

and neatness. They had four very good-looking faces-—
faces quite familiar to the Greyfriars fellows.

Courtfieid, by the hiﬁrh road, lay somo distanco from Grey-
friars, but a new road had lately been opened whero only
a footpath had existed before, and that had brought the two
daces nearer. And between the Groyfriars juniors and tho

ya of the County Council school at Courtfield thero had
beon many rows. Thore wore some fellows at Greyfriars—as
are thero not everywhere’—of snobbish tendoncies—follows
like Bunter and Bnoop—who affected to look down upon
“Board School fellows.”” They had mado hitter bleod, and
better follows than themselves had been dragged into the
rows. Though to tell the truth, both partioy, being yourg and
full of high spirits, were not averso to have a row or two
every now and then.

Trumper, whom the Greyfriars fellows had long known as

the Boy Scout, was the acknowledged leader of the {Court-
field fellows. He htelnngc(l to the fshing village of Pege,

on tho bay near Greyfriars. Porter and Grauhame, his best
chums, belonged to Courtfield villaze. The fourth fellow in
the Courthield party was Barney O'Neil, an Irish lad who
wonld have had a row with Trumper himself if there hud
been nobody else to have a row with sometimes.

The four Courtficld School fellows lined up in front of
Harry Wharton & Co., with the evident intention of dispiting
their advance.

The Removites halted.

“ College cuds!"’ said Trumper, once more.

Tre l\iassn Lisrary.—No. 146

SEXT “THE SCHOOLBOY TRAITOR.”

Bunter or Snoop would have replied with ‘ Board School
bounders!" or some oxpression of that sort, but not so Harry
Wharton. I would never have occurred to Harry to taunt
anybody with being less fortunately placed in the world than
himself.

**Oh, cheese it!" said Harry.
row to-day.” .

‘““ Faith, and ye’ve found one without locking for ik,
intirely !”” exclaimed Barney O’'Neil.

And the Courtfield fellows laughed.

“Four to four,” said Trumper.
on!"

* Look here,” exclaimed Harry, * we're going on a special
visit. We'll fight you any other day you please.”

* And we'll be jolly willing ! exn!mmmFBob Cherry.

“ The willinglulness would bo terrific 1"

Trumper snorted.

“ Rats!"" ho said tersely.

“But I tell you—""

““Come on!’

“We want—""

‘‘ Come on!"

The Courtfield quartette advanced with their fGsts up.
Harry Wharton & Co. backed away.

It was not their way to avoid a tussle when they were
challenged. But the circumstances were peculiar to-day.

Thev had dressed themselves in their best, to do honour to
the Cliff House girls on the occasion of their visit.

‘“We're not looking for &

“It's only fair. Come

.

““Come on!"”

A Splendid Tale of Ha Wharton & Co,
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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To arrive_at Cliff House with dishevelled garments and
Pl:wlig collars,*and. black eyes and swollen noses, would be too

ad.

The juniors remembered only too keenly how it had hap-
pencd once before, when they had got into trouble with a
party of scaside bounders on their way to Miss Primrose’s
school, and they had no desire to repeat the expericnce.

As fast as the Greyfriars chums backed away, the Court-
ficld fellows followed them up. They were grinning hugely
now, cvidently under the impression thut Harry Wharton &
Co. were afraid to come to blows.

* Look here I exclaimed Harry angrily. ““ Will you chuck
it now, and we’ll meet you as we come back from Cliff House
—we'll make an appointment ?”’

*“ Ratg !

*“I'll give you my word " said Harry sha?l}.

Trumper hesitated. He was a generous fellow at heart.

** Well, what do you Bay, chaps 7’ he asked, halting. ** Shall
we give them a chanco?™’

Graheme nodded.

““Yes,” he said. “ When will they be back, though ?”’

* We'll pass this same spot at six o'clock,” said Harry,

*“ Honour bright "

“ Yes, honour bright.”

*“ Right-ho I”” said Trumper.

And the Courtfield fellows stood aside to let the chums pass.
They grinned at them as they went, and the juniors were
greatly inclined to pile on them at once, forgetful of the visit
to Cliff House. But they refrained. They hurried up the
lane with burning cheeks, leaving the Courtficlders laughing.

Wharton drew a deep breath. :

** The confounded bounders!” he exclaimed. “We'll jolly
vell meet them and knock some. of the conceit out of them.”

““Yes, rather.”

** The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“*They think we've shown the white feather,” said IMarry
wrathfully. “But it can’t be helped—we can't go to Chif
House like a lot of prizefighters. Come on, and hang them !”

And the Greyfriars juniors hurried on their way, but with
less cheerful faces.

It was irritating enough to them to refuse a fight wlen
thzy were challengedy and the mocking laughter of tue Court-
ﬁr!;fers rang in their ears,

13ut there was, as Harry said, no help for it.
thing that had to be stood.

They reached Cliff House a few minutes later.

As Harry opened the gate of the school grounds, he vitered
an exclamation of surprise,

“ My hat!?

And Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh ejaculated ihat the hat-
fulness was terrific.

A singular sight met their gaze on the lawn.

' Miss Penelope Primrose, a lady of uncertain years, with a
kind old face. and a beaming smile, was cxercising her youth-
ful charges there.

Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn, and a crowd of
other girls were there, and their movements astonished tho
juniors.

1t was not a common drill.

Miss Primrose moved with a slow and stately motion, her
nosc in the air, her thoughts apparently in the clouds.

Then one of the girls detached herself from the erowd, and
imitated the motions of Miss Penclope.

One after ancther the girls did this, Miss Primrose watch-
ing them with a careful eye, and now and then calling to a
girl to go through the performance again.

*“ My enly hat!” exclaimed Bobh Cherry.

““ What on carth does it mean 7" said Nugent.

Wharton shook his head. He was puzzled.

“ Blessed if I can meke it out,” he said. *“It’s not drill.,”

“ What the dickens is it, then?”

“We'll ask Marjorie.”

“ The oddiulness of the estecmed performance is terrifie,”
the Nabob of Bhanipur remarked.

A bell rang from the house. and the mysterious evolutions
o' the Chf Housa girls ceased.

All of them had secen the group of puzzled juniors standing
at the rate, and some of them were smiling, and some wore
blushing.

As the bell rang, it was over.

* The class is dismissed,” said Miss Primrose.

Then she caught sight of the juniors. She gave them a
statoly bow, and thé boys took coff their hats,

Then she swept into the house, and many of the girls fcl-
lowed her; but Marjorie and Clara and Wilkelmina and
Grace Williams joined the juniors.

Marjorie’s eyes were sparkling with fun,

‘* B0 sorry we couldn’t speak to you before,”” she exclaimed,
“bat we couldn’t leave the squad, you know.”

Harry Wharion laughed.

“ What is it ?”” he asked.

THr MagnEr LiBRARY.—No. 146.
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“ Can't you guess?’ said Marjorie demurely,
« Drill 27

“Oh, no!™”

“Some new exercise, I suppose?”’

““Not exactly.”
“ What then 7"’
* Deportment,” said Marjorie.

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER

A Really Kind Offer.
“ ¢~ EPORTMENT 1"
D The juniors re

] ated the word in surprice,
Marjore and

lara laughed merrily.
“Y¥Yes, deportment. Miss Primrose has lately
st&{.‘rgﬂ ,E', now ciasa for deportment.”

““You sce, Miss Primrose thinks that the grace ¢t manner
v.iiich—— What is that word, Clara?”

*“ Characterised,” said Miss Clara.

" Yes, characterised,” agreed Marjoric. * That the grace
of manner which characterised the women of her youth is
gone—has vanished in modern times. She says that the girls
arc no longer what they were in the early Victorian era”

“ And a joily good thing, too!”” Wharton remarked.

*“ Miss Primrose deesn’t think so,” said Marjoric, laughing,
‘“and she has started a special training in deportment. We
have to watch her deport. 1 dow’t know whether that is a
verb or not—-""

“1t will do,” said Graee, laughing.

*“ Well, we have to watch her deport, and then deport our-
sclves in the same manner,” said Marjorie. * You caught us
doing it."”

“Oh, good I

“I know you think it’s awfully funny.”” said Clara. “So
it i9; but it can’t be helped. The werst of it is—or the best
of it, just as you like—that Miss Penclope is thinking of a
class for boys.”’

* Phew !"’

**She thinks that the boys of the present day haven't the—
the graceful manners, and so on, that they had in her youth
—Just the same as the givls,” said Marjorie. * She is going
to start a class for boys, and suggest to Dr. Locke that he
should let Greyfriars juniors coine over here and learn.”

“ My hat!"”

** Hurrah I"* exclaimed Boeb Cherry.

“You like the wlea 77

Diob Cherry blushed.

‘“ Well, we shall come over, if the Head aceepts,” he said,
““We can stand the deportment, 1 dare say,”

‘* Ha, ha, ha ¥

Marjorie laughed merrily.

“ Well, it will be fun,” she said. *“ Of course, we shouldn’t
think of making fun of Miss Primrose. Slie is far too gocd
and kind for thai. But the deportment is very funny ”

“ The funnyfulness is terrifie.”

*“And now it is teatime,” said Miss Clara. “ We have a
nice tea in the small school-room, and a fire there, and it will
be ripping.”

“ Oh, Clara I

“Rip;»ing,” repeated Miss Clara firmly.
ning I’

The juniors laughed. Miss Clara had picked vp many of
their expressions. and uced them sometimes with startling
effect in CHIF House.

Harry Wharton & Co. found the little school-room very
cosy. Soma more of Marjorie’s friends came in, and the
table was Jaid before the fire, and Marjorie licrsc!f made the
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tea. The early winter dusk was falling outside, and the
lng:;tcd room and the fire looked very cheerful and comfort-
able.

Miss Primrose was a firm believer in the thoory that boys
and girls both benefit by each other’s society, and the CLfF
House girls were allowed many froedoms in this respect.
More than once Marjoric & Co. had been to u study tea in
the Remove passage at Greyfriars,

There was a_merry chatter round the tea-table in the little
school-room. It cessed as Miss Primrosc loocked in at the

r.
“ Pray come in, Miss Prirmrose,” said Marjorie, jumping
up at once.

Miss Primrose came in, and was accommodated with the
most comfortable chair at the fireside, and Harry Whartun
handed her a cup of tex in a way that made the old lady
think that graccful manners were not, after all, quite dead in
the twenticth century. Nugent handed her the cake, and
Marjoric arranged a footstool for her feet. Miss Primnrose
was far from thinking, among all those kindly nttentions,
that her arrival had broken up the cheerfulness of the youth-
ful company—as the entrance of an clder, hewever liked,
usually does.

“My dear children,” she exclaimed, beaming upon them,
“this is a great opportunity, while the dear boys are hero.”

“Yos?" said Marjoric.

“ Aftor you have hed your tea,” said Miss Primrose, I
will give the dear boys their first instruction in deportinent.”

“Oh " said the dear boys, all together.

“ Yes, indecd,” said Miss Primrose, *“ and [ shall hope to
#co you join my class regularly. Deportuient is a most iw-
portant subject.”

“ A little more sugar, dear Miss Primroso!?"

““Yes, one lump, pleaso. Deportment——""

“And milk?"

“Thank you, no. Deportment—-"'

“Would "you like to be a little nearcr the fire, Miss
Primnrose "

“Not at all. As I was saying,” went on Miss Priinrose,
““deportment is a most important_matter. In my youug
days, dcportmont was everything. Every gentleman lad so
much grace—it is_guite gone now.”

“In it, indeed, Miss Primrose?"

* Yes, indced, my dears. Quite gone—quite lost!" said
Miss Primrose, with a shake of the head.

Frank Nugent was thinking of askinz if it coulin’t be
advertised for in ** The Evening News,' but he refraned.

“ Modern_times,” said Miss >rimrosce, ' are so hurrying—
8o very rapid. In my day we lived wnore :.lowl;'. and gentle-
men had time to cultivate a proper deportment.™

* I suppuse things were very slow then,” Nugent suggested,

“Yes, indced,” said Miss Primnrose. “Very slow and
stately. Young genticmen would spend an afternoon reading
poetry to the ladies, instead of racing about in motors, or
playing golf.”

“ How—how nice!"’ murmured Bob Cherry.

“It was very nice indeed.  When shall we see such times
again?" said Miss Primrose. * Never, 1 am afraid. DBut it is
our duty to restore to the present rough and degencrate age
what can be imparted of the grace of & former day.”

“ How—how good!"

““That is ny intention,” said Miss Primroze.  “ For that
pur , 1 am instituting a class in deportment, and I am

oing to call upop Dr. ke this afternoon to point out to

im the advantages of its being tuken up by the juniors. The
scniors, I fear, would not carc for it.”

Wharton doubted very much whether the juniors would
care for it either, but he was careful not to say so.

““And as soon as you have finished your lea,” suid Miss
Primrosc brightly, I will give you dear boys your Brst
0ssON.

“Thank you s-s-s0 much, Misy Primrose."

“Not at all,” said Miss Primrose. It will be both s
pleasure and a duty. If you are finished now »

The juniors rose regretfully. Without the presence of Miss
Primrose, the tea might huve gone on with merry chatter for
a long time. i

But it was finished now.

“Kindly follow me into the large schosl-room,"” said Miss
Primrose. “* It is too dark in the garden.”

“ Certainly, Miss Privarosc.””

The Hoad of Cliff House led ihe way.
Ilurry’s arm as they followed.

“I'm so sorry for this,” sho said—"it spoils your visit.
But—but Miss Primrose is 20 full of her now idea at present.”

“It's all right,” he said.  ** We don’t mind 2 bit. It's jolly
good fun."”

“ But you mustn’t laugh,” said Marjorie anxiously.

“ Oh, we won't do ihat, of course!”

The big school-room was lighted up, and most of the girls,
learning what was going forward, had gathered to see the
Gngfrmra juniors deport.

The boys colourcd up as tho{ saw the crowd, and detected
suppressed giggles among the fair pupils of Cliff House.

t they put a bold fuce on the matter, and prepzred to
follow tho instructions of Miss Penclope Primrose.

Tux MaoNkr Liprary.—No. 146.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Deportment.

“ g RAY come forward ! said Miss Primrose.
The juniors came forward. . o
“ Now, kindly watch me,” said the principal of
Cliff 1louse. * You will sce me walk with the grace
gf th.e Victorian cra, and you will itaitate it exactly. Cherry
rst."”

“ Ye-es,” snid Bob Cherry. i

Bob always felt shy in the presence of a number of girls—
indeed, a harmless glance from one girl was sufficiont to
render him specchless sometimes, )

To perform deportment before an nnlooltmsi" crowd of those
(dangerous beings scemed to Bob Cherry a task that threw the
twelve celebrated juby of Hercules completely into the shade.

But he made up his mind to o through it like a Briton.

Bob Cherry was not the likelieat pupil. — He was always
clumsy—cverywhere but on the football ficld; there he was in
his olement. But in a drawing-room Bob was very like a
buli in a china-shop. In a dancing-class he was the despair of
his instructor and the tervor of his partnors. In the deport-
ment-class he was not lil:eli; to muke s distinguished figure—
and the fact that all the blood in his bod{ secmed to have
been freshly pumped into his face, and that ho darcd not raise
his eyes towards the girls, did not make the task any mnore
hopeful for him. . ,

hiu Primrosc, quitc unconscious of Bob's bashfulness,
swept slowly along to impross upon him the grace of move-
ment ithat was requisite. . .

Now, Miss Primroso inay have been, in the far-ofl tincs of
the carly Victoriun era, a model of grace. In those days,
when young ladies fainted three or four times a weck as 8
matter of coursc, and a girl who did not faint sometimcs was
regerded as a militant Suffragette is now, an off dolicacy
wos the universal fashion. Miss Primroso was no doubt di,-
tinguished then by grace of movemont, but her kindlicst eritic
must have admitted, as he watched her, that thut grace had
departed with her youth. . o

The old lady, as she gyrated before the juniors, was not an
impressive figure of dignity—far from that!

Some of the Cliff House girls, respectful as they naturally
wishod to be to their hcad-mistress, were driven to stuffing
their handkerchicfs into their mouths, or coughing violently.

Miss Primrose was anconscious of 1t all.

8he went on gyrating. .

She paused, and glanced kindly at Bob Cherry.

“Do you think you can do that, Cherry ! she asked.

* [—I don’t know,"” stammered Bob.

": g;'.y." said Miss Primrose encouragingly.

(L

“Try, my dear boy."” o

Tlmr!; vn: no help ior it. Bob had to try. He slid his great
foct forward with & clatter, and yyrated. X

Then the girls could not suppress their merriment any
longer. Painful shricks were heard from various corners.

Eﬁweb was perfootly scarlet by this time,

Ho pauscd, panting.

* Ja—is that right?”" he gaspad.

Miss Primrose smiled. .

Bob had put up an sppearanco 3 great deal like that of &
budly;;rninu;h-d pe;'!orming gk&hunt,umdr::‘wu mdonttthlt
he had m to lecarn yet in the noble a deportmen

“ Not quite,"" said ML Penelope good-humouredly. ** Watoh
me again."”

And Miss Penclope gyrated once more.

“Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia Jano!" groaned Nugent.
“ Hold me, somebody!" |

e aho holdfulnhul 18 terrific.”

* Quict, you chaps.”

b o § en.yu?t stand it!"” gasped Nugent.

“ 8hut up, you am!” -

“ Now, try again, Cherry,” said Miss Penelope.

8he was uyini to instruct Bob in tho art of & gncdull
sweeping walk. 1t did not suit & modern boy in boota so wel
as it may have suited one of those pericct young creatures of
the Victorian ora.

Bob clattered round on the floor.

*Ahem!” said Miss Primrose. *‘ Pray follow me, Cherry,
es 1 move, and imitate all my motions.  ¥You may find that
morc easy.” "

* Certainly, ma'am,” said Bob.

Miss Penolg gyrated again. Bob gyrated after hor—and
trampled on_tho long train of her dress.

It was quite an accident, though anybody who knew Bob
Cherry could vasily have foretold that it would . Bob
Cherry had scldom been near a long train without ng on
it.

In this case the result was disastrous. :

For Miss Primrose was still gyrating, and Bob was standing
on her train—and there was an ominous rending sound.

A e T RTRIREE o
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“Oh!” gasped Marjorie,

“Oh " gasped Miss Primrosc. )

She ccased to gyrate. Some yards of dress matcrial lay on
tho floor under Bob Cherry's boots, and Miss Penclope
Primrose was suddenly reduced to a short wa.lkinF skirt.

** Bless my soul!” ;!:u.sped Miss Primrose {aint! { “ Pins|”

None of the boys, of course, had any pins about him. When
ever had any boy any pins about him when they were wanted
in an emergency 7

But the girls had. .

Marjorie and Clara flew to the rescue.  Bob Cherry was still
standing dazedly upon thc train o cruelly rent from Miss
Primrose’s dress, and Harry Wharton jerked him off, choking
with suppressed ilughter.

* W.w-what have I donc?” gasped the unfortunate Bob.

“ 8{1‘. r‘;l.y.hn_t " gusped Wharton, * Get off the dress!”

“Oh, el

** Ha, ha, ha!"

Pins in dozens were forthooming from all places. The Clift
House girls might have been barbed all over like fish-hooks,
judging by the way thcy produccd quantities of pina -the
mownent they were required. .

Marjoric and Clara, with deft hands, ﬂ:ned up the rent.

“ I—I'm awfully sorry !”” gasped poor Bob.

Miss Primrose tried to smile,

“ It—it s nothing,”” she said.

“1 koow I'm a clumsy ass,” said Dob. “It’s no good
trying to teach & fcllow like nic deportment. You had better
try Nugent.”

** I'm no good,” said Nugent hurriedly. *‘ Try Wharton.”

Wharton gave him a wrathful look out of one eye. The
other was turncd towards Miss Primrose, and he dared not
look wrathful with it.

** I—I think Inky would be about the best,” he remarked.

The nabob shook his head.

“ The clumsyfulness of the honourable Cherry is great,”” he
remnarked, “but the clumsyfulness of my esteemed and
venerated self is terrific.” . )

** You shall all be instructed,” snid Miss Primrose, with &
beaming smile. * 1 shall not negicet cne of you, You shall
all deport yoursclves cnscmble.” )

“ Oh!" murmured the Greyfriars juniors in dismay.

There was no escape for them,

The dress, having been pinned into some state of ir,
Miss Primrose resumed her instructions, taking care to keop
at a safc distance from Bob Cherry.

The four ﬂ!miors, with crimson faccs, went through the
evolutions which were supposed to impart to them the grace
of the early Victorien days, when deportment was a scicner,
and men deported themrelves gracefuliy instcad of playing
fo:ter, or hockey, or any of those rough games.

The Clifi Housc girls looked on in great enjoyment.

“There!” excleimed Misa Primrose at last. ‘1 am sure
that there is a great—a very great improvement alroady!
f\'em b:.;nc?’l’ange me very much in my plan of taking up a class

or boys!

" Ye-e-cs,” said Jlarry Wharton.

" Ripping !" said Nugent.

** Very ripping whey Bob gets on a dress!” grinned Harry.

And the lesson bLeing ovor, the Greyfriars juniors bade fare-
well to their kind entertsiners. Marjorie and Clara accom-
panied them to the gate.

** Do you think you will join the deportment class?” asked
Marjorie.

"O}m. ratlﬁeri" soid l-z;rmh %

**Oh, my hat!"" groan CrTY.

“ Tt will be fan "

“ Yes," agreed Miss Clara demurely. “ It is very funny."
And the Greyfriars juniors laug and took their leave.
ITarry Wharton glanced at liie watch in the lane.

* Just six!" he exclaimed. ** My hut! We shall have to
buck up to meet the Courtfield fellows.”

And they bucked up nccordingly.

—

THE FIFTR CHAPTER.
A Battle Royal.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. huiried along the lane
towards the cross-roads, where they had agreed to iieet
the Courtfield fcllows. The -lumim‘;i li 'i.u of a car
riage pa them in the road, and died away shead.

Nugent uttered an exclamation.

*That's Miss Primrose’s carriage,”’ he said.
to Greyfriars.”

he juniors grinned. .

*““To see tho Head ahout the }zuk‘l_v deportment,” said
Wharton. “ Well, T don’t care if it's taken up, for one.
After all, we shall come over to Cliff House for leascns, in-
stead of gnndm Latin in the Form-room.”

* Ha, ha! That will be #n improvement.”

Tue MaanzT LiBrany.—No. 146.

‘* She's gono

“ The improvement will be terrific.” i

“ Arnd Bob takes to it like a duck to water,” grinned
Nugent.

* [la, ha, ha!"

** Oh, cheese it!" growled Bob.

* College cads !,

It was a call from the dusk of the road. Four figures came
into sight. Harry Wharton & Co. halted.

There was a signpost in the middle of the cross-roads, and
lump. In the ghmmer of the lamp through the dusk, the
four fellows of Courtfield County Council School could be
secn,

Trumper grinned at the Greyfriars’ juniors,

“ You're late,” he said. * We've been here ten minutes.”
\ “Sorry!"” suid Wharton, ‘‘ But we're only a few minutes
ate,"

** Ready for business?” asked Porter.

“ Quite,” i

“ Faith, and so are we!” said Barney O'Neil.

Whurton pauscd for & moment. The Courtfield fellows
were taking off their jackets and laying them in a little heap
on the ground at the foot of the signpost.

* Look here,” said Wharton, ** we arranged to meet you,
and we're here. But I'm blessed if I can ses why we should
fight. We've got no quarrel with you, or you with us.
Don’t play the Fnddy ox for nothing.”

** Faith, and he’s crying off alrcady!”

“I'm not crying off " said Harry angrily. ‘' It's not that
t'l: all. But—Lbut it's no good talking, I suppose. I'm ready,
then.”

Ho threw off his jacket, and placed his hat on it, and
pushed back his cuffs. The others followed his example.

Then the juniors selected their foes. .

Bob Cherry was thecbiggest of the Greyfriurs party, but
Wharton was the most erous to tackle, for was as
strong as Bob, and a much better boxer, and he was always
coolest when things were at their hardest, while Bob was
given to getting excited at such times.

Wharton selocted Trumper as his foe. Trumper was
vounger than Wlurton, but he was h«lf a head taller, being
s very big fellow for his age. His arms and logs were
egimply masses of muscle,

Nugent squared uT to Porter, who was about his own sive
and weight, while Bob Cherry facod O'Neil.  This efy
Graliame snd Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh opposed to ona
another. Upon the whole, tho two parties wero very well
matched: but in the uncertain light of the stars and tho
road lamp, the fight was likely to boe a rough and scrammbling
one, and not at all a scientific affair.

“ Ready " grinned Trumper,

" Quite."

" Here goes, then!”

And they went at it hammer and ton

For souic moments there was notinng heard but quick
breathing and the irregular trarp of feet, and the dull thud
of fists pn noses or chests, und an occasionsl gasp of pain.
The juniors were saving their breuth for the fight.

But soon the big, burly Truiaper began to give ground
before Wharton's steady and skilful attacke and fm retreated
morve and more, till he had completely circled the lamp-post,
Wharton following liim up with a rain of blows.

At the same time, Grahame was hopelessly beating Hurrce
Singh. The Indian was quick and light and a fair boxer,
but Grahame was the better mun phyvsically of the two. Ho
drove Hurree Jamset Ram Singli back and k till the nabob
was backing on the ditch, and another step backwards meant
that he would go Ilcadlo):s into muddy water,

There Gruhauic dropped his hands chivalrously and stepped

ck.
* Will you liave a rest?" he asked good-naturedly.
The nabhok smiled.

“ My friend is  extremefully courtcous and venerably
Eoliw’." he exclaimed. **T shall be glad of the honourable
reather.”

Grahame grinned. He was not so accustomed to tho

nabob's peculiar diction as the Groyfriasa fellows, and he
thought 1t funny.

** Suppose we chuck it and look on?" he exclaimed. * No
E::iul my pounding you—you know you can't stand up to mc,
o i "

* My worthy friend is quite right; but a Nabob of Bhani-
pur cannot surrender,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grace-
fully. ** He can .ong conquer or fall with honour.

*Oh, rat«?’ said Grahamme. ** Lot's chuck it 1™

And he put his hands in his pockets.

The nabol) inclined his head.

‘1 min overcome by the courteous and ludicrous kindness
of my csteeincd foe,” he reniarked. “ I aw at your lLionour-
able orders.”

* Good !" grinned Grahame.
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“Golng out?” asked Coker. “ No,” sald Nugent, sarcastically. “We've put on our toppers to go and de our
prep. in the study. (See page 2.)

And he leaned against the signpost with his hands in lis
pockets to watch the combat. .

Porter and Nugent were in close fight now, reeling to and
fro in the dusty road and pommelling one another fiorcely.

Neither scemed to be geiting any special advantage, but
both of them were getting plenty of punishment, and if ono
of Nugent's eyes was closing, Porter had a crimson streaming
noso to match.

Bob Chorry and O'Neil were standing valiantly up to ono
another, punching away merrily, and both getting consider-
ably hurt.

Trumper was on his back in the lane. Harry Wharton was
standing and waiting for him to get up, but Trumper
couldn't. He had had a thumping such as he had seldom
experienced before, and he did not seem to have an ounce
of breath left in his big body.

““ Done?" asked Wharton.

“] don’t give you best!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 don't want you to,"” he said. **If
it's all right; we're only playing the gi

Trumper grinned breathlessly.

4 1 if you put it like that, I'm willing to chuck it,”" he
.?ic;.wt:'"You've got the better of me, I suppose, as a matter
ol

** Not much doubt ltiout that,” said Grahame, coming
forward and helping his or to rise. “‘ But I've done one
of them, so it's ours divided.”

‘“ Hallo, there’s Cherry down!"
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ou’ve had enough,
y ox, anyway."

Bob Cherry dropped under a terrific drive from Barnoy
O'Neil. At tho same time Nugent and Porter, still closely
gripped, rolled over in the dust.

. bn.il. " shouted Trumper.

“ Btick to it, Nugent !’ said Harry Wharton.

A form loomed up in the gloom of the lane—a stout gen-
tloman in s silk hat, with a brown beard and gold-rimmed
spectacles. He stopped and stared at the scene in the' light
of the lamp.

“ What doos this mean?"’ he asked sternly.

“ My word!" gauﬁml Trumter. ‘ Mr. ge !

Wharton gave a Jow whistle. He knew thst Mr. Legge
was hecad-master of Courtfield School. Though he ha
strictly speaking, no jurisdiction over the boys out of
hours, the Courtfielders were dismayed at being caught by
him in such a state.

Mr. Legge looked at them very seyerely.

* Stop this at once!"” ho commanded.
hi\_luq;eut and Porter separated, and both of them rose
their

eot, looking very sheepish and dusty. Bob
Lotwe. Baraey G/Nail dropped b

up and looked at Mr.
hands at once.

“I am ashamed of you,"” said Mr. *“ If thess boys
from Greyfriars do not know how to ve themselves, I
should think that you, Trumper,.at least, would know better
than to be drawn into this h N

The Greyfriars fellows flushed red. After Harry Whar-
ton's efforts to avoid the encounter, it was hard that all the
blame should be laid upon him and his chums.

gs
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But Trumper spoke up at once, i

“ It wasn't their fault, sir!” le exclaimed.
lenged them.™

“Indced! And why!"

** Because—because—"' )

‘““I shall speak to you about this en Monday, Trumpor.
Go home at omce, and you Grexfriars’ boys had better go
your way.'

It was upon Harry Wharton's lips to say that he would
pleaso himself about that; but he remoembered the respect

" We zhal-

dus to an , @ven when unreasonable, and held his tongue.
The Courtfield fellows grinned rather ruofully at their
late o ts, and don their jackets and caps.

The Greyfriars! chums put on hats and jackets, and with
nods to Trumper & Co., walked off. They left the Courtfield
fellows with ﬁ.rr , who e\‘itlentl{ meant to keep them
under his wing for the present, to make sure that there was
no renewal of the encounter.

** Cheeky old ” Nugent remarked, as the chums
walked homeward thoughtfully. * Well, if it pleases the
old gontleman to slang us a little, it won't hurt us, and we
can stand it. But—what a precious sight we shall be when
wo get to Greyfriars!™

Ll h, ° .hd! l.l
Primrose is there to see us, too!"”

l"

* The rottenfulness is terrific.”
The juniors tramped on. The excitement of the fight once

over, y were feeling the reaction. y were consider-
ably dama Wharton had come off best, but he was
brui and dusty. Nuygent was a shocking sight, with a
closed eye a swollen nose, and Hurree Singh and Bob

Cherry were not much roff.

But they had ta°go in, only hoping fervently that they
would be able to slip into the House unnoti

But as they came up té the lighted 8chool House, Coker
wagstanding id the doorway, and Coker set up a roar at tie
sight of them.

“ Hallo! Ha, ha, ha!”

And then followd gathgred round to stare.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Great Change!

UGENT had been right in guessing that it was Miss
Penelope Priin:on:lﬁm them in the lane, before
the meeting with the Courtfield fellows. Miss Prim.
roso, full of her new scheme for improving the munners

of the twentieth century, had e over: to -Greyfriars to
speak to Dr. Locke on the subject, and strike the iron while
it was hot. Her success with Harry Wharton & Co., as she
deemed it, made her feel that the idea of deportment for
the Greyfriars boys was a great one.

Mizs Primrose had been in communcation with Dr. Locke
on more than one matter in connection with the two schools.
Miss Locke, the Head's younger sister, was second mistress
at Cliff House. The two wero old acquaintances, and on
very friendly footing, though it must be said that the Head
generally reElrd.od a promised call from Miss Primrosc with
something like apprehension.

When the good lady was shown into his study, the Iead
was all politeness and courtesy, but thero was something in
his manner which was suggestive of a snail drawing in its
horns. But Miss Primrose did not observe that.

She broached the subject with great keenness, and the
tlcad had »no chance of saying what he thought of it for at
lcast a quarter of an hour, during which a continuous stream
of eloquence poured from the good lady's Iam. .

*“ Now, is it not an excellent plan?" asked Miss Primrose,

t last.

‘ Excellent, indeed!"” said Dr. Locke resignedly.

“ I am forming a elass for boys—"

“ B“t "

“ And in order that the scheme may have a fair trial, I
shall charge no fees for the first term,” said Miss Penelope.
“ My objec} is not_to obiwin fees, but to improve the mannecrs
of the degencrate youth of the present day.”

*“ A most worthy object,” said the Head; ** but—"'

“In meyouzhful days,” said Miss Penelope, with a slight
woss of h to hint that those days were not, after
all, s0 very far k—"* in m?r youthful days, doctor, boys
were trained in the graces of society. The manners were
very swoet. A lad of, say, fiftoen or sixteen, would read out
lovely. poetry from the ‘“Keeopsako ” or the * Hyacinth,” in
such beautiful modulated tones, to a circle of his sisters, his
aunts, and his g:unta. Now, you know that such lads rush
off to the football-field as soon as they escape from l!essons.
There has been a great ch.mr."
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“There hos.” agreed the Head, thinking that it was greatly
a change for the better, too. But he did not say that.

" Young men,” said Miss Penelope, “ would talk to young
ladies by the hour, the most interesting and elevating con-
versation, not at all exciting or controversial—in facy, after
hours of talk, it was really the case that nothing more had
been lgll:l than at the beginning of the conversation. How
tranguil!”

“ It must have been very tranquil.”

“Grave of movement was a special study on the part of
young men. They would sometimes practise a certain step,
i certain turn of the agure. before the glass, for hours every
day until they had it perfectly. How sweet!”

* Extremely sweet, no doubt.”

“ Nowadays, such young men play golf and Rugby foot-
ball, and wear heavy boots that clump about the house, and
use such words as “ripping ' and ‘jolly,’" eaid Miss Prim-
rose, with a shudder.

‘1 believe they do,” assented the doctor,

“ My aim is to restore, so far as lies in my power, the
sweet Agun!?'eu of the early Victorian era.”

m

“ Therefore, I shall take all the pupils you are inclined to
send me, without sllowing any question of fees to be raised.”

* You are too %ood 3¢ Primrose|™

‘“Not at all. merely desire your approval and moral
support for the scheme.”

* Yes—er—indeed !

‘" Let it be known to the younger boys hero that such a
class is open to them, and ism sure there will be man
offers to take inetruction,” said Miss Primrose. * You wi
find & vast difference in the boys in a short time, doctor.”

** J—I suppose so.””

“As @ watter of fact, I have already given some in-
struction in deportment to someo of your juniors,” said Miss
Prunrose, beaming.

* Indeed ! :

" Yes. Harry Wharton—a very nico boy—and some of kis
friends came over to Cliffi House to tea, and they were de-
lighted to ctudy deportment.’

*“ Were IheF. indeed 1" .

" Very delighted.” said Miss Primrose.  * Their en-
thusiasm in the matter was a very promising sigm, 1 deduce
from that that thc modern rough manners of boys and
younger men are only, as it were, an incrustation, which
could be rubbed off by a proper atfention to the important
art of deportment.”

** Indeed !

" When those dear boy: return to the school, T am sure
you will see a differcnee in their appearance, even after one
wsson only,” said Miss Primrose.

“ Dear me!”

“1 am sure of it. Ah, I think I hear Wharton's voico
now," said Miss Primrose, as a sound of a laugh floated in at
the open window of the study. Wharton's voice followed,
but what he said did not say much for the bencfits he had
received from the instruction in deportment at ClLff Houso.
For his words were:

** Oh, checse it, Coker?!

The Head smiled,

*“Of course, 1 shall add some instruction in a careful
selection of expressions.” said Miss Primrose. ** But pray,
doctor, step out mto the hall, and look at the dear boys as
tlI:cy come in, and mark what a change has taken place in
them,

The Head sighed, and rose.

He conducted Miss Primrose into the lighted hall, where
a crowd of f..umors was gathered, all of them laughing.

Harry Wharton & Co. came up the steps with flushed
faces, The juniors grinned as they watched them, but ss
tha doctor appeared with Miss Primrose, the loud laughter
died away into soft chuckles.

. The Famous Four came in—into the bright light, and
into the view of the Head and Miss Primrose,

Dr. Locke started.

There was, indeed, a change in the a wpearance of Harry
Wharton & Co. since they had left Gro}'[rmn that afternoon
to vixt Chff House,

Harry Wharton was very dusty, and his face was marked.
Nugent had 2 black eye, and his nose was swollen to nearly
twico its usuasl size. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was blink-
ing painfully out of one eyc; the other was past blinking
with, Bob Cherry was holding a handkerchicf to his nosc,
und that handkerchief looked as if he had been wiping up a
spilt bottle of red ink with it.

The Head stared at them, and murmured gomething.

AMiss Primrose gasped,

** Bless my soul 1"’

* Abem!"” said the Head. “I—-T certainly do notice a
great change in these juniors, Miss Primrose. But surcly
this is not wholly due to instruction in deportment.’”

Go and eat. toffee, you ass.”
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*“ Dear mo!", .
“1f it is, Miss Primrose, I must say that I consider the
ﬂ:omm-s you give them are altogether too violent,” said the
oad.

* Really-—'

‘“It really appears that they are deporting themselves
moro like prizefighters than like anything elw,'” said Dr
Locke.

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped as they saw the Ilead.
Thers was no escape for them now. Thoy siood ready 1o
meet their fare

2 Dear me!" gasped Miss Primrose again, ** Oh, dear!
What has happened? Oh, dear! Huave you had a terrible
aOﬁu;;m. my dear boys!"

b2 Ohn:—?" stammered Harry.

The Head's face broke into a smile,

“ Then—then this is not the result of the deportment
exercises?” he exclaimed.

The juniors could not help grinning.

* No, no, sir,” said Wharton. *“*We -we got into a row
;«'xtI}: Jsome fellows on the road, sir. It really wasn't our
ault.

* Go and make ;'onmlws a little more presentable, ploase.”
said the Head. **I shall leave this mutter for your Form-
master to deal with.”

And the juniors, glad to get away, hurried off thu scene.

“Only—only a little serap ™

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Recruits.

N Monday all Greyfriars knew what the object of Miss
Penelopo Primroso’s visit had been. The deportment
scheme was considered with mixed feelings. Some of
the fellows grinned, and some of them aniffed.

That the scniors would condescond to attend Miss Prim-
rose’s class was out of the question. The mere fact that
it was open to juniors would keep tho clders off the grass.

And there was no keen enthusiasm among the juniors

Harry Wharton and his immediate chams took to the
idea, because cach visit to the deportmoent class meant a
visit to Marjorie & Co., and a pleasant hour or two at ClilT
House. Even so, thoy were doubtful how long they could
stand it. But after achool Billy Bunter rolled nto lis
Form-master’s study, with & ncw idea in hia mind.

*1 think I'd like to put my name down for the deporr
ment class, sir!” he exclaimed.

“ Very well,”” said Mr. Quelch.

“1 suppose there will be some sort of a conveyance tu
take us over to ClLiff House, sir¥"” Bunter ventured

** Not unless you engage it yourself.”

“ Oh, the leasons are in the afternocon, [ understand, sir:™

“ They are in the afternoon, certainly,” wud Mr. Quelch
Eriml_r'. “ but they do not commence until after school hours

erc.

" 0'. !I.

** Tho Head has decided that orcinary le~sons here are nat
to be interfered with.”

“Oh!" said Bunter, again.

*“ Shall I put your name down, Bunter?"”

** N-n-no, thanks, sir! I—1 think, perhapa. le-sons n
deportmient wouldn't be nny good to me ™

And tho fat junior retired.

If the deportment class had taken them away f{rom Latin-

rinding n the Forin-room, many of tho jumors would have
jumped at the chance.

But the licad had taken care of that The deportment
cluss was to be taken out of the leisure hours

That wus almost sufficient to kill it at birth. For a long
timo the namus of Harry Wharton & Co. were the only vnes
sent in.

But Coker of the Fifth was thinking it over, two. Cuker
wanted very much to get an entry into Chif House, and
lio wonddered whether he could stand the depurtment lesso:i-
as a kind of entrance fee. Coker cared not two straws for
deportment, and he was a senior.  But ho very much wanted
to have a chance of getting on friendly terms with Marjoric
& Co

(‘oker's accession of wealth. on his remove into the Fifth,
had made him a great man, for the time, at Greyfriars, The
1'ifth had received him with open arms, and had vven gone
to the oxtent of making hun captain of the Fifth Form
football cleven. They had played him as captain in a match
with tho juniors, lhmkmg that quite a safe gomne, even
under Coker's leadership: but the unexpected has happencd,
und the Fiith had been licked. And then the Fifth:-Formers,
lasing their tempers, had I.pumlln-d Cokar severely on the
fisld of play, and thus undone all they had effected in getting
into his gowd graces,

Coker was very stand-offish to the Fifth, after that. And
I could not chuin up with his old Formn, the Shell. They
wore below him now, and he had mortally offended them
by his loftincss after getting into the Fifth. Coker felt a
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little bit stranded. and though he was not likely to want
fricnds 8o long as Aunt Judith’s liberal donativns lasted. ho
was no longer monarch of all he surveyced, as he had been.
Coker thought it would be an excellent ides to cut tho.
Removites vut, at Clif House, and he had little doubt of
his powers to do so, if once he obtained s footing there.

TLiu deportment schieme scemed to give him a chanee, and
after some deliberations on the matter, he went to his Form-
master. . -

I sant to send my name in for the deportment class, #ir,™
he said.

Mr. Prout locked at him.

“ What class, Coker ?" he asked.

“ Department, sir.” ;

“There is no such class at Greyfrinrs."

“1 mean at Chff House, sir"”

Mr. Prout rubbed his chin. .

“Oh, I see,” he remarked, remembering.
Cokoer !

b }) u.l'nn! to, sir." o T

“(nly juniors sre entering.

“ But I may if T like, sir, T think."

‘* Nonsense, Coker!” .

Most boys would have retired at such very pronounced
discouragement from their Form-master, but oker stuck to
his guns. He could be very vbstinate when he chose. o
did not budge an inch. . ] .

“T want to study deportment, sir,” he said. *“It's a moat
—most valuable study, sir. 1 have heard that J:op'h- :.le
to—ta deport themselves much better than they now.

Mr. Prout sniffed. L X =

“Of courae, I will send your name in if you wish, Coker,
he said. . ) Nl

“ Thank you o much, sir, T wish you would.

“Oh, very well!” snapped Mr. Prout. .

And Coker's name was sent in accordingly. As he rotired
from the Fifth Forni-master's study, he met 1larry Wharton
& (0. coming in from the playing-ficlds. He grinned at
them cheerfully. y . -

“Going down to CLF [Touse this evening? he asked.

“No," sail Wharton,

“ Itut the deportment —-"

“ Firat lesson on Tuesday.” | ) "

“Oh,"” said Coker, “ what time do you go?

“Leave here at five”

“Good ! I'll come with you" .

“ You!" said the four juniors together, staring vory hard
at Coker.

Coker nodded coolly. '_

“(Certainly ! [ have joined the department closa.

“You've  joined  the deportment class!” shoutel  the
T a. Why not?

Y Y, ‘hy not?™”

“ Well, ¥ou checky beggar " cxclaimed Bob Cherry.
ouly meant for juniors.'

“ Stuff !

“ You don't want to learn de medt; you only want to
yoke your apology for a chivvy nto Cliff Houso !" exclaimed
Num‘-‘m c-u_:ih»«!'ljy.

Coker grinned,

£ “'(.-“.Rl'm coming.” he romarked, and he walked away.

The chums of the Remove looked at one snother in great
disgust.

'F\Vu'll. this is a go!" exclaimed Wharton. “It would
serve the bounder right to plump him in a ditch on the way
to ChHff House." .

“The rightfulness would be terrific,” murmured the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“ But Miss Prinrose will have his name down, and she'll
be expecting him. Iang it all! It isn't playing the gamo.
Hallo, Alonzp, what do you want?" . < .

Alonzo Todd bad. just poked Wharton in the ribe with
n bony knuckle—s way he had of attracting people’s
attention.

f1e blinked at the captain of the Romove in » deprecating

way.

"My dear Wharton—"'

«\What is it, ass?” asked Harry, rubbing his damaged
rib. * Don’t puncture mo, you fearful chump "

“I'm so sorry, Wharton, but—""

“Oh, come to bizney !"

“You ser, my Uncle Bonjamin always im.rm«i upon me
never to Iet slip any oppertunity of gaining nowledge,' said

Alonzo. “I et & it by
w nowledge you
harton. '!oi'ou might

= Nonacnse,

“It's

“Bleased if I cen see
puncturing & fellow’s ribs,” growled W
get t_hf expericoce of what it's like to have a thick ecar,
cortainly.”

“] was not roferring to that, Wharton. I was speaki
of the deportment elun'n Cliff House.” .

A soegte B TR
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“Oh, my hat1”

1 thought I would mention to you fcllows that I had sent
In my pame, so that we could all go down together,” said
Alonzo, with a beaming smile, “El'hat will be very nice,
won't it 1"

“The nicefulness will be terrific !”

“You see,” said the Duffer of Greyfriars. ‘“ Lots of the
fcllows have called me a clumsy chap, you know, because
little accidents sometimes happen where I am. My Uncle
Benjamin always told me that I.should ever bo on the look-
out for a chance to improve mysclf, and so I think I shall
take up thesc deportment lessons, and perbaps they will cure
that infinitesimal tendency to clumsincss to which & majority
of rr(? schoolfellows have taken exception.”

““Good old dictionary |" murmured Bob Cherry.

1 beg your pnrdg Cherry.”

“Granted,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

“I mo.nf_"'"
o Never mid what you mean, Toddy.

mﬁh'
“My dear Cherry—"
'I'so you're coming to the deportment class," said Harry

n.

* Preciscly. My Uncle Benjamin says—""

““Well, I suppose you'll smash a few vases and chairs, and
Fl_t your clbow through a window, and trcad on Miss

rimrose’s favourite corn,” said Harry. * But people run
thosc risks when they start deportment classes, 1 suppose.”

“My dear Wharton—""'

‘ But wouldn't it be better to write to Uncle Besjamin and

ask his approval,” Nugent suggested, *‘and—and wait for
his answer 1"

Todd shook his head.

* My Uncle Benjamin is away, abroad, at present.”

“N'evcr mind; write, and wait for his answer, all the
same."”

1 think upon the whole I am entitled to act in this matter
upon my own initiative,” said Alonzo, with that beautiful
flow of language which was all his own. * Under ordinary
circumstances, of course, I should never neglect the pre-
liminary precaution of secking and obtaining the advico of
my avuncular relative, but as at the prescnt moment my
v is at a considerable distanco, u.né I have no precise
information as to hid' temporary abode, I think that upon
the whole I shall be‘jmsuﬁod in sending in my neoic to Miss
Primrose incontinently.”

four juniors waited for no_more. They staggered
“:!i' holding on to one another, as if overcome; and Alonzo
T gazed after them in considerable surprisc.

What you say is

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo In a Hurry.

FTER classes at Greyfriars the next day, lhrrxr\\'h:rton

& Co. prepared for the visit to Cliff House. They were

not lc forward to the dcportment leason with

., anything like enthusiasm. Bob Cherry, rcmcmbcrinf
his provious experience, was fecling something akin to dread.
Bob wanted to see his Cliff House chums nguin, and was
not averse from having a cosy little tea in the little school-
room; but tho idea of deportment cxercises before an array
of smiling girls filled him with terror. But he would not

ata k

'?It'l rotten,” ho remarked, as he came into No. 1 Study
for the others. **Why couldn’t Miss Primrose get s wheeze
of teaching somcthing elso. I shouldn’t mind learning
Frensh from her, or amateur carpentry, or somcthing of that

Harry Wharton laughed.
" Pr:g""““‘ will do you good, Bob. Stick to it, and

“Oh, rats! You fellows road'y‘r"
“The readyfulncss is terrific.”
*“ Where's thut ‘ass Todd 7" asked Nugent.
onl‘y causo trouble, but we can't lcave hi
* We'll look in his study as we pass.”
The juniors leftodl:j'-'o. 1, and went down the Rcmove

“1 know he'll
hind.”’

passage. Alonzo Todd's door was n, and he was sittin
at » table writing. He looked up osioth a pleasant smile ::
tho chums nurod' in, Alonzo Todd was always in a good

tempeor.
“g{’:llo. hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “It’s time
h{oﬁ off to Cliff House, Toddy. Get your cap.”
'odd shook his head.
“I'm so sorry, Cherry, but I cannot come just yet. Would
you fellows mind waiting for » quarter of an hour?"”
"Caﬂ't be . We should be late for the deportment

‘“ You could then run all the way, to make up time."
Lzpnanr.—No. .
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*Bosh ! Is that an imposition 7"’

““Yes, and it has to be shown up before tea.”

*“Ass! What did Iv.t:u et an impot. for?"”

“I didn't; it's Bu 's.”’

“ You—you frabjous chump! Do you mean to say that
you're letting J'gul:trodc bully you into doing his
impositions " roared Bob Cherry.

“My dear Cherry—"

“Chuck it away—""

“ Bulstrode asked it as a favour, my dear Cherry. My
l;,rl:_clr_a Benjamin  has always impressed upon me to be
obhgIng——

g \'ei]‘l, if your Uncle Benjamin thinks it's obliging to keup
four chaps waiting while you write out another fecllow's
impot., your Uncle Ben is several sorts of an ass,”” said Frank
Nugent. .

“My dear Nugent—"!

“We're off 7

“My dear fcllows—"

But the dear fellows were gone. The door slammcd, and
Alonzo Todd was alone. The Duffer of Greyfriars gave
a gentle sigh, and eettled down to his work—or, rather,
Bulstrode's work—again. .

Horace Coker was waiting for the Removites when they
cume out of the house. He joined them with a genial nod.

“ Ready ¥ he asked.

“Oh, rats!” was the polite reply.

And Coker laughed, and walked away with them. Alonzo
Todd glanced from his study window and saw them go. He
sighed, and went back to his task. He wrote away most
industriously, transcribing Virgil at a great rate, and pre-
sently Bulstrode looked ‘into the uudy.

He grinned at the sight of Alonzo's busy appearance.

“Hallo! Nearly finished ?"" he asked.

* Almost, Bulstrode! Perhaps you would like to do the

lost few lines.”
** Not a bit of it. You're obliging me, Todd, and I'm not

coing to spoil the effect of it,”” said Bulstrode genially. “ My
!l'lnclc William always impressed upon me never to spoil a
good action.”

“ Dear me!”

“You keep on," said Bulstrode, sitting on the window-
ledge. “T'll watch you, and I'll wait till you've done.”

““My dear Buletrode—""

** Keep on, my son; don't waste time.”

Todd labourcd on. The lines were finished at last, and
he rose from the table.

Bulstrode took up the imposition with a grin.

“Good!" he oxclaimed. *“That will pass for my hand
any time, a8 you've been carcful to eross the ‘t's’ my way.
That was rcally very scnsible of you, Todd."

“My Uncle Benjamin always told mne—"*

" Exactly ! Gooj-bye!"

And Bulstrode took the papers and went.

* Dear me!" murmu Alonzo. T think I shall be ver
pleased to a little exercise after this. It will do me good.
And my Uncle Penjamin always recommended a gentlo
oxercise after »edentary occupations. erhaps 1 shall be able
ta overtake Wharton on tho road if I run very fast.”

It did not seem very likely, as Wharton had heon gone a
qn_nator of an hour. But Todd was of a hopeful turn of
mwnnd.

He donned his coat and cap, and left the School House.
With the idea of covering the ground as quickly as posible,
he started at a run as soon as he was outside. aturally. for
Alonzo, he ran into Billy Bunter first, and sent the fat Jupior
sprawling in the Close. Billy Bunter was bringing a jar of
jamn into the house, and keepiny it concealed under his Jacket
lest it should be eeen and raldcz by romecone clse. There was
a crazh as Bunter fell.

** Dear me!" gasped Alonzo.

*“Oh!" roared Bunter.

“I'm so sorry—""

“You ass! {'ou chump! You've busted my jam ' roared
Bunter, feeling under his coat, and drawing out a fat Land
plastered over with jam. * Groo! Look here! Yah!"

“I'm so sorry,”” said Alonzo. *‘ You see, I ami in a hurry.
I'm really and sincerely regretful of this untoward Lappening,
my dear Bunter."

**You chump! You'll have to pay for that jam !

* Certainly. Unfortunately, 1 have no money.'* said Alonra.
**But you can keep the amount out of the ten :hillings you
owe me, Bunter. ou rémember, the ten shillings of mine vou
ured by mistake. 1 think you told me you were oxpecting a
postal-order shortly, with which you intended to reiinburwe
me. That will be all rliht.“

And Alonzo ran on, leaving Bunter speechless.

Todd was half-way across the Close before the Owl of the
Remove recovered his voice. Then he yelled:

‘“Hi! Stop! Todd—stop!” .

Alonzo turned his head, still running on at top rpeed.

“I'm so sorry!"

N
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“Ahem ! " sald the Head of Greyfrlars.

“J—I1 certaloly do motice a great chaage In these juniors, Miss

Primrose. But surely this 1s not wholly due to Instruction ln deportment! '’ (8ce page 8.)
“I'm so sorry, Bunter, but I'm in a hurry, and—— OhR!”

“Yow!"”

Wingate of the Sixth sat down as Alonzo butted into him.
Alonzo staggered back. The captain of Greyfriars glared at
hi

m.
“You fearful idiot!" he roared. “ Why don’t you look
where you are going!”

“J—1 was looking back at Bunter—""

“I'll teach you——" Wingate gasped, and he scrambled to
his feet with a deadly expression.

Alonzo Todd was not the brightest youth at Greyfriars, but
hoe was too sensible to remnain_thore for the teaching Wingate

romisod him. He dashed off towards the gates in a greater
Eurry than ever.

By the time Wingate was fairly upon his feet, Todd was
ouf of the gate, and speeding down the lane towards Friar-
dale.

He had covered nearly the distance to the cross-roads
before he ventured to look back. To his great relief Win-
gate was not pursuing him. He slackened 50\\11 a little, but
still ran on at a good speed. He was still not without hope
of overtaking Harry Wharton & Co.

“ Hallo, college cad ™

Two youths stopped directly in front of Todd.
Trumper and Grahame, of Courtfield 8chool.
Todd to stop, but Todd was in a hurry,
and before T

They were
They expected
He rushed right on,
rumper and Grahame could get out of the way,

The Duffer of Greyfriars threw out his arms to save himselt
in tho collision. He threw one arm round Geahame’s meck and

the other round Trumper’s. The three of them rolled in the
lane together.

“ Oh, dear!” gasped Alonzo.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

More Deportment!
RUMPER was the first to recover.
He hurled Alonzo Todd off him, and sat up.
*“You chump!" he, roared.
“Oh!" qa.sped Grahame.

Grahame was lymg on his back, and Todd was sprawllng
over him. Evory ounce of wind had boen knocked out of the
Courtfield fellow, and he could only gasp and groan pain-
fully. Todd still sprawled over nim.

““My dear fellow,” said Alonzo, without thinking for the
moment of removing his weight from the sufferer’s chest.
* you seem to be in pain.”

* Groo! Oh!"

Trumper reaching out gras

Alonzo by the back of the
coll;r. and jerked him o
TO

rahame. Alonzo rolled in the
ad. .
“Oh!” he gasped. * Oh, really—""

“The—the blessod cad!” murmured Grahame. *‘Coilar
Todd had char them over, him! He's winded me!"
Tre MAGNET L;:R.\m‘..— No. 146.
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Trumper dragged, Alonzg Todd to his feet. The Duffer of
G’r.ve friars was too winded to resist.

"' ow then!" said Trumper. ** What did you do that for?”

Do that for 7" said Alonzo, repeatifig Trumper's words—
a ﬁunoue'trlck ho had when he was confused.

. Yos!" roared Trumper. * You charged me over!”

* Charged you over?

** Yes. What's your little game?"

" hlttl:.glmﬁ?"

. t! He's a giddy parrot.”

"_G%dy parrot?”’

'“Oh, this is a little joke of hiz!” said Grahame, elowly
F“""-" himself up. ** We'll give him a jolly good bumping
or his little joke.’

** Little joke?”

“Off his rocker!"” said Trumper, with a shrug of the
shoulders.

* Rocker?”’ murmured Alonzo.

Trumper shook him by the shoulder. Alonzo blinked at him
dazedly.

“I'm so sorry,” he said. I am somewhat startled. My
Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me.te avoid sudden
shocks, you know. They disturb the serenity of the reflecting
faculties, apd—""

. " Oh, switch off " said Trumper.
into ug—"" g

"Pray excuse mo. I was in a hurry. In fact, I am in a
hurry now, only I had forgotten it for the moment.”

“ Not so fast,” said Trumper, catching hold of Tedd, as he
m:td'. a movement to depart. * We're not done with you
y ’

o Y dear person—""

“T'll dear person yqu!” ;rouned Grahame. ““I shall never

get my wind —naver !
. “I'm so sorry,” said Todd. “ But it was really soméwhat
incaytious of you to stand in my path, you know, when 1
was running. That was really the lirst cause of the disaster.
Pl:l.? do not detain me now, as I am in a great hurry to reach
Cliff House.”

" Cliff House1” said Grahame.

*Yes, I am going to the de?ortment clasy, and the lesson
must have already commenced ! Todd explained.

** Deportment class?”

The two Courtfield fellows stared at Alonzo. He was not
of the usual run of Greyfriars boys, and they could not
quite make him out.

" Precisely,” taid Todd. “If you are curious upon the
subject, I will explain it to you; but pray walk with me
towards Cliff House, so that I shall lose no time.”

Trumper and Grahame ed at one another, and burst
into a chuckle. They were mentally debating whether they
should dack Alonzo in the ditch, or merely bump him on the
hard road. His polite invitation to them to stroll to CLff
Houre with him struck them as comical under the circum-
stances. But the Courtfield fellows wero sportsmen.

“Right-ho!” exciaimed Trumper, giving Alonzo a slap on
the back that made him stagger. “Come on, Grahame.”

* Look here——"'

*Come on, old son! After all, it was our fault he bumped
us over."”

““Oh, all right!” said Grahame.

They tramped on to Cliff House with Alonzo Todd. Todd
was never averse {rom talking, when he could find a listener.
He explained about the deportment class to the two Courtfield
lads, and they grinned hugely at the idea.

*“In “fact,” said Todd, blinking at them, *“I think you
fellows might join, you know. Miss Primrose would be quite
willing, I am sure, and it would do you good.”

“Do us good?"’ said Trumper.

** Yes, you know. It would improve your manners and your
appearance; and my Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon
me to neg no opportunity of improving my manners,” sai
Alonzo.

Trumper and Grahame looked at him.

““§o you think my manners want improving!"” Trumper
asked, in an ominously quiet tone.

" Todd nodded

* Look. here, you ran

“Oh, oertainly !" he said. ‘'* You see, you are a little rough
and clumsy. I should not call you exactly rude, use my
Uncle Benjamin has always impressed upon me to be very
polite. But—"

Trumper exchanged a glance with Grahame.

Thoy were at the gate of Cliff House now, and the lights of
the house gleamed throngh the dusk of the garden. Movin
shadows could be seen upon the blinds of the large scbouﬁ

room.
“ 8hall we bump the cheeky cad?’ murmured Trumper.
Grahame laughed goodnaturedly.
** No, he ain’t worth it. Let him go.”
TaE Maoxer Library.—No. 146.

‘' Good-night, fathead !’
* My dear fellows—""

** Good-night, chump "

And the Courtfield fellows moved off. Alonzo Todd blinked
after them in the gloom of the evening.

. “Dear me!” he murmured. ‘I supposo T had better go
in. 1 am Jate; but my Uncle Benjamin always impress
upon me that late was better than never. I shall have to
apologise to Miss Primrose.”

Alonzo went in,

He opened the door of the big school-room and found it full
of llihl_, and crowded with the pupils pf Cliff House, who were
?mc culmozwested in the deportment lesson that was going
orward.

Miss Primrose was moving round in a graceful sweep, dis-
playing the lost art of elegance that belonged to the Victorian
ers, and the Greyfriars juniors were doing their best te imitate
;:or ﬁnccfu] motions. The girls were doing their best not tq
augh.

‘' Dear me!" murmured Alonzo.

*“There,” said Miss Primrose, that will do! You are
réally gotting on very micely. It is very. pleasant to have such
enthusiastic pupils.” .

“It's very kind of you to instruct us, ma’am,” said Coker,
of the Fifth.

“ Not at all!
my other pupil !’

“I'm so sorry I'm late, Misd Primrose,” said Alonzo. ‘I
stayed behind, to perform a little service for a schoolfellow,
which my Uncle jamin has often told me I should never
nezlect to do when the opportumty oceu "

©* Oh, ring off, Toddy!" murmured Nugent aside.

“ My dear Nugenb—" -

“ Never mind;" said Miss Primrose, ‘‘ you are in' time for
tho exercizes. Pray join your comrades, and all of you stand
in_a row."”

The juniors stood in a row. . .

Then Miss Primrose gave them instructions for an exerciso
designed to inerease the flexibility of the limbs, an important
stop in the search for the lost grace of the Victorian era.

h of the juniors stood upon one leg, and slowly raised
the other to a horizontal position. . L

They had assumed this position when a maid came in with
; message to Miss Primrose, who turned away to speak to

er.

The Greyfriars juniors remained standing on ome lez, a
great deal like a row of storks by a river. Miss Primrose had,
apparently, forgotten them; and the Cliff House girls could
hardly suppress their giggles. Even Marjorie was smiling.

“M-my hat!"” murmured Harry Wharton. * How long is
this going to last?” .

“Blessed if I shall keep it up much longer!" growled Bob
Cherry.

" Tl{e blessfulness is terrific.”

Miss Primrose did not turn back.. .

The juniors’ legs were beginning to ache considezably.

“I'm jolly weﬁ going to chuck it!" murmured Wharton
desperately.

iss Primrose looked back at last. .

“Dear me,” she exclaimed, ‘‘ have you really been standing
like that all the time? I had forgotten. Dear me! Pray
rest yourselves at once. The lesson is now concluded, m
dear boys; wa will recomgnence to-morrow at the same hour.™

" Wﬂ{ we?"' murmured Bob Cherry dubiously.

’I! is a pleasure, my dear boy. Ah, here is

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Pupils from Courtfield.

«revHE cads!”
“The rotters!”

“*The outsiders!"” .
The strong expressions dropped from the lips of
Trumper & Co. X
Trumper held a letter in his hand. Trumper’s big, ruddy
face was very red, and Porter looked almost crimxon, while
Grahame| was pale with anger. .
The three boys were standing in the vestibule of the County
Council School at Courtfield. .
It was evening—the evening after the meeting of Trumper
and Grahame with Alonzo Todd on his way to Cliff House.
At Courtfield, the evening classes were held in the day school,
and on this particularevening, Trumper, Porter, and Grahame
were all there, for one class or another.

ANSWERS
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While the Greyfriars fallows did preparation ia their studieg
the Courtficld bovs did evening lessons in the class-rooms of
the big, commodious, hideous County Council school building,
an edilice that was very useful, but not at all handsome to
look at. But there may come a time—some day—wiien even
G%femment buiidings will not offend the eyes.

rumper had brought a letter with him, which be showed
to Grahame and Porter as he met them in the vestibule after
the lessons were over.

The letter was the cause of the angry words the Courthield
fellows had uttered.

It was a short letter, but very much to the point. It was
written in the form of a notice

* NOTICE!

“To all Board School bounders,—

" :eﬁny of the above found near f‘rroylrian in future will be
cked.
By Orper.”

That was all.

Tlio three Ild':' looked a; one nnou":or. o

‘1 suppose this comes fromithe chaps we rowed with the
other day,” Trumpor ras=sxhed, betwaen his i

Grahame nodded.

“1 sy %0."

“Yet, I should hardly have thought that Wharton woull
bo such a rotter as that,' said Porter. ‘I rather bke that
chap, though he does hit hard, and no mistake.”

““Jt must be from sornre chap we've had a row with.”
_“Yes, and someons who fancies himsclf in the boxing
line,” said Grahame; **perhaps from a lot of them together.
After all, it's safe enough to writo a letter like that if you
don’t :Ifn your name.'

- , we can send back one as good as this," said Porter.

Grahame shook his head.

*“No good slanging them by post; it's low down. Let’s
fo up to the school to-morrow and see Wharton about it.

f there's sny licking to be done, we can give them a chance
to_go ahead with it.”

“Good "

“What sbout that deportment class at Cliff House!"
Trumper asked, with a grin, as he thrust the letter into his
f:‘:ht-" ““Of courss, the deportment is all rot, but I'd like

go.

‘"It it can be fixed.”

“1 think that is all right. It would show those rotters
that we can get into the place, if we like, for one thing," said
Trumper, '*and it would be fun."

G me hesitated a moment.

“You don't care to gb?" said Trumper.

“Yes, I'd like to, but—""

“But what?"

“ Well,” said Gephame slowly, T don’t know whether it's

ood taste for u#’to rub shoulders with fellows who are
Lm:- off than we are. Of course, they're mo better per-
sonally. But thers’s no denying that they've got more tin,
and put up s better appearance than we do.”

Trumper nodded.

1 understand that, Grahame, old man. But I don't thiok
we ought to take a back seat before a lot of swanking cads!"

“Oh, no, T don’t think so, either.”

“ Well, then, let's go to the deportment class. As that ass
Todd said, it may do us , and, anyway, it will be fun.'’

“ Let's ask Solly,” said Porter. ‘' lkey will tell us. Iie's
in the silvoramith’s room; he'll be out in a minute. It's just
on nine."

**Good. Let's wait for him." .

In a few minutes ** Solly " camo into view. He was a youth
whose age might have b anywhere between twelve and
sixteen ; evidently undersized, but well-knit, and very strong
He had & dark face, with dark, keen eyes, and an extromely
aquiline nose, which showed that he traced his descent from
s Semitic race. His full name was on Lasarus, but
his friends always called him Soll{v. Solly was a very sharp
lad, having all the keonncss of his race in moncy and
other matters; as hooest as the day, and as true a chum as
a fellow could wish to have. Although Trumper was the
acknowledged leader of the Courtfield fellows, he generally
had recourse to Solly for advice in any matters of di&e\m i

** [lere vou are. Solly " ho exclaimed, greetipg tho Jew
lad with a slap on the back. ** Wo want to ask your advice.”

“ All therene,” said Solly, who was afllicted with a sliglt
lisp. It was not always notioeable in his speech; but tho
initial 8 was always a otumblms-i:luck to Solly. “Go ahead,
and don’t dithlocate my thoulder.”

Trumper oxplained.

Solly Lazarus’s black eyos gleanted.

“Jolly good idea!" he exclaini=d.

“You think we ought to join tha claxs, if we can?™ asked
Trumper. )

*Yes, rather,” said Solly.
nothing, isn't it, fathead™

* Ha. ha, ha!™

“ Blethod if 1 can s0e anything to thniguer at,” said Solly.
“Iv's always a good ulea to 50: th.amthing for nothing.”
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“It's getting thumthing for

EXT
EEK:

“THE SCHOOLBOY TRAITOR.”

ERY “ "
TUESDAY m m'm'
_ ‘“Oh, all right!” said Trumper, grinning. * Then we'll
join if Miss Primrose will bave us—eh”

*‘ Thertainly,” said 8ally. “Ill joih, too. Let's write to
ha{;J %OIIIQ into the office hers, and we 1 write tho letter.”

0|

The four lads gathered round the table, and Solly took l.r
the pen. lly, as the business man of the party, was left
the task of writing the letter without discussion.
i Solly gltmwod the end of the pea for a minute or two, and

1en wrote:

“ Dear Madam,—Hearing that you are holding a class for
the instruction of gouth in the valuable art of deportment, I
beg to inquire what are your terms for admission to tha
class. Threo friends and myself are anxious to attend, if the
fees are within our means.

* Yours faithfully,

=]

“R. Teuxees."

* But there ain't any fees,” said Trumper. " That duffer
Todd told us that there weren't any."

Solly gave him a pitying look. .

“ That's all thereme,” he said. “If there ain’t any fees,
Miss Primroso will say so, but it looks better to mention ‘emn.
Looks as if we could plank down bagfuls of guineas if we
liked; besides, it's more respectful.”

Trumper laughed.

“ What have you put my name $o the letter for?" he asked.

* Because it thounds better than Tholly Lazsrus’ s
Solly coolly. * You will write the letter, old thon.™

** Oh, all serene.”

Trumper wrote out the letter, and it was duly posted. The
Courtfield lads waited with some anxziety for the reply n«:t
day. When Trumper went home from | the next
afternoon, he found Miss Primrose’s answer awaiting him.

He rushed off with it at once to his friends.

“ Do:.lr Malt;r_ 'f':’:mper,—{’ ggm be very sl:g.t_o I_ulcosln‘o
you and your ([riel to m ent ¢ lnmnq tins
evening at 5.30. There will be no fees, hrh&n term, at least.

“ Yours si 4
¢ pPexerore Priurose, Head-mistress.”

The chums of Courtfield School grinned with satiafaci’on
ovor the.letter. It was as good s reply as they could hase
wished for.

*“We're going, then?’ said Porter.

“ Yes, rather.” .

“It will be rather a surprise for the Greylriars chaps to
find us there.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" .

And Solly grinned, and said that it would be ** all thorene.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Sits Down.
“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Dob Cherry. * This
looks like another row !"
The Groviriars chiums stopped. .
They had reachad the cross-roads, the scene of thcir
encountor with the Courtfield fellows on Baturday.

From the direction of Courtfield four fellows came.

They were Trumper, the leader of the mew school, and his
chums, Porter and Grahame and Solly Lazarus.

The Greyfriars chums were en route for Cliffi House for
the deportment lessons, and it looked, for the moment, as if
the Courtfiolkd fellows hnd waylaid them at that spot. .
“Harry Wharton & Co. wero ready for war.  But their
alarm was groundless. The four Courtfield fellows did not
oven look at themn.

They inust hdre seen tl-odiuniou. of course, but thoy did
not look at them ly; and they walked on their way as il
the Greyliriars fellows wore not thore.

Ilarry Wharton & Co. were puzzled.

It scemed unlikely that Trumper & Co. were thero by
chance, and yet they showed mo disposition to proveko a
a row'l’

“There's something in the wind, anyway,” said Bob
Cherry. . .

*The somethingfulness is terrific.”

‘“Yes, rather."”

“Well, they don't secin to bo looking for trouble,"” said
Ilarry Wharton, " that's ono comfort. ~ As we comwe back
they can have as much trouble as they like; but we don't
want to show up at Clff House as we showed Gp at Grey-
friars tho other night."

The Greyfriars juniors tramped an.

So did the Courtfield fellows.

Harry Wharton and his friends were on one side of the lano,
and Trumper & Co. were on the other, and thoy kept cﬁul

A solengid Tty P IBKREE™ * O
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level, but never looking towards each other or exchanging
a w

Thé lexity of the junjors incrcased.

Trump;o?& Cg m.iggt_ wgoing to Pegg, but it was curious
that they should be going-just at this time, and that they
should scem as anxious as the Greyfriars fellows to avoid
s collision.

In mutual silence the two partics tramped on, till they
reached the of Clif House, in sight of the bay and
the fishing village of Pegg.

There the Greyfriars party halted.
Courtfield halted, too. .

““ Now look eut for squalls,” said Bob Cherry, in an under-
tone. ‘The bounders have left it till we got here on pur-
pose.

But Bob Cherry was mistaken. A .

Tho Courtfielders did not interfere with them in any way
as they opened the gate and went up the gravel walk towards
the house.

But Nugent, glancing back, saw Trumper opening the
gate in his turn, and saw the Courtfielders enter, and uttered
an exclamation of eurprise.

" They’'re coming in!""

The juniors faced round in a body. There were five of
them, Coker not being in the party at this time. But Alonzo
Todd, the fifth of the party, was of no use in a fight, and
the forces werc equal pn either side.

' Hang it all, this won't do!"” oxclaimed Harry Wharton.
“It's too bad to think of making & row in Miss Primrosc’s
grounds.”

" The badfulncss is terrific.”

Wharton strode back towards the Courtficlders.

** Look here,” he said, * you'd bettcr be off.”

They stared -at him.

“I mean it!" exclaimed Wharton sharply. “It's too
rotten to think of rowing in these grounds, in sight of the
houne windows.”

*“Who's rowing " asked Trumper.

1 suppose that’s what you've come here for,” said Ilarry.
Bo‘l'l'l'han your thupposcr is out of order, dear boy,” said

v.

“Look ‘here-—""

* There won't be & row here unless you make it,” said
Trumper coolly. '*'I suppose we're at liberty to use the
pathyto get to the house, ain't we?”

“ “’ "

“Then ring off, and don't bother!"

* Look here, are you going to Cliff House?"

“ Well, we ain’t using this path as a short cut to London.”

And the Ccurtficld fcllows laughed.

Harry Wharton, considerably puzeled, rejoined his chums,
and then went on up to the house, and- rang for admission.
They entered, and the door closed bchind them. Miss Prim-
rose met them in the hall, with her usual beaming smile.

“1 sm very glad to see you, my dear boys,’' she said.
- Ya: are quite punctual for your lcseon.”

There was another ring at
the bell.

* Ah, that must be my
othor pupils !”

The Greyiriars fellows
stared at one another.

“Dear me!” said Alonzo.
“Then it will be & larger
class to-night1”

“Yes,” said Miss Prim-
rose; * I have some more
E:ﬁ“"' coming from Court-

The door was opened.
i'l'mmpor & Co. marched

n.
'l‘.‘lu‘vl presented themselvcs

to iss. Primrose, who

gg‘eeted them with ber usual
indness.

The Greyfriarschaps
simply gasped. ‘They had
never suspected that the
Courtfield fcllows would join
the clasa at Cliff House.

a thought had never crossed
their mindes.

‘“My only hat!” muttered
Bob Cherry. “ What next?”

“The what-next-fulness is
urllfiﬂc." iomed ot H

rumper grin arry
Wharton uf Miss Primrose
wont into the school-room.

*“You're surprised to sce us
here?’’ he remarked.
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The fellows from

ut—

IT MUST BE!

VERY INTERESTING!

“Yes,” said Harry.

" Anz not pleased i*" .

“T don't know that it makes any difference.”

Trumper shrugged his shoulders. .

1 suppose you will consider that we are hardly sufficicnt
‘claxs’ to meet yoa on the same terms,” he remarked.

Wharton coloured. . ,

“1 don't think you nced say that,” he rcplied. “I don't
know that I've given you any reason to suppose that I am
a snob.” -

“I'm sorry,” said Trumper quickly. “But—but there
are some of the fellows at ¥our_nehool who would say so."

“That’s not my fault. No friend of mine would talk any
rot. of the sort, I'm sure of that.”

* Look at this letter, then.”

Trumper passed ‘the letter into Wharton's hand. There
was no time to read it then, for Miss Primrose was eigning
to them to come into the school-room. Wharton put the
letter in his pocket, and the juniors followed the kind lady

in.
“T am m_dplened to sce all you dear boys here,” Miss
Primrose said graciously. ‘“It shows me that the love of a
graceful deportment is not wholly dead even in these prac-
tical and manufacturing timos. hope, my dears, that you
may be the means of bringing others to the fold, so to speak
and that deportment may spread through the length an

breadth of the land.”

“Yes, rather " said Trumper. ) .

‘“How joyous would be the day,” continued Miss Prim-
rose, **when young men considered carefully how they
rhould deport, and when deportment became as common as
bad manncrs now ‘are. We may again see tho time when
a group of young men and women, deporting themsclves in
the most graceful way, will spend an afternoon listen: to
some sweet poem out to them—some sweet poem deal i
with sheep on a hillside, or somecthing pastoral of that sort,
and will say ‘Graceful’ end ‘Charming!' instead of
‘Ripping !" and ‘ How jolly I"""

*“1It will be thimply thplemdid I"" murmured Solly.

‘“ And now for our instructions,” said Miss Primrose.

And the increased class went through the calisthenic in-
structions, and looked cxceedingly sheepishly at onc another
as_they did so. i

Miss Primrose kept them hard at it. .

Alonzo Todd was as kecn about it as anybody. IHis Uncle
Benjamin had always impressed upon him.ncver to let slip
an opportunity of -'mng. knowledge, and so ho was study-
ing deportment with all his encrgy. But it was doubtful if
the angular Alonzo would ever learn to deport in anything
like a satisfactory way. .

Alonzo’s fingers, to usc an old saying, were all thumbs;
and his feet soemed to have a volition of their own, and to
gO vir]hcro they liked, without consulting him in the matter
at all.

Bob C‘her:-ly might bo clumsy, a little, now and then; but
Alonzo Todd was exccedingly clumsy, and all the time.

He trod on Miss Primrosc’s
dress, and he could not fo
through the simplest cvolu-
tion without cannoning into
somebody.

* That chap’s a thilly ass,”
Solly murmured to his com-
rades. “‘I believe he's doing
thith on purpose, you know."”

Trumper grinned, and
shook his head.

““No, ho isn't; it's the
nature of the heast,” he said.

* Then he's a thilly beast,”
said Bolly.

** No doubt on that point."”

“Ow ! murmured
Grahyme, as Alonzo cannoned
into him and stamped on his
foot. **Oh, you dangerous
as!"

Todd blinked round at him.

“1'm so sorry "

a“" A" ]"

“My decar person—""

“*Chump ™"

“I'm really sorry,"” said
Todd; ‘it was quite an acci-
dent. My Uncle Denjamin

snys that accidents will hap-
pen, you know.”

“Well, your Uncle Benja-
min must have had experi-
c;nce‘lo("wm_o :(;::h ou in the
amily,” grin ugent.

¥ h{y dear Nugent——""



L Cik “Magmet”

LIBRARY.

PENNY. 13

“] am ashamed of you,” sald Mr.
themselves, 1 should think that yom

“If these boys from Greyiriars do moet kmow how te behave
rumper, at least, would koew better tham to be drawn imto this
hooliganism. (See page 7.)

“Thilly ass!” msaid Solly.
you, thtamp on his hoof.”

“And I jolly well will!" murmured Grahame.

Alonzo was not long before he sinned again.

The juniors were standing in & row, cu.lﬁing round on one
foot, an exercise which was supposed to impart niuch graco
to them.

Alonzo swung round a little too fast, and brought his
vlevated foot with a crash against Grahamce’s ribs.

Without stopping to think, Grahamo cuught hold of his
ankle, and gave it & violent jerk. It was like a particularly
deadly tackle in the Rugger field.

Alonzo’s other leg flew from under him, and Alonzo sat
down with & bump that shook the school-room.

“Oh!" roarcd Alonzo. ' Ow!"

“Phew " murmured Trumper.

“Denr me ! exclaimed Miss Primrose, coming up.
me! How did you manage to fall down, Todd?
unfortunate. Are vou hurt?”

“He looks as if he was hurt,” murmured Porter

And the Courtlield fcllows grinned, excepting Grahame.
ITe was looking repentant. He had acted without thinking,
and he was nnmediately sorry that he had hurt Alonzo.

“T say, I'm sorey ! he exclaimed. “1—1 caught hold of
his ankle, Miss Primrosc. I'm very sorry.”

““ Bless my «oul I

“Ow !" said Alonzo.
it it was guite an acadent.
accidents will kappen. Ow!

Tue Maaner i

“Next time he thtumbles on

“Dear
How very

"1 kicked this person, unfortunately,

My l.'m:{:‘ Benjamin says that
But if the person is sqrry, it
icRARY.—No. 146.

is all right. My Uncle Benjamin says that a handsome
-polog* scts any matter right. Ow! It hurts, all the same.
Ow! That is very unfortuate. Ow!" ,

Alonzo was helped up. Miss Primrose looked at the clock.

“The lesson 18 over,” she announced. ‘T trust that you
dear boya feel some slight imProvumcnt has taken place.”

“Oh, yes, Miss Primrose !" ohorused the dear boys.

“Wo will have another lesson at the same hour to-
morrow."”

“Thank vou so much, ma'ami"

And Miss Primrose retired. Marjorie and Clara came up
as soon as she was gone. It had been arranged that the
Greyfriars juniors werc to stay to tea in the little school-room
with the Chff House girls, and Marjorie had been a little
puzzled at first by the addition to the numbcers of the class.
She had included Alonzo in the invitation because he was
with Harry Wharton & Co., but the Courtfield fcllows mado
the Eaﬂy 5o large a onc that it was doubtful if the resources
of the fea-table would be ample enough.

But Marjoric was a tactful girl, and very courtcous. Bhe
did not like to let the Courtficld fellows go unasked to tea,
especially ns she fancied they might be touchy, owing to the
fact that they were not public schoolboys like the others.
She knew them only by sight, excepting Trumper, whom
she had somctimes spokon to in Pegg, where his father let
out boats for hire. .

And so Marjoric had sent Grace and Wilhelmina to ?
further supplics for the tes-table, and now she asked the
whole of the deportment class to tes, with her winning smile.
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Trumper & Co. looked at one another for a moment. They
were very pleased, but they had a natural hesitation in
acceptiriy an invifation which might have been made only
from politeness. But Harry Wharton chimed in:

‘“Yes, that's jolly !I"

And then Tr-m.r replied for his friends.

I“dThmk you wety much, Miss. Hazeldene; we shall be

gla

“Come into the school- -room, then,” said
brightly.

And the Greylriars fellows and the Courtfielders followed
her together, and it was observable that neither party showed
the slightest bostility of manner, mutusl hostility having becn
replaced by an almost painful politcness.

Marjorie

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Ceker's Cheek.

ARJORIE made the tea, and the {umou & up
the chairs do place them round the tea-table beft
the fire. Marjorie, and Clara, and Wi tun-
burge ra.ndGnoo.mo theput{_ The teca-table

looked very bnghl cheerful. Alonzp Todd bent down

for the teapot as Hnrjonc made a motion towards it, after
the- t!l hufo

** Pray dlow mei" he said.

* Thank y

Alonzo be-mad upon thenfnla with his good-natured smile.

= Uncle n min always impressed upon me to be
useful,” he said. I trust you will allow me ta oblige you
ulethll, Miss Hazeldene. I should be very glad to pour out

** Oh, boys can't pour out tea!" said Miss Clara.

“ My dear young lady, I assure you that my Uncle Ben-
§amin has instructed me in that, and in many other usefyl
matters,” said Alonzo Tedd. ** I assure you that I am quite

equal to the task. I—"'

o Oh!" roared Trum

Alonzo Todd was hoﬁ:n; tho teapot bj tha handle, and

os he tarned his head to ress Misa Clara, the spout
slanted do d a llmm of hot tea poured over the knees
of tho New

"Oh! Ylmm z‘:rolrod

o I'm 80 ﬁump@r——

“You ass! &

@ llm 0 mr’__
Trumper m«l himself with an effort. He would not
appnr to h * soft "’ bg:‘:lv the girls; but it was hard to
H
" Oh it's -&m IIII mentally promising Todd all
sorts of ﬁatcr dato ‘“ Never m?nd
o But am really "' said Todd, still holding the tea-
pot at a dangerous 3:;30. while the juniors watched himn
'anly. m&w dodge. “I am sinoerely sorry. By Uncle
me—'

id your Uncle Benjamin tell you to swamp the cake with
m"' n‘d l.l.h. politely.

mlght u well ltop. " said Porter

Alomo Ehn d, and awoke to the fact that he was
sanding s otm o{ tea from the teapot-spout upon the ceke.

“‘ Oh, dear!"” he ejaculated.

He Etod the teapot back, and a hiss of hot liquid went over

zarus. Solly aqmrmod out of the way, but never a

nound of pain did he utter. Ho saw that Marjoric was look.
ing distressed, and he would not add to the general discomfort
by admitting thlt he was hurt.

“I'm wsorry,” said Alonzo—'‘so sorry.
better put the teapot down."

““That might hsve occurred to you 3 little eailier,”

snay Bob Cherr
hn did you uy. Cherry?’ asked Alonzo,
Bob jnmpod hack just in time to oscape a stenming stream.

towudu

:: w thlt tupot down !"” shouted Wharton,

L Put it down, you ass!"

Yes, please put it down,” said Marjorie.

“ Certainly,” said Todd. *“I really only wanted to
useful, you know. I will put the toa Eo\ down if you wish n

He put it down, knocking over the milk-jug with it, lnd
sending the milk in a stream uver the table<cloth.
it Oh dolr " said Alonzo. * I'm wo sorry!"”

‘ Mop it up, you ass!" said Nugent.
Aﬂ:n ody for somthtgnog to mop it up with.
Ru.u md zat the cloth that's hanging on the line in the

garden,” said Nugent.
.Tuz MaeNer LisRArY.—No. 146.

Perhaps I had
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And Todd rushed out of the room.
Marjorie_ lookod at’ Nugent
*“There isn't any line in the garden,” she exclaimed.
No Well, it will koop Toddy .out of mischief till the
'ed out, anyway,” said Frank coolly.
u ‘. .. ha!"
e&oru smiled, and poured out the tea. The juniars
start and |t was some time before Alonzo came in, with-
out a cloth, and looking somewhat distressed.
Im-so sorry,” he said. ‘‘ I cannot find the cloth. There
dﬁs'.not appear to be a line in the garden at all. It is very
odd 1”
?Jﬁ'mmpm“ﬁnd he stld the nearest,li
2 10 ine was
in Friardale,” said Alonzo. * He further explained that it
was the rulway line, and l am afraid he was attempting to
be humorous, you know."
“ Ha, ha, ha!" .
I asked him if there were s cloth in the garden, and he
said I could have the ome he rubbed the fower-pots with, but
50

I thought that would be too soiled. I'm so sorry!”

i Hl. ha, ha!”

y dear fellows—"
. Oh sit down, Toddy and have your tea!”
But oth——"*

“ Never mnd t.btt." said Marjorie, laughing. * Will you
have some

“ Oh, l{ Alunno beamed u upon t.he oompan\'
“I'm so sorry ttle accidents!” he sa “ My

Uncle Benjamin says thlt lcddeutc will happen, you know.
lh: I pass you the jam, Trumper e y
*Thanks, yes

Crash !
* Dear me| I certainly never intended to let the jam-dish
fall in r hl-ﬂ'P. Trumper. How very odd!

I'm so
Triamper's ’I“E' were too deep for words.

He could on at Alonzo; but his look spoke volumes.
T lool uite distressed.

‘“ How very I'"" he said.

* Very,” said Miss Clara.

“T tinks tat tat shap is's futhead,” Miss Wilhelmina Lim-
in a perfectly audible tone.
pon the juniors grinned, amd Alonzo turned the
colour of a b«troot. Fortunately for Alonzo, there was a
diumon just then.
door opened, and Honno Coker entered.
The juniors stared at him.

Coker had mnot turned up for the deportment lesson, snd it
socmed almost incredible to them that be lhoulcl lnvo the
cheek to come to tea without having appeared for the ordes!

of the doportment.
But that was Coker’s litile game. He came in with perfect

coolness.

“ Good-evening, Miss Hazeldene!” he said. ' Good-evon-
ing, ladies! Hallo, you fellows! I'm sorry I'm late—detained
at the last nunuto—lootbsll matters, you know. I hope I'm
not too law for some tea.”

““ Oh, not at allI"" said Marjorie.

A cup was filled for Coker. He sat down at the table with
perfect coglness and satisfaction.

The juniors glared at him as openly as they could venture
to do in the presence of the girls.

“ The chook!” Nugent murmured to Wharton. * The
frabjous cheek! Turning up to tea after wo've Lad the
rotten deporlmont without him !"'

** The cheeckfulness is terrific!"

* Yos, rather!"

“ Wo'll take him down a peg for it, anvway," murmured
Harry Wharton. * Wo'u uauf to check from Coker, but I
think Ihll is the limit."

t AIonzo to pass him some tea.” grinned Nugent.

1

Coker uu gel on mmly \nth his tea. Ile appearml to
be perfectly ntuﬁoﬁ with hinself.
k aftor Coker, Todd!" said Wharton. * Don t hot

“ Lool
him want for -n}thmg' Why don't you fill his cup?
Todd took up

w Oh certamh " said Tod
Marjorie’ *m!u ghmmorod for a moment.

the teapot heudo Coker to ﬁll his cup.

o l'lont) of milk, plnn. said Coker, * and two lumps of
sugar. Don’t run it over; you know what an ass you are,

The juniors sniffed. Coker was treating Todd as if he
were a_fag, instcad of an obliging duffer; treating all the
Romovites, in fact, like fags.

But Todd was % ing to avenge them.

The Duffer of Greyfriars began to r out the tea, and
Nugent jolted his arm. The stream of tea, instead of ent.-
ing the tea-cup, went down the back of Horace Coker's noeck.
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Tt was not very hot, or Nugent would* not have done it.
Tt was just warm enough to make itself felt.

But a strcam of water down the back, warm or cold, is not
comforting.

Coker jumgd up with a yell.

His head knocked against the teapot in Todd’s*hand, and
he received a shower in the face, and then the teapot went
crashing upon the floor.

* Dear me!” gasped Todd. “ I'm so sorryl”

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker i1s Not Respected.

OKER glared at Alonzo Todd. . It was on his tongue to
say things of an exceedingly emphatic nature, but he
restrained himself just in. time. .

“Ow " he said instead. * I'm wet to the skin! That
Ow—oh "

howling ass ought to be chained up! .

ut I—-i think somebody must have touched my arm,” said
Todd daudlg.

*“Oh, accidents will happen !’ said Bob Cherry. * Wo have
your Uncle Benjamin's authority for that, you know."”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

‘ My dear Cherry—"" .

Coker was twisting most uncomfortably., His collar was
gticking to his neck, and he was soaked with tea.

“If—if you don’'t mind, T'll cut off and—and borrow a
towel I"” he gasped. * I'm feeling rather rotten like this.”

And Coker dashed out of the room. A smiling maid sho
him to a bath-room, where he was able to strip off jacket and
shirt and rub down with a towel, and in ten minutes’ time
Coker emerged a dryer person, to find the juniors about to
tako their departure ;

Tea was over, and it was time to go, and Harry Wharton &
Co. were not in the least inclined to wait for Coker.

The Fifth-Former tried to appear good-tnmpored and cheer-
ful to Marjorie & Co., but it required an offort on his part.

Good-byes wero said, and the boys left Cliffi House, and as
soon as they were in the road, Coker broke out:

* You rotten young cads—="" ‘

A yell of laughter, from Greyfriars and Courtfield boys
alike, interrupted him.

* Ha, ha, ha, hal” B

“ T belicve one of you jolted that idiot on purposé, to make
him buzzhlhat tea over me ! Coker roared.

“ a. m :I’ .

“Well, you shouldn't have the blessed check to come into
tea, sfter cutting the deportment,” said Harry Wharton
'mdignnntlg. £ H%.ng it all! Do you think we'rc going to
have all the deportment, and let you score at tea-time just
the samo.” )

“ Play the game " said Nugent.

“You checky fags——""

#“0Oh, ring off I"

“ Look here——"

[0 Rata !Il . 2

Hornce Cokor snorted with wrath. New as he was in the
Fifth Form, he was one of the bigiut fellows in_the Fifth.
Heo was head and shoulders over the biggest of the Removites,

He glared at Wharton, and scemed gre_utlty inclined to go
for him on the spot. The juniors drew a little tegether, with
the evident intention of tackling Coker in a body 1f he should
begin an attack. And so Coker paused. : .

The Courtficld boys seemed to offer a safer object for his
wrath. and he turncd upon Trumper, who was laughing
homrtily. .

“What are you cackling at, you young rotter?”

“¥You!l” he said, with great frankness.

“ Look hero—"

“ Uun‘t !l’

“Eh! What do you mean?”

“Can't!” repeated Trumper, affecting to_shade his eyes
with his hand. * Your face worries me, you know.”

““Thame thing with me,” said Solly, in his quiot, silky
tones.  “ Pleathe turn your chivvy away, my thon.”
“The worryfulnes is terrific !” remarked l-{urreo Singh.

“You—you young rotters—"

«“0Oh, better language, please I said Grahame sharply.

“Why, I'll—I'll larrup you!"” gasped Coker, nstonis?ued at
boin'g addressed in this tone. * You Board School bounder

“ Shut up!” said Harry Wharton.

“Cad!" said Bob Cherry.

“ 'lI—1'"l-— Hands off !"

Trumper & Co. had fastened upon Coker.
The Fifth-Former hit out fiercely, and Trumper dropped

os if & cannon-ball had struck him, and Grahame fell across
lim with a smmmxg head.

But Porter and Solly clun
a-ms, and they held on while
up and tackled him again.

_ Then, in the grasp of the four of them, Coker went crash-
ing down upon the hard road

upon Coker, hanging to his
ﬁ'mmpcr and Gnhusr:le jumped

—
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“0Oh!" he roared.

Y

* Hold him !” g Trumper.
“Yow! Reacue, r%yfriuu | i
Harry Wharton & Co. stood back. They were not dis-

to interfere; unless it was to lend Trumper a hand
in bumping the bumptious Fifth-Former of Greyiriars.

“Bump the cad!” said Trumper.

‘“ Hear, hear!"

Bump! Coker went down heavily upon the toad. .

“Oh!” he roared. ‘‘Rescue! Wharton! Are you ga:f
to see a Greyfriars chap .bumped by these rotten Bea
School bounders?"”

Wharton did not stir.

‘i Serve you {olly well right,” he said. “‘If you talk Lk
a :ls_ad. :tl;n'd act like & cad, you must expect to be bumped.”

Bump !

“Yarooh !”

Coker struggled desperately in the grasp of the Courtfield
follows. But Trumper and Grahame, Porter and Solly
Lauzarus, had an arm or a leg cach, and Coker was powerless
to rolease himsolf.

He was swung into the air again, and bumped in the road.

He gavo a fresh roar.

“Ow! Yow! Help!”

““One more,” grinned Trumper.
Bump!

“ Yarach I”’

“ Now, are you goinlg to keep the peace?” asked Trumper.
“If we let you go, will you cut off without playing the giddy
goat again?”

(_‘l“l'll thrash you within an inch of your life!"” roarcd
“oker.

“You mean that 7"

* Yes, confound you!”

“Then give him another one !”

Bump |

:: Knooh b " " r

re you going to keep the peace now?

“Yow! 1\% !"g P pe

Bump! Bum

: }i’vahroog! leip! Yamth!" T .

at do you say now? Going to o peace !
“Yes! Yo{vl 4 ! Yes.” * - i
:: Are you sorry for your bad behaviour}”
yos.

“ Awfully sorry?":

“Yarooh! Yes."”

“Let him go, then ! )

Coker was dropped, sprawling in the road. He scrambled
up, covered with dust, and crimson with wrath. He was
simply snorting with f\.IIT. )

“You young scoundrels, I'll thrash you—""

“No, you won’t,” said Harry Wharton guietly. *You've
made it pax, and you won't touch them, Coker. If you lay
a finger on them, you'll have the lot of us to tackle.”

“Indeed, I should regard it as dishonourable of you to
break your word, Coker,” said Alonzo, im a tone of remon-
strance.  “My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked, nay,
disgusted, at the idea of such a thing!"

t was not the disgust of Uncle Benjamin, however, that
changed Coker's intention, But he had been bumped hard,
and he knew the bumpin5yould be harder if he was tackled
byl the whole party. iscretion was the better part of
velour..

He grunted and turned away.

Trumper grinned.

“Thank you, Wharton ! he said. *Good-night!”

“ Good-might, kids!”

And the Courtficld fellows went their way, and Harry
Wharton & Co. tram on to Greyfriars. Occasionally, out
of the davkness of tho lane, they could hear a grunt,
they grinned. It was Coker grunting over his injuries.
When they reached Greyfriars, Coker gave them a glare, but
he did not feel cqual to any more hostile demonstration than
that at present.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Some Cad or Cads Unknown."

ARRY WITARTON had forgotten all about the letter
Trumper had passed to him, and Trumper had not
reminded him of it. It was not till the juniors were
in the dormitory that night, and Harry was taking his

jacket off, that hc thought of it, and ho utmr«f an
exclamation as he felt in his pocket for it.
i WV Jove!" he exclaimed. * There's Trumper’s letter I"
“ What the dickens did ho give you a letter for?” Tom
Brown asked.
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“I think it was onc he received from Greyfriars.” =

“1 suppose some cad has been slanging him by post,” said
Nugent. *Some fellow who. wouldn’t stand up to him, 1
Macivet. Have E,on been writing to Courtfield, Bunter?”

Illy Bunter blinked at bim.

*“Oh, really, Nugent—*

‘“ Have %ou, Snoop 1

‘“No, I haven’t!" snapped Snoop.

“Let’s have the letter,” suggested Mark Linley.

*“ Well, hore it is”
H:l"’!' n, with a darkening brow, read the letter

There was a general grunt of condemnation from the
Removites as it was read out. Most of them did not carc
anything about Trumper & Co. onc way or another. But
ull of them felt that, though there might be rivalry between
the two schools, and any amount of rowing, still this was
hitting below the belt.

“Some dirty cad wrote that letter, and wasn't plucky
enough to his name,” said Harry Wharton, [rowning.

. The cadfulness must have been terrifio.”

Was it & chap in the Remove!”
cre was no reply.

If e fellow in the Remove had writton the letter, ho was
evidently disinelined to own up to it.

I expect it was a Remove chap,” Bob Cherry remarked
quictly. “ The Remove have had more rows with the Court-
field fellows than any other Form.”

“ Yes, that's so.”

“It was a cowardly and caddish letter to write,” said
Harry, ':The fellow who wrote it ought to own up.”

Hence |

* Who wroto it?"

8till silence.

“ Well, what I think is, that it’s a disgrace to Greyfriars,”
said Harry Wharton. “ knew who had written it, I'd
make him apologise to Trumper. It's all very well to have
rows with the Courtficld fellows—that's all right—but this
Iu?.d of tthmlsn't playing the game.”

b 8u1!.e right,” said {,HSQ 5

h, Linley would stand up for the Courtficld fellows,
anyway "' 8noop remarked, with a sncer.

[he Lancashire lad looked towards him.

“I stand up for fair play,” he said. “There is nothin
more in it t:ll:“ ;h;:,.oISnoop. If you mean that I shoul

up another against my own o
e e g ¥y own, you're wrong, and
*“I didn’t mean that."
:: ;tht did h)rtm mean, llhcn?"
meant that you would back them up maturally, because
—" 8noo used. He di ite li g
Linley's hc[;pﬂ He did not quite like the loo{on Mark
‘‘ Because what "
:: %h. rée{:; mind !"
ou'd better finish, Sncop, I think,” said Mark, with a
goloun in his eyes which mldz the oad of the Remove wish
“had]!!ot t,’he subject alone.
ell, ,
of course, '?m a Board School chap yourself.

mt.';ﬁ':ut I mean, id Snoop, balf nervously and half

P.i‘l"k Lil_:lciy nodded.
. 4 certainly was at a Board School before T came ay-
friars with a_scholarship, ho sfid, *Tf T hadat wor tho:
slcho!mhlp, I should attonding Board 8chool evening
:azses now. I am not ashamed of it. Thore is-nothing. to be
cither ashamed of or rroud of in attending any particular
You are a fool, S_noop. and a cad too!"
him, Snoopey!” said Stott. ‘*Don't let a Board
bounder slang you like that!”
Snoop shrugged his shoulders.
:'Oh, he’s not worth going for!"”" he said
You lmq.ht get hurt, too,” Bob Cherry remarked
facetiously. 0 good going for a chap who oou{d knook you
into a cocked hat with one hand, is it, Snoopey "
Snoo%:ﬂ'ectpd not to hear that question.
The Removites turned im, rather disa pointed that Mark
ﬁl.nlgyud:d not box Snoop’s ears and so force him to put up
Sts.
But Mark was the reverse of quarrelsome: and more than
one mean-natured fellow, of Snoop’s kidney, took advantage
of his easiness in that respect.
* Letter for you, Wharton,” Tom Brown remarked the next
morning, as Wharton camo in for breakfast.
ﬁany took tho'letbai. d b
was in a strange handwriting, but as tho postmark was
Eo(gdﬁold. ke guessed that it came from someone of Trumper
Yo,
He opened it, and whistled as he glanced over the contents.
‘“ Any news!" asked Bob Cherry.
*Yes; it's a challenge.”
** Footer?”
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“No: fists.” .

*Phew! Read it out.” . . .

Harry Wharton, with a rather grim expression upon his
:’I‘a?ﬁ' read out the letter. It was from Trumper of Court-
ield.

“ Dear Wharton,—You have read the letter T handed to you,
I suppose? I don't suppose you wrote it, or any friend of
vours, But it was wrnitten by a Greyfriars fellow, and we

k on it as a chaliengo. .

“*And in reply, we're moady to put a man in the field
against any man you choose to put forward. I believe you
aro the great fighting-man of your Form. My f{riends think
I'm most suitable to represent Courtfield. We will be at the
old barn at one o'clook to-day. Come there and bring your
champion, whoever he is—I don't care whom. And let the
best muan win.—Yours, ArTHUR TRUMPER."

The chums of the Remove looked at cne another.

“Well, 1 supposo that was o be expected, after the lettor
Trumper got from Greyfriars,” Tom Brown remarked.

1 suppose s0.” .

““ But the chap who wrote the letter ought to meot him,"
Nugont said.

Wharton laughed. i

“ He's not Lkely to own up, for the Y:m of meeting
Trumper and getting his head punched,"” said.

“Ha, ha! T suppose not.” i

“1 suppose we can't very well refuse,” said Harry, “I've
got no quarrel with Trumper. In fact, I rather like the chap.
But when Greyfriars is challenged, wo can't think of refusing
a challenge?”

5 (.'-ertali)r(:)'l“r not.”

* Bome will have to meet Trumper.”

* You're the best man,” said Nugent.

“What's that?” asked Bulstrode, stopping as he passed.
A challenge from the Board School ! "

** A challenge from the County Council 8choel,” said Harry
Wharton guietly. **Trumpor Is going to represent Court-
]I;l.cld. and he challenges anybody in the Remove to meet

im.”

Bulstrode sniffed, .

“ Plenty of follows here who ¢an do that,” be said. “I
don't :mfpose the chap kmows how to box at all.”

“1 believe he does.” . -

““Pooh! Where's he to have learnad?"’ said Bulstrode, with
a sneer. *‘I'd undertake to knock him into a cocked hat.”

Wharton looked at him doubtfully.

*Could you do it?" he said.

*“Rats! Of course I could.”

“We want Greyfriara to win,” said Bob Cherry. “Wa
don’t want the old sohool to score a defeat from Courifield or

anybody else.” 5

““Yes, rathor.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific,” said Hurree Singh. “We
must put_our best man in the field, and the best man in the

Remove is tho honourable and ludicrons Wharton "

Bulstrode grunted. .

** Oh, of bﬂtno Wharton's od the thing out for him-
solf,” he sneered. * Trust Wharton to cover himself with
glory over a cheap victory ("

Wharton coloured angnily.

“It won't be a cheap victory,” he exclaimed. * Trumper
will put up a jolly good ﬁ%ht, I know that, and I'd leave
it to vou willingl‘y enough 1f I were anything like sure that
you'd pull it off.’ .

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“ Well, we'll Jeave it to the follows,’ said Harry Wharton.
“We'll call a meoting of the Form in the recess at eleven
o'clock, snd put it to them, and the chap who's sclected by
the Form to meet Trumper will have to do it.”

" I"

“Oh, all right!" said Bulstrode.

And the matter was loft at that. Word was passed round
before the Form-room was entered, that the Remove were to
meet in the recess during morning lessons, to discuss the
challenge from Courtfield; and there was no doubt that the
whole Form would turn up. All the juniors were keenly in-
terested in the coming contest. For, in spite of Bulstrode's
sneors, there was no doubt that Trumper of Courthield would
prove a redoubtable antagonist, and the fellows were looking
forward to a really keen fight.

We are informed that Messrs. Rudge-
Whitworth, Ltd.,, the well-known cycle
makers of Coventry, have received the Royal
Warrant of appointment as bicycle manu-~
facturers to H. M. King George.
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo's Kind Offer.

" OLL 1'.}9 you chaps!"

“This way for the meeting!"”

‘“ Now then, come on!"
. Bob, Cherry, Nugent, and Tom Brown were gather-
ing in the Remove to tho green beeide the chapel, where it
was possible to hold the Form meeting without interruption.

Nearly all the Remove were there.

The juniors were all keen upon the subject. Bulstrode was
swaggering oonsiderably. As the biggest fellow in the Re-
move, and a boxer of considerable skill, he had been the
}tcnd of tho Form before Harry Wharton’s appearance at
Greyfriars. There had been soveral encounters between the
two, and the advantage had very generally been with Harry
Wharton. Wharton was captain of the Form, and head of
the sports. But Bulstrode never lost a hope of regaining his
former_position. If he met Trumper in this fight and van-
quished him, there was no doubt that it would strengthen his
position in the Form. And of his ability to vanquish the
Courtfield champion he had no doubt whatever.

Harry Wharton felt that he wes better able to take on the
tack ; but he was quite willing to leave that to the Remove.
Thero was no swank about Harry; and besides, he was not
anxious to fight Trumper. His feelings towards the County
Council School leader were lricr_liliy rather than otherwise.

_ “MWho's chuirman of this giddy moeting?’ Dob Cherry
inquired.

As there was no reply, Bob ap
the spot, and forthwith proceed

“Silence!” he shouted.

Th—

** Order !”

** Silence !”’

" f,h“t up, tﬂl;.:n:yv 1'.'

a“ "P' r'!I

o Oger e .

*“Oh, rats!” said Bulstrode. * Get on with the washing!
The matter’s simple enough, I supposo?’

* Order !"

*Shut up, Bulstrode!”

**Oh, loox here—"'

* Order!"

“ The proccedings can’t proceed until Bulstrode shuts up "
said Bob Cherry. “ If Bulstrode does not shut up till we're
called in for lessons, the proceedings will not be able to pro-
cecd at all!”

*The honourahle proceedfulnees is terrific!”

“Oh, rats!" said Bulstrode.

“Throw that heckler out!" sai¢ Bob.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

*“This isn't a giddy political meocting ! grinned Kkinner.
“Go on, Cherry! Come to tho business, you know."

“ Hear, hecar!"”

**Well. Gentlemen of the Remove—""

** Whero are you running to?' roared Skinner, as Alonuo
Todd came dashing up, nearly knocking Skinuer over, and
causing & fresh interruption.

“I'm w0 sorry, Skinner—"'

" Asse !

“ But I'm so sorry,” xaid Alonzo. ** Stott told.ine that you
fellows wero holding a weeting to present s testimonial to
the Head—""

** Ha, ha, ha!"

" My dear fellows—""

“ Oh, shut up, Toddy. It's nothing of the kind,” said Bob
Cherry. ** Stott was only pulling your silly leg. Order:™

* Go shead, Mr. Chairman!”

** Hoar, hear!”

*Dear me!" murmnured Alonzo. *“ Stott must have heen
deceiving mie, my dear Skinner. My Uncle Benjamin would
In shocked—nay, disgusted, at such prevarication! Will yon
tell mo what tho meeting is about?"”

* Cortainly,” xaid Skinner blandly. * We'ro goinz to sond
a birthday present to Arthur Trumper—that Doard School
chap, you know. It's a question whether Bulstrode goes with
it. or whether we send \Wharton. We waunt a really polite
s tactful chap, you know.”

“Dear mo'! It is a very good idea to send Trumper a
pre<ent. It ix like tho soft answer that turns away wrath,”
said Todd. My Unclo Renjamin would be very pleared, 1
am sure. 1 should be quite willing to take the present.”

“Gowd! You'd better volunteer, then.”

* Oh, certainly!"

“Orcder " roared Bobh Cherry. * Now, listen. you duffers!
Is Bulstrodo to meat Trumper, or Harry Wharton? It's got
to be put to the vote. Any more candidates?”

* Yes, liere's one,’’ xaid Skinner.

* Skinner? Rats! You're no good!

“Not me?" said Skinner, promiptly and ungrammatically.
‘* Alonzo!”

There was a roar of laughter. Alonzo came forward, blink-
ing round him, and apparently greatly surprised by the sounds
of morriment on all si
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inted himself chairman on
to call for order.
“Don’t jaw o much! Now
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wSus, Che “Maguer™  ome,

“My dear fellows~——"" ho began.
* Ha, ha, ha!”

* Todd, you ass—get off the grass™
** Stand k!
** Qutside I

** Buzz off I"

*“ My dear fellows,” exclaimed Todd, in surprise, " T assure
you that my only desire is to be useful. I want to oblige—""
** Ha, ha, ha!”

o (;ﬁt out “'

" My’ dear—-""

** Look here, you ass, you're no
vou to the vote," said Bob Cherry.
the rooner the quicker!"”

“Pardon me, Cherry! I think I am almost the niost
suitahle person in the Remove to meet Trumper on this
oceasion,” said Todd firmly.

*“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removites, who, of course,
thought that Todd was offering himself as a champion to meet
Trumper on the field of battle.

*1 vee no cause for mirth in my remark. I shall be ver*
lappy to undertake this delicote mission, and trust that
shall display sufficient tact in bringing it to a happy con-
clusion,” said ‘

* He's off his rocker1”

“Turn him out!"”

** My dear fellows—""

“Order! Order!” ;

1 really think that T am the most suitable person. I have
no desire to appear forward in any way. My Uncle Prujaniin
always cautioned mo against assuming a8 swankish manner,
such as rendors Bulatmjo s0 absurd, for instance—""

*“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the juniors.

“ What's that?" yelled Bulstrode,

‘odd Jouked at him innocently. . .

My dear Bulstrode, I had no intention of offending {ou.
1 was merely stating a fact, which I am assured will be
sttested by all the Form."

The juniors simply yelled. ..

“ Hut althangh, according to my Uncle Benjamin’s repeated
injunctions. 1 strive {o avend any appearance of swank, ' con-
tinued Toxdd, ** at tho sane time 1 have also been cautioned by
my Uncle Benjamin never to stand back whon T consider that
my serviees aro likely to be of real uso to my friends.”

* Ix he wonnd up?* avked Tom Brown,

* Hia, ha, ha!” .

“Therefore,”” went on Alonzo, unheeding, “T1 offer my
vorvices in thix ease. T rhiall bo very plea indeed to moet
Arthur Trumner on this occasion.”

“You ase!" roared Bob Cherry. * You can't fight for
toflen =™

“* Fight " naslw-l Alonzo.

* Yes, fathead !

 Pnt—hnt—but why should 1 fight Trumper?"” asked Todd
dazedly. * Surely it is vot a custom here to fight a person
when you take him a birthday Prt"sent'.'"

** A—=a—a birthday present? . L.

" Yoo 1 underand from Skinner that this meeting is beld
to decide who shall take a hirthduy present to Arthur
Tramper.”

The Remove shiricked.

“]la, ha, ha!""

“Oh, my hat!" - .

“Good old Alonzo!" gasped Bob Cherry, wiping his :ans.
“You ass! You cheerful chump! This*meeting is called to
docide who shall fight Trumper this afternoon.”

“Ohty su.mmemf Alonza.

* Da you went to fight him?"

“Dear me! Certainly not!”

*Then stanid back, and shut ur i

Alonzo retired amid yella of laughter.
a deeply reproschful and indignant look. i3

s )J,v dear Skinner,” he said, "1 presume that this is your
ilea of & joke, but 1 regard provarication as reprehensible
vraler all “circmatances. My Uncle Benjemin would
shocked —nay, dinﬂ:mted i . .

}'l‘ok l:-hic:h the hardened Bkinner responded only with a
chuckle.

good, and we shan't put
*You can buzz off, a

He gave Blkinner

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Greyfriars Manm.

OB (CHERRY waved his hand for silence, but it was
some time before the laughter died away. But order
was restored at last. do

wo

* Now, Todd, having done his turn, we'll
to bizney,” said Bob Cherry, and there was a f roar of

n are aware, we have received a chullenge
from Courtfield School?” »

A Splengy TR RITLZRER™ &
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‘‘ Hear, hear ™ " .

‘‘It was provoked by a latter written from Greyiriare—
written by some cad or s unknown—'

"'Ha, ha, hal” ,

“ But that is neither hero nor there "

- where is it?"' demanded Skinner.

“ g}:d'r !" Bk

**Shut up, Skinner!" .

o buginm in hand, is that a challenge has been received
from Courtfield, and a chap named Trumper has offered him-
soll as a giddy champion to meet any champion the Remove
cares to put into the field. Now, this chap Trumper is younger
than most of you, but he's a big chap, bigger than anybody
in the Remove excepting Bulstrode, and quite as big as Bul-
strode, question 15, who’s going to meot him? If
Wharton meets him, he'll have -the ufvantage of size; but
Wharton's a first-class boxer. If Bulstrode meets him, they'll
be about level in size, but as for boxing, that's another
matter.”

“Rot!"” said Bulstrode. “I can box as well as Wharton
any day in the week.”

b 's for the Form to settle,” said Bob Cherry. *“ Hands
up for Wharton to meet the Courtfield chap.”

A s00re or more of hands went up.

*Count,” said Bulstrode,

“ " H . “ .
B“l;{;‘a:fi{;lhm. said Nugent, counting. *That right,

“Yes,"” growled the bully of the Remove, beginning to swco
that the count would go sgainst him, for he did not think
th.at there were more than forty fellows in the crowd.

‘ Now, hands up for Bulstrode."”

Lhere weie fourteen or fifteen hands put up.
gr‘nDo you want to count, Bulstrode ¢'” asked Nugent, with a

mn.

“Yes!" said Bulstrode angrily,
:: ount away, then."”
1 .Fl -

** Wharton has it 1"

oy gu:‘rl?l‘:' for Wh:’rtols " W

12 t-ho!” gai arry harton modestly. “If you
fellows think I'd better meet the Courtfeld man I'll do ym_\r

vel l'nd if he licks ne it won't be an easy job for hun.
I've got to say.”

i Hear, bear!"
And .%nh enough, t0o,"” sneered Bulstrode. *I ex
he will lick vou, as a matter of fact, and the Board School

wnders will crow over us until another chap takes them
down."”

Harry vouchsafed no reply to that remark.
away, and Bulstrode was left with a knot of his
to growl and discuss the affair,

.I m g'Ladht_!'n ou, }]“81'" Nugent mrl?rked. as he walked
away wi is chum, * course, you' t a |
knocking about—-"" 4 wa Bl wd

*“Thank you!" said Harry, lsughing.

*I mean, I'm glad _:t'-ryw becausc I think you're the chap
to lick Trumper,” said Frank, laughipg, too.” * Lulstrode is
as big as he is, but he’s too cooluuml and he's not so much

r inks i
o Guxf.iin::.“h. thinks he is. You'll keep up the colours

“ Well, I shall try to.”
;;You.'l‘lvzm.” & i
a arton did not feel so sure of it as his frien did,

but h:r{ool:od forward to the contest with his usual cooldn:u.

He filled up the remainder of the morning recess with a
round or two with the gloves with Nugent, and found that
he was in very good form.

The fellows were diseussing the coming combat when they

to the rest of the morning lessons, and Mr. Quelch
came down heavily Jipon one or two who found it dificult to
concentrate their minds upon the morning's work,
. Le were over at last, and the Greyfriars
{;mon were free for the rest of the day, unlike the Uourtficld

¥%, who had to return to school on Wednesday afterncon.
' had fixed .the meeting at the old barn for the
interval midway betweem morning and afternoon lessons at
Courtfield, allowing time for the combat, and for the return
to Courtfield ‘ﬁ L. The barn was nearer to_ Courtfield
than to Greyftiars, but this was a fair arrangement, as the
poti imn* Juniors would not be pressed for time after the

Alonzo Todd poked Wharton in the ribs as they left the

sses were over.

- ‘:h“ is it, fathead " "
matter over In my mind—'
“ L 2

Plonty of room there, grinned Bob Cherry.

T
"OI{ come to tﬂ peint, Toddy ; life’s short.”

* Turning the matter over in mind, dear Wha
Tux !:‘aun L:n:u.—;{o.m 1'48. i e

He turned
own cronies

it occurs to me that it would be beiter to extend the olive-
Lranch of peace to Trumper, and endeavour to establish a
basis of friendship,” said Todd. “ That, I am sure, is the
stop which my Unclo Benjamin would advise.

*‘Rats!"

* My dear Nugent—""

*“ My dear ass " - :

““But I assure you I have thought it over, and if you
asked my Uncle Benjamin's advice ho would suggest that you
should go to 'l'rum{)er, and take him gently by the hand,
and say, ‘ My dear Trumper’—"'

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

** Really, my dear fellows——"' . "
“Toddy, old man, you ought to be on the cinematograph,
said Harry, laughing. * You see, the matter isn't so serious
as all that. Trumper and I are going to slog one another,
but we shall finish up jolly good friends, I expect. Nothing

like punching a Ehap s head to make him liko you.

“My dear—'

e 'Ni:ﬁ' said ! . .

The chums strolled off, leaving Todd shaking his head
seriously. As they sat down to dinner Harry Wharton
remarked :

‘*1 think we'll take the gloves along with us, Franky, and
wo'll have them on if the Courttield chaps are agreeable.

" Good egg I" said Nugent.

Wharton ate a light dinner. Then Nugent fetched two
pairs of boxing-gloves from the gym., and they put on their
coats and caps to go out.

As they came downstairs Alonzo met them on the first
landing. "The Duffer of Greyfriars was looking very serious.

My dear Wharton——"" he began.
“Ilallo! Do you wunt to be my second?’ asked Harry
cheerfully,

Todd blinked at him, .

* Certainly net, Wharton. [ disapprove of these proocecd-
ings entirely. [ am very much inclined to say—— Ow !

Todd did not mean to say “Ow ! but he did say ** Ow "
BRob Cherry had pinched him to- cut short his flow of elo-
quonce, and he had sucoeeded. But it was not safo to play
any sort of a prank upon Alonzo T One could never
foresee the fu!f results. Todd staggered, and made a wild
clutch at the juniors as his fect sipped on the stairs. lio
caught Harry Wharton rcund the neck, and they rolied on
the stairs together.

QO gusped Harry. .

* Help!" stammered Todd, in & muffled voice.

Harry made a grasp at the banisters, and sto himsalf,
Todd clung to him, gasping, The juniors rushed to the
rescio, and dragged them u}). . .

Harry's face was very white, and he was com ressing hia
lips to keep back a sound of pain. Nugent loo at hin
anxjously.

** Not hurt, Iarry?"

“ My wrist " said Harry quietly. L

v Great Scott ! What's the matter with it?" A

Wharton held “up his hand. The wrist had struck again-t
¢ banister with great foron, and there was & big bruise alreudy
forming there. ‘Ihe wskin was blackening over the joint.
Wharton's lips set harder. -

** Hang it!" he said. "It hurts like thunder! T sha’n't Le
able to rfo anv punching to-day, old man.”

** My hat!"

Todd.

* Dear mo!” g “I'm so my!"
»Oh, get out, you chump! exclai Harry crossly.
up my wrist for a day or two, and 1 can't

* You've mucke
meet Trumper,”

“ My dear, Wharton, I'm sure that my Uncle Benjaniin
would declare that that was a blexsing in disguise— Qi 1

Todd broke off with a roar as Bob Cherry applied a heuvy
boot to him.

“Oh! My dear Cherry! Ow! Yow?

Bob Cherry did not speak—he merely kicked. And afior
two or three goal kicks Alonzo ran. He disappeared ut t P
spoed, in a state of considerable puin and great astonishment,

** There!" ‘.’iﬁd' ) rry.  “We're rid of that .-
and his Uncle Benjamin now! You won't be able to we
that wrist, Harry?" i

Wharton made a rueful grimaoce.

** Not to-day, Bob. I couldn’t hit a fly with it."”

** What abont the fight " .

v It will have to be put off," said Nugent

Wharton shook his head.

*Can’t be did! Why. half Courtfield will be on the grourd
by this time. It can’t be put off. Thero will have tu o
another chanipion, that’s all."

** Bulstrode 7"

“1 suppose s0.”

‘* Rotten !"” said Nugent.

But there was no alternative.
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Champions.

ULSTRODE tried not to look pleased when le Leard of
the accident to Harry Wharton's wrist, but ho oculd not
quite succeed.

He keenly desired to be the champion tclected to
meet the Courtfield man. e was sure that he could lick
Trumper. Bulstrode knew himsel! to be a good liii;tin -man,
and he certainly had plenty of pluck, especially when wns
combating in public with the gencra!l eye upon him. He
wanted to reap tho kudos of the victory over Trumper, and
although he tried to look sympathetic when he saw Whartor's
bruised and uscless wrist, he could hardly keep a grin of
satisfuction frem his face.

“I'm the wan, I suppose, then?®* said Bulstrode.

‘“If you choose to take it on, yes," said Harry.

“Good! I'll take the job.”

And 20 it was settled. .

More than half the Greyfriars Remove had resclved to Lo
on the scene to view the combat between the champions of
tho two schools. Quite a little crowd poured out of the college
gates when Bulstrode started. .

** We sha'n't want the gloves,"" he said loftily; as he noticed
the leather bag in Nugent's hand. *I'm going to give the
Conrtfield chap a jolly good hammering for his cheek.”

“ You're not !"* said Harry Wharton sharply. “ There's no
need to turn the affair into a beastly prize-fight. If Trumper's
willing to have the gloves on, our man ought to have the
gloves on." .

* Quite right I'* said half & dozen voices.

“Rot 1" said Bulstrode.

*I leave it to the fellows,” said Harry. And the fellows
aygrced with him, and the gloves were decided on.

Bulstrodo grunted a reluctant assent. He believed that he
was certain to be the victor, and he was looking forward to
::_-«-ing the Courtfield champion wallowing, so to speak, in

is gore.

Alonzo Todd did not accompany the_party. Upon refleo-
tion, he had decided that his Uncle Benjamin would not
wliolly approve of the transaction, and he therefore reroained
away, ahnﬁinz his head very gravely over the whole affair.

The juniors were not long in reaching the barn.

The inrn was in the corner of a ficld, shaded by several
big trees, and though most of the leaves wero off them now,
they sc the :pot from the road, and made it quite
secluded and suitable for a little affair of honour of this sort.

Half Courtfield, as Wharton had said, was already on the
ground. The expected combat had aroused as much interest
at Courtfield as at Greyfriars. Youths from the age of eight
upwards were there, from the * kids " of the First and Second
Standards to the big fellows of the Sixth and Seventh.

Trumper, Porter, Grahame, and Solly Lazarus came at once
to meet the crowd of Grey{riars fellows as they appeared.

* Good-afternoon !" said Trumper, with a grin. ** 8o you've
accepted the challenge, eh?”

# bes. rather!'” said Wharton,

‘“ And von're the champion?"

Harry shook his . .

“T was to havoe boen, but I've hurt my wrist,” he said.
""l"ulv.t’l;n(lo is going to meet you, and we've brought the
B VO,

* Gloves®" said Trumper, with a grin.

«0l, I didn’t want gloves!" said Bulstrodo angiily. *I've
Ixen overruled.”

“ Rlessed if I care one way or the other,” said Trumper.
“ But if Iyou'\'c got the gloves here, we may as wcll use
them. After all, 1t’s more or less of a friendly contest, not a
guldy prize-fight.”

ks }m 80,"" »aid Wharton.

Bulstrode sniffed.

_**Oh, have ycur own way,” he said. 1 dare ray the
Courtfiekd bounder will be glad cnough the gloves are on
Lefore I've done with him."”

Trumper only grinned. Bulstrode's blustering manner did
no! seem to irritate him, and his quietness sﬁowod a con-
filence in himsclf which looked bad for the Greyfriars
chhampton.

* Oh, ring off, Bulstrode!" said Bob Che in disgust.
*It’s no good swanking, you know, and it will make you
loovk an ass, teo, if you get licked, after all.”

* Oh, rats! Do ‘you think that Board School bounder
could hick me?”

* SBhut up!” said Wharton. *‘ Enough of that, Bulstrode.
1f you say anything like that again, lql! wash my hands of
the whole affair, for one.”

“Oh, let him keep on,” said Grahame, with a glance of
scorn at the Remove bully. “He will bo singing smaller
sion
. Yeth, rather,” remarked Solly, in his id way, “1It
: i:m-:@' to mo that he will be thinging considcrably thinaller

00n,

- ITere are the gloves,” said Nugent, o&:ening his bni.h
3 e

|w=::':z. Che “Magner”  ome,

assistance. Grahame was soconding his chief in the en-
counter, while Wharton acted for Bulstrode.

Nugent also took a sponge and a towel from the bgs; and
a tin basin, which was filled at the little stream which ran
at the end of the field.

“ You've come all preparcd, I see,” Trumper remarked,
with a grin.

*“ The preparefulncss is terrific.”

“ Well, I suppose it’s going to be a good ﬁglht. and not &
rough-and-th%)e scramble,” said Harry Wharton. *“1I
suggest two-minute rounds, and one minute resta.”

* Just as you like.”

** Certainlyd”* said Bulstrode.

“Who's got & watch to keep time?"

Bob Cherry produced a big silver watch,

“I'm the man!" he announced.

“ %ight-h}?e!" ok

‘‘ Now, then, are you ready?®” .

Trumper and Bulstrode haj strip) off jacket and vests,
and » in their shirt-sleeves, ready for the encounter, the
gloves on their hands. .

They looked a very sturdy pair as they faced one another,
alnd tho crowd jogously anticipated a good struggle between
the two.

Trumper was slightly taller than Bulstrode, but he was
younger, and upon the whole they seemed to be very fairly
matched physically. .

To a_ great extent, the tussle would be one of boxing
skiil and endurance, and it remained to be seen which had the
advantage in that respect.

“Time!” said Bob Cherry. . .

Bulstrode did nat offer to shake hands with his opponent.
The fight commenced at once. | . \

The juninru‘ostoodTLound in a cqule, .Iookmgboon, with the
Courtficld fellows. ere was no chipping or shovin monf
the rivals now. All were too keenly lpn!tereated in LEe result
of the tussle to think of anything else. .

The first round started with & vigorous and vaunting
attack by Bulstrode, as if he would sweep his opponent
off the earth by shoer. force and determination.

Trumper gave ground before him, retreating till Bulstrode
had driven him half round the ring, and then he was driven
to a stand, and had to back up. .

But then he stopped Bulstrode’s attack without much
apparent effort. .

The Remove bully was_ stopped, and he hurled himselt
upon the Courtfield champion nr.m and again, in vain.

Trumper's guard was splendi -

“My hat!" Skinner remarked to Harry Wharton. * That
chap knows how to box. I wonder if he learned it in a
blessed County Council night school.” .

4 He"sclurnod it !somew e, anyway,” said Harry.

“RB eorge, yes!” .

« The learnfulness of the honourable box is terrio,” re-
marked Hurrce Singh. *‘ It is the cause of great surprise-
fuln%u_- to| the esteemcd Bulstrode.”

* Time!"

The combat ceased, and the two champions retired for the
lniff rest, Bulstrode breathing very ha‘r,d. and looking red
and angry. . .

\\’harst:n fanned his heated face, and Skinner gave him a
knee to rest on. Bulstrode was Jec:dedly exasperated, and
ready to snap at m{body.

*“ 1le can box,” Skinner remarked. .

“ Oh, a little bit,”’ said Bulstrode; * but I'll handle him all
nght simrtly. fou"ll see.””

* Better look out for his left.”

“ Rats!"”

*“ Skinner's right there,” said Harry Wharton. _* Trumper
has a left-hander that needs looking out for. I're had it
myself from him.” .

**Oh, you may have,” said-Bulstrode scornfully, *‘He
won't get it in on me so casily, I promise you."”

Wharton bit_his lip. . .

* Very .well,” he said quietly. “I don’t think you ought
to be careless, though, considering that ';ou':o standing up
for Greylriars against an outside school,

“ I shall lick hsm,”

* 1 hope you will.”,

* But you don't think so!" exclaimed Bulstrode angrily.
“Ts that it, Wharton?"

** Perhaps you'd better save your breath for the tusale,”
suid Harry Wharton, drily. ‘*No good our ging one
another nﬁw. that I can see.”

* Time I

Bulstrodo ste, to face Trum i i i
of his repiy f.g pﬁ'l"urp Wh:nr:on, hop.:umpmﬁm' s 'i,"i'-:
warning, and he looked out very carefully for Trumper's left-

The gloves were handed to Trumper and Bulstrode hander. There was a dee, i
: ) u 3 . p silence round the ring as the rival
fie ﬁg:vﬁ{e;;:-ll‘x?;‘f;mr— u:)l-lef“l.ns on, with Grahame's champions closed in the sccond round. a
EXT
WEBK : THE SCHOGLBOY TRAITOR™
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fight.

UICK, sharp breathing, gleaming, watchful cyes, steady,
tramping fect. For a minute or more the contest went
on, hard and fast, but with little advantage to either
side Then came a sudden change.

Trumper, feinting with his right, lct out his left, and but
for the warning Bulstrode had received, he would certainly
havo been caught napping.

As it was, it nearly came off.

But Bulstrode saved himsoll just in timie, and countfered
heavily, bringing home his right full on Trumper's jaw.

The Courtfield fellow staggered back. and hi: bhands
dropped for a moment under the force of the blow.

ad Bulstrode been quicker, he might have secured &

tremendous advantage just then; but he was slow, and by the
tisne ho drove his right and left in, Trumper had partially
recovered his guard; but not wholly, and the blows were
only partly warded, and Bulstrode's right came home in his
eoye

Trumper staggerod again, and fell, .

H+ was up in a second, and Bulstrode was quick enough
now, hitting at him hard and heavy as he teled to keep up,
and Trumper went down again, and only the call of time
saved him from a very near defeat.

Bulstrode's advantage at this moment was so Ereat, that
he seemed reluctant to obey the call of time; but a roar
from Bob Cherry left no doubt an the subject.

“Time, I say! Bulstrode glct off, or I'll kick you off."

“Oh, all sercne,” said Bulstrode, and he walked to his
corner.

“Js it all therene, you cad?'" muttered Soll
“You'd take any rotten advantage you could;
know that."

“ You bet!" said Porter.
him. that’s one comfort."

Solly looked a little bit dubious. Trumper's experience in
tho second round certainly did not look as if he was going
to _lick Bulstrode.

mper sank rather heavily on the knee Grahame made
for him, and Solly fanned him with his cap.

“ How u:usou feeling, old chap?”’ asked Porter.

“ Bad!" said Trumper hoonienll‘;r.

“ Faith, and it’s no wonder intirely !"' said Barney O’Neil.
* Sure, you've had a rough time of it this journey,
Thrumper darling !"

“ All thereno,” said Solly. * Thtand up to him, old thon,
and thow him what thtuff the Courtfield chaps are made of,
you know."

“ All rith. Solly. I'm not giving in.”

“ T.m .

The, two lads came up to the scratch again.

Trumper was a little more quiet, and a little more deter-
mined, if possible. But Bulstrode showed in his manner
that succeas was not good for him. He was swanking openly
and blatantly, and nodding confidently to his friends in the
crowd. . Harry Wharton’s lip curled in disgust.

“That's not the way to win!" he -muttered to Nugent.
* The swanking asa thinks it's all cut and dried for him
now, but Trumper's only begun.”

“I think #0,” assented Nugent.

Wharton’s brows contracted.

“ It would serve him right to get a jolly good licking,” he
said. “‘ But we want Greyfriars to win. I wish we had put
‘? Tom Brown or Linley instead of Bulstrode now. Blessed
if I know why we allowed him to swank himself into the

Lazarus.
jolly well

“ But Trumpy's going to lick

“ Well, he's in for it now,"” Hazeldene remarked, philo-
ioall Let’s hope for the beat.”
‘ Two to one on Trumper!" said Vernon-Smith.
" mh’.l
““In half-crowns or sovs., if you like," said the Bounder
of Greyfriars.
ne hesitated.
“ Threo _to one!” said Vernon-Smith.
harton: swung round upon the Bounder of
Greyfriars. . .
““You won't do any of your dirty betting here!” he ex-
clsimed. ““Hold your tongue, Smith!"
The Bounder gave him an unpleasant look.
4 please mysclf,” he said.
** Your mistake ‘;,biou won't!"
Vernon-Smith lobked defiantly st the Remove captain.
“"Threo to one on Trumper!” he said, raising his voice.
"A‘.n m.:!:l“N nt, “I'll tak by the ocoll
“¥es,” said Nuge o you—by the collar.”
b o, oy
riars was swung round, ugent
pplied a boot boll:i'lmn. and Vernon-8mith travelled
& great speed out of the ring. He turned fiercely on

Nugent as he got loose, his hands elenched; but Wharton
strode towards him.

* Get off the ground!” he cxclaimed sharply.

L I WOI\",!"

“1 can't throw you off I"" said Harry. ** My wrist is too
rocky for me to tackle you; but one of these chaps will
Will you oblige me by throwing that cad out, Linley?”

The Lancashire lnj emiled.

““Certainly I"" ho said.

* Hands off, you factory cad!” shouted Vernon-Smith, as
Mark eamo towards him.

Mark did not reply.

But he camo on steadily, with his hands up. and Vernon-
Smith had either to meet him or to go. o decided to go.
Mark turned quictly back as Vernon-gmith hurriedly walked
out of the field.

The third round of the Greyfriars-Courtficld contest was
ending now.

Ncither side had gained any advantage.

Trumper seemed to recovering from the effects of his
hard usage, and Bulstrode was unable to push his advantage
any further, and the round ended with neither of them
much the worse.

The crowd, who expected fireworks all the time, o to
speak, had Legun to growl. Advice was thrown to the
players to play up, to go for one another, and not to keep
fellows wamnf all the afternoon for something to happen.

Trumper only grinned, taking no further notice than that
of the advice. But Bulstrode Aushed angrily, and it was
noticeable that he was becoming more reckless in his attack.

*“You want to be a bit more careful, old man,” Wharton
cautioned him; * Trumper is only waiting for a chance to
drive in at you.”

** Oh, rats!” was Bulstrode’s gracious reply.

‘““Keep an eye on his left,”” said Skinner.

‘“ Rubbish !""

** You'll get his left on your eye if you don’t.”

*“ Oh, cheese it !"

‘* Nice chap to second, I don't think!"” Nugent grinned.
‘ The sooner he gets his licking and chucks it the better.”

Bulstrode scowled, and went up to the scratch again as
Bob Cherry called time. The fourth round opened very
cautiously on Trumper's part. But Bulstrode was deter-
mined to bring matters to & climax, and he slogged on for
all he was worth.

Trumper let him gain ground, falling back step after
step, to lead the Remove bully more recklessly on.

ulstrode fell blindly into the trap.

Then came a climax, though not exactly of the sort that
the Greyfriars champion wanted and expected.

Trumper drew Bulstrode into a reckless attack, and then

ot in with his left. Bulstrode's guard was nowhoere, and
‘rumper’s glove came crashing on the point of his jaw.

Bulstrode reeled back, his hands going blindly up—and
then came Trumper's right and left, left and right, crash,
crash, upon his face.

The Romovite dropped like a log.

Trumper stood over him, panting a little,

Bulstrode !;y dazed.

** Licked !” roared the Courtfield crowd.

“Rot!" said Nugent. “ He'll come up to time.”

*“Count! Count!”

Bulstrode atruggled up.

Trumper would have been quite within his rights in
knocking him down again as he did so, but the Courtficld
lcader was too chivalrous for that.

He stepped back, lowering his handa.

There was a shout from the Courtfield crowd.

“Go for him!"

“ Knock him down!"”

“ Lay him out!”

*“Go for him, you ass, Trumper !"”

Trumper only grinned, and stood back. It was not in
accordance with his ideas of playing the game to *‘ go for™
an enemy who was not in a fit state to dofend himself,
whatever the rules of the ring might allow. That Bulstrode
would not have spared him under similar circumstances ha
knew ; but that made no difference to him. He was acting
according to his own ideas of the ‘‘ game "—not Bulstrode's.

“Good man, Trumper!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“ He deserves to win: he's better than our man all the way
round, and that’s the truth!”

**The betterfulness is terrific!"’

Bulstrode stood dazedly, blinking at Trumper. He was
almost defenceless for the moment. And if the round had
been prolonged he could hardly have stood up to the Court-
field champion for a moment.

But Bob Cherry called time in a few seconds more.

Bulstrode staggered back to his corner, and dropped upon
Skinner's knee with a thud, his hands hanging down, his
head swimming.

‘
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" He's done " said Snoop.

Bulstrode gave him a fierce glance.

“You fool! I'm all right!”

*“You don't look it!”

Bulstrode raised his fist, and Snoop promptly retreated.

Nugent bathed Bulstrode’s face without a word. Neither
had the Remove bully anything to say. He had been very
Lard hit, but he was not beaten yet. ;

When time was called he stepped up to his antagonist,
Jocking a little groggy, but savage and determined.

—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Hammer and Tongs.

“g¥ O it, Trumper!”

* Squash him, Trumpy !"

“Pile it on!”

“Shut up, vou fellows!” said Grahame, looking
sound. * Ordor there!”

*(th, you go and cat coke, Grahame!”

“ 8hLut up, I tell you!l”

Tho Scottish lad had his way. All the crowd could see
10w that Bulstrode vas getting the worst of it, and Grahamo
would not have anything that looked like triumphing over
a fallen enemy. L

The shouts died away, and the crowd looked on in silence,
with tense interest. .

The turn of the fight scemed to have come at last.

Bulstrode attacked, but his attack was et with steady
defence and counter-attack, and he received {ar more punish-
ment than he gave.

Again and again Trumper's heavy blows came home, and
throughout that round Bulstrode was driven round the ring
under blow on blow: A

llf'i‘lhe time & rest came he was staggering and breathless,

* Time !’

Ralstrode reeled to his corner.

Wharton met him with an anxious look.

“ RBetter chuck it now, Bulstrode,” be said.

* Shut up !”

* Look here—"

“ I'm not licked yet !

“You're so near it as makes no difference. It's a con-
founded disappointment for us,”” said Harry sharply. “ But
it's no good going on, and playing the giddy ox. Chuck it i

1 won't 1"

I tell you you're done!"”

“And T tell you I'm not!"” said Bulstrode, betweon his
teeth. * I'll go on while I can stand. It's these confounde
things that are bothering me!” He tore off the boxing-
gloves, * Now I shall lick the hound !"

** Put those gloves on !”

“1'mn going to finish without them!”

““You fool ! said Harry, in a low toae. " If you chuck
the gloves, Trumper will do the same, and you'll get the
worst of the bargain.”

1 don’t care what he does!”’

i Willfou put those gloves on 1"

* No, I won't " said Bulstrode flatly.

Wharton called across to the group round Trumper.
Grahame was fanning Trumper, who was ldpking very
fresh, considering what he had been through.

“ Qur man wants to chuck off the gloves,” Wharton said.
* Any objection on your side?”

“ Botter stick to them!"” said Trumper good-naturedly.
«T don't want to hammer the chap with my knuckles.”" -

* Mind your own business about me!" roared Bulstrode.
“ 11l take the risk. I won't fight in gloves, and I didn’t
wunt them from the atart. !fdyou refuse to meet me with
the bare hands you're o coward.”

“Hold your ~ tongue, confound you!" said Wharton
roaghly.

.|§ “,0“11 !"

Trumper laughed.

“Oh, I'll meet you with bare knuckles if you like!"” he

raid. " You'll be sorry for it; but, as you say, that’s your
Lusiness. I’ take them off.”

Trumper pecled off the gloves.

* My word !’ said Solly Lazarus.
thorry for that before the next round ith over, my thon!

" Yes, rather !” said Porter. " But it's his own look-out.”

Oh, veth, it's hith own bithneth!" aseented Solly. I
rither think that the nexth round will thettle him."

* Faith, and ye're right!”

“Time !

* Now look out for ireworks!"” grinned Porter.

Hammer and tongs the two combatants went at it now.
Damage had heen done before with the gloves on; but with
tse bare, hard knuckles infinitely more damage was done.

‘Trumper had it all his own way.

When he defended Bulstrode could not get through his
guard, and when he attacked the Removite's defence waa
u«~less, and his blows came home agein and sgain.
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Bulstrode was recling all through the round, and by the
end of it bis nose was red and swollen, and one of his eyes
was closed. .

The crowd looked on in silence.

Bulstrode’s folly in discarding the gloves was apparent
to all—and to himself, too—though be would not have ad-
mitted it for a moment.

He was receiving o terrible punishment, and that round
ndde:’l more to his injuries than the sum total of the previous
roundas.

But thero was admiration for his dogged pluck in the
crowd. Ho was stickgng to his guns with dogged tenacity.

Defeated he certainly wes, and yet he fought an grimly,
as if determined to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat.

“Time " said Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode was fl.d enough to leave off now.
to the corner, and sank down on Wharton's knee.

Nugent bathed his face, .

“ Better chuck it now,” said his second.

Bulstrode rapped out a curse. .

“{ won't, I tell you! Mind your own business!”

Ilarry Wharton compressed his lips. He had spoken for
Bulstrodo's sake. There was no longer the slightest hope
that the Greyfriars champion would win.

“ Very well!"” said Wharton quietly. .

“I'll lick him yet !"" muttered Bulstrode thickly.

“The ratiulness is terrific?’ murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Time!" .

Bulstrode almost staggered up to toe the line.

Trum{:er met him, but did not put his hands up.

" Look here,” he exclaimed abruptly, “you're not fit to

o on! You can’t stand up to me this time, at any vate.

‘huck it, like a sensible fellow !

“Mind your own busincss, you Board School bound "

Trumper looked at him steadily. .

“You can call me any names you please while you're in
that state,” ho said. ‘I won't hit you sgain unloss you
force me to."

*“Come on, you cad !"

Bulstrodo struck furiously at the Courtficld fellow’s face.

Trumper easily guarded the blow.

* You see, you're not fit,”” he remarked.

Ho reeled

“Hang you! You low hound!" panted Bulstrode. “ Il
finish dy|ou yet! Come on! Come on, if you're not a
coward !"

And ho rushed furiously at the Courtfield champion.

At it they went again hammer and tongs. But Trumper
was sparing his enomy now. Tho generous lad could not
bring himself to tieat Bulstrode as the Remove bu.ﬂz full
deserved. He contented himself with defonce wit
putti;:g in a light drive now and then when Bulstrode got
too close.

The Removite was exhausting himself by hia tremendous
efforts, and it was pretfy clear that the fight would soou be
over without another effort on the Courtfield follow’s part.
_ Bulstrode could see thut Trumper was sparing bim, and
it made him mad with rage. He piled on the a
desperatoly, but he bardly touched Trumper.

“"Time " sang out Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode paused, gasping.

“1'll lick you yet!” he panted.

Trumper smiled.  He did_not bolieve that Bulstrode bad
another round left in him. DBut he underrated the obetinacy
of the Remove bully. Buistrode was blind to what was
obvious to everyboﬂf else, and he never would admi
so long as_he could stand. When Bob Cherry called time
again, the Remove bully came up to the scratch.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Calprit.

- Y hat!” murmurcd Grahame, as Bulstrode tood the

e het' The beggar's Sot plack -

e, onl L) ] 2

i *“ But noz,very,mueh the, -.ld‘m e

think he’th a thilly ath! He'th licked, and every can

thee it but himthell."

** Faith, and yc're right.”

“There's life in him yet,'” said Porter, watching the com-

bat closely. “ My word, he does s to it! He's got
another round in him yet.”’

“Thilly ath !’

The Courtfield fellows watched anxiously. The stress of
the obstinute fight was telling upon_Trumper, though not to
e mbann thes Bulstode pieht pall .08 Job —
sporting chance i

The Remuve bully seemed io’f:u wnd mﬂﬁon (13

L
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Hc was standing chicfly on the dcfensive, his object being
evidently to guin time and rest himsclf for fresh cfforts.

Trumpor was content to spare him, . "

Tho round resolved itself into light spurring, and neither
of the two combatants seomed to receive much damage. The
sting had gone out of it all.

"1 say, vou fellows—"

. Nobody took any notice of Billy Bunter. All worc too busy
in wafching the fight. The Owl of the Remove plucked at
Harry Wharton's ﬁwvo. and the Remove captain shook him
off impatiently,

* But [ say, Wharton—"

“(ict away!”

*It's important.”

Ill;:'ly Wharton looked round, cxasperated. Billy Bunter
blinked at him deprecatingly through l'nia big spectacles.

"* What do you want, you fat young bounder?" demanded
Wharton.

. I only want to do_the decent thing,” saifl Billy Bunter
indignantly. *“‘I've been thinking that Bulstrode and
Trumpor will both be jolly well knocked vp by the time
they've finishod, that tussle, and I think they ought to be
looked after a bit. I was going to nake a suggestion,”

“ Woll, what is it—sharp?"

“8Buppose we hud some light refreshinents ready  for
them 7" the fat junior suggested. [ should be perfectly
willing to walk all the way to the village and fereh thewn™

ot somc ginger-pop and jam-taris, and s on—in fact,
ln‘_\t iing you like, if you say the word, Whieton.”

‘ Not a bad idea,” grinned Nugent. **Cuat off, Billy

** $hall I, Wharton?*

“Oh, if you like!" said Ilarry. * Don't bother !

“ I'll go with pleusure to oblige you, Wharton. I hope you
won't object to my standing treat on this oceasion *™ said
Bunter. ™ Lots of the follows say that ['m aslways getiing
treated, and never stand anything myself, so I reelly want
you to lot e pay this time.”™

Harry Wharton starcd at him blankly,

*“What do you mean, Bunter?”

p (y)'h' really, }_\'lurwn_!" fuk Touii

ou're spoofing again, you fat fraud !’

“ Look Iwm—-’? ¥ y

“Well, if you want to stand a ferdd, and pay for it, you're
welcome,” said Harry. * Cut off, nnd don't an."

* Very woll. Shall' I bring the giub here?’

a“ Oh o8 [t

“ Thore's another little circumstance —""
“ Time "

The_cighth round was over, and Bulstrode was not benten

ot. Wharton turned away from Bunter to look nftor him.

he Renmovo bully seemed to bave picked up a little, in fact,
He was breathing more regularly, unid seemed more steady,
Ho looked at Wharton with u sneer through the water strean-
ing on his face, aftor Frank Nugent hud sponged him.

* Well, I'm not licked yeot,” he said.

Wharton llu'uggcd his shoulders.

“If you dont know when you're licked, I suppose it's no
business of mine,” he said.  “ You can keep it up as long as
you like. AnJv sensible fcllow would huve chucked it nfter

last round."
8o you think Trumper's the bottar man of the two ?"
“I think he's got the better of you this time.”
“We'll sco.” ;

a“" Timlll

Bulstrode stopped up morc koenly than cver to his
nd.\‘omrg..d Trumper _wus looking miore grim now. Ilis
frionds been urging him to  wadv in," and finish the
?h:on’.tu Greyfriars champion, and Trumper had determined
o do it.

It was the ninth round, and it was more lively than the
previous one had been. The haminering on both sides was,
as Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh woulil have said, torrific.

Bunter plucked at Wharton's sleceve again. Ilarry turned
round impatiently.

" Aren't you gonc?"’ he exclaimed,

“Oh, roa I'y, Wharton——""

* Cut off.’

 “But I'm waiting. I--1 menfioned there was another
little circumstance,” explained Billy Buntor. 1 want you
fellows to let mo stand treut this time—""
“ Yes, that's sottled.”
‘* Er—but not quite, you know. Tha fnct is,” said Dunter,
with an air*of great frankness, * I'in short of mouney."

“ How romarkable ! suid Nugent. *“ Never been like that
before, have you "
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, you fellows! You see, I was expecting a
postal-order this morning, und therc's becn some de ay in tho
pca'lt";' oxplained Buntor.

c chums of the Reinove stared at him.
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“ You don't mean to say that

“My hat!" gasped Nugent. h
o : l* that old postal-order whecze on us again,

you're working ol

unty 1’ X

* Oh, mllf. Nugent—"

a“" Buu oE -ll :

“ But, you see, I've becn disappointed about a csta.l-orc‘lm-E
and [ really want to stand this little_feed,” said Bunter. I

Wharton would advance me five shillings, ho could have the
whole of the postal-order when it comes. What do you say,
Wharton ?”’

“Rats !"

4 Oh, really—" L .

Harry Wharton turned his back on the fat jumior. DBily
Bunter squirmed round him so as to face himn again.

“ You sec, Wharton, if you advanced me half-a-crown, I
could make it do; and, of course, I'd sottle up immediately
my postal-order comes this afternoon. I re'nlly think ycu
might do the decent thing, you know. Ow!"

Wharton reached out, caught Bunter by the shoulder, and
st him down on the ground with considerable forco. That
was why Billy Bunter said * Ow |

The Owl of the Remove sat there for some moments gasp-
ing. Meanwhile, the fight was going on harder and fuster,
hardur und fast-r every momcat. .

Trumpar had made up his mind to finish. .

Twice Bulstrode had been down, but e had jumped up
again and gone on, and now he was a!.lll _Imld!hg.hu oW,
defending himecli fiorcely, fighting to gain time till tie ond of
the round.

Bunter scrambled up.

* 1 say, you fellows-—""

‘“Shut up !” .

* But look here, Wharton,” said Bunfcr, in a confid~ntial
whisper, * you wanted to know who it was wrote that iciter
to_tho Courtficll chops, didn’t you?"

Wharton started. .

“Do you know who it was, Billy?” ho asked, bending an
inquiring look upon the fat junior.

3unter nodded. R

::' Yes. I'm awfully keen, you know, and I find out things,
and—-""

“ Any could find out things by spying through key-
holes, and ﬁslcning vutside doors,” said Nugent.

“ Oh rcally, Nugent-——""

* Did you find this out that way, Bunter?” asked Wharton.
“If you did, you can keep your knowledge to yourself. I
don’t want it."

** Of course I didn't, Wharton. I hopo I'm an hououralile
chap. In fact, I saw the letter before it was sent froun
Gireyfriars; but I wasn’t going to say so, and get a licking
from-~from anybody. If you like to stand by me—" .

“I'll sce you're not touched, if that's what you mean, if
you tell me who wrote that caddish letter,” sai Harry.

‘ Honour "

“Yes, of course, you young ass ™ . )

“Good! I—I suppose you wouldn’t mind lending me a
couple of bob, would you, Wharton!"" suid Billy Bunter in-
sinuatingly. * You see, I've becn dis:ppointed about a
postal-order, and—"" .

Wharton could not hol[i_lmghmg. L.

“ You youny fraud! That's what you want, is it? Well,
it's worth & hob to know the name of the cudd who wrote that
letter, so——"'

I said two bob.” . . .

“ And I said one," said Harry, fishing a shilling out of his
pocket. * You can take it or leave it."”

lilly Bunter took it.

* Will you have this back out of mmy postal-order,” he asked,
“or .-hnlly! put it down to the old account? .

“Oh, don’t be an asa! Who was it wrote that caddish
letter to the Courtficld fellows®” Wharton asked.

Billy Bunter edged away.

*“ You really want to know, Whartont"

“Of course I do.”

“Well, I—I—1—"

“ Well 7"

“I wrote it.

‘“What!" roarcd Wharton.

Buunter scuttled off.  Harry Wharton made & movement in
purusit, and then he stopperd and burst into a laugh.

*“Tho fat fraud !" he exclaimed. * Ilo’s caught ine!"

“ A fair catch!” grinned Nugent. ** You ass! You onzht
to have guessed it! But you have promised now—honour ***

“The young rotter ! 1 suppose I can't lick him now,” said
Wharton ruefally. “ And lLe's got a bob out of me for giving
mo his own name! The fraud!”

* Hallo, there goes Bulstrode !’

Bob Chorry cailed time. The tenth round was over. Bul-
strode lay like a log in the grass, scemingly incapable of
motion.

HRL
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Victor.

ARRY WHARTON ran forward with Nugent, and be-
H tween them they raised the Greyfriars champion to his

eet.

Wharton made a knee for him, and he sat down
weakly, and Nugent bathed his swollen, and bruised face,
und wiped away the blood from his damaged nose.

Bulstrode blinked at him through one half-closed eye—the
¢ther was quite closed. The Remove bully was very groggy
now,

“Done?” asked Tom Brown.

Dulstrode gave him a fierce loolé

“ Not while 1 can stand,” he said savagely.

“Well, if you can stand now, you must be pretty hard,”
¢»id the New Zealander. * Yow've got pluck, at any rate, if
vou haven't got much sense.”

Bulstrode made no reply. He needed all his breath.

Bob Cherry looked towards him curiously. His business
vas only to call time, not to dictato whether Bulstrode should
(o on or not. The Remove bully was showing a dog;fo«l
t-nacity that surprised these who know him best. Whether
it was out of obstinacy, or for the honour of Greyfriars—
vhatever his motive was, he was putting up the best fight
lie had ever put up in his lifo.

ime!”
Dulstrode staggered from Harry Wharton's knee.
. You"are going onf”
05,

"

“ Good luck!”
Dulstrode went blindly forward, Trumper stepped up to
~eel him. There was a cheer from the Greyfriars fellows.
* Go it, Bulstrode!"”

** Bravo !" .

“ After all,” said Tom Brown, "dofgﬂl does it, reu
Lnow. Bulstrode may pull it off after all”

* The doggedfulness is certainly terrific.’” .

* And so will the licking be,"” said Hazeldene drily.

Bulstrodo confronted 'i'vumper with a savage look. The
Courtfield fellow attacked hotly. He wanted to gei it over

Bulstrode retreated before his attack, many n heavy blow
coming home on him, and once he staggered, and Tramper
rushed in. -

But it was Trumper who was reckless this time.

Dulstrode was feinting.

1le guarded well, sending Trumper’s hands up, and closed
in, and the next moment he had his knuckles in the Courtfield
irilow’s faco.

C'rash, crash, crash!

Right and left, and right again, like a battering-ram on
Trumper's face, snd the Courtfield captain staggered back.

His hands were nowhere, his face was defenceless; and Bul-
s*rexle did not remember Trumper's generosity. He dashed
i, hitting out with all his force, gnd both fists came crashing
l:ome upon Trumper's mouth.

The Courtfield captain fell like a log.

Bulstrode gasped, triumphant, eager.

* Count!” he yelled.

And the Greyfriars fellows took up the cry. If Trumpe:
«id not come up to the scratch in time, the victory was with
Greyfriars.

“* Count !’

But tho timekeeper was already counting.

“ One, two, three, four—"

Trumper staggored up. Bulstrode was ready, and he hit
out, hard and savagely, as the Courtfield champion strove to
1isa, Harry Wharton's face was dark with disgust. Thiz was
ant how Trumper had zcted. But: there was too much at
«rake for Bulstrode to think of repaying his for's generosity
in kind, He wanted to win—he meant to win—and he was
pirepa to go very near foul play to win.

Trumper crashed down again, but he leaped up once more
like a jack-in-ihe-box. Ilec stalled Bulstrode off as he gained
hi= feet, and the Remove bully was too far gone to put the
nocessary vim into the onslaught. Trumper recovered hi<
footing, and kept Bulstrode at arm’s-length till time was
called.

* Time!™

Both champions fairly staggered away. Trumper was look-
int almost as used up as Bulstrode now.

““Pile it on the next round, old fellow,”
Crahame. ** You must lick him!"”

Trumper gritted his teeth.

“ T'll lick him now, if it killx me,” he said.

“ Time!"

“ Twelfth round!” said Fravk Nugent. * My hat! This
i< a fight !

“The fightfulness is terrific!”

* Go it, Bulstrode!"

** Pile it on, Trumpy "

The twelfth round looked like being the last.
batants were plaved out, and only ﬁo
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obstinacy. Doth had received terrible punishment, though
Bulstrode's state was much the worse of the two.

Trumper was ﬁﬁl;“tin hard now—his hardest, and Bulstrode
kad no chance. ng and round the Courtfield fellow drove
hlim, and blow after blow crashed upon Bulstrode's face and
chest.

_The Greyfriars junior was simply thumping the air now—
his attack was too wild to hurt anybody, and his defence was
nothing. Trumper did what he liked with him, and the. round
finished with Bulstrode dropping like a log to the earth.

He gave a great painful ?.np as he went down, and did not
move again. Nugent and Tom Brown raised him up.

He was sat upon Wharton's knee, and his face was sponged,
and he was fanned; but he seemed only half conscious, and
it was plain to all that he was beaten.

“Time!" esaid Bob Cherry crisply.

Trumper came briskly up to time. .

Bulstrode did not move. It scemed doubtful if he heard.

*“ Time!"” repeated Bob.

Bulstrode staggered from Wharton's knee.

“T'mn ready!” he cried hoarsely. s

e staggered towards Trumper. But his senses were recl-
ing. and before he reached his adversary, his knees gave way,
and he went to the ground. He dropped thudding on the
grass almost at Trumper's fect.

The Courtlield champion waited.

Bulstrode did not move.

“ e is done!"" said Wharton quietly.

Bulstrode heard the words, and made a frantic endeavour
to rice, But it was in vain: he rolled over with a groan.

“The game's up!” said Nugent. ** Wo throw up the
sponge.  Courtfield wins!” . N

“Tlurrah !” shouted the Courtficld crowd. “Hip, hip,

He was taken

lrral 1

Bulstrode was lifted up and helped away.
down to the <tream, to bathe his face, and recover himself n
Jitthe bofore he returned to Grevfriars. The Courtfield crowd
were cheering their champion foudly. Trum{rer was looking
very much damaged, but satisfied with himself.

arry Wharton came towards him. Trumper looked at him
rather doubtfully.

“ You've won,” s=aid Wharton, in his frank way. *1
couldn't stand up to you to-day myself, Trumper—my wrist
i~ hurt. But Bulstrode has put up a good fight. You've wun,
and we own up to it There’s another matter. I've found
out. who wrote that caddish letter to you. It was a fellow in
my Form at Greyfriars. T want to tell you we're sorry fu:
it—to apologisc for it in the name of the school.”

Trumper flushed.

“Youw'ro awfully decent!” he exclaimed; and ho held out
fric hand involuntarily.

Harry Wharton grasped it heartily enough.

TN wee that the cad does nothing of the kind again,” le
apid. 1 dave stay we shall have rows enough in the future,
bt there ska'n't be any hitting below the belt like that if 1
can help it. Good-bye!”

 Good-live, Wharten—yon're a good sort.”

And the Courtficld fellows went off towards Courtfield, with
none tao much time to spare to get in to afternoon scheol.
Trumper probably had a very uncomfortable afterncon in his
¢lass-room ; but he had beaten the Greyfriars champion, and
that wae enough for him.

Ruistrode was feeling much more uncomfortable. He liad
been more hurt, and, what was more galling still, he had been
beaten by the leader of the New School. Some of the fellows
anxious for the honour of Grevfriars, or anxious to see another
thrilling encounter, urged Bulstrode to challenge Trumper
over apain. and have the matter end differently.

Bulstrode tai:l nothing. But he inwardly resolved that noe
would give & very wide berth in future to the champion of
Courtfield County Council School.

THE END.
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On Board the Libertad—A Dastardly Deed.

‘“By no means,” replied Dare coolly. 5 But I was not
aware that this islet was private property.”

‘“How do you meant” L

““I mean,’” said Dare, ‘‘that unless it is private property
I heve as much right here as you.”

“ You think so, eh?"’ said Leon Scala.
have to bo taught differently.”” .

** By the saints!" cried Pedro Valdez, with a laugh. * Do
you bl;mew who this youth is?"’

" . "

“Then you will

“ Weo had news, if you remember, that the merchanta who
have been defrauded of the moncy by Stephen Morison had
engaged a young detective to track down the thief, and
recover the treasure. The name of the young detective is
Btanley Dare. This is he!”

“ And he has overheard all that I have said!" exclaimed
Scala, with a malicious gleam in his eyos.

“ Without doubt,”’ put in Mﬁel. ‘“ And that being so,
be is & menace to us. He may a boy—though he is cer-
tainly very near manhood—but I say again that he is
dangerous. He knows now as much as we know. It would
be an easy task for him to get posscasion of the other half
of the link, for Mark Sefton would not have any suspicion
of him, as he has of -all who work for us. This young
Britisher, then, has been boating among the islands. The
boat was overturned, ard, there being many treacherous
currents, he was drowned. You understand?’

‘* Nothing easier. Let us not waste time.”

The ruffians were closing round him menacingly.
turned to Leon Scala.

“ Would you murder me?" he cried.

“ By no means. You will be drowned by accident,” was
the sarcastic reply.

During all this time, the young dctective had been closely
watching Pablos, the smuggler, who, having drank liberally
of the aguardiente, had become partially intoxicated, and
was now engaged in opening another bottle of the fiery
spirit.

He was nearer to Stanley Dare than any of the others,
and the young detective continued to cdgo still closer to
him. The smuggler gave a slight lurch., With a sudden
quick movement, Dare snatched the bottle from his hand,
and hurled it with all his force at the lantern. The glass
was shivered, and the bottle was smashed, - In an instant the
nﬁirit was in a blaze, and the liquid fire was running all over
the table and the floor of the hut.

There was a momentary confusion as everybody scrambled
todgot clear of the flames. The smuggler trigped and fell,
and Miguel, in trying to get away, pitched headlong over
his prostrate body. 'fho burning spirit was all about them,
and both men, swearing, howling with the pain of the burns,
and struggling to rise to their feet, added to the confusion.

Stanley Dare was quick to take advantage of it, and, fling-
ing off Leon Scala, who attempted to seize hold of him, mads
a dash for the jnlet, where his boat was mocred.

“Stop him! Shoot him down! Let him have the knife!"
yelled out the miscreants, who did not mean that he should
escape alive.

8cals, Valdcz, and another dashed in pursuit of him, but
as the young detective ran, he was able to draw his revolver.
He reached his boat, fifty yards ahcad of his pursuers. In
an instant he had cast off the rope. Then he turned and
fired. It was Scala who received the shot, for he threw up
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his arms, and, with a howl of rage and pain, dropped tg the
ground.

**I havo only winged him!" muttcred Dart, as he sprang
into the buat, and pushed off.

The other. two men blazed awa,
a3 they were firing hastily, the bullets flew wide, Stanley
Dare’s weapon flashed out again, and the black sombrero
worn by Valdez spun into the air with a bullet hole through
the crown.

This put a check to the pursuit at once. The bandits did
not rclish the young Britisher’s skooting; his aim was too
true. But Valdez gred a parting shot at him as he rowed
away, and Dare felt a stinging =ensation in his right side.

He had been hit, but not dangerously, although the wound
bled so profusely that by the time he reached shore again all
that side of his shirt was saturated with blood. An hour
later _he staggered, half fainting, into a doctor's surgery in
the Calle Santiago, near the south gate of the city. Bullet
wounds and knife stabs were of too frequent occurrence in
Vera Cruz to cxcite any .agecid comment, and the medical
Fracut.mnar was quite satisfied with Darec's explanation that
o had been attacked by robbers on the beach outside the
city limits.

** Santissima! There are many bands of these miscreants
about |" exclaimed the doctor. *“It is not safe to wander too
far alone after nightfall. There, the bandages are all on'
Take as much rest as possible during the next few days, and
in a week’s time you will be able to got about again at
your ordinary business, whatever it may be.”

‘A traveller,” replied Dare, as he tendered the medical
man his fee, ** so I shall be able, fortunately, to take a rest.”

Heo had no intention of attracting undue attention to him-
self by stating his real profession. for a rest, it would
be possiblé to take one for twenty-four hours, but no longer.
The Libertad was to sail in thirty hours, and on board of
that vessel he had learnt that Scala and two others of the
gang were going to start in chase of Mark Sefton, who had
made his way into Central America. They would probably
land either at Chagres or Colon, at both of which ports the
steamer called.

The young detective did not go on board the steamer until
half an hour before it sailed, and then lic was so well dis-
guised with a dark beard and moustache, which added fifteen
years to his age in appearance, that the gang of miscreants,
who would certainly be on the lock-out for him, would not
be likely to recognise him.

His wound was healing rapidly, but he was still weak from
loss of bleod. The three day’s voyage, however, would give
him the opportunity to recover, for he nced do nothing but
lounge all day long in a deck-chair.

At first he was under the impression that Leon Scala and
his associates had sltered their plans, and decided to abandon
the trip, for he did not notice them amony the passengers.
But wlmn the steamer had got well out to sex he caught
s glimpse of the half-caste among the crowd of demndcr.m
passengers. If he was on board, it was pretty certain that
one or more of his associates was on board also, possibly
disguised. Leon Scala had his right arm in a sling, the effect
of Dare’s shot on the island.

Two days passed without anything unusual happening, the
steamer calling at two porta on her way. An old Mexican
hidalgo, with big white moustache and beard, and faco
tanned almost to the colour of mahogany, made himself very
agrecablo to the young detcctive during the trip, keeping
him amused with a fund of ancedotes of life in tho interior.

with their revolvers, but,
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER,
The Yictor,

ARRY WHARTON ran forward with Nugent, and be-
H tween them they reised the Greyfriars champion to his

ee!

Wharton made a knee for him, and he sat down
weakly, and Nugent: bathed his swollen, and bruised face,
und wiped away the blood from his damaged nose.

Bulstrode blinked at him through one half-closed eye—the
cther was quite closed. The Remove bully was very groggy
now,

“Done ?’ asked Tom Brown. |

Bulstrode gave him a fierce lool¢

“ Not while I can stand,” he said savagely. )

“ Well, if you can stand now, you must be pretty hard,”
enid the New Zealander. *“ You’ve got pluck, at any rate, 1
vou haven't got much sense.”

Bulstrode made no reply. He needed all his breath.

Tob Cherry looked towards him curiously. His business
vaus only to call time, not to dictate whether Bulstrode should
o on or not. The Remove bulli was showing a dog:fed
f-nacity that surprised those who knew him best. Whether
it was out of obstinacy, or for the honour of Greyfriars—
w:hatever his motive was, he was putting up the best fight
lie had ever put up in his life.

** Time 1"

Bulstrode staggered from Harry Wharton's knee.
:: You,,nre going onf”’
8.

* Good luck!”

Bulstrode went bLlindly forward. Trumper slepped up to
el him. There was a cheer from the Greyfriars fellows.

“ Go it, Bulstrode!”’

“ Bravo!”

¢ After all,” said Tom PBrown, * dc:fg'cd does it, reu
Lnow. Buistrode may puil it off after all.”

* The doggedfulness is certainly terrific.”

 And so will the licking be,” said Ilazeldene drily.

Bulstrode confronted ‘i'rumper with a savage look. The

—~

‘ourtfield fellow attacked hotly. He wanted to get it over
Bulstrode retreated before his altack, many a heavy blow
-aming bome on him, and once he staggered, and Trumper
rushed in. :

But it was Trumper who was reckless this time.

Pulstrode was feinting.

1le guarded well, sending Trumper’s hands up, and closed
in. and the next moment he had his knuckles in the Courtfield
ivilow’s face.

(‘rash, erash, erash?

Right and left, and right again, like a batlering-ram on
Trumnper’s face, and the Courtfield captain staggered back.

His hands were nowhere, his face was defenceless: and Bul-
rade did not remember Trumper's generosity. e dashed
i, hitting out with all his force, and both fists came crashing
L:ioine upon Trumper's mouth.

The Courtfield captain fell like a log.

Bulstrode gasped, triumphant, eager.

“ Count !’ he yelled.

And the Greyfriars fellows took up the cery. If Trumper
«Jidd not come up to the scrateh in time, the victory was with
Greyfriars,

* Count I”

But the timekeeper was already counting,

“ One, two, three, four—"'

Trumper staggered up. Bulstrode was ready, and he hit
out, hard and savagely, as the Courtfield champion strove to
vise, Harry Wharton's face was dark with disgust. Thiz was
ant how Trumper had zeted.  But: there was too much ab
wrake for Bulstrode to think of repaying his for's generosity
in kind. He wanted to win—he meant to win—and he was
prepared to go very near foul play to win.

Trumper erashed down again, but he leaped up once mora
like a jack-in-the-box. Ile stalled Bulstrode off as he gained
hiz feet, and the Remove hully was too far gone to put thie
nocessary vim into the onslaught. Trumper recovered his
f(nﬁting, and kept Bulstrode at arm’s-length till time was
called.

“ Time!”

Both champions fairly staggered away. Trumper was look-
inT almost as used up as Bulstrode now.

* Pile it on the next round, old fellow,”
Crahame. * You must lick him "

Trumper gritted hig teeth.

“ I'Il Jick him now, if it kills me,” he said.
“ Time!”

“ Twelfth round!"” said Frank Nugent.

< a fight !"

* The fightfulness is terrifie!””

“ Go it, Bulstrode!”

‘* Pile it on, Trampy !’

The twelfth round locked like Leing the last. Roth com-
hatants were played out, and only iepf; going by sheer
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obstinacy. Both had received terrible punishment, though

's state was much the worse of the two. i

Trumper was fighting hard now—his hardest, and Bulstrode
had no chance. Round and round the Courtfield fellow drove
hlim, and blow after blow crashed upon Bulstrode’s face and
chest. .

The Greyfriafa junior was simply thumping the air now—
his attack was too wild to huri unybody, and his defence was
nothinﬁ. Trumper did what he liked with him, and the. round
finiched with Bulstrode dropping like a log to the earth.

He gave a great painful gesp as he went down, and did not
move again. Nugent and Tom Brown raised him up.

He was tat upon Wharton's knee, and his face was sponged.
and he was fanned; but he seemed only half copscious, an
it was plain to all that he was beaten.

“Time ! eaid Bob Cherry crisply.

Trumper came briskly up to time.

Bulstrode did not move. It scemed doubtful if he heard.

“ Time!” repeated Bob.

Bulstrode staggered from Wharton’s knee.

“T'm ready!” he cried hoarsely. .

1le staggered towards Trumper, But his senses were recls
ing, and before he reached his adversery, his knees gave way,
and he went to the ground. He dropped thudding on the
grass almost at Trumper’s feet.

The Courtlield champion waited.

Bulstrode did not move.

“Tle is done!” said Wharton quietly.

Bulstrode Jicard the words, and made a frantic endeavour
to rice. But it was in vain; he rolled over with a groan.

“Tle game's up!” said Nugent. *“ Wo throw up the
sponge.  Courtfield wins1” .

! “Il]un;ah 1 shouted the Courtficld crowd. ¢ Hip, hip,
mirrah U

Bulstrode was lifted up and helped awasy. He was taken
down to the siream, to bathe his face, and recover himself a
Jitile before he returned to Greyfriars. The Courtfield crowd
were cheering their champion loudly. Trumper was looking
very much damaged, but satisfied with himself.

Harry Wharton came towards him, Trumper looked at him
rather doubtfully.

“ You've won,” said Wharton, in his frank way, *“1
couldn’s stand up to you to-day myself, Trumper—my wrict
is hurt.  But Bulstrode has put up 2 good fight. You've wun,
and we own up to it There’s another matter. I've found
our. who wrote that caddish letter to you. It was a fellow in
iy Form at Greyfriars. I want to tell you we’re sorry for
it—io apologisc for it in the namc of the school.”

Truniper flushed.

“Yowre awfully decent!” he exclaimed; and he held out
!ri« hand involuntarily.

Harry Wharton grasped it heartily enough,

“ T'II cee that the cad does nothing of the kind again,” le
sid. I dare say we shall have rows enough in the future,
bt there sha'n’t be any hitting below the belt like that if I
can belp it. Good-bye!”

“ Good-live, Wharton—yon're a good sort.”

And the Courtficld fellows went off towards Courtfield, with
none too much time to spare to get in to afternoon school.
Trumper probably had a very uncomfortable afternoon in his
class-room ; but he had beaten the Greyfriars champion, and
that was enough for him.

Rulstrode was feeling much more uncomfortable. e Lad
been more hurt, and, what was more galling still, he had been
heaten by the lezder of the New School. Some of the fellows
anxious for the honour of Greyfriars, or anxious to see another
thrilling encounter, urzed Bulstrode to challenge Trumper
over apain. and Lave the mutter end differently.

Bulstrade said nothing. But he inwardly resolved that ne
would give 2 very wide berth in fulure to the champion of
Courtfield County Council School.
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On Board the Libertad—A Dastardly Deed.

“By no means,” replied Dare coolly. ““ But I was not
aware that this islet was private property.”

“How do you mean?” = .

‘“1 mean,” said Dare, ‘‘that unless it is private property
I have as much right here as you.”

““You think so, eh?' said Leon Scala.
kave to be taught differently.”’ ) )

‘““ By the saints!”” cried Pedro Valdez, with a laugh. Do
you &mew who this youth is?”’

“ No.”

“Then you will

“ Weo had news, if you remember, that the merchanta who
have been defrauded of the moncy by Stephen Morison had
engaged a young detective to track down the thief, and
recover the treasure. The name of the young detective is
Stanley Dare. This is he!”

“‘And he has overheard all that I have said!" exclaimed
Scala, with a malicious gleam in his eyes.

“ Without doubt,” put in Miguel. *‘‘ And that being so,
he is a menace to us. He mny%)e a boy—though he is cer-
tainly very near manhood—but I say again that he is
dangerous. He knows now as much as we know. It would
be an casy task for him to get possession of the other half
of the link, for Mark Sefton would not have any suspicion
of him, as he has of -all who work for us. This young
Britisher, then, has been boating among the islands. The
boat was overturned, and, there being many treacherous
currents, he was drowned. You understand?”’

‘‘ Nothing easier. Let us not waste time."”

The ruffians were closing round him menacingly. Dare
turned to Leon Scala.

‘““ Would you murder me?"’ he eried.

“ By no means. You will be drowned by accident,” was
the sarcastic reply.

During all this time, the young detective had been closely
watching Pablos, the smuggler, who, having drank liberally
of the aguardiente, had become partially intoxicated, and
was now engaged in opening another bottle of the fiery
spirtt,

He was nearer to Stanley Dare than any of the others,
and the young detective continued to cdge still closer to
him. The smuggler gave a slight lurch, With a sudden
quick movement, Dare snatched the bottle from his hand,
and hurled it with all his force at the lantern. The glass
was shivered, and the bottle was smashed. - In an instant the
sEirit was in a blaze, and the liquid fire was running all over
the table and the floor of the hut,

There was a momentary confusion as everybody scrambled
to get clear of the flames. The smuggler tripped and fell,
and Miguel, in trying to get away, pitched Leadlung over
his prostrate body. The burning spirit was all about them,
and both men, swearing, howling with the pain of the burns,
and struggling to rise to their feet, added to the confusion.

Stanley Dore was quick to take advantage of it, and, fling-
ing off Leon Scala, who attempted to seizo hold of him, mada
a dash for the ,inlet, where his boat was moocred.

““Btop him! S8hoot him down! Let him have the knife!”
yelled out the miscreants, who did not mean that he should
escape alive.

Scala, Valdez, and another dashed in pursuit of him, but
as the young detective ran, he was able to draw his revolver.
He reached his boat, fifty yards ahead of his pursuers. In
an instant he had cast off the rope. Then he turned and
fired. It was Scala who received the shot, for he threw up
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Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is engaged by a biﬁ firm of South
African merchants to recover the sum of

from them. Dare traces the money to Vera Cruz, where he finds that it
has been stolen from the original thief by a secret criminal society, one
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(Now go on with the Story.)

his arms, and, with a howl of rage angd pain, dropped tg the
ground.

I have only winged him !’ muttered Dard, as he sprang
into the boat, and pushed off.

The other. two men blazed away with their revolvers, but,
as they were firing hastily, the bullets flew wide. Stanley
Dare’s weapon fashed out again, and the black sombrero
worn by Valdez spun into the air with a bullet hole through
the crown.

This put a check to the pursuit at once. The bandits did

not relish the young Britisher’s shooting; his aim was too
true. But Valdez fired a parting shot at him as he rowed
away, and Dare felt a stinging sensation in his right side.
. He had been hit, but not dangerously, although the wound
bled so profusely that by the time he reached shore again all
that side of his shirt was saturated with blood. An hour
later he staggered, half fainting, into a doctor's surgery in
the Calle Santiago, near the south gate of the city. Bullet
wounds and knifo stabs were of too frequent occurrence in
Vera Cruz to excite any special comment, and the medical
{;ractitioner was quite satisfied with Dare’s explanation that
e had been attacked by robbers on the beach outside the
city limits.

** Bantissima! There are many bands of these miscreants
about !"" exclaimed the doctor. *“It is not safe to wander too
far alone after nightfall. There, the bandages are 2ll on'
Take as muchi rest as possible during the next few days, and
in a week’s time you will be able to get about again at
your ordinary business, whatever it may be.”

‘A traveller,” replied Dare, as he tendered the medical
man his fee, ““ so T shall be able, fortunately, to take a rest.”

He had no intention of attracting undue attention to him-
self by stating his real profession. Aa for a rest, it would
ho possiblé to take one for twenty-four hours, but no longer.
The Libertad was to sail in thirty hours, and on board of
that vessel he had learnt that Seala and two others of the
gang were going to start in chase of Mark Sefton, who had
made his way into Central America. They would probably
land either at Chagres or Colon, at both ¢f which ports the
steamer called.

The young detective did not go on board the steamer until
half an hour before it sailed, and then lic was so well dis-
guised with a dack beard and moustache, which added fifteen
years to his age in appearance, that the gang of miscreants,
who would certainly be on the look-out for him, would not
be likely to recognise him.

His wound was healing rapidly, but he was still weak from
loss of blood. The three day’s voyage, howevar, would give
him the opportunity to recover, for he nced do rothing but
lounge all c!ay long in a deck-chair.

At first he was under the impression that Leon Seala and
his associates had altered their plans, and decided to abandon
the trip, for he did not notice them among the passengers.
But when the steamer had got well out to sex he caught
a glimpse of the half-caste among the crowd of second.class
passengers. If he was on board, it was pretty certuin that
cne or more of his associates was on board also, possibly
disguised. Leon Scala had his right arm in a sling, the effect
of Dare’s shot on the island.

Two days passed without anything unusua!l happening, the
steamer calling at two ports on her way. An old Mexican
hidalgo, with big white moustache and beard, and face
tanned almost to the colour of mahogany, made himself very
agreeable to the young detective during the trip, keeping
him amused with a_fund of anecdotes of life in the interior,
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The second night was fine, but with the sky half obscyred
by scurrying clouds. - There was no moon, and the few stars
that werc visible showed but a wan light. The sea was
comparatively smooth, but there was a great deal of phos-
phorescence in it. Now and again a gust of cold wind came
sweeping across the ocean, moaning through the rigging with
an unpleasant, hollow sound. i
Norte will soon be here,” observed the, Mexican.
“El Norte!"’ repeated Dare inquiringly. . .

*“In English the Norther,” replied the Mexican. * It is
a cold wind that they say comes down from the peak of
Quizava. There is death in its path, senor. Along the
northern horizon the sky suddenly changes from light blue
to a dark lead colour. The hot atmosphere is suddenly
picreced by a chill breeze that causes one to shiver. In its
icy breath there is fever—the dreaded ‘vomito.” The
breeze becomes a tempest. Sometimes the Norther con-
tinues for days, at other times only for hours. Then it
departs as suddenly as it came. See yonder on the skyline—
tho change!"” .

They were standing together by the low taffrail at the
stern of the steamer. There was not another soul on that
part of the deck. The dark figure of the officer on the bndﬁo
could be seen, with his back to them, and Dare just caught
o fleeting glimpse of him before he turned to gaze in the
direction in which the Mexican was pointing.

l = \:}?u see the change?’ pursued the Mexican. * The dark
ine that—""

Stanley Dare had leaned well over the rail, with his eves
fixed on the northern horizon. Suddenly he received a
stunning blow on the d, and before he could col him-
self to shout out or clutch at anything to save himself, his
ankles wero scized in a strong grip, and he was flung heatflong
over into the sea. . )

"It is thus that wo.remove those who are in our path!”
muttered the old Mexican.

Leon Scala crept out of the shadows.

“That was well done, Pedro Valdez,” ho said. * To-
morrow they will wonder what has become of the Euglishman,
and no one will be able to give an answer. His disguise was
good, but of the two I think yours is the best, Valdez.”

The + Wrecking " Schooner—News of Mark Sefton—Across
Panama by Rall—How Leon Scala was Tricked by Dare.
The cap which Stanley Dare had been wearing had, to &
certain extent, dendomi the foroo of the blow, and it is
possible that to that fact he owed his eventual preservation,

He had been stunned, certainly, by the loaded stick with
which the dastardly blow had been inflicted, but the plunge
into the cold water had partially revived him.

When he rose to the surface he struck out wildly at first,
with the mere instinct of self-presorvation, not quite realising
where he was or what had happened. Then he steadied him-
sclf, and g over the waste of waters in search of the
ship. She was half a mile away already, and steaming away
rapidly. The fact that he was overboard was unknown, then,
to the ship's officer on duty or any of crew. only
men who knew were those who had planned and the one
Wholllnld ur}r!ie;l ?l}t the murderous deed. .

“Ielp! Help! .

With F:ll the :':nngth of his lungs he shouted, but the sound
of his voioe was lost in the wailing notes of the approaching
norther. Again he shouted, although he knew now that it
was useless. At the distance which now separated him from
the Libertad it was not likely that his voice could be heard.

“They have trapped me after all,”” he muttered. * That
old Mexican hidalgo must have been one of the gang in dis-
guise. But what a splendid disguise it was!”

Even then, with death staring him in the face, his profes-
sional instinct rose uppermost. Ile could always admire
skill or daring of a clever opponent, no matter how black a
criminal ho might be, and for s few moments the perfection
of his enemy's ‘' make-up’ held possession of his thoughts.
But the increasmg roughness of the sca soon brought him
l?v:.io & realization of the imminent peril in which he was
H-1
; Twenty miles from the nearest land, with not another veseel
in sight and a storm coming om, what hope was there of
escaping desth by drowning? It seemed that his was an
almolutely hopeless case. To swim to land was, of course,
an utter impossibility. He could do three, or even four,
miles at a pinch in & calm sea, but twenty miles in a rough
wca was beyond the human linit.

Still, ho continued to swim on with a slow and regular
stroke, for Stanley Dare was not one to give up hope entirely,
however hopeless the outlook might appear to be.

A quarter of an hour passed. ’a'ht cold northerly wind was
howling now across the Mexican Gulf, the nsing waves
were crested with foam, which sparkled like a shower of gems.
Patches and streaks of p orencent fire, green and
in colour, lit ur the dark hollows of the waves. Tho effect
was marvellously beautiful, and from the safe altitude of a
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ship’s deck it would have been something to admire. But
the beautiful effects were scarcely heeded by the young detec-
tive until, however, a peculiarity in the manner in which the
Ebosphorescent_wavos were breaking a short distance from

im_arrested his attention. There was a regular oblong ol
luminous_ water, with a narrow, dark centre. Something
was floating towards him. A few swift strokes brought Lim
to it. It was a heavy baulk of timber, which had problhlr
been washed overboard from a Honduras timber-ship. With
a cry of thankfulness he-threw his arms over it, and drew
himself up until he was able to sit astride it, thus keeping
hlhbead and shoulders well above water.

0]

po revived in his breast again. -

For a matter of five hours the norther howled furiously
across the Gulf, and during all that time Stanley Dare was
clinging to the piece of timber and being buffeted about by

seas, which over and over again broke clean over him,
so that at times he feared he must surely drown even while
hanFinf on to his friendly support.
. The long hours of that terrible night, the longest, he he-
lieved, that he had ever experienced‘ at length, and
the gr\%\[ light of the coming dawn showed in tho eustern
sky. ith the advgnt of the day the wind subsided almost
as suddenly as it had risen, but a heavy sea continued to run
for some time afterwards.

sun rose in unclouded splendour, and its grateful

warmth revived Dare's drooping strength a little. As the
timber was carried to the crest of a wave he cast & swift
glance round the visible expanse of ocean. A shout of glad-
ness left his lips.

‘A sail I

Not a mile away from him a small schooner was in sight,
bearing down towards him. He toro off his soddened jacket
and woved it frantically in the air. He shouted, but his
voice was too weak to carry any distance. Then across the
water there came an answering shout. He was seen.

A few minutes later the schooner came sliding down the
steep declivity of a wave clbee alongside the baulk of timber,
which was cleverly *‘ lassoed”’ and secured by ropes. Kindly
hands lifted the yqung detective on to the schooner's: deck ;
he saw tho black, shining faces of bending over himn;
then everything faded from his vision, and he sank back
unconsclous.

When he recovered conscionsness he was lying on an old
sail under a patched awning at the after-end of the schoo
A neg:o was at the wheel, and, as our hero staggered to his
feet, ho shouted out : -

* Ho, captain! Yo' come hygr! Dis yer buceraman dat
we fish up 1s all right now !"

The *‘ captain,” a fat negro, with a round, beaming face
that shone as though he had just been polishing it up with
an oil-ray, emerged from the cabin. e wa up to Dare
and shook him by the hLand.

*“You'se berrv neali a goner dat time,
exclaimed. ** How you git overboard like dat

1 fell overboard fromn the steamer Libertad last might,”
said Dare, who felt that it was not necessary to enter into
full particulars with the worthy skipper of the Mary
Evangeline. ‘I called out for help when 1 rose to the surface,
but apparently no cne heard nie.”

**Foh sure,” replied the skipper. ** Aboard a steamer de
keep o 'uoud look-out shead, but dey can't bother fo' to Ioo‘
astern,”

Having thus delivered his opinion on the manper in which
a look-out is kept aboard a steamer, the skipper roared to
the cook to * bring along the hreakfast,’”” which was served
on some dilapidated crockery om the alter-deck.

The meal was a fairly one. There was excellent
coffec. plenty of ripe bananas, fried eggs, and the famous
West Indian dish known as pepper:pot.

. Dare, however, decided to det pepper-pot alone on this par-
ticular occasion. It is never possible to what the
ingredients are, but in a white man's house it iy safe to say
that there would be nothing in the pot that a white men
\\‘(;I‘lun':‘eﬂt. o

ut Lhe tastes negrocs are in some respects peculiar,
and there was considerable uncertainty in.Dare's mind as to
what the pot contained. as he preferred to know what
he was e-tmr. he stuck to the bananas and fried eggs. During
the mwcal the fat skipper informied him that the Ma.y
Evangeline hailed from Jamaica, that she was employed in
the ° wrecking” trade, and that she was now bound for
San Juan, Nicaragna. The ** wrecking ” trade was not quile
%0 bad a business as it sounded. 1t simply consisted in senici-
ing tho cays—reefs—and small igdands of West Indian
scas for wrecknge, of which a fair amonnt was to be faund
sometimes after stormy weather. There were a few schooner
enl’enl?l in this prccarious trade, mostly owned by pegroees
or half-castes.
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‘“We .do be having white passengers aboard dis little
schooner foh sure,”’ saiyd the skipper. ‘‘’Bout ten or twelve
days ago, I misremember 'zactly, ap English gent’'man come
aboard at Port Limon and went with us down to Colon. He
had comé down fro’ Vera Cruz on the steamer, but he said
he wanted to see what it was like fo’ a short voyage on a
sailing-ship.”

*Indeed!” replied Dare, pricking up his ears.
was he like?”’ s

The skiﬁper described the general appearance of his pas-
senger, which left no doubt in Stanley Dare’s mind that it
was the very man he was in search of—Mark Sefton.

“‘I can see what his plan was,’”” thought Dare. * He guessed
that Scala and other members of the gang might pick up his
trail very soon, so, to throw them off the scent, he landed
from the mail steamer at Port Limon, and then took a passage
in this schooner to Colon. The question now is, has he crossed
the isthmus, or has he made for one of the South American
ports on this side?"’ /

The genial old black ukigrer was quite willing to talk about
his late passenger—probably becauso he was the only white
ansen r he had ever carried—and by iudicious inquiries

are learnt that SBefton had remained two days in lon,
and then had taken the train across the isthmus to Panama.
He knew that, because he—the ukipmr—-happoned to be on
the platform when the train started, though his late passenger
had not noticed him.

In due oourse the schooner reached San Juan, and Dare
bade good-bye to the worthy old skipper. He was not able
to make him a present then, but later on the skipper’s heart
was gladdened a sum which enabled him to uson chare
in a larger vessel engaged in a more legitimate trade.

From San Juan the young detective caught the Royal Mail
steamer to Colon, where he was able to obtain an advance
of money and some fresh clothes, for he had only the things
which he stood up in.

Ho could not find out anything either about Leon Scala
or his associates at Colon. Theo Libertor had, of course,
sailed, and the steamer’s ag:nh said that a number of second-
cluss passengers had disembarked there, but he could not give
their names. pretended Mexican hidalgo, however, wlose
name on the passenger-list was Castello, had quitted the
steamer at Port Limon. The agent was able to give this
information, as the pretended hidalgo was a first-class
passenger.

“ They have traced Scfton as far as that port evidently,”
thought Dare. * But the chances are, they won't pick up
tho scent again easily, unless one of them crosses over to
Panama on the mere chance of running him to carth there.”

And this is precisely what one of them had done. Stanley
Daro landed at Colon at ten o'clock in the morning, and
had transacted all the business he had to get through in that
town by two o’clock in the afternoon. A train left Colon at
half-past two, and in this the young detective travelled. The
isthmus is forty-six miles across, and the train took two hours
to do the journey, for they don't believe in too much haste
in that part of the world.

At Panama, Stanley Dare drove to a quiet hotcl facing the
bay. As he was entering his name in the hotel register ho
becamo conscious that he was beinﬁ watched by a mman who
was standing at the door of the billiard-room. He turned
suddenly, and found himself face to face with Leon Scala!

Possibly & more
astonished man than
Scala at that moment
waus not to be found in
the whole of Panama.
His sallow, whitey-
brown_  complexion
turned  positivaly

reen, for to him

tanley Dare was as a
man who had risen
from the doad. He
had becn stunned and
flung overboard in the
Gulf of Mexico, just
us a Norther was
coming on, and twenty
miles from land. Scala
and Valdez had
rockoned that he would
sink like a stone, but
even if he rose to the
surface, there did not
seem to _be the slight-
est possible chance of
his being saved.

“ What

d now he was
he in Panama,
calmly  writi his

name in a hotel register, and looking a8 healthy and strong
as anyone need wish to.

Stanley Dare * took the bull by the horns’ at once, and,

stepping closo up to Soala, said: )
) "'; have a little account to settle with you, Senor Leon
8cala, and I think wo will settle it at once. When I have
stated my story to the police, I fancy they will provide you
with comfortable and permanent quarters mn the gaol here.”

‘“You are‘mistaken,” replied Scala coldly. *‘My name is
Murillo. 1 have not had thé honour of your acquaintance.

He would have moved away, but tne young deteclivo
gripped him by the arm, and detained him.

‘“I have no doubt you find it convenicnt to change your
name pretty often,” said Dare. * The name you bore in
Vera Cruz was n Scala, and that is good enough for me.
Possibly it may be well known to the police here, so that is
why you have changed it. I shall soon find out.”

‘]'.Yho fellow's eyes blazed with fury, and his hand went

round to his hip pocket, where he kept his revolver. But
Dare wrenched 1t away-again. .

“ Don't try that game,”” he said sternly. ‘‘ Bring your
hand back in front of you.”

Scala obeyed sullenly. He was in an awkward plight, and,
as Dare had guessed, he was by no mecans anxious that the
lice should become acquainted with his real name. Ho
new that Dare could not charge him with having been
accessory to his attempted murder in the Gulf of Mexico,
use he had no proof—or, at least, no legal proof—that ke
had any hand in the affair. At the same time, as there wea
no knowing what card the young detective meant to E{ay. he
decided that the best thing he could do was to give him the
slip, and shift his quarters. X .

' Since you persist in your statement,”” he said, ‘‘I will
accompany you to the police-office. What punishment the
law of this country deals out to a man who makes a falso
and malicious accusation, I know not; but I assuro you, Senor
Inglese, you shall have the full benefit of it.”

“ You waste time in talk,” replied Dare * Comse along!"

‘ First,”” returned Scala, “ we will go to tho manager
of the hotel whom I shall require as a witness.”

_He crossed the corridor, and, pushing open a small door,
disappeared. Dare tried the door immediately afterwards,
and found that it was locked on the inside.

“He is going to bolt,” he said, * which is preciscly what
I want him to do. Had he but guessed it, I havo as little
desire as he has to have anything to do with.the police of
this city, but for a differcnt reason. They are so open to
bribery and corruption that, unleas I fell in with their views
in this respect, my movements would be so hampered that [
thould be thrown off tho trail altogether. By tho way, I
should like to sec whether Scala does lcave the hotel or
not The roof of the building is used as a sort of open-air
smoking-room; I can get a view all round from there."”

There was only one person on the roof when hc got up
there—a thin, sallow-faced Spaniard, who was just rousing
from his sicata. Stanley Dare walked to tho parapet. Down
a side street he saw an open conveyance, something like the
vehicle called a “fly” in England, being driven rapidly
away. It had evidently just coms from the side entrance
of the hotel. A man was in it. He glanced round as Daro
watched, and the light of tho setting sun fell upon his face.
It was Leon Scala!

The young detective went downstairs again, and, after
having given orders for his dinner, went out on to the
portico of the hotel, and sat down in one of the lounge-chairs
to consider what his
next move should be.

He did not believe
that Mark Sefton was
atill in Panama, but
it was more than pro-
bable that he re-
mained in the cit
for a few days. t
would be necessary to

o start inquiries  that
TIECE very evening to try
BONOOLBOY and trace him.
TRATTOR." While he sat there a
P boy came up the steps
Ilulalll.ul:g lu.l“l?.cl? &n his with a note.
M micntion: L] L] 1
out the pu;‘u be nvﬂ it Ithnvc h'° dg‘;""
better things: thus youwill find | it to  tho nor
our next tale of auﬁnm highly Murillo,” he said,
interesting from many different holding it up.
points of view, Murillo was the

name by which Leon
Scalr was known at
tho hotel.

Here was a chance
of gaining information
of the onemy’s move-

B ments not to
missed. Ho stretched out his hand lazily.

(Another long instalment of this splendid detective story next week.)
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