“THE LAST PLUNGE!”

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars. By Frank Richards.
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“One, two, three!” sang out Bob Cherry. “GO0!” Whiz! The German spun
In the air, crashed down on the frozen pond, and through the thin ice.
“groocogh! Ach! Huhhhhh ! ¥—(4 Rousing Scene in our long complete school tale))
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Our Magnificent Serial Story!

A WORLD AT STAKE! 2%

Start To-day!

A Stirring Story of the Supreme Struggle Between
the British Empire and Its Hated Foe.

READ THIS FIRST.

Thorpe and Dick Thornhill, brothers, and inventors of the
airship Night Hawk, play a orominent part in the war with
Germany on land and sea. The Germans invade Britain, with
the Kaiser at their head, but cannot progress farther than
Edinburgh, where they are defeated. The Kaisor escapes
to Germany, and Thorpe is instructed to pursue him in his
airship, and, if possible, eapture him. This he does, but at
the last moment is duped by a German officer impersonating
tha Kaiser, whom he presents to the King. His Majesty
15 not displeased, however, and in reward for his many
brilliant serviecs makes Thorpe a knight. The two Thorn-
hills proceed to Russia in their airship, as they have heard
that that country intends an alliance with Germany. For
the purpose of obtaining econfirmation of this rumour, Thorpe
descends in Moscow and makes his way into the Kremlin,
After learning that the news was indeed true, he is about
to depart, when he 1s stopped by the guard.

(Now go on with the story.)
No. 387.

Copyright in the Unlted States of America,

In a Tight Place!

““Hallo! What's this? YWho are you? Why did yon
attack my sentrics?"’ demanded the officer in French.

Thf‘ anxiety Thorpe T}lmrnhi“ felt did not show itself in his
voice as he replied langhingly :

“I am afraid I have made a bit of an idiot of mysclf, sir. I
am a tourist, who entered the Kremlin by another way, and
was coming out when your sentries stopped me. I could not
understand what they sald, and, fearing to be detained, acted
with more vigour than discretion. llowever, I dare say a
couple of roubles cach will act as a salve to their bruises.”

At the mention of money Thorpe saw the ill-paid Russian’s
eyes glitter avariciously, and he knew, or thought he knew,
that it would now be only a question of bribery to escape.

For a moment the captain scanned him intently; then,
turning on his heel, entered an adjoining guard-room,
beckoning the sergeant and a couple of stalwart grey-coated
infantrymen to follow with their prisoner.

Scating himself at a table before which Thorpe Thornhill
was placed, the captain gared upon him with a swift, piercing
Zlance, .

“ We can speak openly before these ignorant hounds; they

February 20th, 1915,
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enlv know their own tongue,’ began the captain. I do not
know who vou are, [ eare less; but you have been found in
the precinets of o Russian citadel, under Ellfllpltt‘i{_:lllﬂ circume-
stances, also you are English, That means imprisonment if
detected, how long I know not, or—IMifty pounds, money
down !’

“IMfty pounds!
cricd indignantly.

“ Have it as yon will, or—— . .

The officer stopped speaking, sprang to his fect, his evil
face growing sallow with fear, as he raised iz hand to his
forehead in salute, and, turning to the door, Thorpe saw a
man in the uniform of a Russian general enter the room.

“Who have you here, Captain Petrovsk ¥ asked  the
general,

“ A foreigner, sir, who was stopped for passing under the
Saviour's Gate without removing his hat.”

“ A foreigner?  Ah, probgbly he did not know cur customs,
You have, of course, sir, a permit to visit the Krombo ™' he
demarnided, turning to Thorpe, '

“Vory sorry, but I Jdid not know one was nec sEATy,'
replicd the Englishman nonchalantly.

The peneral shrugged his shoulders pood-naturedly.

“ At least you have a passport 7" he asked.

IPor a mooment Thorpe hesitatod,

YT wrn sorry to say that I neglected to provide myself with
one,”” he returned confusedly.

A look of keen intelligenee flashed into the general’s eyes,
the courtesy with which he had hitherto spoken dreepped from
him as thouch it were a garment.

“You have no permit, you are in Russia without n pass-
port ! You are an English spy !

“ Spy, reneral ! 1 beg to state——"" began Thorpe, when
the general interrupted him by turning to the scergeant,
saving curtly:

“ Bearch him 17 .

Immediately Thorpe Thornhill's fur overcoat was torn open,
revealing the khaki uniform he still wore heneath,

“ Great thunder ' roared the general. " The assurance of
these Englishmen ! It is the first time that T have over heard
of o spy entering a foe’s citadel in uniform '

It was a forlorn hope, but Thorpe Thornhill jumped at it.

Nonsense ! It is blackmail I Thornhill

Ll ]

OAL AT 1/- A TON

“ Amongst etvilised nations, sir, a man is not considered a
spy, even though caught in a Toeman’s lines—and 1 have yet
to learn that Russin and England arve at war—wearing lis
uniform.”

“ Perhaps not in actual warfare.” admitied the general;
'"“bhut here — well, a man’s right hand scarcely knows what
happene to his left. Continue your search,”” he added to the
sergeant,

Thorpe fell fairly confident whilst his captors went threugh
his clothes. Not so much for fear of diseovery, but lest he
should lose it, he had left his pocket-book, with what, under
the circimstances, would have been ineriminating papers, on
board the Avenger, and he watched with confidence the nus-
cellancons pile of articles—pipes, eigar-case, tobacco-pouch,
watch, and other articles piled on the table before him, vntil
siddenly he saw with alarm a dirty crumpled piece ol peper
laid amongst the other things,

1t was Lord Roberts's order to bombard Kiel, which he had
thrust carclossly into lus pocket, and had forgotion,

On the Road to Siberia.

Az an unkoown Englishman, suspected of heing o spv,
Thorpe knew that imprisonment at the very least would wait
him; but as Thorpe Thornhill, the world-famed invenioe of
airships, he doubted not but death or Siberia would be las
portiomn.

Searee daring 1o bereathe, he watehed the Russian turn over
the contents ol his pockets, The picce of paper, cauglt by
sorne wandering breese, fluttered from the table to the floor,
antd Thorpe's spirits rose accordingly; but the very aext
moment they fell to zero as the =ergeant, preking 1toup,
handed 1t to his superior,

Thorpe watched the general anxiously.,  Ivery momont
scoemed an hour as he cast his eyes earelessly over the writing
within.

Hithorto, he had only spoken in French., Did he laow
English ¥ If g0, Thornhill's fate was sealed ; if not, he might
think a picee of paper so carelessly guarded could contam no
information of importanee.  But as he saw the look of sor-
prige, then gratification, which sprang into the Russian’s eyes,
he knew the worst.

Astonishing Invention Which Makes One Ton of Coal Equal Two.
Your Opportunity To Save Pounds In Housekeeping.
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Wonsewives and wage-earners, here is an
opportunity  to  positively save poumtds ! A
revolution has been effected in the production
of an economiecal fuel saver, and it 18 now
possible to make ONE ewt. of coal go as far |the result of
as fwo ewt. usually goes. Instead of the [his discoveries.
small household finding it necessary to pur- |1t is now possi-
chaze 2 cwt. of coal in one week, one will now {Lle for every
be more than enough. Targer households | housewife to
need only lay in § ton whr-.n-.“t-[ley
have in the past bought a ton. Think
of the saving this means at a time
when money is searce amd _I‘Uill ulm_'.
foodstulfs are expensive. It is nothing
more nor less than a blessing.

ACENTS WANTED.

SCIENCE wversuas NATURE,

Seience has demonstrated how it
can trimmph over Nature, for Lere is
a product of mankind which actually
improves Nature and makes conl give
out just as much heat as vanal, but
nzes only half the energy. Therefore
a copl-fie will burn twice as long,
with only one making-up. This means
that housewives can  have lires in
kitchen or drawing-reom amnd be as
cosy as they like, and yet not worry
about enormous coal bills,

REMARKARBLE SUCCEES OF COAL-ORE.

S0 remarkable was the suceess of Coal-Ore
that 1l Professor decided to give tothe public

Tlustrotion showing the remarkalle saving cffected by
" Conld-Cre"

THIS EQUALS 1 CWT. OF COAL FREE.

equal succesa on slack or eoke. A mixed
fire can therefore be made even more
economical. How advantageous must Conl-(re
be for use in factories, schoolrooms, hospitals,

kitehens, institutions, amd the like
where economy in  fuelling is all
iimportant, it is easy to see,

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS,

Naoturally such a sensational invens
tion iz bomd to be followed by scorea
of spurious imitations. We therefore
impress upon the public the necessity
for insisting upon COAL-ORLL. the
pinnecr coal-saver, which is8 =old at
the aspecially advantageous rate of 1s,
boxes, postage and paclking 2d. extra,
enough for one ton of coal, cr 3 for
23, 4., post free. Agents wanted every-
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We welcome any Inguiries, and
will gend money back il you are not
gatisfled that Coal - Ure, proverly
applied, will effect a saving of &0 per
cent. Remember three things :

1. Coal-Ore prolongs the life of
conl, slack or coke,

2. Coal-Ore increases lhe hezt

GOAL-ORE—THE HEART OF THE COAL.

It 1a nothing more nor less than the scien-
tific adaptation of the natural eclements of
heat storing as discovered by the eminent
Yrrofeasnr who  conducted  the experiments.
The applieatiop of Coal-Ore has demonstrated
infallibly that coal ean be made to last
twice as long and yet still give out the same
heat.
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treat nny quantity of eoal, whether in the senttle
or the cellar, with equal facility., A single
shirlling poeckel will be ample to treat 2 TON
O COATLL,  This means that the Lenefits of
a whole ton of coal are obtained for a shil-
ling! In other words, your coal bill is cut
in two |

TREATS COAL SLACK OR COKE EQUALLY WELL,

Kot only can Coal-Ore e used in the
treatment of coal, but it can ke unzed with

Every Thuraday.

of coal, slack or coke,

3. Coal-Ore decreases soot, smoke and
ashes, and dqes not smell or give off
fumes,

Write now ! Coal is daily advancing in
price, and Coal-Ore i always Teady to save
VOUT Mmoney.

COAL-ORE C€O., 117, BYRON HOUSE,

85, FLEET STREET, LONDUON, E.C.
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5 ?L'T!'. Thornlall, T aer. T am {]ri[qhh:d to moect vou, sir,
but wizh it had been under any other circumstances.™

“Why, general,” asked Thorpe, trving to brazen it onk,
Yare not England and Russia allied to cheek the msatuble
ambition of the German Emperor ?”

“That 15 as maybe,” was the cautious answer,  “ Unfor-
tunately, yvour indiseretion eompels me to defain you until
I have communicated with my supertors.”

Romonstrance was useless, and a few minntes later Thorpe
found himself imprisoned in a small cell beneath the solid
walli of the old fortress,

Slowly the remaining hours of davlizht passed, and nght
had set in ere he heard footsteps approaching, and the ring
of brass-bound butts on the stone Hags without his eell told
that an eseort had been sent to carry him from his prison.

But whither? DBefore his judges —an already condemned
prizsoner—or to death, without even the farce of a trial ¥

It was the captain who had arrested him who opened the
door.

“Come out, Britisher, and follow me!" he said m coarse,
rough tones.

And, gunarded by soldiers with fixed bayonets, Thorpe
Thornhill stumbled along a dark, narrow passage, wntil,
passing through a stout oak door, he found himself on the
brink of a swiftly rushing river, beyond which was a cluster
of quaint, Asiatic houses, and above all the clear, starlit sky
of an autumn mght.,

Close to the door, moored to a rotling wooden landing-
stnge, was a six-oared galley, into which Thorpe and  lus
guard entered, and the next moment the boat, rowed by
strong arms, was flying swiftly over the water, whither
Thorpe could not tell

An hour's rowing brought them to where the River Yansa
lows into the Moskeva; and, foreing their way against the
current, they landed near a large building, adjoining which
was o railway-station.

Here the prisoner was ordered to alight, and, still closely
guarded, escorted to a railway earriage, where wll the puard
left him except the captain and bwo men, to the wrist of one
of whom he was handeuffed, despite his protestations against
so great an indignity.

Believing that he was being taken to Petrograd, Thorpe
felt but little uneasiness while the train carried him through
tho night.

in the midst of a heavy snow-storm, the train stopped at
a large town. Ie was told to alight, and marched down the
platfiorm to where a train consisting of cattle-trucks and a
carriage full of soldiers was waiting.” Then a door in one side
of a truck was slid back; and, before ho knew what was
happening, he found himself precipitated headlong mto the
midst of a crowd of miserable, unkempt, evil-smelling men,

Barely had he regained his feet ere the train moved on.

One of his comrades in misery spoke to him in Russian.
He replied in French.

“ Apistocrat ! retorted the man, striking him full in the
mouth.

But the next moment he wished ho had not heen guite
so ready with his fists, for it seemed as though he hed struek
a small battering-ram, as Thorpe Thornhill, glud of any
exercise to warm his chilled limbs, gave him there and then
as sound a thrashing as ever man enjoyed,

“Woll done, brother. We owe you a debt of gratitude
for the beating vou have given Black Michael. 1, Michacl
Drubovski, say so!" said a man at his elbow.

Thorpe looked round, and, by the thin streaks of davhight
which came through the laths of the truck, saw a tall, in-
tellectual-looking man standing by his side.

“Well, I am glad T have done a litile good.  Besides. T was
getting most awfully cold,” laughed Thorpe. * But who
are these men? Where are we being taken to?"”

“These will be our comrades for many weary monihs, ay,
years !" said the other, speaking in a sad, heartbroken tone.
“ Murderers, thieves, robbers, snspects. and men who, like
myvself, have dared to have thoughts of their own. We
have incurred the displeasure of the Tsar, or broken his luws,
and are being carried to Siberia.”

“Siberin ! repeated Thorpe, aghast,

It was as though an icy dagger had been plunged into his
very heart,

“PBut I cannot be deomed to that awful living death ™
ho eried. [ was only eaught in the precinets of the Keemlhin
withont a passport. Desides, I am a British subject I

¢ Pardon me, but it is as well you should know your fate
at onee, and learn—as we have all to learn—to submig
where ve eannot rebel. Your past 15 dead.  You are no
longer a Diriton—ay, for the matter of that, you are no
fonger a man, You are merely a number!” returned the
olhir,

“Hanged if T will be, though! Thes shall Iearn wlhaf it is
to lay hands on o Briton 1" evied Thorpe angrily.

“ Be advised, my friend, and do nothing rash, Others have
done so before, and—woll, thetr hones are rotting by the side
of the telegraph-poles which mark the frozen road to Siberia.™
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Thorpe was silent. e knew the other spoke the truth.
Besides, he realised that his confinement could not be for
long.  Hooner or later Dick would find ont where he was;
then resene must come.,

But would he find him? He had been moved so stoalthil
during the night that it was very probable Dick was still
looking for him in the vieinity of BMoscow.

The [ate of the Siberian convict has been greatly improved
by the building of the great railway to the China Seas.
SHIlL it is a fearful journey, penned in eattle-trucks, through
which the keen, biting wind whistled as through a sieve.
Frozen, jarred, half suffocated, they were carried over the
rough rondway at a speed that seldom exceeded fifteen miles
anl hﬂl.ll".

Bad fond, bad air, the companionship of the scum of
Russia—for Druboveki, to whom he had first spoken, was the
only educated man present—and on the top of all the know-
ledie that he was being earried each day further and further
from his brother, all combined to make the weary days which
followed the most miserable in Thorpe Thornhll's life.

At Tomsk 4he convicts were detramed ; and, whilst some
continued their journey eastward, others—amongst whom. was
Thorpe Thornhill—were sent by road to the nothern mines.

A Fight in the Snow,

Numbed in body by the bitter cold, in heart by dull,
hopeless despair, Thorpe Thornhill and his nineteen brother-
convicts plodded their weary way along the snow-covered road
which was leading them to the fearful quicksilver mines, from
which none ever emerged alive,

A Britisher takes the blows of Fortuno as he does her
ereatest favours, with enuanimity, and Thorpe Thornhill
{rudged bravely and uncomplainingly along, until, on the
third day after leaving Tomsk, when a Cossack, maddened
by copious draughts of vodki, procured ot a wayside post-
house, urged his horse amongst the helpless prisoners, and,
making his whip hiss in the keen, frosty air, bronght 1t down
with vicions foree over Thorpe Thornhill’s shoulders.

It was the last blow he ever struck., Manacled though
ha was, Thorpe sprang at his assailant, grasped him by the
throat. and tore him from his horse.  Then, gathering the
heavy iron chain whieh held his wrists together in both hands,
he brought it down with erushing foree upon his assailant’s
forehead. kinorking him senseless.  Then, snatching the fallen
man's sword from its scabbard, he rushed at the astonished
Cossack goard, crving:

“Up, men! Up, fellow-prizoners !
would not live as dogs !

His appeal was immedintely translated nto Russian by the
exiled merchant, )

But Thorpe searce heard the repetition, A eragh, and his
enrved sword struck down the officer in command.  Then lis
Llade flashed arain in the winter's sun, and a third Cossack
fell to the gronnd.

Enraged at the fearful havoe the Iiritisher had already

made in  their ranks, the remainder wheeled round thew
horzes, and, with loud, licrce, vengeful yells, rushed upon
him.
But cven as they did sa the other prisonera dashed to his
help, and the next moment he fonnd himself surrounded by
his late eomrades in ehnins, rendered fearless by tho memory
of the eruel treatment to which they had been subjected
whilst on the rmareh

“Pontangle the lanees in your sheepskin coats! ericd
Thorpe, his order heing rapidiy translated by the Itussian,

The men. their slow wits sharpencd by danger, grasped
their leader's meaning : amd as the sharp, glittering points irf
the Cossacks' lunees flashed Tor a moment before their cyes,
each man rmsed the wide skirt of his eoat and waved it
before his would be slaver, with the resolt that, although
three of the soven laners went home in a prisoner’s body,.
the other four wern entanglod and broken in the thiek skin
garments worn by the convicts.  Then, two—al times threa
240 one. the unarmed convicts sprang upon their guards,
pulling them from off their steeds, and atriking them again
and again with the thick aron links of their chains,

“ SBpize them, men! [Lof not one escape, or
doomed "' eried the merchant.

A howl—it eould searcely be ealled a shont—of ACUICSCENen
heir nied rage the eonviets thought

e like men if you

voll ara

answoered him; boat o |

more of killing their foes than taking them prisoners. And
S1RLE (1:|_-;_=1;1r'].'.1 1.'.'|-;l|;un|'|---'-a and  wounded, manags d to burst

from out the press, and, riding For his life, seurried hike a

frightened rablbit aeross the snow-ladon 1;:];151-:, ;
CYarrah!  We are free—frep—free " eried the meredunt,

the long links which bound his wrists tozether elinking as he

waved them in thoe air. .

A Qrand, Long, Complets Gtory of Harry
Wwharton & Co.. By FRAMK RICHARDS.
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“ Hurrah1 Hurrah ! returned the Russians, as, mad with
joy, they clustered round Thorpe Thornlall.

“What is it they say?’ asked Thorpe of the merchant, as
the convicts clustered around him, all speaking at once.

“They hail you as leader, and ask for orders, saving that
you first started this revolt, and you must lead us to
gafety I

“It is a great responsibility you would put upon my
shoulders, Mr. Dreubovski,” replied Thorpe, * but 1 aceept
it: and, with Heaven's help, not one of these men shall
return 1o captivity! However, we must not linger here.
Can anyone lead us to the nearest forest? At least, it will
offer some protection from the biting cold winds!”

Drubovski turned to the conviets, and said something 1n
his own tongue. Immediately a dark-browed Tartar stepped
forward and pointed towards the west.

Thorpe nodded. Then, with a bunch of keys found in the
dead officer’s pocket, every prisoner was rehieved of the ron
links.

The majority of the horses ridden by the escort had
galloped away, but four had been seeured, and upon these
Thorpe mounted unarmed men, and scnt them off, north,
south. ocast, and west, with orders to return at onee on the
approach of a foe, and also to watch the air, and also if a
flving-machine was seen to summon it to their help.

Just as the short autumn day drew to a close they came to
the edge of a large pine forest, looking inexpressibly dreary
and forbidding, with its black branches half hudden by masses
ol snow.

By this time his men were too worn out to do more than
partnke of a hasty meal; then, finging themselves down
benecath the trees, were soon fast aslecp.

Another day dawned, and when his men had cagrorly
devoured the Tast remnants of food in the camp, Thorpe sent
forth his scouts once more,

But barely had they gone ere, to his alarm, he saw them
eeurryving back in all directions, whilst distant reports reached
his cars, and he stw one of his men throw up his arms and
fall heavily from his horse,

Tt needed not the frightened ery of the foremost scout of
“The soldiers are on us! TFly, brothers—fy!” to tell
Thorpe what new danger menaced them.

Springing to their feet, the conviets looked wildly around
them, and it took all Thorpe Thornhill's recently acquired
influence, backed by Drubovsk?’s entreaties, to prevent them
from abandoning the zarcba without a strugele,

Again, when stretched out in skirniishing order, a squadron
of Cossacks appeared, moving slowly over the snow towards
them, the conviets showed signa of bolting.

Byt Thorpe had them better in hand by this time. — And
when, searcely deeming it possible that the cscaped prisoners
would dare to show fight, the Cossacks came within range,
they wore met by a well-aimed volley from the zarcba, which
sont them seutthing away with more than one empty saddle
in their ranks, _

This initial sueeess infused fresh courage into the conviets’
hearts: and when the officers, having rallied their men, led
them forward once more, they were met with a staggering
fire, which sent many a soldier writhing on the blood-stained
ENOW,

Put this time the Russians would not be denicd, and,
despite their heavy losses, pressed nearer and nearer the zong
of fir-irres,

Siddenly Thorpe 1hoked up, and as he did so a loud, stirring
““ Hip, bip, hurrah!’ burst from his lips, for growing each
moment bigger and bigger as she cut her way through the
air was the Avenger.

“Tight, men—fight for your lives!
ho yelled.

Put there was no repetition of his order: and, looking
round,  he saw Drubovski stretched by a Russium bullet on
tl:e ground close beside him,

The next moment a Russian eaptain led his men over tho
branches: and, with a moan of tervor, Thorpe’s disheartened
followers, half their number already stretehed i death within
the zareba, threw down their arms, and waited with Eastern
fatalism the doom they knew would now be theirs

But. although his comrades had  deserted him, Thorpe
Thornhill was deternuned not to be taken alive. and, as the
Russian eaptain sprang at him, he aimed a cut at las head
which would have emded that officer’s earcer {for ever, had he
not guarded it off with the nlt of his own blade.

Tho next moment the two leaders were engaged in deadly
conflict.

IFortunately, the Russian soldiers who had entered the
zareba were too busy with the cseaped conviets, or Thorpe’s
carcer would have ended then amd there.  As it was, a quick
feint and a rapid hinge rid him of his enemy.  Then, lnoking
rouind, and secing that all was indeed lost, he waved his sword
above his head. and. avoiding the rifle-armed infantrymen,
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Help is at hand !

sprang over the zarcba to a point where a number of Cossacks

;i.'_[-re awaiting to eut oll any who attempted to seck safety in
irht.

 Evidently believing the fight over, the leader of the

(‘ossicks had sprung from his horse, which was being held by

an orderly close at hand.

It seemed as though the Cossack eaptain had dismounted
on purpose to oblige the young Britisher, and, unwilling that
his kindly attentions should be wasted, Thorpe, instead of
continuing a straight course to where a number of Cossacks
with drawn swords were awaiting him, wheeled smartly to the
right, thrust his sword beneath the orderly’s upraised arm,
and, springing on the officer’s horse, struck the frightened
animal across the flank with the Bat of his blade, then charged
straight at the weakest portion of the Cossack line,

So sudden and unexpected had been the Briton’s movementa
that he was through the Cossack line ere more than a few
hurried euts could be levelled at him.

Then, leaving the pine forest on bis right, he sped towards
where he had last seen the Avenger,

Ixpecting each monient to be his last, Thorpe Thornhill
urgedd on his steed to even greater efforts, until suddenly,
immedintely behind him, a tremendous report rang out, and,
looking round, he saw the Russian soldiers flecing in all
directions from where, round a huge gap in the snow, a dozen
or more of their comrades were stretehed, whilst the welcomo
iuu.] familiar beating of fans told him that the Avenger was at
Tnd.

A minute later, az he pulled up his fearmmaddened stecd,
camething fell over his shoulder, and, reaching up, he grasped
a rope his brother had thrown to him,

(linging to this with all his might, he was lifted from the
svldle, and a minute later stood uninjured on the Avenger’s
decle.

- Any more of your lot behind there¥” was Dick’s greeting,
as he grasped his brother by the hand,

Tharpe shook his head.

“The brutes were bavoneting them in cold bload as T left
the zareba ! he said, with a shudder.

“Then it's no use going back ¢’

“No, no! Head straight for England. T have that to
disclose to the Government which T fear will plunge England
illtﬂ WAL Hgfli” 1”

Y " [ w - ® . [] [

“ITallo!  There's somebody ealling us up on the Marconi-
graph ! eried Dick. as they flew a thousand feet above the
low-lying, fruitful plains of the North of France, on the way
home to England.

“ Probably we have come within range of the French station
at Chillon,” returned Thorpe, yawning lazily as he approached
the chart-house, in which the Marconigraph instruments were
placed, and leaned idly over the keys.

“Thornhill, Avenger,” he repeated, reading off the clicking
of the instrument. ** No, by Jove, 1t’s intended for us!™

And, grasping the telegraph-handle, he clicked forth the
conle  word *f Forward,” which would tell whoever was
signalling him that he had reccived the warning message.

Tmmediately came back the answer:

“ Attacking airship off Dover. Starboard wing injured.
Fear Faleon will escape.”

Immediately the indolence he had hitherto shown dropped
from Thorpe Thornhill as a garment, and he sprang to the
speaking-tube,

“ Put on every pound pressure you can get!” he roared to
the engine-room.

Then, hastening on deck, he gave the order for the ship to
be cleared for action, for already, far away in the distanee,
could be seen a glittering streak, which he knew to be the
English Channel. Even as he gazed upon it the deep, sullen
roar of artillery reached his ears,

Like a stone from a eatapult the Avenger dashed forward,
as her engineers put on her full power, until those on deck
hiad to turn their backs in the direction they were going, for
they could not face the swift, constant rush through the air.

Louder and louder grew the sound of condlict, until a
hurried glance before them showed two airships engaged in
deadly conflict 1n mid-ar.

"'J"}aree-:;mn'tc-r specd I ordered Thorpe, for at the rate
they were going aim, or even moving about on deck, was
almost impossible,

Lnmediatiely the engines slackened, and through his glasses
Thorpe seanned the fight in mid-air raging before him.

Ac he did =0 a ery of dismay burst from his lips, for a
thou=and sparks seeried to fly from the Night HHawk’s hull,
and the next moment she was seen 1o be settling slowly
towaras the sea., -

(The conclusion of this fine yarn will appcar next
weck.)
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Adventures cf Harry

By

Long, Complete Tale dealing with the
Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

FRANK RICHARDS.

“'Ere's our old chum back ﬁgﬂinI " exclaimed Mr. ﬂﬂ,liks, giving Yernon-Smith a flahhy hand to shake, * Where

‘ave you been all this time—wot?
reproachfully,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Johnny Bull's Celebration!

1] OME on, Smithy !"
C The door of Vernon-Smith's study, in the Remove

passapge ab Grevfiriara, was thrown open, and Huarry
Wharton & Co, looked mowith cheerful smiles.

The Dounder of Greviriars started to his feet, and hastily
thirew a half-smoked cigarctte mmto the fiee.

His face Huzshed red vnder the eves of the juniors in the
doorway,

The Dounder was supposed o have goven o ap all his b
olil wavs; but he had evidently fallon from grace on this
oceasion, and bis look showed how confused he was atb havine
been :*.u:ghL i the et

“What—what is it?" he
wiant?”

Harry  Wharton & Co, had seen the elgaretio, and  the
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stanunered. " What do you

Desertln® of your old pals!™
(See Chapter 2.)

And Mr. Banks wagged his bald head

“CAPTURED AT LASTI”

Dounder's  hasty action, but  they  allected an elaborate
unconscioushess.  That ovening was o great and  joyvful
oicasion for the ehiums of the Bemaove, and they dul not want
to mar 16 with any dicagreement with the Dounder.

“Woeowant you!" explamed Wharton,

“1t's a eelebration,” added Bob Cherry,  ““Johany Bull
i5 the founder of the feast,  Johnny DBull'a unele has plaved
up like o Trojan.  He's sent Johnny ten quids—ten whaolo
gquids—and Johnny is blowing it like a man and a brother,
('ome on !

“Mhe festive board eroans in the stately halls ™ sabld Frank
Nugent.  ** In other words, there is o topping feed in the Ragw,
ared evervbody's comimg !

“ om0 ocome on, Smathy” sand Wharton,

I'he Dounder hesttated.

“Phe -the facr s " he b,

“Orth, bow-wow U said Bob Cherry,

“Nouw're cominge, my

A Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Harry
Wharton & Oo.. By FEANK EBICHARDS.
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con. Youw've gobt to come. The whole Ilemove will be
there I
“ And the presence of the esteemed  Bmithy will Do

honorific for his chums,” added Hurree Jumset Ram Simgh.
“ 8o come on, Smithy 1™ _

But the Bounder did not come. He was looking more
confused than ever, and his unwillingness to Ijl‘ll-ll in the _j;‘,'!‘i’i_lt
celebration in the Rag made the Famous Five look at im in
BUIPFISE, ) .

They had beon very chummy with Smithy lately—ever since
he bl dropped  those guestionable manners and eusloms
which had ecarned him  the niekname of * the Bounder,”
and they were surprised and a little hurt at his reluctance to
join them in *' blowing ™ Jolmny Bull's magmibeent tip,

“ The—the fact is,”? said Vernon-Smith hesitatingly, **1—1
can't come-—not this evening.” _ _

“Row-wow-wow )" said Bob  Cherry, with inereasing
emphasis.  “ Why can’t you come? You needn’t do your
preparation yeb'’

“ N-no; but o

‘1 say, you fellows,” squeaked a voice from the passage,
“T'm ready to begin, you know.  What about that feed?”

“Shut up, Bunter !

“Oh, really, vou know,” said Billy Bunter, coming along
the passage, and blinking into the study through his bLig
spectucles,  the fellows are all there, you know, or nearly
;[[1, and—and H].}}"ru ]]l'"?;]'.}"* {0 CONTAe, ]’j]i not tl‘lil]tilﬂg
of myself; but | think vou might as well come, and——"

“We're persiading Smithy to come,”” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, blow Smithy!  What does he want persuading for?”
demanded Dunter, in astonizlunent. 1 didu't need por-
suading, did 177

“Ha, ha! No, Come on, Sinithy "

“Tm sorry,” said the Bounder.  ** P'm much obliged; but
I can't come, I—DPve got anotlwr engagemoent

“ Please yourself,” satd Johnny $all, o little grofly.

“ Blow your other engagement "’ said Bob Cherry, " You
can’t be going to tea with anvbodsy i the Remove, becanse
the whole Form’s coming to the foed in the Hag,  1If 1it’s one
of the Fourth, you ean scud him a polhite note, requesting him
to go and cat coke.  You ean’t be going out, becanse it's
after Tocking vp. Socome on!”

“1 sav, vou lellows, never mind Smithy, Smithy can go
and eat ecoke. Those chaps will be sturting,” sad DBilly
Bunter anxionsly,

“SBhut up, Bunter !’ roared Bob Cherry.
don't bo a Lbeast !

“Tt's a specizl oecasion, Spuihy,” said Harry Wharton,
“Johuny Bull's unele’s come home from Australia, and he's
sent Johinny ten quids.  So we're killing the fatted calf, Do
come, like a good chap !™

“Yesg, do,” said Johnny Bull, " We're gomg ta make a
regular enterteimnent of it, and we wont vou to give us yonor
unitations of the Kaiser,  You haven't got (o go fo tea with
a master, have yout”

' N_“” !:l-!l

“ Then why the deuee can’t you come?" dewanded Jolinny
Bul!, a little t!lﬂ}i]j".

1 say, you lellows i

“8hut up, Bunter!”?

“Here, 1Ml bring him along " said Bob Cherry.,
rot about the other cngagement ! The other engagement can
go and cat coke! Kiun on, Smithy !

Bob Cherry took Vernon-Soaalids arm, and marched lam
towards the door.  T'he Bounder resisted o hittle, bud
grip on s arin was hike iron. He was macched oub of the
study, half langhing and half exasporatod,

The Famous Five gathered roamnd him, and Le raised no
further objections, and allowed bhimsell to be macched down-
stairs into the HRag.

The Bag was crowded.

Nearly every foellow in the Hemove was furning up to that
great feed., It was not often that o ten-pound note was
cxpended on an enterlainment for the whole Forn, and  rhe
Greyiriars Iemove rose to the oeeastone Johnny  Bull
usnally had plenty of money, for he had an alfectionate aunt
who kept ham well supplicd; but on this occazion he was
simply rolling in it, and he was spending 1t o a prinecly
1A TIer.

Two tables had been put topcther in the R, and covered
with tablecloths borrowed Trom all quartees, sl che piles of
good thing: made Billy Bunter's mooth watee—and other
mouths as well.

The Remove had been plaving footer that alicsnoon, and
1t was now well past the nsaal hoor For tea, 2o there were
good appetites ready Tor the greeal Teed.

Morve aud more fellows erowdedd o, Temple, Thaibney & Un,
of the Fourth ecoming to hononre the occasion wilh theire
presence, and HHobson coming o with o crowd of Shell Follow s,
But, nunwrous as the company wes, the supphes of all ks
cf *tuck " were more than abundant.
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“quill, the Australian junior, pushed Johnny Dull imto a
seat at the head of the tuble—a seat which had been raised
by means of a couple of cushions, to give the founder of the
frast a commanding position,

I2very ehair and stool round the long table was taken, and
there was a row of fellows standing behind the chairs,

Johuny Dull bestowed a hospitable grin upon the numerous
conpany who had turned up to bonour his fecd.

“Uentlemen,” he said, “it’s a great pleasure to see you all
on this auspicions occasion,  Pile "

“ Hear, hear ! . -

No speech could have been more to the point.  The
immumerable guests piled in. Billy Bunter secured a whole
pie, and started upon it without bothering about a plate.  As
he expluined, between big mounthfuls, there was no need to
waste timme mopping it out into a plate, when he meant to
finish the lot.

“Pile in, iny esteemed Sooathy,”
Singh, who sat beside the Dounder,
cheerful on this saspicious occasion U

The Bounder grinned.  Heo Lad been looking very thought-
ful and o dittle worried s hut Horeee Siugh's English was quite
cunougl to make Lim smile.

Y Richt-ho, Inky ! Puss the tuek ™

“ 1Mass the farts !
Cake this wuy !
cake ™

“ When you've done with that pie, Fishy

“Grooh!  Doa’t drop gravy down my neck, you ass!”

“* Ha, ha, ba!” .

“ T say, you follows, pass the mince-pies. 1 didyg’t say one,
Optlvy; T satd the winee-pies. You can pass the lotl”

“ (o it, Danter! We'll roll you home MV

“ Ha, ha, hal”

The great feed procecded amid chatter and langhter and
the highest spirits on all sides. Wew-comers who dropped 1n
found 14 a litle difficult to ot af the lable: but good things
woere passed to them over the lhoads of the feasters, with
occsional warm remonstrances from feliows who felt gravy
spilled down their necks, or jam-tarts dropped on their heads,
Bat little things like that could not be helped, wnd only added
to the general lokriby,

“Hallo, hallo, halla!  Here's Coker!  cxclaimed TDob
Cherry, as the great Horace Coker of the Fifth strolled im,
with a smile of lofty patronage vpon his fuee. * Give Coker
a biseuit, sommebody ! DMake him =it up and troast lest 7

““Ha, ha, hat”

“If you'd got a chair for a fellow T shouldu’t mind joining
vou,” said Coker of the Ififth Toftily,

“ Chairg are at a discount,”” xid b
are iy enough to st up on?
eleven boots if—"

“You cheeky young ass, I don’t tauke elevens!”
Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“* My mistalke-—I meant twelves

“Here, take my place for o bit, Coker,” srid Vernon-
Smith. * I'd as soon stand.”

And the Bounder slipped out of his chaiv, and Hornce
Colker, with a gractous nod, shpped mdo it Verooo-Smoath
minglod with the crowd round the table, and the chums of
the Bemove—who were quite busy just then -lost sicht of
him.

Bt when ihe feed slackened dowe o little there was a
cil! Tor the Bounder.  The more solad pant of the eolebration
was 1o be followed by an entertainmoent, and the Bounder
was erostlv in demand, Ile had o great mift for comie
rederings of famous persons, and s nostal i1 of the Waser
was very populay i the Remove, and always ehated yells of
Lvaerhl o,

** Bmithy 7

“ Ready for your Little bit, Snathy 77

AWhore's Smithy e

Bt the Bonnder was eallid Tor in ovain, He
the Howe, amd Johinny
without lum.

said Hurree Jamset Ram
“ Buck up and lock

L]

1 =ay, Skinner, do you wuant all thak

T

“Surely your feet
What's the voml of number

howled

13

wis nof In
Bull's eelebration had to proceed

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Last Plunge!l
CTRIDE, the winter night had sob in eold and Jdark.
There was o Helid powderine of snow on the gronnd,
amed e bitter wind Blew from the sea. While the werry
coelobealion was procecding e the [tae Vernon-Smiih

wis toomptne down the dark lane towaeds Fracdale, with ||i-'-
ool 1-.1]=:r|' "'HII.---| T10%, |5i-' ta pl;l|1'|| Loy ovor ]I.‘H' LJ'H"-"--'. |H.'1-
Lesdd Lient aeriinst $h wined,

Vernon-Smitl haed told the tendh when hie said that he Tardd
atpobieer cnrrerpedt that evenime, o b was not an endaiies

- ¥ X ' I
[anerrsd |i||r_ ||.- ¢_||_1'L= ]Ill‘-«'i' |-§-,];|,.|||||-|| {en “;”'j:.,' U| h'.l..'fuln. I.I'\. { 1,
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As he tramped down the lane there was a half-sulten,
half-ashamed expression upon his [ace, nsually zo cocl and
determined and inflexible.

The Bounder of Greyiriars was experiencipg a new scnsa-
tion—he was ashamed of himself!

He shrugoed his shoulders impatiently as he realized what
his peculiar sense of discomfort meant. True, he had done
a rood many things to be ashamed of in his time, but it was
new to him to feel ashamed,

It was not o very long since the Bounder had been the
blackest sheep that was to be found within the walls of Grey-
friars. He had been as reckless as it was possible for a fellow
to be: and vet somehow he had always been cunning enough
to cover up his traces, and his good luck had never failed
him. Fellows with less coolness and less nerve would have
been expelled for half what he had done. Dut a change had
come over the Bounder: his old enmity with Harry Wharton
& (Mo, was a thing of the past, and thewr friendship meant a
greal deal to him,

They knew that he had turned over a new leaf, and they
had faith in him.

Anidl it was the knowledre that he was betraving that faiih
which brought the new and unaccustomed feeling of shame
to Vernon-Smith's breast,

e had stood well by his new resolutions, he had stuck to
the straight path., Buat his restless nature, always seeking
excitement and adventure, had heen too much for him at
last, It was the danger, the thrill of e¢xcitement, in his old
iife that had most appealed to him.  He missed 1t; and now
the temptation had grown too strong for lum, and he was
dipping—for once—into what he had sworn to leave behind
him for ever. He had said to himself that it should only be
for anee; that he would have one * plunge,” and then drop
it all for good.

But the enjoyment he had anticipated did not seem to come,
He had cleared off by way of the =chool wall; he was safe
until bed-time, and he meant to be cautious. His old asso-
ciates at the Cross Kevs expected him, the © little game ™
would be ready for him; but somehow he had a foreboding
that he was nob roing to epjoy himself, after all. The sense
of broken faith worried him.. But he would not histen to the
st’ll, small voice within, and he tramped on determinedly,
angry with himself for feeling what he called * soft.”

The lights of the inn on the outskirts of the village gleamed
through the foggy night. The Bounder left the lane and
cros=ed a field-path to reach the zarden at the back of the
inn—the old way he knew so well. Many a time, in his reck-
less days, he had stolen out of the dormitory at a late hour,
while the other fellows were asleep, and joined the select circle
at that disreputable public-house, and Mr. Cobb and his
friends had always warmly welcomed the millionaire’s son.

The Bounder mounted the wooden verandah at the back
of the house and tapped upon the old green shutters that
covered a window there. Through a chink in the crazy old
shutters he could see into the lighted room, and he could sce
two or three horsey-looking men gathered round a table,
upon which were glasses, ashtrays, cards, and little heaps of
Inoney.

Mr:} Cobb, the fat landlord of the Cross Keys, opened the
window at onece and unfastencd the shutter. Vernon-Smith
pulled the shutters open and stepped into the room. Mr. Cobb
oave him a nod and a smile of welcome, and closed the
window and the shutter again.

There was a chorus of welcome from the others in the room,
Mr. Banks, the bookmaker: and Percy Higgs, a local *f nut,”
who was ¥ seeing lifo " with the kind assistance of the sport-
ing cirele at the Cross Keys, and finding it a somewhat expen-
BIVO Process.

“Rre’s our old chum back arin!” exclaimed Mr. Banks,
giving Vernon-Smith a Habby band to shake. " Where "ave
vou been all this time—wot? Desertin’® of your old pals!™
And Mr. Banks wagoed his bald head reproachfully.

“ Just in time for a new deal, kid,”” said Mr., Higgs, who
affected an air of superior knowledge towards the schoolboy.
“ Try one of thesa.”

Vernon-3mith accepted a cizarette, and Mr. Cobb gave lum
a lirht. The Bounder sat down, and Mr. Cobb resumed his
place and shuffled the cards.

The Bounder was in the old circle—at the old game—and
he tried to feel that he was enjoving it. He told himself
that this was “ something like,”” that it was better than a feed
and o sing-song in the Rag at Groyfriars. But his brain
was too cool and elear to allow of seli-deception; he knew
that he had lost the taste for blackeunardism, and that his
plunge would be withont enjoyment for him. The change
in him had gone deeper than he had suspecied. But he
affocted his old manner, thouzgh with an inward resolve that
the sporting gentlemen of the Cross Keys would never sce
him agan.

“ (ent coming in this evening that vou'll like to meet,”
said Mr. Cobb, as he dealt the cards,

“ Someone I know?" asked the Bounder carelessly.

“Nos oa stranger ere—a ment from Australin,’ said M
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Cobb. *F ITe's staying at the Friardale Arms, but he's been

in ‘ere. I used to knpw him when I was out there—that’s a
good ten year ago—but | knew him at once when I met him
to-day. He was a sportsman, if you like—name of Falke.™

“Falke!™ said the Bounder. ** That's a German namc.

Mr. Cobb nodded.

“ Waturalised British,” he satd.
and ot a thumping good berth in Melbourne.
to England with his guv'nor on business.”

“ What the dickens is he doing here, then?’ asked the
Bounder curiously. ** What business can a Colonial chap
have in a sleepy hollow like thisi”

“ Some business for hiz guv'nor,” said Mr. Cobb., *'E’s
sﬂcr}et:u'y or something to a big man oui there—name of
Bull."’

The Bounder started.

“ Bull!” he repeated. “ I1is employer's named Bull, and
he's just eome from Australia”

“ Vos,” said Mr. Cobb. * How many do you go?" That
was a polite hint to the Bounder to get on with the game,

Vernon-Smith was wondering whether this Mr. Falke's
“onyinor,” Mr. Thall, from Ausiralia, was possibly connected
with the uncle Johnny Bull had mentioned as having just
come home. But the game was going on now, and he dis-
missed the matter from his mind

About half an hour later the door opened, and a new-comer
entered.

“'Ere vou are, Falke!” exclaimed Mr. Cobb hospitably.
“* This young gentleman is skinning us, as usual.”

The Bounder was introduced to Mr. Falke, and regarded
hiin somewhat curiously. TFalke was a man of about thirty—
a stout but muscular German with frizzled, fair hair and a
licht moustache, and pale-blue eyes that had a steely look.
The Bounder mentally set him down as a hard customeor.

“1 am glad to meet vou,” said Falke, in perfect English.
“ Mr. Cobb mentioned that vou were coming, and I have been
quite looking forward to seecing you. We chall have a
pleasant pame.”

“ Don’'t vou find it & bit queer being in England now?"’
asked the Bounder curiously, as Falke sat down.

“Why?" asked the German.

““ While the wav is on, I mean.”

Fallte shrugged his shoulders,

““But [ am not a German: [ am a DBriton,” he said. “I
have it written down upon paper. And I am not likely to
{!h:ln_r._!]'u :t'.-':wl-: from the winning to the losing side—hein? Shall
I deal?

The Bounder smiled quietly.

Myr. Falke might have his new nationality written down
upon paper, but it was pretty clear that that paper was the
only DBritish thing about him,

The game went on. The Bounder had been winning, but
his luck chanred after the addition of the German to the
party. He began to lose; but he cared little for the loss, and
he played on coolly.

Mr. Cobb filled the glasses, but the Bounder left his un-
touched. He was there to emoke and gamble, but there he
drow the line,

The German elanced at him, with a slightly mocking
CXPTOssIon.

* Ach!

“ He's an Australian now,
But he's come

You are careful; vou will not lose your wits," he
vemarked, * And, besides, vou are too young.”

The Bounder Hushed, and emptied the glass. He was angry
with himself for allowing the German’s taunt to move him;
bui it moved lum, all the same. And, with the wine in his
head, he plaved on more recklessly,

The Bounder was accustomed to being completely master of
himself, but this evening he was in an unusual mood. The
gecret gnawing of his conscience lroubled him. The feeling
that he was deceiving his friends, that he was acting like
a blackeuard, without even enjoving himself, weighed upon
his mind. The “plunge ” was not panning out well. The
smoke-laden atmosphere, the greed in the face of Mr. Cobb,
the vacant stare of Percy Higgs, all got on his nerves,  After
4 time he rose to his feet to go, much earlier than he had
intended.

The German raised his eyebrows.

“You are not going?™ he asked.
perhaps vou do not wish to lose more. You have lost
pounds.”

“That's nothing,” said the Bounder curtly.

“Nothing ! You are very fortunate—you, a schoolboy, to
be so very flush with money,” said Falke, very politely, but
with an undercurrent of incredulity that ﬂngnr{*ﬁ the Bounder.
He already felt vague dislike towards the German, and his
back stiffened at once at the imputation of being afraid to
o on with the game. He dropped into his seat again,

“I'Il play vou as long as you like,” he said. *'I musl leave

(]

“Not so early? Dut
several
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at Ifl]{‘, or I shall get the saclk; Dbui there’s plenty of time
yet.”’

“Ah! That 1s placky—DBritish pluck !" said Falke, with a
smile,

The Bounder did not reply. Ile knew only too well how
much British pluck there was in gambling among a erowd of
blackguards.  DBut his pride was roused, and he would not
allow the German to score over him. e suggested raising
the stakes—a suggestion that was agreed to at once—and

layed on recklessly, Ile was well supplied with money, and

e pave no sign of dismay as gold followed silver, and bank-
notes followed gold,

The German was eertainly a clever player; and if he was
using unfair means, he was doing it too cleverly to be de-
tected.  And the Bounder prided himself upon his sharpness
of vision.  He was accustomed to holding his own—to more
than holding his own. Indeed, on more than one occasion
ho had found sardonie pleasure in skinning some sharper who
had set out to skin him. But he had to admit that he had met
more than his mateh in the cool, smiling German. With a fow
occasioral streaks of luck, he lost—and lost—till the last bank-
note was changed, and his last silver picces were gone.

“That does me,” he said, with o shrug of the shoulders.
give you best, Mr. Falke,”

The German langhed,

“Bah! What is that—a few pounds! Do not go. Have
your revenge before you leave us, my young friend. Be a
sport. ™

“Btouy ! said the Bounder.

“ Among gentleman, o word is as goad as a bond,” said
Falke. * Take the money and give me your 10O 7.7

The Bounder hesitated for © moment. But the fever of the
game had caught him now. He was keen to go on, if only
for a chance of turning the tables upon the German. Falke
pushed four five-pound notes towards him, and Vernon-Smith
tore a leaf from his pocket-book, and wrote out the acknow-
ledgment for thg amount. Fafke slipped it carelessly into his
pocket,

The Bounder, excited now, and with gleaming eyes, played
on, recklessly. But the German’s luck held good, amd the
money passed over to s side of the table apain. Cobb
and Higgs were simply looking on now. The Bounder's last
coin wis gone when he remembered the time, He started to
his feet. It was nearly half-past nine

“You must go " asked Falke.

“1 shall he sacked if 1T don't,” said the Bounder.
late already.”

“Your revenge any time vou please,” said the German. 1
am staving in this delightfnl village several days.”

The Bounder nodded, and horried on his coat and cap, and
with & ned to the gamblers, quitted the room the way he
had entered 1t. A glaneo wus exchanged between Falke and
Mr. Cobb as he went, and the German smiled.

“I-T'm

. —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Squiff Chips In |
“ EEN Smithy "

Skinner of the Remove looked into No. 1 Study
with that question.  Skinner was Vernon-Smith's
study-mate. Il was getting towards bed-time, and

Wharton and Nugent were hurrying to finish their prep.
The entertainment in the Rag had lasted a long time, and prep
had been left a little late.

“No," saidd Wharton, looking up. “Isn't he in his study

“Haven't seen him,” said Skinner. “I've done my prep.
Ile hasn't touched his. e seemed to vanish while the
feed was on, and T haven't secen him sinee.  He'll get into o
row with Quelchy in the morning of he doesn’t do his prep.”

“He can’t have gone out,” suid Nu#rr-n’r.

“Can’t lind him anywhere, though,” said Skinner, and he
strolled away,

Harry Wharton and Nugent went on with their work. They
finished their prep, and the rost of the Co.. who had also
fimshed, strolled into the study to consume roast chestnuts
before going to bed.,  Squiff, the Australian junior, eame in
with the Co. He had a thoughtful expression upon his face.
“You haven't seen Smithy 27 he asked.

“Skinner’s just been asking after him.” said Wharton.
He must have gone out., Skinner says he hasn't done his
prep.’’

Johuny Bull gave an expressive grunt.

“Of course he's gone out. Tle eleared off while we were
having the feed, and he hasn't been scen sinee.”

" But he couldn’t get a pass out till this time of night,” said
Viharton, " 1It's a quarter-past nine.™

Another grunt from Johuny Bull,

“1e's out without a pass.”

“Phew ! Fhere will be trouble if he doesn't turn up saon,”
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said Wharton., “T suppose that’s the other engagement he
was talking about. 1 thought he looked rather sheepish abou
1t

The Co. looked at one another rather curiously. Vernons
smith’s " engagement 7 outside the walls of Greyfriars, which
had kept hint out so late, was very odd, to sav the least of
it. They did not like to think that the Bounder was “on
the ran-dan ™ again, after s pledges on that subject. But it
was certainly very eurious,

“It's all right,” sand Squiff, after a pause. “Don’t think
anything rotten about the chap. But he's over-deing it, and
if he doesn’t get in before half-past nine, he will be missed,
and there will be a row. Wingate is secing lights out to-night,
and there’s no squaring Wingate. I've been thinking aboub
that. It will be bad for Bmithy.”

“He will have to explain where he’s been, anyway,” said
Johnny Bull,

Sampson Quiney Iffley Field, whose initials had been
shortened into the less lengtl; name of Squiff for everyday
use, nodded his head thoughtfully, '

“We don’t want to think any harm of him——" he began.

“"Looks to me like the old tricks,” growled Johnny Bull,
“He was smoking, 1 remember, when we went to fetech him to
the feed.”

“Well, even if he is playing the giddy ox, Le’s a pal, and
we don’t want to be down on him,”” said Squiff tolerantly.
“Give im a chance, you know. Tt looks to me as if the
silly ass 1s over-doing it, and mayn’t be in by bed-time.
Whatever he’s up to, he will find it a bit diflicult to explain
to a prefeet why he was out of bounds up to bed-time, I've
got an idea for seeing him through.”

“Oh, go 1t,” said Harry Wharton.
to get bowled out, certainly.”

“1I'm going to make up s bed in the dorm,” said Squiff.
“It will lock asif he went to bed before the others, that's all,
unless Wingate should specially look at his bed when he
trots in. You fellows pass the word round.”

The juntors nodded, and Sampson Quiney Iffey Field left
the study on his good-natured mission. It was just like
the cheery Cornstalk junior to bother himself about keeping
another fellow out of a scrape, and all the Co. were willing
to help.  But Harry Wharton & Co. were looking very
thoughtful. They didd not like to think any harm of the
Bounder, eertaimly ; but it was not ecasy to imagine what good
reason he could bave had for avoiding the feast in the Rag,
antd staying out after bed-time,

But they were loyal; and they abandoned the chestnuts,
and proceeded to give the “tip 7 to some of the Remove
fellows, that Smithy was understood to be in bed early.
Ialf-past nine struck, and there was no sign of the Bounder,
andd the Remove fellows went up to their dormitory.

Squiff was already there. He was sitting on the edge of
Vernon-Smith’s bed, which certainly looked as if 1 had a
sleeper in it—from the =kilful arrangement of pillows and
coats under the bed-clothes. Bauiff was apparently chatting
to the figure in the bed, and when Wingate looked in, he saw
nothing suspicious.

“Tumble 1n, kids,” said the captain of Greyiriars good-
naturadly.: * Back in five minutes.”

Billy Bunter blinked at Vernon-Smith's bed.

“T say, Smithy, where have you been?” asked Bunter
curtonsly.  ** What did you glither off for ¢

There was no reply froin Vernon-Smith—naturally,. The
other Juniors were turning in. Most of them knew the little
secret, but Bunter had been loft out of it, ITis propensities as
a chatterbox were too well known, DBut the Owl of the
Remove was enrions.  Inguisitiveness was almost a discase
with William George DBunter,

“ Asleep, Smithy #”" he asked.
i bed 7"

No reply. Some of the juniors grinned. Billy Bunter
rolled towards Vernon-8mith's bed, and a pillow whizzed
through the air. It eaught Willlam George Bunter on the
chest, and he sat down with a roar.

“1iob Cherry. you beast——"

“*“Ha, ha, ha "

“ (O, tumble in,”” said Bob Cherry grufly.  * Wingate will
be back oo minote”

“T'm going to speak to Smithy if T hike,” howled Bunter.
“T know he's only pretending to be asleen. Yow-ow ! Look
herg——"*

Another pillow eanght the Owl of the Remove as he rolled
towards the Bowrder’s bed, Ile sat down again, and roared.

“Solt, vou beast——"

Wingate looked 1.

“Now, then, not in hed verl”™
Bunter. do vou hear ™

“That beast Feld —"7

“Oh, turn m !

“We don't want him

“IIow long have you been

he cxclaimed, ** Turn in,
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" The Bounder stood unsteadily, g_ripping the back of his chair, The German turned'awﬂgr from hi-lj:t,- hluwtng_“rlugu I
of smoke from his cigar, and staring out indifferently into the old High Slr_i:et of Friardale, (See Chapter B.)

Billy Bunter grunfed and turned o, Wingate put out tha
lierhits and quitted the dormitery, much to the relief of the
ehivis of the Remove, T he had diseovered the dummy in
Vernon-Smith's bed, it woulldl have meant not only trouble
for the Dounder, but trouble for those who were secking Lo
conceal s absence,

Souill sat up in bed when Wingate's steps had died away
down  the passage.  There was a buze of vowees 1 tho
cdoriibory.,

“Where o earth ean Smithy be " said Skinner. ** Thd hin
fix 1t up with von abouwt putting that duminy i bis bed,
I eeld 2"

= MNo, iy | .'“"-l]lliﬂl-

“Aiv hat! Then he wor™t keow that you've coversd up
hisg tracks, and b7l eonne Dloodesimne me toking 1t's all up,
anvway VU epeenlivted Skinner,

"N il 1 have tine o stoap him,” osad Saquilf. The
Auvstealuon poooor was aleendy ot of bed and dressing hastily,

Sl latbas balle Badlee ! What are vou up to, Squfl?" de-
tiitedead ol Chpeprry,

A0 koosw where Smathy will ool 1 over the wall  the
e il Bogmly, T DUm o pomg to wait for hion

ro|
o lree g

tivere, el cove hion the ipe Ciberwaze he'll thunk o0s all ap,
e 1 prast Dot e e gove Lamsell away,™

"1 o=av. i Beellow s .

A BT v e YT il Nl .'_'-.'|-||'|'|' ronnine the rish of

etting anisedd ppowith wlhint Ios beon domg, whatever 3 s,
;"‘."I_l'l||. || ! ':I.Il' ':-"I||| IRIRE Ilf [ teie 1] WUETE, it” |I|' :'-"']".i_:“-'"'""ll IJI.IE
yvour aand Seo b were o this tocether !

Wi “GAPTURED AT LASTI”

r'I“F

“T'm gomgr to risk that

The Anstralian junior crossed to the door, and opened it
cautionsly.  The passnge was dark, and Squiff shipped oot
silently and closed the door, and seudded away towards the
hox room.  There was o considerable amount of exetement
now in the Remove dormitory.

“T1 say, you fellows, is Smithy out?"" asked Bunter, for tho
tenth timee.

“Wea, ass ! osnid Bob Cherry. Y Shat up !

““(dh, really, N ITON S | dan’t think H[I]iti]}' ﬂHth to be
looloed aftor in this way,” sad Billy Buanter, with virtuouos
indienation, 1 he's up te his old games again, he ought
o bie bowled out, you know.  Why, the rotter wouldn't casn
i, 1:u1:-i1.'1[-:1|'|]1-!' [or 1 I~r|]:|_‘.' ik ibl'-HI:!]-Il‘ih']‘ I'm E*]’.I‘J-r*['till.g
shortly. 1 suppoze he was keeping his money to play cirda
with. T tlunk 1it's rotten [

Y0, elieese b Y

SO eonrse, Todon't expect you fellows bo look at il as 1
do said Bunter, with a sniff, * You haven't the sante sense
uf honour that T have !

“ My hat "

‘1 disapprove of this," went on Bunter. T think it's
rotten of von fellows to back Soithy up m his goings-on,
i"r'nlw SO e ,Liftzillj.{ ont bador I'-.'i.i'II!".'H'I'.I'?'"n to mect him at the

hovs —what?  Youw owoow I=what Dbeast threw  that
bBioot #*°

ST i U osaid Dol Cherry sulphurously. * And T've got
another ane handy, of vou don’t shot up, vou fat brate I™
“ Look here, Cherry, L consider——"

{ 'piian
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“Do you want the other boot?"

“Yow! Nol” . :

And Billy Bunter, with his high moral attitude quite
gpoiled, eulkily shut up. But the buzz of voices continued n
tﬁn Bemove dormitory—the juniors were not thinking of
sleep.  They were all curiouws about Vernon-8mith—and some
of them were extremely unecasy about Saquill, _FUI' 1t was quite
possible that the generous Cornstall, in his goed-natured
attempt to save the Bounder from the eccnsequences of his
folly, would find himself in serious trouble.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Narrow Escapel ]
VEREDE-SMITH tramped along the dark lane to Grey-

friars with a savage frown on his face, his teeth set, and

his eyes gleaming. Ile was in a savage and bitter

mood—but all his anger was direeted against himself.
The money he had lost mattered little to him—and the debt
of twenty pounds was of little consequence. He knew that
he could get all he needed from his father, without questions
being asked. It was not that. Dut he had departed from
his resolntions—he had broken faith with his friends—he
had acted in a way that he eould only regard himsclf as
“ rotten "—and- for what? For nothing—worse than nothing.

The ‘‘last plunge,” which was to have been a time of
glorious excitement, to compensate for the twinges of con-
science, had been a rank failure.

He had not enjoyed himself in the least. Ile had fancied
that he longed for the thrill of excitement of his old life—and
he had plunged ence more—only to discover that the change
in him had gone more than skin deep; that he had, i fact,
lost the taste for the dingy blackguardism that had onee
attracted him so strongly. The thought of the Little room at
the Cross Keys, with its smoke-laden atmosphere and smell
of whisky, the dingy cards, the greedy faces, lilled his breast
with the sickness of disgust.

He felt that he had lowered himself in his own eyes, and
that was a deeidedly uncomfortable feeling.

And that wretched ' plunge,” which had been so wretehed
a disappointment, scemed likely to lead him imto more trouble
than it would have been worth if it had more than fulfilled his
ereatest expeetations,

-
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For he heard half-past nine strike before he was hall-way
home to Greyiriars,

Bedtime for the Remove was half-past nine, and the
Bounder realised that he had, in his folly, rendered b impos-
sible for him to get back without discovery.

When he reached Greyfriars, now, he would have to answer
questions; punishment he did net mind, for he was hard as
a nut; but he sickened at the thought of the complicated
falsehoods he must invent to conceal the fact that he had
been “ plunging.”  And, however skilfully he lied, the truth
might come out all the same; and if his conduet was dis-
covered. it meant the “sack.” 'There was no doubt about
that. The Head had only to learn that he had been gambling
in the Cross Keys, and he would not be allowed to remain
another day at Grogfriars. That was the price he had to pay
for a plunge that had been utterly without pleasure cr satis-
faction of any sort.

The Bounder's feclings were very bitter as he tramped on
through the cold wind.

He reached the school wall, and stopped at a spot where
cortain well-known eavities in the stones made it possible to
climb—a spot well known to the juniors. He elimbed the wall,
and looked over into the darkness of the Close. The lights of
the Schiool House glimmered in the darkness, through tha
loafless troes within, The third guarter chimed out from the
old clock-tower. It was a quarter of an hour past bedtnne,
and he ecould have no hope that his abscuce }L-u! not been
discovered. Mr. Queleh would be waiting grimly for him to
come in, and before he presented himself, he would have to
prepare a yarn he was to tell; to invent some falsehood to put
the Rémove-master off the seent.  DBut under the keen eyes of
Mr. Queleh, he knew that that would not be easy.

He dropped down into the darkness of the Close, from the
wall,

“ Smithy 1"

The Bounder started violenily, ag his name was whispered
in the darkness. e stared round him Bankly,

“Who—who's that?”

There was a chuckle, as a shadow moved close to lum.

“Ti's all right " eame the whisper. * Don't shout 17

“ Field ! breathed the Bounder.

“Yes, ['ve been waitthing for you,
not bowled out " said Soquiff.

The Bounder drew a deep, alimost scbbing breath.

“Bauiff ! How—how ou ecarth =

Souff chuckled again.

T pigged up a dummy in your bed, and it passed musler.,
After lights-out, I scooted out to wait here for you. Savwy?”

Vernon-Smith leaned against the wall, breathing hard,
almest overcome with relief,

Sl peered at him in the darkness.

ol 40 n]Il right, Bmithy,"” he whispered.
to et natled.”

*You—you
DBounder,

“ Not in the least ! But T know where Quelchy wouid think
vou've been, if he spotted you,” chuckled Squiff. “This 18
frightfully risky for you, Smithy, old man. You see, you've
grot a record that isn't quite forgotten yet, and the Head leb
yvou off onee; but they'd jump to the conclusion that you'd
heen painting the town red, in vour old way, you know, and
you'd get it in the neck. So I thought T'd see you through.”

“Tt's jolly good of you, Field " eaid the Bounder, his face
Aooded with erimson i the darkness. * You—you don’t sus-
peet me of —of—of that?”

“ No, fear!” said Squiif.

“I—I say, Squifi—*

“ Botter come on,’’ sald the Australian. @ The socner we're
in the dorm the better I

“ Vos—vyes: but I must tell you!” said the Bounder desper-
ately. * It—it’s not as you think. I-—T've been to the Cross
Keys 1™

Souiff's face changed,

“My hat! Are vou joking 777

“Nao. That's where T've been—the old game,”
RBounder miserably.

“What did you go for ¥’

“Becanse IT'm a silly fool and a blackguard, T suppose,”

Souiff peered at him in the darkness.

“YVou don't seem to have enjoyed your little razzle,” he
remarked.

1 haven't,” said the Bounder.  *“It's jolly odd, but whien
T got fairly into it, T—I found T didn’t care a clashed rap for
it. and T wished T'd staved in the Rag with the fellows,  It's
ihe last time, Squiff—I'1l never make a fool of myself like
that again.”

“You've said that before,” said Squiff drily.

T know 1 have,” mutiored the Donnder. ™ Don’t rub il in
— if ever a sty ass felt ashwned of himself, T do now.™

1t's all screnc—you're

“T didn’t want you

know where I've been?” stammered the

sand the
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There was a ring of sincerity in e Bounder’s voice, and
Bguitt’s face softened again.

“Well, 1it's no business of mme,” he saild, * You're jolly
Iucky net to get natled—it woulid have come out, I suppose,
You couldn't have spoofed old Queleh.”

“* You've saved me from telling a haul of beastly lies”
said the DBounder. ** 1 should have had to pile 1 a yarn
about losing my wav., or something—and—and I don’t like
telling Lies. I'm much obliced to yvou, Squiff, and—and if
it’s any mterest to you to know it, I sha’n’t ever get into a
fool's fix like this again. Let's get in!™

Y Clome on ! osaid Souff,

The two juniors erept away through the darkness, and
skirting the buildings, reached the back of the School
House. In a few minutes more they had climbed in through
the box-room window, and were making their way silently
to the Remove dormitory. They breathed more freely when
they were onee inside the dormitory, and they began to
undress hastily in the dark.

“ Where have you been, Smithy?" asked a dozen volces.

“Out!” said Bmith briefly.

“ %mg.didn't get spotted 77 asked Skinner.

ANOL

1 guess you're jolly lueky,” =aid Fisher T. Fish. * Did
you plunder them at the Cross Keys, Smithy ¥V

** Ha, ha, ha!"

Vernon-Smith made no reply to Fish's question,.  He knew

that the whole dormitory suspected what he had been out
for, but he did not intend to tell them what he had told
Squilt.  Without replying at all to the questions rained on
him, he turned in, and the curiosity of the Removites had
to remain unsatisfied,

He did not speak n word after he was in bed—but it was
long hefore he slept. His thoughts were busy. The
Australian junior had saved him from danger, if not from
complete exposure and ruim—and he shivered as he realized
clearly the risk he had run. The resolutions were made
now—on the morrow he would obtain the needed money
from his father, and pay his debt to Falke, and so regain
the paper he had given the German—and, after that, that
chapter in his life would be elosed and finished for ever.
The-last plunge should indeed be the last—the lesson would
not be lost upon him. And somewhat comforted, at last,
by his good resolutions, the Bounder fell asleep.

L |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Blow for Blow!
" ODIINNY, old chap!”
Johnny Bull grunted.
“1 sav, Johnnyv, old fellow! went on Billy Dunter
affectionately, ' I suppose it's another banknote—
what? I say, I'm expecting a postal order 9

* Oh, shut up!” said Johnny Bull.  * It's not eash this
time, and you can go and eat coke!”

Johnny Bull walked away with his letter in his hand. Tt
was a couple of days after the great feast in the Rag, and
Johnny DBull had found that letter waiting for him after
lessons.  ITe joined the Co. in the Close,

 News from nunky ! asked Bob Cherry. *“Is the old
chap coming to see you, Johnny? We'll give him a thump-
ing welcome! Ten-quid uncles ought to be encouraged!”

“ Hear, hear ! said the Co. cordially.

S If you're looking for a chance to swop, Johnny, Tl
trade my Aunt Jemmna for him ! said Bob, in a burst of
generosity,

“ Bow-wow !"" said Johnny Bull. “I'm blessed if T quite
understand this! My Uncle George sent me ten quids and
a mice letter. I thought he'd be coming down to see me
pretty soon—but I understand he’'s a bit off-colour after
the vovage from the other side of the world. He's rather
an ancient mariner, I thintk—I've never seenp him—he was
out there years before T was born., He's staying with my
Aunty Bull now—his sister, you know. Ile’s not coming
down yet, anyway, and he’s sending somebody to see how
I'm getting on—his sceretary. At least, he says that his
secretary, a chap named Falke, will eall and see me to-day.”

Johnny Bull shook his head in a puzzled way.

“T'm blessed if I quite get on to it,”" he said. *“ If my
uncle’'s a bit seedy, the Head would give me leave to go
home for a bit and see him. Though 1 don’t quite see why
he shounld take any interest in me at all, as he's never seen
me. [ odaresay my aunt has written him a lot about me—
she's awfully fond of me; no accounting for tastes, vou
kunow—and she's awfully fond of him, too. She's often
jawed to me about him, and talked sometimes of going
out to Melbourne to join him. The old chap’s first letter
to me was quite affectimat s

“Ten guid " murmured Nugent.

Johnny Bull laughed. '

*Yes; and there was that ripping tip in it—uncles don't
send you ten quids every dav, do they? But he doesn't
secm Lo want bo sec me—aend Lie's sending this chap Falke—
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I can't quite see what for. I don't want to be bothered
with his scerctary, Sounds to me like a German, too ™

“ Perhaps he'll bring another tenner with him " grinned
=ouiff. Yettor ohe polite—in case he does.”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 suppose 1 shall have to be eivil to him, grunted
Johnny DBnll. * Dut I don't sce what he’s coming for, all
the same,"

“Well, your uncle seems a good sort,” said Harry
Wharton, “ and if this Falke chap is lis seerctary, you may
as well give him the glad hand, as Fishy says. We'll all
stand by you, and we'll have him to tea in the study—
wnat ?"’

“ Oh, all right!” said Johnony DBull. * You're very good.
el be here soon after lessons to-day. May be here any
niinute now, in fact I'° .

“ What did you say his name was?” asked Vernon-Smith,
who was near »t hand, and had heard the talk of the chums.
He had started at the name of the German. )

“ Falke ! said Johnny Bull. “ Some blessed German, 1t
sounds like,” _

The Dounder knitted his brows a littlee. There was no
doubt in his mind now that Mr. Bull's secretary was the
(German he had met in Friardale a couple of nights ago.
e could not help thinking it curious that the secrelary of
a Colonial magnate should have been playing cards at a
place like the Cross Keys, with a gang like Mr. Cobb and
his friends. And if IPalke was down there to seo Johnny
Bull on his unele's behalf, why had he remained in Friardale
for two or three days without coming to the school? It
was scarcely possible that he could have any business in
such a quiet and out-of-the-way place. )

“Ts he in Friardale now?" asked Vernon-Smith.

“1 suppose not—my uncle says he's coming to see me,
that’s all,”” said Johnny Dull, a little surprised at the
interpst the Dounder lwm taking in his affairs.  The
Bounder coloured o hittle,

“'ve seen n German chap in Friardale, that's all!” he
gaid.

Johnny Dull suifTed. _

“You're not likely to have seen my uncle’s private
seeretary in the places you visit at Friardale!” he said.

The Bounder grew crimson. Since his adventure on the
evoning of the feed, there had been some little coldness
between him and the Famous Five. Squiff had not said
a word of what the Bounder had told him—but the Famous

L

Five could not help drawing their own conclusions. For
Vernon-Smith had not uttered a word in explanation of s
escapade.

His late return, and his narrow eseape from discovery
through Squill’s kind intervention, had been the talk of the
Bemove, and a good many fellows kad asked Smithy ques-
tions about it. Ile had declined to say a word. And it was
pretty clear that, if he had been able to explain, he would
have explained. The only conclusion to be drawn was that
he had been mixed up with his old associates, and Harry
Wharton & Co. decidedly did not like it. The Bounder had
hroken faith with them—and it was not pleasant to think
that they had been deceived, and they could not feel very
friendly towards a fellow who had broken his word.

Put nothing had been said to him on the subject—it was
not their business to preach. Johnny Bull’s remark was the
first hint that they knew that the Bounder was at the

old game again.

“ Cheese it, Johnny ! murmured Bob Cherry. ““ No
bizney of ours, you know!" . .

“ Oh, let him rip!”’ said th> DBounder bitterly. *“ Field
lknows where I was that evening 3 :

“T haven't said a word!” said Squff quickly.

“71 know vou haven't,”” snid the Bounder. “ But I'm

At least, I don't care a twopenny

not keeping it dark.
I'm not answerable to

rap whether it's kept dark or not.
Bull for what I do!”

Johnny Bull gave an emphatie snort. _

““ A chap's answerable to anybody he's made a promise
to."” he said. ¥ You promised the Head, when he let you
off last time—and von promised us, that it was all over.
If it wasn't exactly a promise, it was as good as one. If you
wers keeping up that kind of thing, you had no right to
pretend to us that you'd given it up. It was getting our
friendship on false pretences, if you want plamn English 1"

“ Hang  vour friendship ! said the Dounder angrily.
Y Iweep it Gl T ask for ot !

Johnny Bull shrugged his shoulders.

“T won't hother you with it again, you ecan be sure of
that," he said. T don't like being taken in, and [ don't
lilke associating with gamblers ! And the other fellows think
the same, ton, only they're too jolly civil to say so!” ”

A Grand, vong, Complete Story of Harry
YWharton & Co.:. By FRANK RIOHARDS
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The . Bounder looked at the uncomfortable faces of the
Fn!:imus Five with a sncering smile on his lips—quite his old
smile.

“ Do you all say the same ?”" he asked. * Have I shocked
your propriety too severely, Eric & Co#"'"

Wharton nt his lip.

" You needn’t call us Eries because we're down on beastly
blackguardism,” he said warmly. * You can do as you like
without consulting us—but it's net ericket, to take us in as
you've done. If you want to play the giddy ox, you can do
it, T suppose—but you know what our opinion 1s about it !"

The Bounder’s eyes glittered.

" 20 I'm a disgraceful rascal?”’ he demanded.

Johnny Bull looked him squarely in the face. He was a
plain speaker, and he was not given to mincing his words.

“If you were gambling at the Cross Keys on Wednesday
evenng, you are a disgraceful rascal!” he said bluntly,

“Well, T was!"

.. "Then you know what I think of you,” said Johnny Bull.

And now I've told you my opinion, I don’t want any more
to say to you. You've taken us in, and broken your word,
and disgraced the school you belong to, and you're not the
kind of chap I want to talk to!”

“ Draw it inild, Johnny " said Squilf,
to me——"

“ Never mind what T explained to you,’” said the Bounder
suu}':l}}'. “I'm not on my defence before that fatheaded
nas

“ What's that?’ exclaimed Johnny wrathfully.

“You've called me some pretty names,” sneered the
Rounder. “Mustn’t T call you a few? And as for your
uncle’s precious seerctary, whom I'm not likely to see in the
kind of places I visit at Friardale, T met him there and plaved
cards with him !’

“ Liar " said Johnny Bull, without eeremony.

“1 tell vou " shouted the Bounder.

“ And I tell you it's a lie!”

Smack !

Vernon-Smith’s temper had been rising, and it quite failed
him now. Johnny Bull staggered back as the Bounder's
open palm smote him across the check with a crack like a
pistol-shot.

* Why, you—you—"" stuttered Johnny Bull, almost specch-
less with wrath.

He wasted no more time on words. He leaped at the
Bounder like a tiger, and in an instant the two were fighting
hammer and tongs.

“ Chuck it, you duffers ! ejaculated Bob Cherry, in dismay.
*1f the Head looks out of his window—""

“And here comes a giddy stranger,” said Wharton, as a
blonde-complexioned young man walked in at the gates.
“Johnny, chuck it! This'll be your uncle’s secretary !”

But Johnny Bull was too infuriated to listen. He was
pummelling the Bounder for all he was worth, and the
Bounder was hitting back hard. The German paused as he
saw the fight, and stood looking on curiously.

Harry Wharton & Co. made a rush at the two combatants,
scized them, and dragged them apart by main force. Johnny
Bull struggled furiously in the grasp of Wharton and Bob and
Nugent.

“Lemme go!  T'll pulverise him ! he roared.

“Let po, Squiff!  Let go, Inky !"" yelled the Bounder.
' Peace, my infant !” ruurnmn‘mf Squifl soothingly, ** We're
olly well not going to let go, ust keep up appearances

efore wvisitors, you know,”

“The csteemed visitor is looking at you, Smithy,” urged
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. - * Come with us walkfully, my
esteemed friend !”

“1 tell you—— Leggo!”

But the Bounder had to go, as Squiff and Hurree Singh
walked him away.

_Meanwhile, Johnny Bull had ecalmed down a little.  The
sight of a somewhat mocking smile on the face of the
German irritated him, and he realised that he was not making
a very favourable appearance before his uncle's secrctary—if
this was the man,

“ Excuse me,” said the German, addressing Harry Wharton

“8mithy explained

& Co. “1 have come here to see a young gentleman named
111‘1‘_11I]-_”—'-Jc:sl."m Bull, Perhaps you can tell mme where to find
im*

“I'm Bull!” growled the owner of that name,

The German looked curiously at the flushed and somewhat
damaged face of the sturdy junior,

“Ach! You are Master Bull?' he asked.

*“ Yes,” grunted Johnny.

“My name is Falke,” said the German.
uncle’s secretary.
directions,”

“Well, here T am,” said Johnny, whose temper was still
edgewise.  ** Take a good look !
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Falke coughed. Johnny Bull’'s manner could not be called
courteous; but Johnny was just then in a state of exaspera-
tion, and he did not like Germnans, anyway. And the lurkin
smile on Falke's face, caused by the damage the Bounder bha
done to Johnny's features, irritated him.

“Cheese it, Johnny!’ whispered Bob,  “IHonour the
guest that is within thy walls, you inhospitable ¥Yahoo!”

" Br-r-r-rr "

“We are glad to see you, sir,” said Harry Wharton, put-
ting on his very best manner to compensate for his chum’s
shortcomings.  ““ We have been planning to ask :{nu to tea
in the study, sir, if you will honour us. It would be a great
pleasure for us, and you would be able to talk to Johnny, who
will be in a better temper by that time ™

Falke smiled.

“You are very good,” he said. T accept with pleasure

And Falke walked into the School House with the juniors,
Johnny Bull seudding away to a bath-room to bathe his
injured countenance before he turned up to tea in the study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Under His Thumb !

HI winter dusk was falling on Greyfriars.
I From the window of No. 1 Study streafmed a ruddy
elow of hght. ‘
Vernon-Smith, pacing to and fro under the trees in
the Close, glanced scveral times towards that lighted
window.

The Bounder was in a black mood.

The discovery that the German he had gambled with at the
C'ross Keys was the secretary of Johnny Bull's uncle surprised
him; but he was glad he had come to Greyfriars. The man
held his T O U for twenty pounds, and Bputhy was anxious to
receive that paper back again, )

He had received a generons remittance in answer to his
application to his father, and he had the money in his
pocket to scttle the debt; but he had hesitated about going
down to the Cross Keys to settle it.  He could have sent it
by post, but he wanted to make sure of receiving his 1 O U
back, and he had a very natural disinchnation to putting any-
thing in writing on the subject. He was waiting in  the
Close now to sce Falke as he came out, and scttle the matter
immediately. 3

He felt that he was lucky to have that chanee of getting
clear of the matter, without having te visit the (German n
the village, or to put anything in writing. And he was
almost feverishly anxious to get that tell-tale paper back and
burn it

The Ciorman was not likely to lose it, or part with it, as it
was worth twenty pounds to him ; but, in case of any unfore-
seen accident, the mere sight of that paper would be enough
to earn Vernon-Smith the ** sack.,”

In his wilder days the Bounder had run such risks without
thinking of them; but now he was anxious to have done
with everything that could remind him of that unfortunate
ilp}ungﬂ‘ll :

The last plunge had already borne unforeseen fruit. It
had led to a fight with Johnny Bull, and the cessation of his
friendship with Johnny Bull’s chums. The Bounder would
never have admitted in words how much that friendship was
worth to him; but now that he had lost it he felt it keenly
enough, :

He could not expect Harry Wharton & Co. to trust him
again. He had betrayed their friendship, and they would
naturally keep him at a distance, And the Bounder did not
want to be on his old terms with the Famous Five. Their
cheery friendship was worth a good deal more to him than
“ plunges " among the sporting sct at the Cross Keys.

But how to make up the ground he had lost was a puzzle,
and he was far too proud, and too obstinate as well, to make
a bid for anybody’s friendship. )

1f they gave lim the cold shoulder he would reecede into
his own shell, as it were; but he knew that he would feel it all
the same, _ . _

He glanced impatiently towards the lighted window of the
study.

T]i'r.! Famous Five were there, with the German, and they
were entertaining him to the best of their ability. . The
study window was open, and Smithy could hear snatches of
cheery talk. The German was apparently making himself
ugr{!ml,hltu - it

The Bounder wondered sardonically what the juniors would
have thought of him if they had known that he was one of
the sporting set at the Cross Keys., The Bounder’s state-
ment on that point they had not believed for a moment
They were not hkely to eredit that the trusted secretary of
Johnny Bull’s uncle was a man of that kind. Indced, the
Bounder himself felt that it was hard te believe. It was
pretty clear that the German was deceiving old Mr. Bull as to

“CHUCKLES," %_Jq

Every Friday. Every Satarday.



his true character, or he would not be in such a trusted
position.

It was odd that Falke should have risked lettine onn of
Johnny Budl’'s schoolfellows see him drinking and gambling
with Mr. Cobb & Co. The DBounder had a feeling that
there was somehow more in Mr. Falke than met the eye,
He had a vague dislike and distrust of the German, and it
i":m{]? him keener than ever to get his paper back from Falke's

ands,

But the German seemed in no hurry to leave. It was quite
a pleasant little tea-party in No. 1 Study. Harry Wharton
& Co. felt that it bebhoved them to be more especially civil
to the visitor, as he was a German, in order to show that
the war with his country made no difference to their hospi-
talitv.  And Talke had explained to them that he was a
naturalised Englishman.
~Johnny Ball, too, regretted that he had been so exeeed-
ingly brusque to the man, and he tried to make up for it by
being extraordinarily polite—so that, as Bob Cherry told him
afterwards, he was barely recognisable, )

Thoe Bounder waited impatiently in the dusky Close,

But at last the light was out in No. 1 Study, and he bent
his glance in the direction of the School House doorway.
The higure of the German appeared in the light there, and
the Bounder gritted his teeth with annoyance as he saw that
the chums of the Remove were coming out with him, doubt.
less to seo him down to the gates,

Vernon-Bmith hurried down to the gates first, and out into
the dusky road. He could not talk to Falke in the presence
of the juniors,

e waited at a short distance down the road. Falke shook
hands with tho juniors at the gates, and walked down in the
dircetion of Friardale,  Harry Wharton & Co. went back to
the School Hounse.

The Bounder stepped out info the road from the shadow of
Jt[hell trees as the German came by, Falke stopped, and nodded
o him,

“I rather expected to see vou !" he remarked.

“I've been waiting for vou,” said the Bounder. “I've got
the money here,”

“What monoy ?"

“The twenty pounds T owe you, of course,”

The German looked at him curiously.

.hiY””' are well supplied with money for a schoolboy," he
514,

“My father's a millionaire,” said the Bounder. T have
as much money as I want—within reason, of course. This isn't
nimch for me. Here it is."

“There was no hurry——

“But I've got the money, and I want my paper,” said the
Boundoer.

“ Al said Falke slowly, “you want your paper, Master
Smith 7"

“Yes. You've got it with you, I suppose 7"

Y Unfortunately, I have left it at my hotel,”

The Bounder uttered an angry exclimation.

“You see, I did not expeci you to raise such a sum of
money so easily,” said the German smoothly; “and such
papers aro better kept lecked up, Tt would not do you
any good if 1t should be seen at Greyfriars.™

“I'd better come with you, then,” said the Dounder. *I
shall get lines for missing call-over, but I want that paper.”

“What is the hurry?"

“1 want 1t,” said the Dounder. * Dash it all!
you want me to pay up, don't you?"

The German laughed,

“That 13 a matter of complete indifference to me,” he
repliecd. “Yon are not bound to pay gaming debts at vour
arre, yvon know, "

“I want to pay. all the same.™

“You mean that youn are anxions to have back the paper
with your signature on 18?"

“Cortamly.”

“Buppose I have lost it?™

The Bounder startod.

“You—you wouldn't be such a fool ! he exelaimed breath-
lessly. * Why, if that paper were found—if it were secon——""

He checked himself abruptly.  Ile did neot want to betray
to the German how utterly he was in his power,  But the
slow, snalkelike smile on the blonde face made lum realise that
Falke was quite aware of as much as he could have told him
an that point,

“Tt would mean—what do you eall 187 —the sack ! smiled
Falke, *Your headmaster would expel you from the school™

“Well, what then?"” growled the Bounder,

“You see, I know your conntry and your enstoms.” smiled
the German, * After you had been expelled from vour selinal
For disgrnecfol comeluet - exense me - von wonuld never he able
loo gain adonttanee to another school ke Gresfriars. The
disgrraee wonld eling to you all your Life, and spoil your wholy
carcer—isn't 11 *"

“Well, ™ saud the Dounder, gritting his teeth, “suppose it
is =07 That tsn't your busimess, I suppose? T owe you twenty
pounds, and 'm ready to pay.”
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“Tt mav not suit me to sell that valuable paper for twenty
pounds,” suid the Geeman coolly,

The Bounder smiled bitterly and contemptuously.  lle
thought he understood. . i _

“You mean you want to make something on it?"” he asked.

“xactly.”

“ Is th:nt}ynur German idea of fair play—to play cards with
a chap, and keep his I O U to blackmil him with?” asked
the Bounder, with a bitter sneer. “I didn't know I was
playing with a plotting thicf. Tt serves me right, though, for
coming to such a place at all. Not that Coblb or Banks, bloek-
guards as they are, would ever have been gmlty of such a
dirty trick. They'd never have thought of it. But name
your figure. I'll pay you.”

The German listened ealmly to the stinging words.  The
bitter scorn in the Dounder's voice did wot seem to penctrate
him at all.

“But I have said that I do not want your money,” he
answered.  ** You may keep it in your pocket., my young
fricnd.”

Thi Bounder stared,

“Then what the dickens do you want?
give nie my paper for nothing ¥" _

“T am not going to give it to vou at all," said Falke
deliberately.

Vernon-Smith elenched his hands. But he was moro sur-
prised than angry, He eould not fathom the motives nf1 this
man, cvidently a cunning and unscrupulons rascal.  Falke
was a stranger to him. Why should he seek to hold him in
his power, if not for the purpese of extracting money from
him ?  And he had said that he dud not want money.

“What is your little gome?" asked the Bounder between
his teeth.  “Tf vou're thinking of showing that paper to my
father, he wouldn’t give you a penny for it.”

“T am not thinking of that.”

“Then what do you want to keep it for 77

“Tqo show to your headmaster—if necessary.”

“ To—to Dr. Locke! Why, vou scoundrel ™ burst ont the
Bounder ficreely, “What harm have T done you, for you to
want to roin me?” : ]

“Ah! It would be ruin?" said the German, with a smile.
“*So bad as that?”

Vernon-Snuth bit his lip.

“Vou know it would,” he said sullenly. *“ What do you
want? What do you want to keep this hanging over my
head for? If it 1sn't money——"

“Tt 1s not money."” :
“You want to ruin me for the pleasure of the thing—me,

a stranger to you,” said the Bounder. “ Are you mad?”

“1 shall not ruin you if you make it worth my while not to
do so. I have no enmity towards vou. You are only a pawn
in the game,” said the German quietly. it refuse to do
what I require, and T will ruin you as I would erush a fly !

“0Oh " muttered the Bounder.  ** Yon want something of
me?  And you played with me—to get that paper out of me—
so that I should be under your thumb ?"

“You are beginning to see?” smiled the German,

“T see that, but T don't see what you want me to do. If
it's anything in reason, ['ll do it to get my paper back., DBut
what can I do? What rascally game are you up to? You
are old Mr. Bull's secretary, T suppose you don’t want me
to open a window and let you in to rob the sehiool. I you'ro
a Goerman spy, there's nothing I can do to help you—mnot that
I would, What is your game *"

The Bounder was utterly puzzled. He was in the power of
the German, and the rascel meant to use s power without
merey, but what his objeet was the Bounder could not fathom.

“ 1" am not your encmy,” said Falke quietly. *As I havo
said, you are quite i]lf:ﬂut‘u]ll Lo lim?_, ?\;‘:'hr-n I came in to-day

on woere fighting with someone—hemn ? _

o Yes, Ihﬁ] h:EL:ng him ! growled the Bounder.  ** What las
Bull to do with it%"” T .

“You do not like Bull=hein?" asked the German, peering
at him closely in the gloom,

“Tlang him " sad Vernon-Smith., o

“(toad ! You do not like him? ITe was hitting you very
hard —hein?  You are enemics, perhaps?”

“Wo woere frionds.” said the Bounder sullenly—"at least,
wo were on fair terms with one another—hbuat he raceed me
to-day. Ile's down on me because T had a plunge the other
night, when T was idiot cnough to come to the Cross Keys,
Hang him ! Tt's not his business to preach to me.”

“Phen T am right. You do not ke hum *7
o T don't.”™

“ All the better,  Suppose " —the German glaneed round in
the shadows, and lowered his voiee, though there was no ono
near—* suppose what T wanted you to do was something that
would be to the dizadvantage of this Johuny Bull- |11-:|:|?"13

Are you going to
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Vernon-8Smith stared at him blankly.

“Your employoer's nephew 7 he exclaimed.  * What the
dickens have vou got up against him? You never saw him
Liofore to-day, I understand 77

“Cluite so."

“Yet yvou want to injure him %

“Poerhaps,™

“Then vou ean look further for somebody to help you,”
said the Bounder savagely., © What do you take me for, you
skulking hound ¥ If 1 were on speaking terms with the beastly
prig I'd go and warn him of what you've said.”

“ And he would not believe you,"” smiled the German. * He
has already mentioned to me what he calls your slanderous
statement that I was playing cards in the Cross Keys with
yvou.

“Slander!" said the Bounder, gritting his tecth. ** The—
the rotier! I'Il—7

“ And if you should betray me, my young friend, T should
zend your little paper to your headmaster,” said the Germun.
“You would not hke that—hem?”

“ And suppose,” said the Bounder, with a dangerous glitter
in his eyves—* suppose I should tell your employer the kind
ff Iblnf}ekguur{] you are? The sack for you as well as for me—
et

Falke laughed,

“T do not fear that. I have a full explanation {o make to
the worthy Herr Bull. But I see that you do not like this
bhoy Johnny, Neither do I. A true English bulldog, blunt
and plain—hein? The kind of Eng]iEh bulldog that we shall
erush under our armed heel when ' He pansed.

“ 20 that's how much yvour naturalisation’s worth ! sncered
the Bounder. “I knew it well enough. You can’t make a
silk purse out of a pig's ear, nor an Englishman out of a
German. You rotten traitor !

“We are not here to talk polities,” said the German
smoothly. I have said what you must do. You are in my
power, my young friend; and what I ask of you is to help
me against a person whom you dislike as much as I do.
Surely that is not much to ask? But if you refuse 1 will
ruin vou."

The German did not raise his voice, but the concentrated,
unscrupulous determination in his- tones made the Bounder
shiver. He realised that the man meant every word he said.
He possessed the power, and he would use it to the utter-
maost. -

“But what am I to do?” the Bounder muttered hoarsely.

“ (fome to me to-morrow, and I will tell you,” said Falke.
“ Come and gee me at the Friardale Arms, and we will have
a little talk. It is not much I ask. The boy is not to be hurt.
I do not ask you to run rizks or to commit a crime. Tt is a
little trick—simply a little trick—hein! Come to me to-
morrow afternoon. You have a half-holiday on Saturday, I
understand. Come, and we will talk.”

“1 don't want to come.” )

“ But I want you to come, and that is sufficient,” said
the German coolly. 1 have the honrour to wish you good-
evening, my young friend!”

He walked away without another word. The Boundoer
stood reoted to the ground, staring after him, till the dark-
ness swallowed him up. Then, with a clouded brow, Vernon-
Smith strode savagely back to Greyfriars

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

On the Football Field!

1 SUPPOSE Smithy's playing
Squiff made thut remark in a rather doubtiul tone
the next afternoon,  Harry Wharton & Co. were
standing in the passage after dinner, discussing the
afternoon's match—the Remove cleven were going over to
Redelvfie.  In all the principal matches of the Remove,
Vernon-Smith was an indispensable player, but his recent
disagreement with the captain of the cl{?ﬂ.‘n_ made some of
the fellows doubtful whether he would be included in the

dist.

But Wharton nodded at once. .

“Of course,” he said. **We can’t leave Smithy out,
That is, of course, if he chooses to play. He may not want
to, and in that cose—"

“oive him o ehance! said Bob Clerry. e .-"'u['ltn"t‘ all,
Squiff says it was only a—only a little break, s going out
the other night. Don't give a dog a bad name and hang

.

h]” Here he comes!” grunted Johnny Bull y

The Bounder was looking a little red as he came up.  Since
Liis fielit with Johnny Bull he had not spoken to any member
of the Famous Five. Their friendship of recent date seemed
to be a thing of the past now. Still, the Bounder was a Lirst-
class W:il:;:_fl-r, and IH_-]':-ni_'.;ll matters could not be allowed to
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Johnny Bull was pommelling the Bounder for all he was worth, and the Bounder

was hitting back hard. The
German paused as he saw the fight, and stood looking on curlously, (Sce Chapter 5.)

interfere with football. Harry Wharton was quite willing
to keep all disagreements outside the Form eleven.

Y We start in half an hour, Smithy,” said Wharton,

“That's what T want to speak to vou about,”” said the
Bounder, his colour deepening, I sha'n't be able to play
this afternoon.” '

“ Oh, you know we want you!"

“T'm sorry.”

“ Please yourself, of course,”” szid Harry shortly.

Johnny DBull gave an expressive grunt, His nose had not
vet quite recovered from the rough treatment Vernon St h
had subjected 1t to. The Bounder looked at Johnny with
a rleam in his eyes. 5

“You won't miss me mach,”” he sand Litterly. " Dall wall
be glad to be rid of me, at any rate.”

“Can't =ay T oshall be sorry, as you mention at,”
Johnny Bull bluntly. * Going on the razele docsn’t agrvee
with footer. You'd ernck up, too, if vouw've heen smokige,
If vou <xpect me 1o shed tears beeanse you're nof coming,
you'll be disuppointed.”

Tur Macser Lipnany.—XNo. 367,
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The Dounder clonched his hands, and Johnny Bull
promptly elenched his in return, but Vernon-Smith changed
his mind and walked away, his brow very dark, IHe reflected
hitterly that it was Jolmny Bull who was most “down ™ on
him for his unfortunate ** plunge,”” and at a time when he
could only ransom himself Iirmu ruin by helping the German
recretary to carry out his scheme, whatever it was, for
the injury of the unsuspecting junior. It was as if Fate
woere driving himm into IHI.H German's hands, Squiff  joined
Lhim in the Close as he strode moodily away.

The Australian iunior was looking concerned.

“ &mithy, old mun—"" he began,

vWell? said Vernon-Smith, stopping,

“ Hadn't vou better come?” urged Squill. “ Wharton
doesn't want to keep you out of the team, Come over to
Hedelyfe with us. We need you. Penfold can't play this
afternoon. and there i=n't another chap good cnough to take
your place.”

“ 1 can’t come !

“No pood sefting vour back up,’”’ said the Australian

=
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“You can't wonder at the fellows being a bit
down on you. But it will blow over all right—if you don't
get into the sulks. Come on, Smithy!”

“You're a good chap, Squilf, but I'm not in the sulks,”
said the ]'inunr[i‘vr with an effort. ** It isn't that—but 1 can't
go to Redelyife. 1

Squifl's |1ruurhctlme face grew a ]:IH'IP stern.

“Yaonu dunt mean to siy that you've got a precious en-
gagement?” he exclaimed.

I have!"

“ Oh, then T needn’t say any more!" said Squiff,
turnod on his IIE(‘I

“ That’s right! " Eald
chap when he's down.™

Squiff turned back at once.

“You know I wouldn't do that,”" he said directly. 1
concluded from what wou said that you were plaving the
giddy ox again. 1f it isn't that

“It isn't that!"

“Then why can’t you come to Redelyffe?”

“T've got to see o man,”’ said the Bounder. *'I—I lost
money the other night, and I've given an 10 U, I've pot
to get it back.”

“Oht' said Squiff. * Wouldn't any other time f]n'_‘”

““He's r.}rderf-d me to sec hum this alternoon.’

“ Ordered you!"

““Yes, and I:{-Id that paper over my head if T kick,” said
the Bounder bitterly. ** You sea, I'm in his hands. If he
gave me away to the IHead I should be done for here. It's

ood talking about it; I've got to get that paper. I've
made a precious fool of myself, and no mistake.'

“You've pgot the money to settle?” asked Souill.
““I could lend you, if you like i

“TI've got the money,” said the Bounder. *f That's all
richt.”” He wondered whether he should confide the whole
matter to Squiff for the moment, but he remembered the
threat of the sccretary, and he held his tongue. ** I—I've
told you that much, Bqu:ﬂ' hec:mse—hm:aum I don't want
you to think I'm going to play the fool again. But I'm not
ﬁmng to make excuses to those fellows. If they choose to

e down on me, let them—I don't eare.”

He nodded to the Australian, and strode away towards the
%ﬂtﬁﬂ Squiff returned t'l:nurr'lll;fullv to the footballers. The

ornstalk was just as much % down ™ on the Bounder's folly
a4 the Famous Five were, but he could not help feeling
sorry for the fellow who was paying dearly for his fault.
- “He’s not coming?" asked Wharton, as Field rejoined

im,

**No; he's got to go out,"

Johomy Bull's lips curled.

“It's all richt, Bull," said Squiff, a little tartly, *“and T
don’'t think you need rub 1t in quite so much as you've
becn doing. Smithy made an ass ¢f himself, and he's sorry
for it, and he's got himself into & mess, and if we'ro too
much down on him it will only get his back up, and perhaps
make him chuck up being decent altogether. A fellow
who's trying to do his best cught to be encouraged a bit.”

“" Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry. * You talk like a riddy
gramophore, Squiff.  Where did yvou learn to be so
elogquent?”

“Oh, rats!”

" Well, about the team," =aid Harry Wharton. *T'lIl put
in Hazeldene instead of Smithy., We shall miss him, though,
if Redolyife are in form.”

But Vernon-Smith was soon dismissed from their minds
as they prepared for the journev to Redelvffe. Hazeldene
was grlad enough to pl.n-—l]u ying on his good behaviour just
now—and the brake rolled away with the team and half a
dozen fellows over.

Harry Wharton had said that ihe Bounder would be
missed, and he was right. Redelyile juniors were at the
top of their forin that afternocon. Rm:lcl'n.ﬂﬂ had a good
many defeats to make up for, and they had becn preparing
for that match, and they put an unusnally strong team into
the field.

The Greyfriars eleven had all their work cut ont to hold
their own in the first half, and the interval eame withiout a
BCOTE,

In the second half they had a keen wind against them, and
the Redclyffians pressed them hard.

The Removites played up well: but their attack was not
what it would have been if the keen, cool Bounder had been
in the front line.  Ilazeldene did his best, but he was

ANSWERS

Tuae Macxer T

Oor Companion Papers: °

pacifically.

and he

the Bounder bitterly. * Go for a

said Squiff.

JBRARY,—N0, Ab7.

'THE GEM™ LIBRARY,
Every ednesday.

-ments—I know what that means,

“THE DREADNOQUGHT,” *“THE PENNY POPULAR,™
Every Thursday.

nowhers near Smithy's form. A hot attack on the Redelyffe
roal failed throuegh the outside-left 1Ltl1ur= the ball zo into
touch, and the Removites did not have another chance. The
Redelyfians swept them back down the wind towards their
coal, and attacked hotly in their turn.

Bulstrode, i goal, did his best, but the ball camne in, and
the Redelvife erowd yelled with glee.

“* Goal—goal I

Huarry Wharton frowned as they walked back to the centre
of the ficld. The teams were very nearly evenly matched,
hut with the Bounder in the Greviriars ranks, it would have
made a great dilference. Wharton could not help fecling
cxasperated at being left in the lureh just when the winger
wits wanted., Hazel was puffine and Dblowing by this time,
and it was as good—or as bad—as playing a man short,

“ Play up, you chaps!" said Wharton, * Don’t let them
beat us!'

The Removites played up as hard as thev could, but they
could not make up the leeway., When the whistle went, the
Redelyffians were still one goal ahead.

The Greyfriars fellows came off the field beaten, and most
of ‘them feling  exasperated. 'The match had been so close
that the addition of Smithy to their ranks would have turned
the scale easily.

“It's rotten!” growled Johnny Bull, when they sat in the
brake, rolling homeward. “The fellow ourht to have
p[avcd He's lost us this mateh. He was keen enough to
sihove himself into the team at one tune, and now we depend
on hirn he leaves us in the lurch while he goes hanging about
with a set of sporting blackguards!”

I don't think he’s doing that,” said Squiff.

Johnny Bull snorted.

“ What 18 he doing, then? One of his precious engage-

And when we get back I'll
jolly well tell him what I think of him. He's, lost us this
match, and if I were skipper T'd never let him play for the
Remove again. Anyway, I'll give him a bit of my mind."”

* No nn::] ragging,” said Todd.

““ Oh, rat:a ' zaid Johnny Bull crossly.

And the expression on his face showed that when he met the
Bounder again the “ picce of his mind ' that he intended to
give him would not be pleasant or complimentary.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Schemel

OME in, my young friend !"
he German was smnlnng a cigar in his rcom when
Vernon-8mith was shown in. He did not rize, but he
gave the junior a smile and a nod.

Vernon-Smith came towards him, and stood with a sullen
expression on his face. Ilis feelings were bit'er, and there
was an uneasy dread and foreboding in his breast, He was
utterly in the German’s power, and the knowledge that he
owed 1t to his own folly did not make it any more pleasant,
Sinee his last meeting with Falke, he had been in the
gloomiest spirits. He knew that it was some act of rascality
the German required of him, thourh he could not guess what
it was, or what the motive was. And he knew that if he
refused the demand-it was ruin for him. The worn loolk on
his face did not escape Falke's keen, steely cyes,

*5it down,” he said agreeably,

The Bounder sank into a chair.

“ No need to jaw,” he said sullenly, ™ I've come for my
paper,  I've got the money in iy pocket.”

“T1 do not want your moncy, my voune friend.
in vour pockets. I have given you time to refleet,
decided to do as T ask ¥

“ That depends on what 1t is
under your thumb.”

“ Iixactly. But I do not séek to hurt you. Do as T require,
and 1 hand you back your paper, and fifty pounds alongs
with it.”

“ Keep vour money !

The German shrureed his shoulders,

“ The paper, then, wrhout the money.)” he said, “1
dare say you are somewhatl surprized that I secik to harm the
bov Bull, as T am his uncle’s seeretary 27

“T suppose you have some rotten game on!" growled the
Bounder. “I can’t guess what it 1.

“ There 1s no need for you to guess,” said Falke. ¥ Suflice
it that I vequire a certain thing doue to a Loy -n}unm vou dis-
hilke, nnd who has been uniust 1o vou., You help me, and
rurrngﬂ- yvourself at the same tioe. You do not like this
Il %

| he Tomnder's eves glitltered as he remermbered the seornful
cur! of Johnny Bull’s lip. After all, why should he demaor,
when his own safety, his whole future, were at stake, and he
Livd nothing to e xpect from Bull but scorn and dislike? Whe
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was ?Juhnny Bull that he should sacrifice himsclf to spare
him ?

“ Tell me what you want,”” he said.
~ The German nodded as if satisfied.
junior’s fcelings easily enough.

““ You have simply to carry out my instructions,’”” he said.
“ This boy—this Bull—is in my way. Never mind how he is
in my way, but he is. He must be disgraced. When his
uncle comes to see him at Greyfriars, he must learn that his
nephew is a boy with a bad character—a very bad character.”

The Bounder began to understand.

“ You want to make trouble between Bull and his uncle 7"
he said slowly.

“ Quite 50"

“ 1 think I begin to tumble,” said the Bounder, * Old Mr.
Bull is very old, and very rich. You are his sccretary, and
you've got him under your influence, and youw're making a
good thing out of him 7"

“ You are very keen, my voung friend.”

“ And you're afraid his nephew may step in and spoil your
game? I don't see why. Old Bull will only see him for a
day, and Bull isn’t likely to say anything against you. 1
don't see how a school kid could influence him against you.”

“ Tt i3 not necessary for you to see,”’ smiled Falke.

The Bounder looked at him keenly, and he forced the
frown from his brow. It came into his mind that he would
learn the whole game, whatever it was, whether he helped the
German or not. Falke evidently regarded Vernon-Smith
simply as a schoolboy with blackguardly tastes, who could be
influenced and threatened. He did not know the keen mind
and the hard, obstinate character of the Bounder,

In ihe first round between those two hard, resolute
characters, the German had had the advantage, simply because
the Bounder had not been on his guard. He had not sus-
peeted that the man, a stranger to him, had a secret scheme up
his sleeve. Dut now that his wits were fully awakened,
Vernon-Smith was fully a match for the German.

You can tell me as much or as little as you like,”” he said.
“IBut;’if you want me to help you you'd better make 1t pretty
clear,

““ Ach!  You have decided to help me and earn your
I0U!” grinned Falke.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“ I've rot no choice,” he =aid, lighting a cigarette,
what’'s the game 7"

““ T have told you. Johnny Bull is to be disgraced in his
uncle’s eyes. Ach! If his name were upon that paper
instead of your own, it would be worth a thousand pounds to
me! Tell me "—the German bent forward eagerly—*is
there a chance of that—of getting the boy to visit Mr. Cobb’s
little parlour—hein?"

““ About as much chance as of getting him to the moon,”
gaid Vernon-Smith,

“ Ach! He does not share your tastes—hen?”

“ No!” growled the Bounder,

“ That is unfortunate. That would have been excellent.
But I judged him so0,” said the German, with a nod. I
have—what vou eall—sized him up. He is not that kind of
boy. But it could be made to appeav that he was =o, and
that is where you come in, my young friend. Mind, if 1s not
dangerous., I do not ask you to run risks. If he should be
expelled from your school, that would be good; but even that
is not needed. Only his character must be bad—very bad.”
Falke grinned. ‘“ An old gentleman with high moral ideas
must not be able to regard him as a youth suitable to adopt,
and make a son of, and trust. You uaderstand ¥

“1 think I do,” said Vernon-Bmith quietly. “ Old Mr.
Bull is thinking of adopting his neplew, and no doubt ledving
him his fortune, and you don’t want a rival on the scene,
You are making too good a thing out of the old donkey, and
you hope to step into dead men’s shoes when he’s gone, if the
nephew doeen’t interfere. I think I understand. And now,”
said the Bounder, with a glitter in his eyes, * what's to pre-
vent me from going to Mr. Bull and repeating every word
vou've said to me "’

“ A scrap of paper,” smiled the German.

“ Good! And if vou use that serap of paper against me,
what then? Suppose, after I'm sacked from Greyfriars, my
first visit is to Mr. Bull, to.give him some points about his
secretary ! I think I've got you as tight as you've got me.”

The German did not seem disturbed,

“ That is where you are mistaleen,” he smiled. “ I have
got you, but you have not got me. I will explain so much, so
that you shall see that you cannot defy me. My playing at
the Cross Keys, and so forth, not suitable {for a seerctary—
hein? But in case you should be tempted to make a fool of
vourself, my young friend, I will tell you so much—Herr Bull
knows already. What I do I do by his instructions.”

“ 1 don’t believe you!" said the Bounder. ** And unless
you jolly well prove it T shall think that you are bluffing,
and T defy you! You are bluffing, you rotten German !™

“ No names, please. But I will prove to you that I am not
—what you say—Dblufinz. Only to prevent you making one
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fool of vourself, for if you defy me you are ruined, and then
vou will be no use to me. TListen! I am sent here by Mr,
Bull to learn what his nephew is like, and to report to him,
I make acquaintances with Mr, Cobb and his friends, to learn
whether the good Bull does any disreputable actions. You
see? AT do T ean explain to Herr Bull’s satisfaction.”™

“1 don’t believe he has sent you here to spy on his
nephew.,”’

“ But it is true—so! Observe that the old gentleman has
never seen his nephew, but he thinks to adopt him, and to
take him back to Melbourne, to be—what do you call 7—the
prop of his declining years. But he is old. He is wary. He 18
oven suspicions. If he shall see the boy, he shall not know
what he is like. Dut he thinks of a good plan. IHe sends his
seeretary to make seerct inquiry—hein? I make the Inguiry,
and I report to my belofed master, who trusts me absolutely.
But when I shall make my report it must be backed up by
proof, which you will provide. Have L made myself clear?

The Bounder nodded silently.

The brief hope had died in his breast.
now.

The suspicious old man, trusting his secretary to the full,
was employing him to discover whether Johnny Bull was
worthy of what he intended for him, and it was only too
evident that the rascally German enjoyed the old man's entire
confidence. The Bounder might go to the old man, tell him
all he eould, and the cunning German had his answer ready—
all he had done was in pursuit of his investigations, And if
the Bounder repeated the raseally proposition that had been
made to him, of what use would his unsupported word be—
the word, too, of a fellow proved guilty of disreputable con-
duet and expelled from his school for it? The German had
nothing to fear from him, he realised that. The rascal was far
too cunning to place himself in the power of the jumior he
intended to make use of.

Falke watched the varying expressions on his face, smiling,
He was sure, now, of his vietim, _

“ Vou see?’ he said. ** You understand? You say what
you like to Herr Bull. What you can prove I can explain
away, and what you cannot prove would not be believed.
And you, my young friend, you are ruined. You are kicked
out of vour school and disgraced for ever. Can you afford to
quarrel wiz me—hein?”’

“No " muttered the Bounder huskily.

There was despair in his heart. He had learned as much
as he wanted to know, but it was of no use to save him.

“S0 now you carry out my orders, isn't 1t7" said Falke.
“Tt is very easy. 'Lhe boy shall be found to be a yﬂun%
rascal—like you, my young friend, but gvorse. He shall
smoke, he shall drink, he shall gamble. He shall do all
those things, which shall make his uncle see that it 1s im-
possible he should be taken to his heart, and brought up
to follow him in his big business, And then that business
in Melbourne shall be Bull & Falke, I think—and after-
wards IFalke alone. Ilein? It is only this fancy of coming
home to see a nephew that has stepped into my way
The German checked himself abruptly. “But I talk too
much. What do you say ¥’

1 ean’t help you,” muttered fhe Bounder. “T tell vou,
Johnny Bull isn’t that kind of chap. Nothing would make
him do any of the things you have mentionec 4 _

“PBut he shall be made to appear to do them,” smiled
Falke; ‘‘that is enough. Ts it not said that m your country
appearances are overything? Suppose there are cigarettes
found in his box and his pockets? And playin g-cards shall
be discovered: and he shall be found suffering from ifitoxi-
cation. Hein? You shall have tea with him, _and slip
somezing that T will give you into his tea, into his ginger-
heer, and he shall go to sleep, and you shall leave a flask of
spirits near him. Hein? And in his pockets shall be bank-
notes that vou have missed. You make a hullaballoo about
the money that has been stolen, and when this Bull 1s
found intoxicated, it shall be discovered in his pockets.
Hein 7 _

“ Vou infernal scoundrel!” shouted the Bounder, spring-
ing to his feet,

% Ach! Put it is a good little game, and you shall hel
me,” suid the German, unmoved, * Do not excite yourself,
zen.’

“ Nover 1"

“ Never? Zat is a long word. DBut please yourself, mg
young friend. If you choose not, you walk away now. And
1 send by register-post a scrap of paper to your headmaster,
and I find another to help me. Hein? Good-evening 214

The Bounder stood unsteadily, gripping the back of his
chair. The German turned away from him, blowing rings
of smoke from his cigar, and staring out indifferently into
the old High Street of Friardale. But the Bounder 1;]_1:%
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not go. Fulke looked back in a few moments, and appearcd
to be surprised to sce him there.

“Ach! You have not gone?" he said pleasantly. *# But
we have finished to talk."”

“You-—you villain !

Falke pointed to the door.

“1—I can't do it!" muttered the Bounder. * It would

mean the sack for him,”

*But the sack, as you call it, is better for the boy you
hate than for vourself, 1sn't 1t? For that 1s the choice, my
young friend.”

*“I—I must have time to think,” muttered the Bounder
hoarsely, “I—I can’t face the sack; but--but I can't do
what you want.”

“That is the choiee.”

The Bounder groaned. Ruin for himself, or black
treachery and ruin for another, [t was a bitter price to pay
for the last plunge.

“You will do s0?" murmured Falke softly. “ You are
not so particular; you shall break bounds and drink and
gamble—a little more will not hurt you. Hein? And this
boy—he has ill-used vou. And if you require money—then,

fifty pounds—a hundred pounds—what vou shall ask. I am
generons.”’

“I—I can't 1"

Falke shrugged his shoulders.

““Then go. my young friend. T do not urge you. 1 find

some other way., Hein? You will not be in the school then
to be in the way.”

“I--I—— Give me time; let me think,” muttered the
F‘.mm.der. “I1—I can’t decide all at once. I must have
e,

““Bo. I shall see you, then, on Monday; but not later, for
I cannot waste time. If you are no nse to me, I must find
other means,” said the German coolly. “ You shall write
to me, and tell me on Monday where T see you. I will bring
you the powder. Have no fear—it will not harm, Ach! I
have only one neck! You shall see me taste a little to
assure you, if you have fear. To Monday, then. Auf
wiedersehen!” he added mockingly, as the DBounder
staggored towards the door.

When the door had c¢losed behind the wretehed bhoy, the
German smiled softly, and lighted a fresh eigar. Matters
were going very well for Herr Friedrich Falke,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Fight!

" HERT 1s the rotter "

Johnny Bull grunted out the words as the juniors
came into the common-room after the return from
Redelyfe. Vernon-Smith was there, seated—or,

rather, huddled—in an armchair, and staring at the fire.
A good many fellows had looked curiously at the Bounder,
wondering what was the matter with him, but his look was
S0 Iurhidging that no one ventured to inguire,

Since his interview with the German, Vernon-SBmith's
brain had been in a whirl, To carry out the rascal’s demand
seemed impossible; but to refuse, 1t was impossible, too.

Tho Bounder was in a cleft stick. He felt his utter help-
lessness, and for once all his cool cunning and resource had
deserted lum. He was crushed and beaten. He did not look
up as the juptors came in. He had forgotten all about
them and the football match at Redelyffe. He was not
likely to be thinking of football at this moment. Johnny
Bull's remark passed him unheoded. E

“ Hallo, Smithy I'" said Squiff, a little more penially than
Bull.« * You're looking down. We've been licked.”

Vernon-Smith roused himself with an effort.

“Eh? What?" he said.

“We've been hicked to the wide!” said Sampson Quincy
[ffley Field. * And all because you weren't there, Smithy."
“I'm sorry,” said the Bounder dully. )

“Yes, you look sorry ¥ growled Johnny Bull. “It's one
up against the Remove, and goes down in our record for
the season."”’

The Bounder burst into a sardonic laugh, At the moment
when he was hesitating between erime and ruin, it struck
him as grimly humorous that he should be expected to care
about the Remove's foothall record for the season.  Ilis
laugh irritated Johnny Dull, e was far from understand-
ing the terrible struggle in the Bounder's heart.

“¥You can cackle!” he exclaimed. “ But I said I'd rive
vou my opinion about i, and I will You left vour team
in the lurch to go playing the blackruard with a sot of
rascals, and T think you oucht to be ashamed of vourself."

The Dounder looked at him oddly. It scemed like Fate.
This was the boy bhe was to harm, if he was to save himself
from ruin; and while he was strupeling against the tempta-

Tue Macner Linrary.—No. 367

3. LIBRARY. M3ReM

tion, this very fellow seemed to be doing all in his power
to bamsh his seruples,

“Pile it on,” said Vernon-8mith. “Is that all®”

“That's enough, anyway,” said Bob Cherry. * Cheese
it, Johnny ! Smithy has a right to please himself.”

“(h, let him run on!’ said the Bounder. “1 lLike to
listen to him, Let the silly idiot run on.”

Some of the juniors laughed, and Johnny Bull flushed
with anger. He shook a big fist towards the Bounder,
I_‘I‘IE I were wyour skipper,” he said, “I'd give you a
neing,”’

“Why not do it, anyway?" suggested the Bounder mock-
inzly.,  “You seem to have bungled the mateh, and you
want to put it on to me. If T were skipper, I wouldn't play
such a pigheaded duffer !”

That was enough for Johnny Bull,
slang the Bounder, not to be slanged by him.
towards Vernon-Smith with his fists elenched.

“You rotten cad!"” he exclaimed. * Put up your hands.”

“ Certainly. TI'Il lick you if you like,”” said Vernon-
Smith, putting up his hands at once. * You've chosen to
pick on me and make a quarrel, and you ecan take the
consequences—all of them, hang you | It's your own fault.”

“*“Oh, come on, and don't jaw !

““ Look here, there's nothing to rag abont,” said Harry
Wharton unecasily. * For goodness’ sake don’t start
scrapping !" '

“Rats! T'm going to lick that ead, unless he's afraid.”

The Bounder laughed again, a laugh that was so strange
and strained that some of the fellows looked al him in
surprise.

“I'm not afraid,” he said.
fault.”

* Chuck it, Johnny ! said Bquiff, who was staring at the
Bounder curiously. He could see that there was something
very wrong with Vernon-Smith, under his eynical and moek-
ing manner. * Chuck it, T tell you !

**Oh, rats! Why doesn’t he come on?"” growled Johnny
Bull angrily. “1I didn't think he was a funk before, though
I knew he was a rotter.”

The Bounder hit out as the last word left Bull's lips. The
niext moment they were fighting, Bolsover major closed the
door of the common-room quickly, in case any masters or
prefects should pass along the passage. Then the juniors
cathered round the combatants in an excited ring.

A fight between Johnny Bull and the Bounder was a
““sporting event’’ of unusual iInterest. The Bounder was a
first-class boxer, and as hard as nails; and powerful fellow
as Bull was, Smithy was probably his mateh, At all events,
e would have been his match at any other time, but just
now ho seemed decidedly off colour. He fought fiercely, and
Johnny Bull received o pood deal of punishment, but from
the start the fight was in favour of Bull.

Johnny was very angry. and he hit hard, and the Bounder
did not guard with his usval skill. e seemed to be less
keen than usual, as if another matter were in his mind all
the time. There was a crash as a heavy right-hander from
Johnny caught him on the chest and flung him to the floor,

“I guess that was a regular sockdolager ! said Iisher
T. Fish admirinely. “ Smithy's out !

Johnoy Bull stood panting, while the Bounder lay pasp-
ing dazedly on the floor. Bolsover major ran to pick him

He had come there to
He strode

“Come on! It's your ewn

up. ‘
“You're not licked, S8mithy?” said DBolsover en-
couragingly, “ Dash it all, vou're not going to let yourself

he ligked in one round? Go for him !”

The Bounder staggered to his feet with Bolsover’s assist-
ance. s face was deadly white, and his eyes were burning.

“T'm not licked!" he muttered hoarsely. ** Hang him!
I'll make him smart for this!”

**Oh, use your hands and not your tongue!” gnapped
Johnny Bull.

The Bounder rushed at him furiously. There was a buzz
of excitement as they went at it agam, hammer and tongs.

Johnny Dull had to give ground before that ficree attack ;
but he soon recovered hunself, hitting out hard. The Bounder
fought resolutely. but he was evidently out of sorts, and he
was knocked right and left. He went to the floor again at
last, and lay panting.

“That's enourh ! spid Harry Wharton,

The Bounder ratsed himself on his olbow,

“I—I'm fimshed,” he mutterced.  * But you'll be sorry for
this, Bull.”

Johnny Bull sniffed contemptuonsly, and turned away.

The Dounder rose unsteaddy, and went to the door, followed
by curious glances. Ile had put up a very poor show, though
he had been plucky enough. It was evident that he was not
his usual sclf.

[l went to bathe his face, his nerves throbbing, his heart
filled with aneger and hateed, The e was east now.  Johnny
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The Bounder rose to his feet. “That's all; I'm done here.

Good-bye!™ * Where are ﬂyuu guln'g 2" asked

Wharton, with a start. “I'm going to clear off. 1'm not going to stay and be sacked. That’'s a treat [ shall
deprive the fellows of,” said Vernon-Smith, with a sneer. (See Chapter _Il.}

Bull had sealed his own fate! To spare him the Bounder had
to sacrifice himself, to spare the fellow who had knocked him
right and left, whose heavy blows had left marks on his face.
He laughed savagely at the thought. His long hesitation was
over. The German's threats, and his own revenge, pushed
him in the same direetion, and Johnny Bull’s fate was sealed !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Cross-Roads of Life!

QUIFF pausced to sprak to the Bounder, the next morning
after service. It was Sunday, and the jumiors were freo
for the daw, The Bounder was gommg away by hunself
with a clouded brow, when the Australian joined huon,

Connog for o hittle trot®? asked Squuf gentally,

The Bounder’s brows lowered.

“Aren’t vou gomg with that hittle erowd?? he asked
bitterly, with a nod towards the Pamous Five, who were
strolling away together.

“T'm commg with you, if you'll have me,” said Squifl
pleasantly., " What the deuce! You don’t want to go
mcoching off alone ™

“Yes, T do!™ said the Bounder abraptly. Y T'm not fit
company for anybady Just now, I'm feclinger down.”’
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“ Just so,” agreed Squiff. ‘I could see that something was

the matter.” _

“ And you're taking pity on me—what!"” snarled the
Bounder. In his present mood, Vernon-Smith was willing
to quarrel with anyone. It fortified his new and terrible
resolution, to feel that everybody was down on him. _

“ How jolly touchy you're getting,” said Squill, _t]ri-urmnmﬂ
to Le good-tempered.  * We're pals. in a way, Smithy, and if
vou're down, then you want cheerful and pleasant company
to buck you up—mine, for instance! Come on, and don’t be
ratty !’

“ Vou'd better leave me alone,”” said the Dounder sullenly.

“Well, T will, if yeu like, of course; but o Bgquff
lacked at him hard. ** Look here, Smithy, you can ireat me
as n pal, you know. T believe what you told me the other
nicht—the other fellows think you were on the razzle yester-
dav. when vou et the footer-mateh, and you can’t blame
1hl.~ru——1|||1_ ,-;merhr:n.'».‘ I donw’t. 1t looks to me as if j‘uu’ﬂ" gnt
vonrself into trouble, and if T could help you o
T o Nobody can help me !

“Then vou are in fronble 7'

The Bounder was silent,

1 don't want to be ingquisitive, Smithy, but two heads are
" aid Soquiff. ' 1'd do anything

hetter than one, you know,’
I could.”

d, L Complete Story of Harry
A e & Go. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“You're a good chap,’” said the Bounder huskily., * But
—but you ean’t do anything. You—you saw how that rotrer
piled on me vesterday—he didn't care a rap that 1 was worried
almost out of my mind——"'

“Well, ho didn't know,"” said Squiff, “and he's not a
rotter, Smithy ; he's a jolly good chap, only a bit hasty in his
temper. 1 felt rather ratty myscelf when the Redelyfie chaps
licked us, because you were not there,  But what has Bull 1o
do with it—he's got nothing to do with the trouble you're in
surely "'

The Bounder flushed.

“No, no: I don't mean that!”" he said hastily. “ But if
he'd been decent Never mind, It's no good talking.
Squift ; I've robt mysell into a hole, and I've got to get out
of 1t by myself. You can't help me.”

And the Bounder strode away, leaving Squiff looking
decidedly concerned.

What was in Vernon-Smith's mind could not very well be
confided to anybody else. e had made up his moud to save
himself at the expense of Johnny Dall, and his conscience was
at work, gnawing ; but he hardened himself as he thouzht of
the treatment he had received at the hands of the junior he
meant to injure. Dot for that, he told himself, be would have
refused Falke's demand, at any risk; he would have faced
ruin rather than vield, Buat why, now, should he make any
gacrifices for the fellow who had been hard, unjust, un-
friendly ¥ In the hour of his struggle with his bitter tempta-
tion, Johnny Bull had bad only hard words and blows for
him, and with that thought the Dounder hardened his heart.

He spent the rest of the morning tramping in the frosty
fields by himsell—he was not in a mood for company. Al the
dinner-table he was silent and morose.  In the afternoon he
mrl?iilml the other Tellows, going out for o long tramp by him-
gell.

I'IE"! Cimae iﬂ I:irm' a"l.[”] lli.!'i-[li'l'i“'i!, ]liH l'l“.'i“].llTiUfl 'IJI'IH.I'h'I]i-f"n.
but his conscience was at work, remorse gnawing his heart
even before the evil was done.  1le passed the Famous Five as
hoe came into the house. They were chatting in the hall, and
the Bounder pgloeed towards them, strock bitterly by the
contrast between their cheery spirits aond his own black mood,
He caught Johnoy Bull's eye turned vpon him, and noted the
curl of his lip. ITe knew what that meant—ihe juniors lad
noted that he had gone out by himeelf, avoiding companion-
ship, and they had drawn the conclusion that he had been
““pub-haunting ' again.

It was not unnatural, but the injustice of it made the
Bounder bite his hp with anger aond resentment. And of has
grim resolution had wavered, it hardened more than ever now.
Johnny Dull had no merey to expeet from han.

In s study that alternoon, the Bounder wrote a lhine to
Falke, and dropped the letter in the school letter-box, He
had told the German where to meet huw, outsude the school
walls, and at what hour. The die was cast !

Then the unhappy junior strove to dismuss the matter from
his mind.

But that was not easy.

If he had been on his old terms with the chums of the
Remove, friendly and cheery with Johnny DBull, he felt that
he could not have borne it ; the boy's utter unsuspiciousness of
the plot against hiun, his ignorance of his danger, would have
gone to the Bounder's heart with an appeal he could not have
resisted. But he was on terms of enmity now with the
mtended vietitn, and he felt that Bull had been unjust to him.
For that injustice he should saflor,

But he could not drive the matter from his mound 1t haunted
him, and he wondered dreartly whether, after he had saved
]'Iilnﬂ{_’l'r EL'] =N 'tl"!']'“]!'l_"l L 1‘.!1‘1'{:{!, I:].l:II \'i'f.l'll]ﬂl L LR ].il'lﬂ'l-'h' IH’H'_—'{' ﬂ[
mind again.

He joined the erowd of fellows going in for evening service,
in a wretched moad.

The hush i the old chapel of Greyfriars, the deep notes of
the organ, had a soothing effect upon his rroubled spirit.

The Bounder sat like one o dream, while the doctor was
speaking.

Never had the serviee impressed lom before as b diud then,
Ho had gone through it alwayvs carclessly, as a part of the
day's duty.

Now it alfected him strangely.

In his present mooad, he seemed to see clearly meanings in
words that had lutherto passed from lus nund, leaving no
INPression.

The low but clear voiee of the doclor seemed fo pencirate
i'-ﬁ h.l'\. voery H”II]. ils hl" ].i:'i"i'lli'[]. |l.I...II:IJ' g“”!] “ll‘li 1ill-|":'l|]" wis nol
a bore in the pulpit; his serinon was short, elear, and in
simple Luguage. Tt was more hke a friendly talk with Ins
bovs than a sermoen,

“ Let not the sun o down apon thy wrath I

That was the text the doctor had taken.

Vernon-Smith histened with o numbaedd Feeline,

It secomed to him that a clond was cloarimg from his mind.
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ITe had let the sun go down upon his wrath; he had nour-
ished his sense of injury aeaimst the junior who had been
unjust to him; he had hugged hos injuries to his bosom, in
order that he might feel some justification for the treachery
he was to be guilty of.

The flimsy pretences with which he had sought to satisly
his conscience seemed to be torn Brom him o shreds now,

When the serviee was over, and the last deep tones of the
organ had died away, the Bounder walleed unsteadily out with
Lhie other fellows.

In the dusk outside the chapel, Johnny Bull had hesitated,
instead of followinge s friends, he seemed o be wailing.

“Clome on ! ealled ont Bab Choerry.

“I'll follow vou,” said Bull. ** Don't wait !”

The Bounder passed him, and Johnny Buoll touched him on
the arm. Vernon-Smith locked at him dually.

“What do you want?" o

Johnny Bull's face was red, but he spoke out in lus direct
WiLY.

“1--T want to speak to you, Smithy. T—I've been thinking,
And—and I'm sorry——, L think T was a bit too down on
vou, amnd—and if you like to look over it, there's my [ist "

He held onk his hand.

Viernon-Smith felt a steange throb in his heart,  ITe under-
stood that the influence he had felt himself had been felt
also by Johnny Ball.  And he knew, too, that if he took ihe
hand that was so frankly offcred, he could not keep to his baso
resclution of the previous day ; he knew that it meant that he
must play the game, and face the consequences, .

He stood silent, trembling, It was a moment charged with
Fate for him. Ile was al the cross-roads.

Johnny DBall waited,

“There’s iy list—if you choose to take it," he repeated.
“T ean't say more than ihat, Suorby."

Veruon-Smith took his hand,

“T'm glad you spolke” he said, in a low voice.
finishes 1t. You've been harder on me than you
Buil, and you don't know what might have come of it.
I don’t hear any malice.”

11 dropped Bull’s hand and turncd away,

Johnuy hurried after his chus, wondering,  The strange
carncstness in the Bounder’s monner had hmpressed hom curn-
ously.  But he was glad that he had spoken to the Bowider.
e little dremmed how muech reason he had to be glad,

“That
know,

Dut

——————.

THE ELEVYENT#H CHAPTER.
A Clean Breast of It!

I'I"IIIE Bounder's mind was made up,
ITis resolution brought peace to his troubled sonl,
The next day he felt o calmoess that he had nof
experienced sinece the mght of ihat Toolish * plunge,”
which had been the beginning of his troubles.

He realised all that ot meant to b,

The German, disappointed nt the loss of the tool he needed
for his rascally seheme, would have no merey upen him,

It was ruin for the reckless jumor.

Oneo has 1O U was ]'Ji.lt'l'l.] e the doetor's Immlﬁ. b was
done for at Groyfrines.  1lis expulsion from the school would
follow immedintely. _ )

ITe had been pardoned before on bis pronnse of reform,
ITe would not be forgiven a second tone,

But he had resolved to face it

e had come out of chureh on Sondiey evening with his
heart torn with eonflicting emotions, =0l hesitating ;. but
Johnny Bull's frank word and aetion leod decided hime Tle
conld not. after that, nourish the mserable animosity  that
had strengthened him e bis dntended wrongdoing, He saw
his conduct in its tene licht.,  IF now he acted as Falke
demanded, bhe wounld he deliberately gulty of the basest
treachery towards a fellow he had o gquareel wath—to save
himself D And he knew that be coull not do 1, _

The pame was up at Grevfriars,  Dut he dud not intend to
wait till he was expelled. That final dizgraee, ot Teast he
conlil eseape, by leaving the school before lus encmy botrayed
him to the [Tead.

But the German's words were fresh i hig mind, IT he waa
eone, and Johnuy Dull still unsuspieious, the plotter wonld
i other means. e had taken the DBounder as the easiost
taol : but he would find others, or change lus plag and con-
irive to gain his end in some other way, What ehanee b
the unsuspecting Jnnior aainst that connmg and llll‘“'r[_liHE"Hlﬂ
man?  Defore he loft Gresinares for ever, Vernon-Smith had
ones duty 1o do—to open Johony Bull's exes to his AN Tt e B T
knew that the junior would be meredulons. DBut somchow or
other e Lid 1o be convinesd, 1o he put npon his goaed,

During that oy the Bounder thonghit the matier over,
while T woent mechameally theough his work,  TE was i
bust ddiy at CieevTrars, and the thought of that nade s Teart
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ache. Never had the old schoel seemed so dear to him. Even
the dusky old elass-room, the chipped desk where his initials
were eut, the dog-cared Latin grammar—everything scemcdd
twined with his very heart-strings.

But it was to be, and the Bounder had regained his conrage
and his nerve. What he had to face, he would face like a man.

After school Bob Cherry hailed him cheerily in the passage.
The Co. knew that Johnny Bull had “made it up ™ with
the Bounder, and they were glad of it.  They were willing to
accept Squifi’s assurance of what the Bounder had told him.
That the reckless junior had made his last © plunge,” and that
it was for onee and once only. They did not want to be
hard on him, or to set up to judge him. If the Bounder
meant to play the game, they were more than willing to let
bygones be bygones. Dob linked his arm i Vernon-Smith’s,
and walked him off.

“What's up?"” asked the Bounder uncasily.

“Feed i the study,” said Bob cheerfully.
corming.”’

“Oh, good "

“Hear, hear ! chimed in Squiff, glad and relieved to see
his friends on gpood terms again. “And I'm bringing a pot
of jam, Smithy.”

Vernon-Bmith langhed. )

He joined the cheery cirele in No. 1 study, in snmethm%
like his old spirits. But Harry Wharton & Co. noticec
several times that a cloud gathered on his brow, and that
his thoughts scemed far away.

“Penny for 'em, Smithy,” eaid Beb jocularly.

“1 want to speak to vou fellows after tea,” said Vernon-
Smith quietly.

“(Go ahead,” said Harry Wharton. ** About the footer, do
you mean? Of course, you're playing on Wednesday.”

The Bounder smiled bitterly.

H SI}_IG.’I’m not playing on Wednesday,” he said.

EL T r

“It’s not another engagement,” said Vernon-Smith, with a
curl of the lip. “I'm not going pub-haunting.”

“ Nobody said vou were, old chap,” murmured Squiff.

“But I've got a good reason,” said Vernon-Smith, * You
fellows will keep 1t dark, of course, if T tell you.”

“Oh, all right, But I don’t see——"" began Wharton.

“1 can't play on Wednesday, because I sha’n't be here,”
zaicl the Bounder evenly.

“Going home for the half-holiday, do you mean?™

“'Rather more than that—I'm leaving Greyfriars,”

The chums of the Remove stared at him,

“Leaving Greyfriars!” execlaimed Wharton,
ment.

“Yeg ™

“What on earth for?" asked Squff.

“To save the Head the trouble of sacking me."

“Emithy [V

“I say, don’t be an ass, Smithy,” said Johnny Bull uneasily.
“What the dickens have you been doing 7

“The esteemed Smithy is talking out of his honourable
neolk,”” murmured ITnrree Jamset Ram Singh.  © We will
not let him go.”

“No fear I exclaimed Nugent. *“Don’t be an ass, Smithy.
If you've got yourself into a fix, we'll help vou out of it.
You don’t look as if you've been enjoving yourself.”

“T haven’t,” said the Bounder; “but I'm not askmg for
sympathy., I'm speaking to you because I've got something
tiﬂ tell you before 1 go, 1 hope you'll believe me. If you
don’ t—

“Of course we shall helieve you,” said IHarry Wharton.
“But what is 1t? What has happened?”

“I'll explain. On Sunday night Bull made it up with me.
He gave me his fist, and that settled it. But for that, very
likely, Bull would have been sacked instead of me.”

“T!" exclaimed Johnny Bull. “ ¥You're dotty ! What have
I done?”

The Bounder looked at him with a cynical smile.

“* Nothing, that T know of,” he said. “It isn't what you've
done, but what you'd be made to scem to have done. You
necdn't stare at me as if you thought I'd gone off my rocker,
It's just as I say.™

Johnny Bull grunted.

“Well, vou'll have to make it a it clearer,” he said.
“T'm blessed if T understand what you're driving at. Do
vou mean to say that there's somebody got his knife into me,
and laying a scheme like that against me? Bow-wow.”

“It sounds a bit thick,” said Wharton, “But if there's
anyting in it, it's jolly decent of you to tell us, Smithy,
Only—only 1t’s a bit- hard to swallow, vou know. Let's
have the particulars,”

“1 told vou that the other night, one of the rotters T was
plaving with was that German, Falke. T lost money to him,
ave cave him my 10O T.Y

“My uncle’s seeretary ! said Johnny Bulll  “Look hero,
Amithy, you said that before, and we had a row abont i,
Yo can't expect me to believe thalt my unele wonld be idiot
encilch to employ a man Like that as a confidential seeretary.”
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“Veur unele doesu’t Lnow the kind of man he is. Ie's
taken him an,” said the Bounder.

“But my unele thinks a lot of him,” said Johnny. *“ He's
told me so in his letter. This man Falke is his right-hand
man in business, and he's thinking of taking him into partner-
ship. Ie's asked me to be very decent to Falke for thaf
reason. He says the chap has been like a son to him, and
that he had thought at one time of making him his heir.””

“] guessed something of the sort,” said Vernon-Smith,
“and now the old man has a sudden idea of coming home to
England to see you, and if he takes to you, Falke can see
that the game is up for him. He has pulled the wool over
Mr. Bull's eyes, and sucked up to him, but if you came
between, it wonld be good-hye to what he expects, especially
as a young fellow like you would most likely soon tumble io
his real eharacter, and open the old fellow's eyes to b
Falke's game is to see that vour uncle doesn’t take to you
to make trouble between you. Pve got that straight from the
horze's mouth—from Falke himself.™

“0Oh, come !

“Vou can believe me or not, as you like,” said the Bounder,
shrugging his shoulders. I felt that I ought to put you on
vour guard before I elear off, or I shouldn’t be sayimg nrwlﬂrd.
Falke has my 1 O U. I offered him the money to settle it, and
he refused to take it. He chooses to keep the paper in his
hands, so that he ecan ruin me at any moment he pleases.
He knew Cobb, and I suppose he made it worth his while to
help him. They got me there on purpose to play into the
German’s hands, and I never suspected—in time, Now I am
under his thumb, He won’t part with the paper, and, unless
I do as he wants, he is going to send it to the IHead. That
means the sack for me. Dr. Locke won't be easy on me a
second  time, ™

“ And what does he want you to do?’ demanded Harry
Wharton.

‘“ Help him in his little game. I saw him en Saturday
aftesnoon, and he told me what 1 was to do. Old Mr. Bull
is thinking of adopting Johnny, and taking him out to
Australiz and putting him in his business, to succeed him 1n
it liter on. It means a big fortune—which Falke has been
scheming for for a long time.  Well, the old man wants to
know what sort of a kid Johuny is, and he’s sent his seeretary
to make secrct inguiries about him; he's afraid of being
imposed on, and he means to know what his nephew 15 like
bifore he has anything to do with him. He teusts Falke
absolutely, and Falke's making the investigations for him."”

Johnny Bull flushed angrily. _

“If that's true Tl jolly well tell my uncle what I think
of him " he exelaimed.

“Go on, Smithy ! suid Squall.

“If Dull turns out to be any kind of a rolter the old man
won't have anything to do with him, It's Falke’s game to
mak> him appear a rotter. The scheme is to fix a charge on
him of being what 1 used to be—and worse, Ile’s to have
smokes planted on him, spirits hidden in his box, cards in lus
pockets——""

Y Great Scott!”? _

“ Falke is going to give me a powder when I meet him
that I'm to put in Bull's drink some time when I have an
opportunity of catehing him alone. It will make him
uneonscious. Then I'm to splash him with whisky, leave a
flask near him, and put some banknotes into his pocket.
Bofore that, of course, I've rot to miss the notes, and ralse
a ery that they've been stolen. Johnny Bull will be found
drunk, with the stolen money in his pocket.  And if I'd
carried out that scheme,” continued the Bounder, with perfect
coolness, ** Johnny Bull would have béen expelled from Grey-
friars, and every fellow in the school would have thought we
were well rid of a Blackeuard.™

Johnny Bull sat agrhast.

“ T ean’t belicve it!” he ejaculated.

“ Yon mean to say that the villain proposed to you to do
that?"’ exclaimed Squift.

“ He ardered me to do it."™?

“ And vou knocked him down, T hope?™

The Bounder smiled itterly, )

“ T couldn't afford to knock down a man who could ruin
me if he chose. 1 asked for time to think. Bull chose that
special time for making an attack on me; it wasn't a wise
thing to do just then, for I decided to snve myself, and let
him go to the wall. It was the sack for me or for him, and
[ moule up my mind to let 16 be him*

“ Bmithy !”

“ Then what are vou telling vws for?’ demanded Nugent.
“ Yoo've changed your muuk?"”

The Bounder nodded,

“ Yoz, I've changed it. T don’t know that T could have
Lept to if, anyvway; but =o long as Bull set himself aguingi
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me I felt that [ had soma excuse, anyway. DBut since yester-
day it's different. I've changed my mind.”

O It's impossiblo ! muttered Johony Bl
it! You've been dreaming, Smithy ™

“I've told you mnow,”’ said the Bounder ealmly. * You
can do as you choose. ['ve settled myself with Falke. I'm
‘to meet mim outside the school walls this evening, when he
'is going to give me the powder. Well, I shall meet him;
‘and I shall take a stick with me, and give him as good a
hiding as I am able. Then I shall clear off without coming
back. My 1 O U will be in Dr. Locke’s hands to-night, and
I should be sacked in the morning if I stayed.”

“ But—but——"" stammered Wharton. “You—vou're
going to et it yourself, instead of Johnny. Is that what you
mean?”

* That’s 11."

“ The awful villain!™" said Squff,

“1 can't swallow it,”" said Johnny Bull, shaking his head.

The Dounder laughed.

¢ Please vourself about that. I'm going. To-morrow it
‘will be announced to all the school that I'm expelled. I've
Jput you on your guard. After this Falke will try a different
sort of pame—what, 1 don’t know. Dut he's as cunming as
a fox; and unless you keep your eyes open you'll be caught
in the trap. After this muck-up he may not try again to
get at vou through a Greyfriars fellow, but there are other
ways. You might be kidnapped and drugged and left ontside
the gates with a flask in your pocket. He's capable of any-
thing. He's chosen this as the easiest way, and the safest
for himself. But he will try other ways. And it's not much
good speaking to vour uncle, for he's quite under the thumb
of that cunning scoundrel. He would not believe a word of
it. Falke has worked that out. The accusation would rest
on my word—the word of a fellow already expelled from his
school for bad conduct. He's deep, you sce.”

The Bounder rose to his feet.

““ That's all. I'm done here. Good-bye!”

“ Where are you going?" asked Wharton, with a start.

“ I'm going to clear off. I'm not going to stay and be
gacked. Half an hour after 1 tell Falke that I won't do as
he asks my paper will be in Dr. Locke’s hands. DBefore that
I shall be pone. 1'm going to be sacked, but I'm not going
through it personally. That's a treat I.shall deprive the
fellows of,” said Vernon-Smith, with a sneer.

He opened the study door,

Bob Cherry jumped up and kicked it shut again, and
pushed the Bounder back into the study.

“ You're jolly well not going!” he said.
to think of some way out of this!”

“ 1 can't bolieve

“We're going

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Laylng the Snare!
V ERNON-SMITH stood silent.

There was silence in No. 1 Study.
Thoe Bounder's startling communication had taken
the juniors’ breath away.

They could not doubt him now.

The fact that he was going away from Greyfriars to aveid
expulsion was proof enough of the truth of his story. And
‘they knew, too, that he need not have spoken before he went;
that he might have left Johnny Bull unsuspecting, unwary,
to fall a victim to the next scheme evolved by the plotter’s
cunninge braimn.

“ The awful rotter " said Harry Wharton at last. *F We'll
take jolly good care that he doesn't have a chance at Johnny
Bull, anyway!"

 The carcfulness will be terrific,” murmured Hurree Singh.

“ But—but about you, Smithy!" exelaimed Nugent.
“ When that chap finds that vou won't help him in his
villainy, he's got to be stopped from taking that paper to
the Head, somehow.”

“He can't be stopped.”

“ Then—then there's no chance for you?" said Johnny Bull
soberly.

" None !

“ Hold on!” =zaid Bob, rubbing his nose hard in an effort
of thouzht. * Something’s got to be done! You say he's
going to moect yvou this evening. Suppose we all lay for him
and collar him, and get the paper away?”

“ flo doesn't carry it about him. He's not ass enough for
that."”

HOh! said Bob hopelessly.

“ But I'll tell you what,”" said the Bounder, struck by a
sudden thousht, * You ecan come with me, and keepout of
sight, and hear his talk with me. It will be a proof, if you
want one, of the kind of man he 15, It will show DBull that
he's zot to be on his guard; he only half believes me now,"

Johnnv Bull coloured.
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“I—1 belicve vou, Smithy,” he said. ** Sull, I'd certainly
like to hear it out of the man’s own mouth."”

“ I'm mecting him outside the school walls at eight o'clocle.
]H vou choose to break bounds vou can be there and seo
.’

“We'll go—rather!”” said Wharton.

“ But—but he must be stopped from coming down on
Smithy somehow,” said Squiff, wrinkling his brows. * Kven
if we show up the rvotter, that won't help Smthy.”

“It's too late to help me,” said Vernon-Smith. © I've only
oot myself to blame, I've been in a fix before through signing
a paper; but the man I had to deal with then was a man 1
could handle. Falke is too cunning for me.  Still, it would
be a satisfaction if you fellows came with me and gave him a
ragring.”’

“We'll do that,” satd Wharton.
wards, Smithy?"”

" You needn’t think about me; that can’t Le helped, 1 teil
Y OIL

“ Hold on!” said Squiff, who was-thinking hard, * Look
here, it's not much use us chaps only heaving the rotter; we
want to show him up, and kids like us wouldn't be listened
to.  Weo ourht to pet a master to be present amd to hear
what the villain says——Quelchy, for nstance.™

“ Quelchy wouldn’t,”” said the Bounder. ** Besides, if [ tell
him I shall be kept here to be sacked, instead of getting off
beforp they can sack me.”

e paused.

“T don't care; I'll ¢hanee that! T could bolt to-night
from the dorm, anywayv. And if we coulid get Quelchy to
catch the villain he would be fairly shown up, Old Bull
would have to believe what Queleh told him about his
precious seerctary,”  The Bounder's eves gleamed. 710t
for tat! He's got me the sack, and T'll get him the sack!
One pood turn deserves another.”

“ Then we sha'n't be able to rag him!” growled Johnny
Bull. “ Quelchy wouldn't have that.”

“ Better show him up than rag him.”

““ Well, I suppose so0.”

“T1 go to Quelchy,” said the Bounder. * If he's got any
sense he'll understand that the man oucht to be trapped.
If he won't take a hand in it we can carry out what we
intended without him."”

The Bounder quitted the study.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another grimly.

“ [—I'm sorry I've been down on him,” said Johnny Bull.
“ He has made a fool of himself, but—but this 15 jolly decent
of him.”

The juniors nodded in silence. They agreed that it was
jolly décent of the Beunder; but they were troubled by the
price he had to pay for being decent. For, though by the
Remove-master’s aid, the rascally German might be shown
up in his true colours, and Johnny Bull saved from all
danger, there wits no doubt that Falke would revenge himself
by the ruin of the Bounder. And that, so far as the chuma
of the Remove could see, it was impossible to avert,

Vernon-Smith kneeked at Mr. Queleh's door, and entered.
The Remove-master glanced at him kindly enough,  Since
the time when the Bounder had been very nearly expelled
from the school, Mr. Queleh had had no fault to find with
him. And he believed that the improvement in Yernon-
Smith's character was permanent.

“YWoell, what is it, my boy?” asked the Form-master, aa
the Bounder elased the door, and stood before his table.

“ I'vo got something rather important to tell you, sir 2"

“Goon!"

Vernon-Smith went on; speaking with perfect calmness,
apparently oblivious to the growing astonishment and
indignation in the face of the Remove-master.

Mr. Quelch did not interrupt him once.

[Te listened until the Bounder had finished, without a
word, but with his lips setting in a hard line, and his grey
eyes gleaming.,

““ That is all #"* Le asked, when the Bounder had done.

 That 15 all, sic.”

“ It scems that, in spite of wvour promise to the Head
when he pardoned your transgressions, you have Lroken vour
word, and renewed your old practices?”

* Yos, sir.”

“ YVou do not fanev, T suppose, that you will be pardoned
this time ?"' exclaimed the Remove-master sternly.

“ T know that T shall be expelled, sir ! sad the Dounder.
“I'm prepared for that—and T am not asking to be et
off. DPut before I zo, T want Bull to be protected from that
German villain. 1f I had chosen., T could have saved
myself—""

“ By a erime!"” exclaimed the Remove-master. 1 am
glad, Vernon-Smith, that you hesitated to go to that length ™
“1 am glud, too. sir!” said the Bounder calmlv, " But

“ But aboul von aftei-
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what I have told you needs proof. My word cannot be taken
agminst that man! When T am gone, he will try another
tack unless ho is stopped.  IE you would be present and hear
what he says to me, sir, that would be proof cnough to
convinee his employer.”

“But he would not speak in my presence !

e is going to meet me outside the walls, sirl
contrive to make him come near to the side-gate.
were inside the gate, you would hear every word,™.

Mpr, ‘.J_lell'lll'l'l Mide a resture uf (ORI RIS EEg S H B [ A {

“Your will de as vou think best, =i saud the Doander.
“Tu s the only way of getting proof of s plot againsi
Viudl,  As for me, T know I am done for here, and T should
Lhe to know that Dall s safe fram bhoo, before T g™

ThHe Form master locked at g very cuarionsly.

“ Mav I aszk, Vernon-Smith, whether  you
hefore  decuding nok o Jend  yourself  to  (lus
comands 7!

“ 1 decuwdod to do as he asked, sir—to save myself 1?7

Tie Macxer laseaay.—No. 367
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“You did ! ejaculated the Form-master.

“ 1 did—and I changed my mind. e thinks thas T am a
cowardly rascal—bul hee s mastaken. 1 am utl.|1- a rascal, not
a coward ! said the Dounder, unmoved,

Y You are a very stranre boy, Vernon Smith,
T will do as you suggest, though it 18 repugnant to me. 1In
order that there by Lo witnesses  to the man's  sell-
merimination, I will ask Mr. Prount to come with me. At
what hour i3 this man to see yon @™

YA enrhd o clock, =i’

CVery well: oat eight o'clock preciscly, v, I‘rn_n’r anil
];|1,|'_-qq-i[ 1,,|,|'|| h;- 1.h--|'|-, "‘j-n-]l, !I.'I"..'l'! 11'”"'-".1” ]h} Hl;1!-!l!L'- ”ll."
cehern at that hour il 15 understood 27

“Very well, sie.”’ .

Vernon-Smmth quutted the studdy. He returnsd to the Co.,
(o acguamt them with what had passed. )

“* Queleby s vou, of course?”
Wharton.

The Bounder smiled granly.

ITowever,

ilivvny  on Eilit] I]I"T}'

A Griviv.. —ong, Complete Story of Harry
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T ike o ton of bricks ! he replicd. ¥ Dt T cxpected
that. DBul it will be a satisfaction to get that raseal shown
up—and shown up he will be. Your unele seems to be au
olid donley, DBull =but he ecan’t  doubt the word of two
miastors of Greyiriars.  You fellows will have to kecp out
of 1t."”

“Rot " said Tob Cherry emphaticallv.  © What's to stop
us from being in the field on the other side of the road?
We'll be richt out of sight—and we'll chip in alier you give
o sienal. Ile's not poing to get awaey withoul a ]JE[[[HE':”

“1f vou show yourselves it may scare ham olf 1V

“We'll be jolly eareful 7

And so it was arranged.

THE THIETEENTH CHAPTER.
The German Meets His Match!
i CH! You are herel”
Ialke spoke in a low, ecautious voice.
Vernon-Smith had been waiting a quarter of an
hour. But it was not till the last stroke of cight died
away, that the German's form, wrapped in a thick overcoat,
came through the mist of the winter eveming., The glowing
tip of a cigar announced his comi g.  lle stopped as Vernon-
Smith stepped out of the shadow of the wall,

“T'm here U said the Dounder s lenly. T ecan’t stop
long—I"m out of bounds, as you know ! Get wlder the trees
here—-somebady may pass !

He drew back close to the school-walk, beside the hittle gate.
In that spot. a large tree within throw its branches over the
wall, and ecast a shadow. The German smiled sofily, and
followed him.

“You had my lettor?

“Ja, ja! L received it this mormng. L ois goaod for you
that vou are sensible,” said Falke smoothly. ** But there
is no need to talk, my young friend. You know what you
arc to do.”

“MMave you brought {he powder?”

"1t 18 herel™

Falke fumbled in his pocket, and produced a little paper
packet, He handed it to the Boander.

“ Iy not dangerous P asked Vernon-Smith, leading the
German on {0 talk,  For oncee, the cunning Germean huad to
deal with a cunning and unserupulousness equal to has own,
It Eave l!]u- Bounder o savdonie 1‘.||r*:'L:=lII‘f'- to lead “Il' 'I‘.'I.'-'ul':'l.l
on to betray hims=lf within bearing of the Distening cars.

Falke laughed softly.

“ Nein, nean ! Do vou think T would risk my neck!
Look—I will taste it!"

“What am I to do with 07" muttered the Tennder,

“ 1 have told vou—drop it inte o wrink that the boy DBull
shall take—it will make him uneonscions for some hours,
It is quite easy. Then yvou will leave this Hask—take this
Qask—vou will Teave it beside him, after gpilling some of the
spirits over him—to spake the smell of hguor, you under-
standd.

T¥

asked the Bounder.

You must do this when he is alone, perbaps o s
study—Dbut vou will find an opportunity.  Then place the
cards—the eigarettes—as 1 have fold you. 2o not horey
vourseli —take a good opportunity, my young fricnd—there
must be no mistake—you know what {o expeet if you fail
moe !

“And myv opaper

“When the Loy Bull s disgraced and econdemped, that
paper vou shall have—heve no fear of that. You will be of
no furthor vse 1o we, hein—1 do not seck to harm yvou.
Maoney, too—hfty ponnds—if vou choose. 1 am generouws.
Bt do ot oot the biest step; you lose some banknotes, yon
raizo a bue-and-erv—vou have been robbed —there s much
fuss. And when the boy Bull is found imtoxicated, the notes
are discovered in his pocket ! Ach ! But you will make him
sorry for the Dblows lilL' bas struck vou, my young [riemd !
You will get vour own back, ns you say, hein? What regard
should yvou have for a bulldog boy who has no regard for
vou !

fI—I—amd—and if I don’t do it?"”

“If ovou fuil me, my voung feiend, your TO U s placed
in the hands of your Headmaster,” said Falke quietly. 1
do not threaten o vain, What T have sawd, I will do! 1
give vou till Sararday to carry out your part. Bah! what 1s
it to you af this brutal Loy, Dull, shall be sent away from
the school?  Have I not seen bis blows fall upon your face !
You hate him, nicht war?  Let hon saffer then!

“And, suppoese," sand the Boander, with o mocking note
growing in his voiee; ““ suppose instead of carrying out your

¥i

orders, [ go to vour master amd tell him the whole bizoey 7"
The German laughed smonthly,
“We have talked of that before, my young friend. This

old Herr Bull 35 an old fool that T have under the thomb—
the word of a voung raseal turned out of his school for
Tae Maicser Lannany.—INo. 367.
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rambling would not weigh with him. Tt that is done with;
[ made all that plain to vou, You will act as you arve told 1"

“ T think not ! said the Dounder.

The German peered at him in the mist, his eyes ghnting.

“What! What do you mean?"

“Yon can show yourselves, you fellows!™
Dounder,

The German started convulsively.

From the hedge on the other side of the road, through the
fogry mist, eame six fizures, as the Dowwder ealled. Tho
German gonawed his lips for a moment—then he stiled 1n
a feline way., The juniors across the road had been too
far ofl to hear the words spoken in cautious bones,

“ But they did not hear, m, -oung fricnd!”
mured.  © This hitile surprise docs not seive you !

“ But others have heard ! gaid the Dounder.

As he spoke, the hitle gate was dragged suddenly open,
and Mr. Queleh came through, with Mre. Prout at his heels.

The two masters, within a yard of the German ad the
Younder, had, of course, heard evoey word that had been
wttered.

Iriedrich Fulke stood rooted to the ground.

Even if the juniors had heard him he would have been
little alavmed; he could have denied a schoolboy’s tale, hut
tho presence of two men made all the diffevence. He relised
that they must be two masters in the school, and he Focoosoed
Mr. Quelch, whom he had seen during his visit, e was
taken utterly aback.

That the guilty schoolboy whom he lind trapped, threatened,
and despised could have laid a plan like this to expose him
heo had never dreamed.  That the Bounder would dare to
gquarrel with him, knowing the resulis that must cn=ue, iy
had deemed impossible: but that the Dounder shovld not
only defy him, but take these cunming measures to expose
him, could never have entered his brain at all. Cuonning as
he was, he realised that he had been ontwitted by this boy,
whom hoe had sought to make a tool of, to use for his base
lllill']:l-l.']‘ﬁ[‘.":..

Iie stood with elenched hands, his eyes glittering, his jaw
dropping. And Harry Wharton & Co. drew round him in a
ring, to see that he did noi escape.  They did not mean the
scoundrel to et away scot-freeo,

i Ach ! he muttered at last. @ Ach!

You shall pay for it !’

“1 know that!" said the DBounder grimly. “T know
exactly what 've zot to pay for it. And I know that you've
rot o pay [or it, too. That's a consalation, Mr. Falke!”

vogepundeel ! said Mre. Queleh, his voice trembling with
anver. ** 1 have heard every word, DBut for one considera-
tion, regarding this boy, I would place you in the hands of
the police.”

The German sneered.

“ Are vou aware that that boy—that Vernon-Smith-—1s a
eambler- that he has played cards nt a public-house?  That
1 hold his acknowledgment of debt lor money lost at gaming 7'’
he hisaed.

e oam aware of it and Vernon-Smith will suffer for his
faudi,” said Ble. Queleh.  * Bul for you—no words coralid
deseribe what I think of vour baseness! Butl for the scandal
that would ensue, 1 wonld have vou arvested, DBut depend
upen it, 1 shall take inunediate measures to acuaint  vour
cmplover with your true character,”

“* Ach "

“ And unless vou are out of thiz country in twenty-four
hours, Mr. Falke, T will, even at the visk of a seandal con-
nected with this school, maeke a charge u,l_jniuﬂ_ youl, andd gyt
the police on your track,” said My, Queleh,  * Seoundrel that
vou are, you have twenty-four hours in which to leave
England, Take the chance!™

The German gritted his (eeth.

“You bovs should not be out here” said Mr. Quelch,
¢ [ was unaware of this. You may go in immediately.”

“Yes, sir,” murmured Wharton,  And he made o sign
to his chums,

There was a rush,

Bofore Mr. Queleh or Mr. Prout could inferfere—if they
wanted to interfere—the German was swepi off his feet in the
grasp of Squifl and the Famous Five.

Ho striecled and cursed furiounsly.

Dut the juniors were too many for him. He was deagoed
aver. and came down with a heavy bump on the hard, frosty
road.

= Dueck him ! velled Squiff.

“ AWhat-ha !

“ Ay bovs! exclaimed Mr., Quelch.

Tut for onee the chums of the Remove were deaf to the
voice of their Forme-mastoer.

(irasping the German by his arms, legs, and neck, they
pushed him away down the rvoad, in smute of his [furions
strugoles, to the pond at a litle distance from the mates of

called out tha

he mur-

So this 18 a trieck !
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Crooyfiins, There was a inin caafing of jee on the sarface
of the pond, slimmering through the mist,

Follke strugeled ke a madman as he realised what was in
slovo for B,

Pt s =tineelos were of no avail, The juniors oeipped
bite on all silos and #wung hum off the ground, wrigglng
frantically, .

= One, twe, threel” zang out Bob Cherry, *“Gol”

Whiz!

. The Cerman spun throngh the air, crashed down on tho
feozen pond, and erashed througl the thin ee,

Splash !

“Grocoeh ! Ach! IHubhhlh 1™

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

Fricdrich Falke came up panting and easping. The water
rose to his waist as he stood dripping in the pond. His hat
was gone, his hair dripping with water, and water ran in
streams down hils face,

He serambled madly out of the pond, breathing fury.

“Now he wants a little run fo keep him from catching
cold " chuckled Squiff. ** Boot hun!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The raseal turned to run,  Six boots helped him on his
way, and the juniors pursued him down the road till he out-
distanced them and vanished into the mist,  Then they halted,
breathless and chuekling,

“ ¥ much for Mr. Falke, anyway!" grinved Johnny Bull.

And Harry Wharten & Co. returned to the spot where they
had left the Donnder and the two masters. Mr. Queleh did
not sect 1o be angry.

“aooin,” he sand quictly.

The juniors went in.  The Bounder accompanied them, and
he two masters came in last, and My, Queleh locked the gate.

Mr, Prout looked at his fellow-master and coughed.

S Unider  the ewenmstances, Mr. Quelech—I  do not want
(o interfere, of course—but Vernon-Bmith has acted very
well, 1 think. I hope it will be possible not to visit his fault
(oo severely upon him, Ile has done what he could to atone
for 1t.”’

“ T have been thinkineg s0,"” said Mr. Quelch. T musi see
the Head at anee, and 1 will say what 1 ean for him.”

And tha twe masters returned to the School House.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Qualily of Mercy!
OIINNY BULL tapped at the door of the Head's study,
“ Comte in ! _
Dr. Locke was not alone. AMr. Prout and Mr. Quelch
worn there, and Vernon-Smith stood before the Head's
table, his eves downcast, Dr. Locke glanced inquiringly at
13all.

“OWhat is 101" he asked, ¥ 1 am busy now, Bul

“ 1 kunow, sy said Johony DBull steadily.  ** 1I—1 want to
speak to you, sir. It's about Smithy. I know you're gomng
o sicl him, and I suppose he deserves it; but alter what
he's done, sir, I—I i

¢ Wellr™?

S It was simply splendid of him, sir,” burst out Johnny,
the tears starting to his eyes. ' ITe knew it meant the finish
for him il he defed that rotter—I—1 mean, that man—and
vot ho did it, siv. It was jolly decent of hum! He could have
vnved himself if he'd been rotter enough.  You know what
he's saved me from, sir. Can't you let him off, sie? It isn’t
every fellow who'd have done what he did.”

Johnny paused, breathless, S

He waited, wondering whether the Head would lick him
2l bundle him out of the study for his checek. But Dr. Locke
dicd not look angry. :

4 Yon may rest assured, Bull, that T chall take into account
cverything that is in Vernon-Smith’s favour,” he said. ' You
may go.’ .

Johnny Dull locked at the Bounder, and locked at the
Tead, and vetived from the study, and waited anxiously in
the passnge. The rest of the
(o, wore there)  egually
anxious, They  koew  that
Vornon-smith's fate was being
decuded there m the presenee
of the masters, and they had
Liitle liope

Voernon-Smith had had no
F:n!h' him=elf, e had  ex-
pected to be expellod, and he
hid snummaonced all s cournge
and determination to endnre
1t without I
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wiining.,  Fle o was
thq'. :tuul ;:T::l I'l'd"l-‘.tr_"ri Bl'.l':ll'tl:ll"l‘
tiv the last,

But the look e Dr. Locke’s
face brought o glimmoer of
hope to his -heavr, =
2Pr, Taoelke  had  eopnsolted  §o
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with the two masters before the Dounder was called into the
cruedy, and Vernon-Somith understood that there had been, at
least. a reconygnendation to mercy.

“Whatl to say to yvou 1 hardly know, Vernon-Smith,”” said
the Head, as the door closed belund Johnny Bull,  * Yon
have been pardoned before, and you made a promise, which
vou have bioken. Yot there is so much in your faveur now
that 1 cannot find it in my heart to deal harshly with you,
There is ne doubt that vou could have saved yourself if you
hiad been wicked enouch; and in forcing you to leave Grey-
friars I should feel that I was not so much punishing you
for doing wrong as for doing right in the emd, This makes
mo hesitate. If T could only rely on your word—"

“0Oh, siv,” muttered the Bounder, “I—I know it isn’t
much zood my saving anything! I've said 1t all before. But
this time it's different.  I—1 went to that place for a last
}lluugr. I know 1 was a fﬂﬂl. 1 I}xpt‘ff{:d to liave a gﬂDlI
time; but—I hope vou'll believe me, sir—I didn’t. I found
that T hated the whole thing. 1t was simply sickening from
bemmaing to end,  And when I came away 'd made-up
my mind that I'd never make a fool of myself Like that agamn.
And I shonld have kept to that, sir=—I know my word isn't
worth much—" he added, with 2 break in his voice,

The Head scanned his [ace curiously.

“ PBult I believe von, Vernon-Smith,” he said quietly.
“You are o boy with a strange character; but 1 believe there
is more of pood than of evil in your nature. 1 shall give you
another chance,  This time, Vernon-Smith, I will not make
vou promise; 1 will only say that L trust you. You may go.”

The Bounder almost vecled,

“J—I-—-I'm lot off, siv¥” he stammered.

LK "1!!":...:._:..':'

“T—T—— Thanks!" stuttered the Bounder. * Thank you,
sir ! And vou, Mr. Quelch! I know you'we spoken for me.
|—I—— You sha'n’t have any cause to be sorry for giving
me a chance, sir, 1 swoear that !’

“ 1 trast yvon.” said the Head kindly,

The Bounder left the study, hardly able to believe in his
oo luck.

Harey Wharton & Co. met him with ecager looks.

“ Bmithy, old man——"'

“1s all right ! said the Bounder huskily,
I've wot another chance ! It's all serene!™

“ Hooray ! shouted the Famous Five.

And the Head smiled as he heard that cheer in lis study.,

“1I'm let off!

L] L] L] L] = L] L] - L] #

The next day Mr. Quelch pail a visit to Johnoy Bull's
nnele, and the astonished old gentleman was acquainted with
the history of Falke's treachery.

Folle did not seek to defend himself; he remembered Mr.
Ouelel’s threat only too well, and he had made ail haste
to ot out of the country. Old Me. Bull never saw his
valuable seeretary asain; but he asked Meo Queleh to convey
a messare to Johnny that he was coming down to sce him,
which thoe Remove-mastor duly did.

Johnny Bull did not receive the news with any enthusiasm,

“ The blessed old hunks ! said the dutifa) pephew. L
have o jolly plain talk with him when he comes!  Precious
lot of mischief he's caused 1™

“Io only wanted information about your giddy character,”™
crinned  Bob Cherry, ' He didn't want to take you on
frust, Johnny.”

Johuny Bull snorted.

“ Well, if he can’t take me on trust, he jolly well won't
take me at all!l” he sand: U talk to him Y '

“ Don’t foreet the mitlions ! sadd the Dounder, langhing,

Another emphatie snort from Johnny.

“ Blow the millions, af there are any! 'l talk to him !

I “*“Ha, ba, hat!

And Harry Wharton & Co.
loaked forward with econsider-
abile interest to that visit from
Johnny Bull's wiele, '

As for the Bounder; he was
o1 the hest of terms again
with the Coo, and thers was
no donbt  that Smith’s  late
e=capadie wonld be, in reality,
“Tho Lazt Plunge!™

{Mext Mongay s issuc of
the MAGNET Livrory will
coniairy g Furiher rmagrn -
fic-nt yarn dealing with
the adv- ntures of Marry
Wharton & Ca. Order at
your newsdagent's in dds-
vinco, and maso certain
ct getiing acopy.) o

A Qrand, Long, Complets Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“ CAPTURED AT LAST!"
By FRANK RICHARDS.

The interest in next week's grand, long, complete story
of Greviriars School centres around Johnny DBull, the sturdy
and straight-spoken member of the Famous Five, who 13 1n
momentary cxpectation of a visit  from  his uncle, lately
roturncd from Australia, Temple of the Fourth seizes upon
this information as a brilliant means of japing Johnny, and,
in faet. the whole of the Remove. Attired as a ferocious
old gentleman, he poses as Dull's avuncular relative, and the
masyuerade gives rise Lo somoe sereamingly funny ancidents,
Meanwhile, the genuine Uncle Dull sets hiz matured wits
to work and evolves a plot to take his nephew away from
Greyfriars—temporarily, at any rate. 5o completely  does
the old gentleman’s scheme suceced that the heroes of the
Remove, so scldom caught napping, are compelled to adomit
that they, in company with Johuny Bull, have been suceess-
fully spaofcd, foiled, and

“CAPTURED AT LAST!"

AN UNRIVALLED ATTRACTION,

[ know that all Magnetites will be pleased, as well as
interested, to learn that the famous group of companion
papers are progressing famously, and steadily  growing 1
cireulation week by weoelk.

At tho =ame time, I want to make an ecarnest appeal to
my chuwms not to relax one whit the kind cfforts they are
making to popularise my papers among their non-reading
friends. They have already done much for me, and I am
relsing upon them doing still more.

Whilst 1 am on this subject, I am glad to be able to draw
the attention of my chums to the

GRAND BUMPER NUMBER OF
“THE DREADNOUGHT,"”

which is now on salo throughout the kingdom. Tt is pnsi-
tively tho best value for one's money obtainable, for the
grand, lons, complete story of Harry Wharton's carly school-
days is alone well worth the charge made for the complete
jssue. The varn is entitled

“THE PHANTOM FUGITIVE!"

many absorbing incidents of mystery and

and contains
adventure,
That great host of Magnetites who have come to look upon
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and others as their  personal
friends will be enabled, by readineg Mr. Richards™ stories in
“The Dreadnought,” to learn how the characters of these
delightful boys were built up; for Harry Wharton was not
always the admirable fellow we koow at present. It was
through the cenial influence of two loyal chums that he was

schooled  inte  a  theroughly  decent fellow and a good
spOrisman,
@ much for © The Phantom Fugitive™ Tt 1z a realiy

ripping story, and further comment s superfluous.
Next to the school tale, I may safely say that the new

gorial,
“TWO OF THE BEST!"

will rank the highest in my chums’ fuvour. To some of my
older readers it may appeal even more strongly than the
Tue Maaser Lisrary.—No. 367,

adventures of Harry Wharton; Tor it is written with a skill
and charm of diction that stamp Jack Lanecaster, the anthor,
as a master of his eraft. There 1s plenty of scope for romance
in a tale of two voung people who are roaming the country
rorether, amnd Mr. Lancaster may eongratulate himsclf on
having written a really entrancing serial story.,

HE“““" tdlocs noi pprm[t me to enthuse mueh lulljJ;E?I‘ on the
merits of our great companion paper. Al Magnebites
sliould see for themselves what a fine budget of fiction i3 seb
before them every Thursday morning.  To miss such &
wonderful arrraction wero folly indeed.

——

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

D. 0. ¢ (Bydnev).—I am much obliged for your kind
wishes., I think I can assure yvou that your favourite papers
will arrive just as usual, notwithstanding the war. Kangarco
and Gordon Gay, when they are at home in Australia, both
livie near Melbourne,

L. H. (ITalifax).—The address of the firm you require 13
the Birmingham Small Arms Co, Litd You should bo
abile to obtain an air-rifle from then

¢ A Dritish Colembian " (New Westminster),—Thank you
very much for your expressions of appreeciation, and for vour
offorts in obtaining new readers. I am glad you like the
serial 50 much,

T, I, Biddle (Sparkhill).—TI regret I am unable to send the
photos of the Famous Five,

Lillian Maartens.—Many thanks for your most interest-
ine letter.  Will vou let me have your full name and address
so that 1 can reply to it more fully?

N. Dundas (Narromine),—Your letter gave me much
pleasure. I ara always elad to hear from my Colonial
readers, and hope you will continue to enjoy our COINPRLINGN
papers.

SWest  Londoner™ (Drentford).--Stories by Frank
Richards, introducing the girls of Cliff House, will appear
in ©* The Dreadnousht ' very shortly.

. Penney (Worcester).—Some time ago a group of Remove
seholars, together with Mr.o Quelch, was reproduced in the
“ Maenet.” I am sorry this feature cannot be repeated at
proesent.

boAn Interested One.”—T regret that lack of space prevents
vour suzeestion being carried out,

E. K. (Litile Bentley).—You o not state in your letter the
sort of career von are anxious to take up. I vou will do
this, T shall be pleazed to Torwasd you some advice on the
subject.

Y West Norwood.”
however, scarcely suitable for publication.
thiev are little short of mere doggerel.

i3, R. Faithfull (Brondesbury).—The stories vou mention
have lone been ont of print. Sorry 1 cannot help you,

1. Abrahamson.—Many thanks for your letler backing up
my Southsea chum,

“ A Dundee Chum."—T strongly advise you to stick to
vour present position,  Good jobs are not as plentiflul as
Biackberries nowadays.

D. M. (Glasgow).—T am afraid I cannot do as you pro-
pose— Just yeb, at any rafe,

Chiris Williamson  (Manchester).-—Many  thanks for your
Ione and interesting lotter,

. Blandford and W. Conninge (Gillingham).— Thanks for
vour letter and the expressions of loyalty It contained.

A Peel (Syvdney).—Thanks for your letter. I am glad the
companion piapersa oive you such satisfaction. The charactors
and places you mention are fictitions. 1 am sorry I cannot
let vou have a photo of Harry Wharton. -

Many thanks for verses, which are,
To be candid,

¥

——————r TN
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Our Grand SIDNEY DREW Serial.

THE UNCON

A Magnificent

By SIDNEY DREW.
WA NAANAAAN AN AN N N NP N N\ N\ PP or N\t

INTRODUCTION.

The well-known millionaire, Ferrers Lord, is the inventor

of a wonderful vessel called the Uneonquerable.  On the trial
trip this ship reveals her marvellons abilities by travelling
alicrnately beneath the water and in the air,  The Uncon-
querable 1s to be entered for the Florida Cup, in competition
with a Hyving-machine built by Ferrers Lord’s deadly cnemy,
Panl Guthrey, @ man who will stop at nothing, The latter
hires a band of unserupulous men, who steal the Unconguer-
able, and reduee the vessel to a total wreck, so Ferrers ford
is compelled  to ecommence  the construction of  Unecon-
gquerabile 11,
. Prout, Maddock, Barry (V'Rooney, and Gan-Waga in the
meantime o for a eruise in Ching-Lung’s vacht with the
Chinese prinee.  They land on a small island, where they
meet Martin Avkland, one of the ruffians who assisted in
stealing the Unconquerable,

Ching-Tamg an:l his friends are talken prisoners by Martin
Arkland and his accompliros, who are mostly half-breeds and
negroes,  They are put in charge of a negro named Simpson,
who packs them in a very small shed, from which they escape
by digging the soft ground away. The prinee’s men then
overpower the negro garrison, and their escape is celebrated
by an amusing dance by Gan-Waga and Chan-Song-Pu.

(Now go on with the story.)

Food for the Hungry Ones—Gan’s Glorious Idea—The
Fearsome and Fishy Spectre—A Light from the Sea,

Although Chan-Song-Pu was undemably stout, and aeted
like a middle-aged person who loved his case, few people
could have matehed that conming raseal of a Chinaman either
in musele or bramn.  He waved hiz hand as the bhoat heeled
over to the breeze. Then he vawned ponderously, for he
wins tired,  One of his henechmen stooped down, and, monunt-
ing on his back, Chan rode hack to the engine-house on his
human steed.

“Hendlick,” he said to the blno-eyed Finn, “T go sleepee,
I velly topsidee knock outce. You look aftel tings. O'ri’,
ol’'ri, ol'rm.”

Tue MacxeET LiBRARY.—N&. 367,
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There was little enongh to look after, for the negroes had
hardly a kick left in them. They were not only ready, but
eiger to come to heel, IMendrick went out with his gun on
his shoulder, and watched his old fishing-boat, with every
sail she possessed set, rocking away to the south.

Tt was nearly & weck later when he saw her sails again,
Chinamen and niggers alike crowded round eagerly and
excited.  They had had their fill of fish diet. They C]};ffl‘!l’f!d
as she put about and tacked round the point. Ching-Lung
himself sprang into the bows with a ceil of rope in his hand.

“Cateh ! he eried.  **And the top of the morning to

cu !l” i

“Yah, yah! T spies ole Hendricks with the whiskers alls
over his faces, and ole Chan with the tamilpig down him
backs !" piped Gan-Waga, as he unshipped the tiller, “Whas
a butterfuls mornings it 1s this afternoons, hunk? Ooh,
what n lots of smilings uglifuls faces, Chingy, don’t they!?
We pots cheeses and bacons.  Anybody like to kisses me,
hunk ? Nobody, hunk? Den I kisses my doggie Schwartz.”

“There were only five men aboard—the Prince, Barry
O'Maoney, Schwartz, Prout, and the merry Eskimo,

“Bake, vou lubbers, bake!” eried Barry. “"Heore's Hour,
and 1 know you're longin' for a taste of bread. Aisy, nisy!
Wait vour turn, bedad! Oi don’t want a rush. Kape back !
Now, Simpson, we'll unload, and then OVl share out. Pila
the stufl up, and O'll do the sharing, darlint.”

The niggers cheered at the sight of the kegs of flour and
Mitches of bacon. Cold nights and fish diet had thinned
most of them aleeady. They had not the stamina of the
stolid Chinese who had been left to guard them. They
langhed and sang like a lot of children, and in less than ten
minutes half a dozen different fires were alight.

“1 tink we comes abouts soons 'nuff, Chingy,” said Gan-
Waga. “De niggers dey alls gong to skin and grief. Ho,
ho. heo! Dey as fats as herrings, Chingy.”

At any rate, to celebrate the season of plenty after the
time of famine, the negroes danced and sang songs n‘n_md
their camp fires that might. Gan-Waga did not appreciate
either the dancing or their musie, for, as he gaid, hoth
gave him a bad enough awful pain. He whistled to s dog,

and marched away to go to sleep.

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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There was a
1t grew more

Suddenly CGan stopped to aniff the arr.
peculiar smell, and not a very pleasant one,
pungent as the Hskimo advaneed.

“Oh, de wasteful sillinesses ! z=aid Gan.  “Dat how dey
care deir fishes, hunk?  Ohmi, dey deserve to go hungry
if dey do ham hke dats !”

The perfume emanated from one of the ronghly-built sheds
in which the negroes had made an attempt to cure their
surplus stock of fish. The night was dark, but a pecubar
luminous haze surrounded the shed. Gan was nof startied.
He held his nose and looked in.  The place glowed with
pale-green light.,  Each fish that dangled from the poles was
a mnss of phosphoreseence.  Gan could have read a book
by the light with ease had he possessed the necessary
education.

“Ooh, noreibles, norribles ! he grinned.  **We nots want
all dat light to find de smellses, hunk? 1leo, ho, hoo! Dose
de ghost lishes, Schwartz. Dey alls going bads "ecavse dose
chumpheads not smoke dem properful.  IHow yo' like de
perlicious seent, hunk?  Oh, ho, ho, ho, ha, hoo "

To the surprise of the dog, Gan lay down on the grass
and rolled about, uttering weird, gurgling’ sounds,  Then,
springing to lus feet, he hurried down the steps and boarded
Hendriek's lishing-smack,

“Hendrieks,” he eried, poking his head into the eabnose,
“where vo' keeps de hamwmer and nailses, my butterfuls
whiskerful bov#”

Presently o sound of hammering drifted across the landing-
starre, It ceased, and a lantern bobbed to and fro behind the
engine-house.  Again eame the tap. tap, tap of the hammer,
and then the iodustrious earpenter was grasped by the ear.

“Bhat! Voo vou  doing, vou  plackguard, 15 ut?”
demanded the voiee of the cook.  “ Dell me vy you make all
dot horrud norses, yes.”

“Shoooo! Yo
Eskimo, “or yo
COrNers, 1"1'][];"..‘“']#..
mako yo' Iafls yo'
dears, dears, dears!
Ohmi, ohnn!”

“TUd wvas oin kite dot yon
Schwartz, peering at the objeect. .

“ Den ib wasn't, silly, and it wasn't a bicyeles, neithers,
Ho, ho, hoo! DPut yo’ car closer. 1 nots bite him., Himn
goings to be a spleetres.” |

“low vou mean a spleetres 277 asked the chef. “ Dere vas
no word like dot i der language.  Duander, vat you mean,
is ud ¥’ .

“Why, a spleetres, a snapparttion, ignorances,” satd Gan.
“ A phosts.  Perhaps yo' knows what a ghost is, hunk?
Dey haves big gopple eves, and dey all whites, and yell
* Broe-rer!' Dis oa butterfuls splectres. Oh, 1 makes yo
1affs! Getb hold of him legs, and come alongs,  Dears, dears !
Ohmi, how vo' laffs!”

The cook declined until he had reccived fuller information,
Then he gigeled, and seized one end of the framework. Tt
res:mbled a kite in the shape of a man, the figure having
been rourhly eut out of old newspapers, and blackened with
paint.  Such a kite would hardly have flown even o a
tempest.  'he framework was very sirong.

“Here we go, ups, ups, ups! And heres we go ups, ups,
up! Dears, dears! Dey ats it yet, de niggers, Cooksey?
Ohmi, chimi! Ilow we both laffs very soonfuls!” _

Sehwnrtz grasped his nose and shuddered as a whill of
perfume reached him from the curing-shed.  Soddenly, what
soemoed to be a pallid eomet rose in the air and deseended
with a thud beside him. It was followed by a shower of
these curious constellations, and finally by Gan-Waga him-
sclf. :

“Ooh! Dake der horror avav! T gannod pear them!
Der schmell boison me und choke me!’ groaned the cook.
“Vere vas der garbolic acid 37

He staggered away to a safe distance. Gan did not find
it altogether a bed of violets, but he was very busy with his
kznife, and tried not to notice the odour. He tapped the
nmails in gently, Two luminous eireles the size of saucers
formed the eves of the speetre, and triangular picces of fish
formed its teeth. Then Gan nailed haddocks down the
object’s legs and a double row of buttons down its chest,
He left the arms as they were, but added a pair of enermous
gleaming hands, splitting the hsh alinost to their tails m
order to make the fingers.

“Ho, ho, ho, hoo! Yo' ready, Schwartz, hunk? Comes
and looks at de bogie-mans,” he gurgled.  “Ohmi, ohmy,
ohimi ! 2

loudness,” gorgled tho
tiredd policemans at  do
Come with me, and [
a butterful nidea.  Oh,
ha, ha, bha!

nots talks so
witkes de poor
Hoo, hao, hoo!
hair off. I gots
How wo' langhs! Ilo,
asked  Heer

make, wes?”

Don't vo' wants to kisses ham?
“Dundder 1" gasped the esok. as he gazed at the prostrate
horrar. “I nefer pelicf ud unless I see nd. Ar-rrr! Dot
vas vonderful 17
“And de longerer we keep hims de morer he shine,

LE]

cooksey,” chuckled the Eskimo., “Now fo' de butterfuls
laffs part. Dwear, dears, dears!"”

The negroes had ended their revels, but they still squatted
round the dyving fire. Bevond, the might was like black
velvet, Now and again one of the Chinese sentries moved
mto the cirele of hight with his rifte on his shoulder. (ian
kiew very woll that the rifles were not loaded. He lifted the
ghost, and turned it round.  Schwartz stepped bacls,

“oHee hims " asked Gan.

2 * Nein, not mooch,” said the cook, refreating a little more,

Dot side round he vas to der naked eye invisible, Ja, ja!
Dat vas vonderful, vonderful 1"

Gan-Waga stallked away. All at once a low, wailing ery
drifted through the darkness. Somoe of the negroes looked
round, Then came a pilercing seream that brought them to
their feet. It was repeated. Gan-Waga reversed the spectre,
and, with another uncarthly howl, he dashed forward towards
the fire.

They only looked at the hideous apparition once as it bore
down on them with glaring eyes and writhing hands. Even
in 4 nightmare they had never seen angthing so awful and
terrifying, It was the hoodoo at last, the demon of the woods,
whoze very name had terrified them from childhood. China-
men and mggers bolted for their very lives, yelling like
maniacs, and Prout was the first to hear the uproay.

* Tumble up—tumble up!” he shouted. “The nigrers
have broke loose! Tumble up, by honey ! They're on us ™

While the whites were tumbling up and loading their
woeapons, the blacks and vellow men were tumbling down the
steps. A blue light flared out, and they were met by a line
of levelled rifles and revolvers, and a sharp order to hold up
their hands.

“ Hoodoo, hoodoo!™ shricked the negroes.
shoot | Hoodoo, hoodoo [

“One at a time!” thundered Chine-Luangr,
Here, Yen-ho, vou fool! What's all
Are vou all stark mad? Ordesr!"”

Hendrick dashed in among the gesticulating, shoutine mob
with a rope’s-end, and laid about him without fear or [avour.
His methods proved effective,

*Bo you've seea a ghost—eh ?"7 said Ching-Lung,  *° A real
hoodoo, have you? 1'd like to hoodeo some of you! Light
another Aare, Tom."

The blue light had spluttered out., Before the steersman
could strike a mateh, another chorus of howls burst from the
VG OMES,

“ Hoodoo, hoodoo ! Dere, dere !

“ Bedad, ut's the bogey-man, sure as Of live !V
(' Rooney. “Arrah, ut's the Ballybunion
lluminated throusers on M :

The grisly object with eyes and hands of fire hung in
mic-air above the roof of the engine-honse close to the ehiff,
It was descending slowly,  Suoddenly 1t came with a vush, and
struck the vroof. It bounded off, and they got out of the way,
The ground was covered with broken wood, luminous masses,
and torn puper, and an ancient and fishlike smell, strong
enovzh and thick enough to be moulded into bricks, poisoned
tha air,

“ Dis ways fo' de lovehifuls bloaters,” chanted a voice from
far above, ** All so fresh and fats. DBloaters! Two a pennies,
bloaters! Have some morer, hunlk ¥

An avalanche of ancient haddecks and codlings, all aclow
and blooming, poured over the edze of the eliff, and, bounding
mervily from the roof, shed their cerie light and hideous
[l'-'lgf'll]l'l_'!l'.!' H't"[]lll'll_].

* Gan, you pig, I'll murder you, by honev g

A dazziing beam of hight shot across the bav, and the siren
of a steamer brayed hoarsely,

“The Paravalta, the Paravalta!” bellowed  Simpson,
“ Durn, bows, our turn's come round again !

No sheot, no

¥ “ Be quiet!
this about? Silence!

roared Barry
banshee, wid

The Ups and Downs of Gan-Waga and the Cook—Senor

Paravalta Decides to Run Away, and Ching-Lung
Decides to Prevent Him,

Scenor Dinz Paravalta shattered the last of the little flotilla
of empty bottles with a bullet as it drifted awavy. Tha
Brazilian was a elever marksman with a rifle.  Ie tossed tha
weapon to his negro servant, rolled a cigarette, and turned
lazily to Ching-Lung, onee more his prisoner,

* Your Ilighness is bored,"” he said, “ and T am sorry. Tt
15 the fortune of war, and T eannot help it, 1, too, am
weary of it, and loathe the place.”

::‘I;‘Ihnd vou do not know when our exile is to come to an
end ?

“ Frankly, I do not. Caramba! The dreariness of it is
beginning to tell on me. There is little to choose between
prisoner and gaoler.  Our release may come at any moment.™

(Continued on page iii. of cover.)
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The scnor yawned, and then heaved a sigh. * It is hateful.
Look, you see I am hopeful. I have ordered your yacht to be
ready.”’

T}Eﬂ_y were on the deck of the Paravalta, and Ching-Lung's
yacht floated at anchor further out. The prince had not
thought fit to offer any resistance, or to fire an eingle shot.
The Brazilian had treated his prisoners with every possible
courtesy, but he had been very watchful. _

““ And you are only watting for certain information to set
us at liberty, Senor Diaz ?”’ asked the prince,

“ Have I not said so? Have I not been fair?"’

“ And what are they doing to my yacht? I noticed a boat-
load of your men board her about an hour ago. Pray be a
little fairer, senor.’’ :

Paravalta gave his moustache a twirl, and laughed.

“ They are overhauling the machinery,” he answered, “ but
they have my strict orders to do no demage that your own
engineers caunot put to rights. The repairs may take a
week, ten days, longer, perhaps. I must have time to show a
clean pair of heels, for I do not want to meet with a British
gunboat. If you are vindietive, and want compensaiion,
approach the Brazilian Government. It is a far cry from
China to Brazil, senor, and I do not think even Brazil is
afraid of China. China does not inspire either terror or
respect,”’

“ You may be right,” said Ching-Lung, rather =adly; ‘ but
most of the gentlemen you made prisoners belong o an empire
that can inspire both when she chooses. Mr, Rupert
Thurston, for instance, might cause you some trouble, senor,
A man’s liberty is a sacred thing in the eyes of the British
law. As vou say, it is a far cry to Brazil, and I have no
doubt you are an influential person there. Come, we'll drop
the subject. I do not know what Mpr. Thurston’s intentions
are, so I will only add that all the wilds of Brazil will not
hide you, genor, if British law demands you.”

*“ Or Ferrers Lord,' said Paravalta, with another laugh.
““ What then 7"’ :

“ All the wilds of the world would not hide youn if Ferrers
Lord wanted you, senor,” replied Ching-Lung; ““but I do
not think it likely.” !

As the Brazilian walked away, Ching-Lung winked at
nothing in particular, unless it was the ship’s cat. The cat
was walking leisurely across the deck, but when Gan-Waga's
dog woke up, and came like a shot out of a gun, 1t took the cat
no time to mention to climb the mast. Herr Schwartz wazed
up at it. He was fond of cats, and he did not like to sece
them chased by ferocious dogs.

“ Kennel—kennel ! he shouted at his namesake. ** Go
avay, you pad, pad tog! Nice bussy, tear bussy, tear bussy,
gome town now. I vill not let der pad tog hurt you. Nein,
nein "’

Schwartz retreated, like the obedient dog he was, and the
cat began to descend backwards, for it knew that the cook
was a friend. Gan-Waga, who had been dozing in the shade,
opened his little beady eyes,

“ Toomp, bussy—joomp " =aid the chef.
mine shoulder !’

“ Mee-wow-ow! Wa-ow-00-ow! B-s-sspt! Wa-wa-wo-
wow !" velled the cat. Instead of leaping gently down, it
shot away at right angles from the mast, every hair on its
body and tail standing erect, spun in the air three or four
times, and then alighted, claws downwards, on the back of the
cook’s neck., The next instant the cat had vanished below
like a grey streak, still shricking, and Herr Schwartz was
clutching his collar-stud with both hands, and dancing to his
OWn Inusie.

¢ Joomp town on

“ Apr.rr-r! I am to beiges torn !’ he howled. *f Der glaws
of der prute haf to der bone benetrate! Dunder! I pleed
to death! Ar-r-r-r!”

The negroes who were near enough to witness the sight
crinned till they displayed all their white teeth and red guns,
and Gan-Waga doubled himself up with mirth. Then he went
down on all fours, and ynitated the fremzied ehrieks of the
vanished cat with great skill and naturalness, Herr Schiwvartz
stopped dancing. The cat had made his neck sore, and Gan-
Waga's heartless conduct hurt his feelings. BSnatching a mop
from one of the negroes, the angry chef waved it round his
head,

" Look out, Gan "’ eried Ching-Lung.
avalanche, sonny "

(3an, warned just in time, got upon his hind legs and
gprinted aft for dear life, with the cock behind him,

““ Dunder! T haf yoa1 now !I'" bellowed the cook. * Av-r-rr!
I teach you to mock me! I beat you plack and plue! I haf
vou, sgoundrel 1"

Gan-Waga glanced round, and made a desperate spurt. If
h> was no runner, he could climb, so he shinned up the mast.

“ Goward dot you are, gome town !”” panted Herr Schwarta.
* Bitiful goward of ein Esgimo, gome town und pe thrash !

“ Malke way for the

Schwartz on the Warpath— Ching-Lung Has an Idea.

“Ho, ho hoo! I likes dats,” said Gan-Waga. * Yo’
somes up and fetches me if yo' wants me, ole ugly faces! Yo
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comes ups, and I knocks yo' sidewayses!
hunk? Does it tickles? Go aways and put scome sticking-
plasters on it! Yah! Coolksey can’t catch me !”

Herr Schwartz took off his coat, and spat on his hands.

‘“ In dree minutes you vas ein dead man,’” he said. ** Yes,
1 ]gﬂmu oop und vetch you, und ven I gatch you, dunder, 1
gill you !’

“Oh, do spares my lifes when yo' kills me!” pleaded
Gan-Wapgn, with a grin. ** He, he, he! Don’t kills me till
de washing comes homes, Cooksey, 'cos 1 nots want to be
founded deads widout a clean collarg on. " Look at de monkey
on de sticks, people! Gives him a nut. Dear, dear, dear !”

The chef, to the vast amusement of the onlookers, climbed
valiantly till he was within a yard of Gan’s bare feet. Gan
decided that it was time to imake a move. He had recovered
his breath, and he promptly increased the gap, but the in-
dom:table cook still came on.

“ Be carefuls yo' not falls and ktend yo'self,” crowed the
Eskimo, taking another rest. ** Oh, do be carefuls, Cocksey !
Oh, here we goes up, ups, upsy 1"

“Arrrr!  Ven I bush you off, you go town, towns,
townsy mit ein pig, pig plomp !*” hissed the pursuer,

Ching-Lung gucssed what Gan would do when he reached
the vard. It was a long and lofty dive, but Gan was the
king of divers. Gan uttered a mocking laugh as he reached
to grasp the yard. Then an ear-splitting yell burst from him.,
and he came sliding down at high speed. As a buffer, the
perspiring chef was an utter failure. An anguished shrick
broke from him as Gan struck him. Then he hit the deck.
(Gan was second in the race home, for he was on top. The
cook lay still, moaning dismally, but the Eskimo bounded

up as if forty bees had stung him at once, and hopped and
howled.

“0Ooh! I deads, Chingy! I stabbed! I burned to bitses!”
he bellowed. ‘‘ Ohmi, ohmi! Oh, bad 'nuff dreadininesses!
I murdereds, Chingy I’

Luckily, Gan was far from being a corpse, and lucky also
Herr Schwartz was only winded. There was a leak in the
electric wire that fed the signalling lamp, and, like the poor
cat, Gan-Waga had managed to find the live wire.

* Ohmi, Chingy,” he sighed, ** dat electricity, him rottenful
stuffs! Why dey nots ligcht up wid cangles, Chingy? Ohn,
I feels bads, awfulness bads! But I tink I gets de best of ole
Shorts, hunk, Chingy ? 1 satted on him heads proper, hunk ?
Ie not haves alls de laffs, did he ¥

A faint smile lighted up the Eskimo’s sorrowlul features,
and he limped.away to the cook's galley in search of =ome-
thing to comfort him.

“ I may go nshore, senor, I trust?”’ sa’d Ching-Lung.

Senor Diaz Paravalta, who had been watching the scene
with languid amusement, nodded.

*“ I have no objection, your Highness,” he answered, * You
will be quite as safe there as here.”

‘“ Apparently you consider yourself perfectly safe,” said the
prince,

“ Why not? Some of vour friends have given me the gip,
it 1s true; but that accident does not alarm me. [Even if 1
am captured, it will not interfere with the success of our
plans. Caramba! I do not iniend to be taken if 1 can help
it! News or no news, I shall slip my eable to-night. This
18 a fast vessel, and the zeas are wide, I shall not wait here
to be trapped.”

“ Tsn't that rather a sudden change of plans, senor? You
told me a short time ago that you could do nothing until you
received information,”

Paravalta turned away with a shrug of his shoulders that
might have megnt anything, and Ching-Lung celled for a
bhoat.

“ Hang it, this is bad news,” muttered the prince, * and it
may make a hash of things. The fellow is as unervous as a
cat, though he hides it well. Can he have had news? No,
that’s impossible. I wonder what’s happening ¥ Rupert and
Ben Maddock ought to have stirred up the fun by this time."”

Prout, Barry, and Hendrick were quartered in the engine-
house, for the Brazilian had refused to allow them to sleep
aboard the Fatalitv. Chairs, mattresses, a stove, and other
comforts had been brought from the yacht for their benefit.

“ Hallo, boys!”’ said Ching-Lung. 1 suppuse I may
come in?  Where’s the great Thomas Prout, IEsgquirve?
Why, you're all alone!”

“ Bedad, he’s gone fishin' wid ould Hendrick I” answered
Barry O'Rooney, with a wink. *‘ They're fishin’ mad. Day
and night they sit on a couple of rocks like two ugly penguins.
And they're moighty bad anglers, or moighty 'l_l]'llltu]{*_lf Wins,
for ut's little enough the hluyﬁum‘_da catch. Oi'm left to be
chafe cook, bottle-washer, and gineral sarvent. 'This ia a
pudden Oi'm afther makin'—a solid slub of epotted dog.” .

‘“ Paravalta says he’s sheering*off at midnight, Bairy,”
said Ching-Lung. ]

““ Phwat?” Barry dropped the bottle he was using as a
rolling-pin. ‘' The baste! He’s scared then,’the rogne!”

¢ I'm sure he is. We sha’n’t be able to pget away, for he

(Continued on page iv of cover.)
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politely informed me he was attending to that part of the
business,” : - )

“ Well, that was only to be expected, sir,”” said Barry.
¢ 0i hope he won't give the ingines too much of a twistmi,
and Oi likewoise hope we sha’'n’t have to lave Lhis place under
our own sthame. Ye nivver know, ye know. DBe jabers,
though Oi hate this oisland loike O1 hate rattlesnakes, Oi'd
give all that's left of ould Ballybunion Castle to stop here wid
Paravalte for another six-and-thirty hours. And O1 wish this
was his face !" . ‘

Barry brought his fist down on the plum-duff with a terrific
gmite, to show how much he loved the Brlm'.ilian. Could
Rupert Thurston have failed? Could nnything h_fn'e hap-
pened to the little sailing-boat in which he, the bo'sun, and
iCennedy had set out on a rough sea for Scarran Island to
flash an urgent message for aid to Ferrers Lord? Prout's
devotion to sea-fishing was, of course, a mere blind. He was
a watcher, not a fisherman, but he had watched n van.
Ching-Lung sat down. Hendrick kicked the mud from his
boots, and walked in. ITe carried his gun on his shoulder, for
no one had thought it worth while to take the ancient muzzle-
loader awav from him. ) ,

¢ Hore vas some birds,' he said, tossing o string of wild
duck into & corner, and unbuckling his belt. * I see nodding
else."

Ching-Lung sprang from his chair, and took up the belt.
He shook the hoirn powder-flask that hung from 1t.

“ Flurrah, boys!” he shouted. ““ I'll do it, if they hang me
for it! That wacht isn't going to sail to-night. There's
enongh gunpowder to do the trick. We'll make a bomb
somehow or other, and I'll play Anarchist. If I don’t
manage to explode it on the tenderest part of her machinery,
I'm a Turk, and no Chince. Off with your saucepan, for we
ghall want that fire. Now, you villains, to work—to work ! !

A Scheme That Failed—The Message Chalked on the Door—
At the Eleventh Hour.

Barry O'Rooney and Ching-Lung were not long in
arriving at the sad conclusion that it was much easier to think
about making a bomb than to carry out the idea. _

They made a cylinder of zinc cut from the roof, but zinc
was poor stuff for the purpose. The iron pot would have
suited their purpose excellently, except for two importank
weaknesses. Iirstly, they had no means of fastening down
the lid; and secondly, the pot was too large for even an
expert juggler like the prince to smuggle aboard the
Paravalta. j

Barry flung the zine cylinder away, and scratched his head.

“ Oouldn't ye steal a” dure-knob?”’. he asked. * Mo and
Tom did that, and nigh frightened the loife out of poor Job
Sanday wid ut.” :

“ 11 take the powder with me,” said Ching-Lung, “ and
coo what I can do. They watch me pretty sharply, but I
mny manage to trick them.”

“Der gun!” grunted Hendrick. !

Ching-Liung examined the barrel, and shook his head.

¢ Thanks for the idea, but it won't work,” he said. ** That
barrel is real stuff, not cheap gaspipe. It would tear wide
open, and we want something brittle that would blow to bits.
They don't make barrels like this nowadays, Hendrick, for
it scems to be a lost art, and I don't want to take any
ohances. I must do the thing properly, or let it alone.
Good-bye, boys! Keep a good lock-out, and if you see me
on the bridge, you may expect something to happen.”

The prince rowed back to the yacht. He searched his cabin
for somothing that would suit his purpose. The legs of his
bedstead were hollow tubes of brass, but he had neither saw
nor drill. Then he wandered into the saloon with no better
suceess.

“ Humph !"* he thought. “I'm afraid that brilliant notion
won't even end in smoke. My hat! I must be out of my
sonses "

He tiptoed to the door and looked out. He had seen the
very thing he wanted a dozen times, and yet he only remem
bered it that moment, -

It was in the little writing-room, on Paravalta's American
desk. The roll-top of the desk was closed and locked.

Ching-Lung did not attempt to force it, for the time had
not come. He went on deck again. The electrician was
repairing the leaky wires of the signalling, and at the foot
of the mast lay his bag of tools,

“This 1s luck " muttered the
coil of insulated wire nnder a
run away, after all, senor."

He secured the wire, and took a glance seaward througl
the Brazilian’s binoculars, Then he looked towards the
island, und laughed. The door of the engine-house was
shut. Challked on it, in large characters, was the following

information :
“TPORTLAND GAOL.
DO NOT TEASE THE PRISONERS.™

rince, as he kicked a small
eclk-chair. * ¥You may not

When Paravalta entered ihe szloon, Ching-Lung was pre-
D

tending -to-read a novel., The Brazilian only remained there
a few moments. As softly as a cat, Ching-Lung crept to the
desk, and inserted a piece of bent wire in the lock. Then he
rolled back the top of the desk and secured his prize.

The object was an unexploded pom-pom shell which Paras
valta used as a paperweight. The charge had been removed.
Thousands of such shells, dummy or otherwise, flooded the
curio shops during and after the South African War.

This happened to be a real one, and Ching-Lung's hopes
were high,

“ Chingy ! Where's yo' wases, Chingy? Where
vo gotted to, my butterfuls boy ?"

Ching-Lung gave an answering
waddled into the saloon.

“0Oh mi! What yo' tink de bad 'nuff rascals do now,
Chingy ?"" lLe said indignantly. ‘‘Dey warping yo' yachts
"loneside, and de going to pinch our coals!”

““ Sorry, dear, but I can't do anything to stop them steal-
ing our coal,” said the prince. * They're in possession, you
know, so wo can only smile and bear it."

To empty the coal-bunkers of the Fatality and fill those of
the Paravalta would keep most of the hands fully occupied.

Ching-Lung fastened himself in his cabin, and began to
peel the canvas from the copper wire. The canvas would
make an excellent fuse for his bomb.

If the Fatality was to be left as helpless as a hulk, Ching-
Lung intended her to have company, or know the reason
why. He lifted the pillow to obtain the powder-Aask, and
then stood aghast, for the fAask had vanished.

““The hounds !"" he gasped. ‘ They must have been watch-
}jngll?:m all the tjme, That's the finish of it—the absolute

nal!

Overhead, all was clatter and noise and dust. It was a
cruel hlow to Ching-Lung, and it almost disheartened him.
All the same, he took a nap, and awoke quite ready for his
dinner, He dined alone, for the Brazilian did not appear,
and Ching-Lung did not actually bemoan his loneliness.

“ Senor Paravalta beg yo' highness to hab yo' coffee on
deck wid him,” said the negro steward. ‘It all swabbed
down and clean, sah."

“ Do you mecan the deck or the coffee 7'’ asked Ching-Lung.
¢ Toll the senor to go to—— No, you needn’'t do t-Eat. for
I'll tell him to go thers myself.”

The Brazilian bowed, and wmuttered a polite * Good-
m‘eFing 1" He pushed his gold cigar-case across the little
table.

“ It will soon be time for us to part, senor,” he said;
““and I wish to part with vou on good terms if passible.
Will you convey my -apologies to Mr. Thurston for what
lappened the night I'invited him to dine? I had drunk too
much champagne that night. . For my treatment of-you, I
can only plead necessity. You are a gallant sportsman,
senor, and a gentleman. I do. not profess to always be
serupulous, senor, but T assure you that I have done nothing
that [ was not compelled to do, for I am not my own master.
Caramba! When a man has a loaded pistol pointed at his

head he must obey !

“ Strangely enough, I have noticed that before,” said
Ching-Lung drily. “ Had I a pistol, I might be tempted to
try the experiment on you."

“Or even a powder-flask,” put in the Brazilian, with &
quick langh, **We were too smart for you there. You see
Liow much you are respected. If ever you come up the
Amazon, do not fail to pay me a visit, for I promise you a
right royal welcome.”

“ 1 may take you at vour word, and perhaps sooner than
vou think, senor, to ask for the coal you have borrowed. I
have a long memory for debts.”

He drank his coffee, and Paravalta sat silently twirling
his moustache with nervous fingers.

. “ You do not know Paul Guthrey ?'" he asked suddenly,

“ Only by reputation. They call him the mad millionaire,
T think; and from the little I do know, I should say he
deserves the title.” : ;

““* If a person is mad, senor, who makes up his mind never
to be beaten 1 what he attempts by any mortal man, then
Paul Guthrey is 2 maniac. He hag made up his mind to win
the Wlorida Cnp. He has his ships on every sea, and he
has visions of Hotillas of his airshups filling the air. Mind
vou, the airship he has built is a wonderful vessel, as such
vessels po.  Ho felt sure that he had solved the problem. I
do not profess to tell you how the secret of Ferrers Lord’s
airship reached him. The result of it is that I am here, and
you are here. Guthrey pulls the strings, and we are the
puppets. That is your madman.”

“And if he wins the Florida Cup he will treble his
millions 7' :

“t Bixactly! The stakes are nothing to him; 1t is what
comes afterwards. He will be the hero of the world, and
he loves notoriety. To win, he must cover the fifty-mile
course in the hour without descending. You shrug wvour
shoulders, senor, so it is plaii you do not know Paul
Guthrey.”

(A splendid Instalment of this grand serial next
Monday, Order your copy now,)

C'oo-ep !

hail, and Gan-Waga
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