Tue MASTER wHo stavep AT HOME !

Frank Richards.

Na. 321 Val 8. Auzust Tth, 1918,

T

"
T i rp——
-
= T

R AT,
L

I
=
” .J'i-_r‘.r; - -- -
. - -

=5

1 r
N
e

o T i i
e e e e e T
E o e e o e el
s A

Fj
= I
= =
F =

A
(]

St U

THE BOXING SCHOOL-MASTER'S KNOGK-OUT!

(A great scene in the splendid complete school tale in this issue.)
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THE MASTER WHO STAYED AT HOME!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Mr, Lascelles held a sheet of impot paper in his hand, bearing the words: * YOUR KING AND COUNTRY WANT
YOU!"™ *'Ifound this paper pinned to my chair,” be sald, in a quiet voice. ** Do any ol you know who placed
it there ?" (See Chapter 1.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. Lascelles, the mathematics master at Greyfriars, was

Why Not Larry? always affeetmnateljr alluded to as “Larry” by the
L ARRY lookas down in the mouth !” juniors, not in his hearing, of course.
h Bob Cherry of the Remove made that remark. Mr. Lascelles generally had a cheery nod and a smile

Harry Wharton & Co., the Famous Five of the  for the heroes of the Remove. But on this occasion
Greyfriars Remove, were chatting in the passage  he had passed them with a clouded brow, and did not
when Mr. Lascelles ps.ssed them. Mr. Lawrence seem %o have observed that they were there.
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He went into his study, and the door ﬂ:m% shut.

“ Something has happened to rufle the noble sereneful-
ness of the esteemed Larry,” remarked Hurree Singh.

“’Tain't all lavender being maths master,” said Frank
Nugent sapiently. *Just fancy trying to drive maths
into Bunter’s head, or Snoop's. And he's so jolly con-
ecientious that he gives them extra toot to make them
get on. Not that t?u:;f' appreciate it

The juniors grinned. All the fellows who got "extra
toot ” Emm Mr. Lascelles regarded it as a long-standing
grievance. The eluckers did mnot appreciate in the
slightest degree the conscientiousness of Larry. Skinner
and Snoop and Bunter and the other idlers could almost
have sung o “ Hymn of Hate ” about the mathematics
master A master who made them work and wasn't
satisficd unless they made eome progress was nol at all
to their liking.

“But it isn't the slackers who're worrying Larry
now,” said Johnny Bull. “ He's got some bigger worry
than that. He hasn’t looked his old self for a long
{ime.. I've mnoticed it. I wonder——" Johnny Bull
paused, and coloured a little,

“Well, what do you wonder?” asked Harry Wharten,
“What's the matter with Larry?™

“Well, I was thinking——" Johnny paused again.

“Get it off vour chest,” said Bob Cherry, encouragingly.
“If you've n thinking, old chap, it's worth while
telling us the result.” :

“Ase!” gaid Johony Bull. “I've been thinking—well,
it's rather a rotten thing tu think about such a splendid
chap as old Larry—but I couldn't help the thought
coming into my head—why don't he go?”

“Go!’ repeated Wharton.

i YE‘EaT'

“ Whither, O King?” asked Bob.

“To the front!” said Johnny Bull.

"Oh!”

A painful silence fell upon the Famous Five. Johuny
Bull was the first of the Co. to voice the common thought;
it had occurred to all of them. They had not cared to
utter it, but they could not help thinking it.

At a time when every fit man was needed to fizht for
King and country, what was Mr. Lascelles doing at
Ureyfriars?

e, was a young man, well under thirty, and splendidly
fit. It was by this time an open secret at Greyfriars that
he had earned his bread as a gentleman boxer, after
lcaving college, hefore he had been able to secure his
appointment at Greyfriars. He was exactly the man that
was wanted in the khaki line, and if he did not care to
rough it in the ranks there was ne doubt whatever that
he could obtain a commission if he chose. Why didn’t
he go?

Itgwa.-; a painful thought to the juniors, who admired
him immensely, and respected him without limit, Mr.
Lascelles had always been a hero in their eyes. The
fact that he had been through hard times, and had been
known us Larry Lynx, the boxer, in carlier days, only
added to his prestige in the eves of the juniors. The
Remove fellows had more respect for a perfectly fit man
and a splendid boxer than for the most tremendous
scholastic attainmentd. Until the war came they had
never seen a fault in Larry.

But now—why didn’t he zo? They didn’'t want to loze
him, as the eong says, but they thought he ought to
go. They tried not to think so, but the thonght would
come into their minds. No doubt Mr. Lascelles kuew his
own business best. Still, why didn't he go?

The same thouglt had occurred to many others, as
well as the Famous Five, Mr. Lascelles ?;'J.d enemies
among the juniors—fellows who liked to slack, and hated
anybody who made them work. Skinner and Snoop had
often indulged in eneeriug remarks. On any other
subject Harry Wharton & Co. would probably have
bumped the cads of the Remove for sneering at their
hero. But on that subject they had to bLe silent. For
when Skinner asked why he didn’t go the question found
an echo in their own hearts, though their tongues were
silent.

Mr. Blaine, the master of the Second Form, had gone;
he was the only master of military age at Greyfriara,
with the exception of Larry. Instead of directing the
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studies of the faga in the Second Form-room, Mr. Blaine
was fighting in Flandere under the old flag. Dicky
Nugent & Co. of the Second Form were enormously proud
of their Form-master now, though while he had been
with them they had often been heard to allude to him aa
a “beast.” But as Nugent minor said nobly he might
be a beast., but he was evidently a brave beast, and he
was doing his bit.

Why wasn’t Larry, who was younger and fitter than
Mr. Blaine, doing his bit, too? -

The five chums all looked very uncomfortable in the
silence that followed Johmny Bull's remark, Nebody
spoke for a few minutes.

“It’s his own business,” said Harry Wharton at last.

“I dare say he’s got jolly good reasons. We know he's
got heaps of pluck.”

Johuny Bull nodded.

“I mean, I think that's perha
in the mouth lately,” he said. *
what a lot of the gellnwﬁ think.”

“It's beastly,” said Nugent. “It would be rotten
without old Larry here, but—but he's not married, and
he's as fit as a fiddle, and—and why the thunder don’t
he go, I wonder?”

“Shush !” murmured Bob,

Mr. Lascellea's study door opened suddenly, The young
master appeared, and looked out into the passage. There
was a elight flush in his cheeks, and his dark eyes were
glinting.. He signed to the juniors,

" Come here!

The Famous Five came up, wondering what was
wanted. Mr. Lascelles held a sheet of impot paper in
his hand. The juniore reddened as they saw it. For
upon it was written in large letters:

“YOUR KING AND COUNTRY WANT YOU "

“I found thiz paper pinned to my armchair,” said Mr.
Lascelles, in a quiet voice, “Do you know who placed
it there?”

“ No, sir,” said Harry.

The rest of the Co. shook their heads. They could
guess; it was pretty certain that Skinner of the Remove
had done it, but they did not know,

" Some cad, sir,” said Bob Cherry.

Mr. Lascelles smiled slightly,

“The handwriting is disguised,” he said, * but I fancy
I recognise it. Kindly look for Skinmer of your Form
and send him to me.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Lascelles stepped back into the study. Harry
Wharton & Co. exchanged glances, and proceeded in
search of Skinner of the Hemove.

“It's a rotten trick,” said Nugent, in a low voice.
“It's queer that Larry doesn’t go, but whem a chap
doesn’'t go everybody ought to conclude that he's got a
eood reason. It's rotten to chip a fellow about staying.”

“Just like Skinner!” erowled Bob Cherry.

Harold Skinner was discovered in the Close. He was
the centre of a little crowd of Removites, who were
arinning. Skinner was evidently telling them one of his
little jokes, and the Famous Five could guess what it
was,

“You're wanted, Skinner,” said Wharton,

“Hallo, who wants me?”

“ Larry !

skinner looked uneasy.

“You don’t mean to say he knows——" he began.

“He's found a paper m his study, and he thinke he
knows the fist,” said Bob. " You're to go to him, If
you put it there I hope you'll get licked.”

“Why shouldu't I put it there? sneered Skinner,
“ Ain't there posters stuck up everywhere telling the
glackers that their King and country waut them?"

“Larry isn't a slacker.”

“Then why don’t he go?” jeered Snoop.

“ Better ask him " growled Johnny Bull,

“No need to ask Lim,” said Skinner. “He don't go
because he won't go. There's lots of his sort, skulking
at home while other men do their fighting for them.
What's a man doing, teaching in a school, when the
Germans ave trying %o get at us? There wouldn’t be a
school to teach m if the other fellows weren't keeping the
Hune froin burning it down |

why he looks down
suppose he can guess

T call it rotten!
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“You wanted cunscriptinn, and now you've got It' " {:huckled Bob Cherry.
we won't leave you wlth a whole !mne ln your body !’ * Tuw OW-0W 3 gasped Slciuuer. (See Chapter 8.)

“Oh, shut up!"” growled Bob Cherry uncomfortably.

The Famous Five turned away ; they were not inelined
to argue with Skinner. For once Skinner had the best of
the argument. There were plenty of middle-aged men
to take Mr. Lascelles’s place if he went. And even if
there were not, what did mathematics matter when it was
a guestion of keeping out the barbarians?

Skinner, with ecowling brow, took his way to Mr.
Lascelles's study. Skinner was qmtp satistied that he was
justified in his proceedings, but his palms tingled in
unticipation as he entered Mr. Lascelles’s room.

— s

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Remove Means Business!

R. LASCELLES was standing by his table with the
M olfending paper in his h: and. His face was gquite
calm. His clear, steady eyes turned upon Skinner

with a glance that mads him feel extremely un-
comfortable, Skinner detested the mathematics master,
chiefly becanse Mr. Lascelles made him work. Dut he
could not maintain, even to himself, that Larrv looked

anything like a slacker or a funk. A generous-minded

Id.d would have believed that Larry had powerful personal
T'He Macxer Lisrary.—No. 39L

i

“ You're gulng to enlist, Skinny, or

reasons keeping him from joining the kbaki line, Dut
skinner never erred on the side of generosity.

Mr. Lascelles held out the pa

*“Ihd vou write this, Skinner?”’

Skinner drew a duep breath. He could see that hia
hand had been recogmised, though be had attempted to
l]thHL‘-L‘ it. Larry’s eyes were very keen,

“Yes, sir,” said ﬁLluner, as l_ruldh as he could.

" You placed 1t in my study®"

e lL':r, sir.

“Are you aware, Skinner, that such an af:tmn towards
vour master is E‘hwidn -r!w impertinent

Sskinner looked sullen.

“1 meant it as a good turn, si
of the fellows are thinking i

“*You need not hr]l me wunat the boys are thinking,”
said Mr. Lascelles, “It appears that you have formed
certain views concerning me, and vou have felt bound
to acquaint me with 'rln:m You should have known,
Skinner, that I am perfectly aware of what is due from
me to my King and country without any hints from a

junior in the T.mur Ffm;th Form. "
“We all think

“ Neither can I helieve that your motive was gocd,
Skinner. You have played ill-natured tricks upon me

r,” he explained. * Lota

CREAT SUMMER DCUBLE NUMBER NEXT MONDAY. ORDER .TO-DAY!
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before, T presume, because T will not encourage or allow

slacking among the pupils under my charge. 1 shall

punish you for this fresh example of insolence, Skinner.”
Skinner set his teeth.

“Very well, sir. I'm not afraid.”

Mr. Lascelles’s eyes gleamed for a moment. Skinner
had laid stress upon the personal promoun in a very
significant manner. He felt that it was worth a caning
to rag the mathematics master to his face.

“Hold out vour hand, Skinner.”

“Certainly, sir. If I were old enongh I should be at
tho front now.”

“1 hope that statement is correct, Skinmer, thoneh T
have my doubts. ITowever, that need not he discussed,”

Mr. Lascelles took up his cane.

Swish ! Swish!

“Ow! Wow!" mumbled Skinner,

“You may go!"

Skinner went. His eyes were burning as he tramped
tlown the passage with his hands tucked under his arms.
The door closed after him. and then, when he wae alone,
the calmness was gone from Mr. Lascelles’s face. He
?ulﬂg himself into a chair, with a troubled, harassed
ook,

“The boy is right !"" he muttered. “ e is insolent and
mean, but what he has =aid is true—my King and
country need me. And 1 cannot g_‘ﬂl But—but how
iong shall I be able to endure this?

e rose restlessly and began to pace his study.

Skinner, rubbing his hands savagelv, rejoined the
juniors in the Close. They gave him sympathetic looks.
Their feeling was ¢uite on Skinuer's side.

“ Licked?"” asked Belsover major,

“Yes,” growled Skinner.

“It's rotten! If he wants to lick anybody why can’t
he go and help lick the P’russians:” said Ogilvy.

“Jolly good reason, he can’t!” sneered Smoop. “He
ain’t afraid of Skinmer, but he’s jolly well afraid of
the Huns.”

“"Fank!” said Bolsover major. “ Why, my nucle’s
gone, and he's twenty veare older than Lascelles, and
was wounded in South Afrvica. Dol Cherry’s father's
at the fromt, and he’s a regular eold codger. Even
Wharton's uncle has gone, though he’s ncarly as old
as Methuselah. Tverybody's gone, or going, aud here's
a young man sticking at home letting other men protect
him. Shame!”

“ Shame!” echoed ihe juniors.

“We'll jolly well let him kwvew what we think of
him, anyway!"” snarled Skinner. “T call it a disgrace
to Greyfriars, having a young man here teaching mathe-
matics, He’'s disgracing the school. Ponsenhy of High-
cliffe asked me the other day whether he had gone,
Ponsonby's got a brother at the fromt. [ think the
whole school ought to take the matter up and shame him
into going.”

“The Head oucht to sack him,” said DBulstrode.

“(Oh, rats!” said Squiff. the Aunstralian junior. *If
he won't go, it's his own business.  He may have
family reasons.”

“Hot! He's eingle.”

“And an orphan, too,” =aid Snoop. “We all krow
he's got no parents. He's got a sister, that's all.”

“Just the man who ought to go,” said Morgan.
“ Hardly anybody to miss him if he got potted.”

“The school onght to take it up,” repeated Skinner,
“And the Remove ought to lead the wayv, Let’s heold a
meeting.  We'll call on Wharton, as captain of the
Form, to preside.”

““Ha, ha, ha!l'"

“He backs the rotier up through thick and thin,”
growled Skinner; "“but be caw’t back bim wp in
shirking.”

“Good egg! Tet's make Wharton take a hand,”
chirruped Snoop delightedly.

- "1 guess something ought to be done,” remarked
Fisher T. Fish, the American junior. "1 guess—--"

“Oh, you shut wp!” said Bolsover major. " You're
only a rotten mneutral.”

“1I guess if the Yewnited States were at war there
wouldu't be any slackers,” said Fisher 1. Fish disdain-
fully. “We'd just wade in, sir, and wipe 'em out.”

“ Iver read your own history:” asked Mark Liuley.
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“Then don’t gas!" said the Lancashire junior coolly.
“1've read the history of your civil war. You couldn’t
get your men to fight, and you had to get con=cription
to make them.”

“I—I guees,” said Fisher T, Tish, somewhat taken
aback—"I—I guess it would be a bit different now. I
guess the Americans, sir, wonld roll up in their millions
and—and &

" And gas!” said Bolsover major,
anything else.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!"*

“Why, you jay—-

“ They're volling up in their millions now, and letting
the Germans sink their Elfljpﬁ " grinned Skinner. * They
roll up and scad Notes. There isn’t a blessed country
in the world your President hasn’t sent a Note to, [
believe if the Germans hembarded New York they'd only
get a Note sent to them in return. You can go and
cat coke, Fishy "

“I guess——"

“Oh, cheese it!” said Bolsover. “Let's go and sce
Wharton, and make him take the lead, He's captlain
of the Form, and he ought to.”

The Removites crowded away to No. 1 Study. Skinner
& Co. were greatly delighted at the idea of making
Harry Wharton take the lead in a demonstration against
Larry; and the other fellows, who did not agree with
Skinner in anything else, agreed with him on this point.
liven fellows who had always liked and admived Larr
felt that he ought to go, and that if he wouldn't po, he
ought to be made to go by public opinion. As Bolsover
mdignantly remarked, it was fellows like Lascelles who
brought the danger of conseription upon the country-——
@ rotten German institution in itself, but the only way
of muking the slackers buck up. :

The Famous Five had gone to No. 1 Study to tea.
They were at tea when the door was thrown open and
the crowd arrived.

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, looking
at the new arrivals in surprise, “What's the row?
Have the Germans landed?”

“They jolly well would if evervbody were like vour
faveurite Larry!" sacered Skinner, : i

“Oh, ring off "

“There's hardly a voung man left in the village,”
said Skinner. " All the Fiiardale cricket elub have
gone.  All the shop-assistants who were young enough.
And here’s Lascelles still hanging ou.”

“Have you come here to tell us that:” demanded
Wharton angrily, “We're fed up with the subject,
Clear off I"

Bolsover major brought his big fist down on the table
with a bang that made the erockery dance.

2 E;uﬁ}van‘r_ you!" he said emphatically,

84

“ You eall yourself captain of the Pemove, Wharton ™

“1 am captain of the Remove,” said Harry quietly,
“The whole Form is going to shame Lascelles into going,
and we want you to call a meeting and preside.”

“Hear, hear!"”

Wharton flushed,

" Well, if you're captain, you've got to take the lead.”

" Well, I won't do 1t."” he said tersely.

“Why not?"

¥ Because it's a rotten cheek to rag anybedy inte
enlisting. If a man don’t go, it's because——-"2

" Because he’s a slacker or a funk.”

“No! I don’t believe there's a man in Ingland who's
afraid of the Germans,” said Wharton. *That’s all
silly vot. If a man don't go, it's because he can’t go.
I don’t say I know Larry's reasone. But I know they
must be jolly good omnes, vr Le'd go.”

“They wouldn't do

¥

* Rats "

“Rot 1"

“ Bosh !"

“1 say, you fellows,” piped Billy Bunter, Wlinking into
the study through his big spectacles. " I'll preeide at

the meeting if you like, think the beast ought to go.
Why, if he went, that wonld be an end of extra toot.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“And lote of us lhave got extra toot,” said Dunter.
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“ and there are a lot of impots out. We shouldn’t have
to do them if Laszcelles weren't here to ask for them. lle
ought to go.”

“You silly ass!” shouted Bob Cherry. “Do you think
Larry ought to enlist, so that you can slack at
mathematics "

“Ha, ha; ha!"

“If I were old enough I'd jolly well go!” snorted
Dunter. “I'd insist on being sent into the fighting-line
immediately. 1'd 2

“You'd be some use as a battering-ram,” remarked
Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“'Nuff jaw!" snapped Bolsover major. * Look here,
Wharton, you're wanted, if you call yourself captain of
the Form. Are you going to call that meeting?”

L1 Nﬂ!"

“Then we'll jolly well do it without you.”

“Rats!”

“So you're backing up that shirker, are you?" roared
Bolsover.

“Go and eat eoke!”

“Oh, come on!" said Bolsover savagely. “This study
is fond of slackers, I'm not. Let’s call all the fellows
together in the Rag. We’'ll pass a resolution and send
it to Lascelles.”

“Oh!”

- You'll get licked,” said Nugent.

" “I'm not” afraid of a licking. Iet him lick me, and
I'll tell him plain eénough what I think of him,” snorted
Bolsover. “I'll tell him my opinion
of a fellow who licks schoolboys when
he ought to be licking the Germans.
Come on!”

Bolsover tramped away, and the
juniors crowded after him in great
excitement. Bob Cherry kicked the
study door shut.

“There's going to be trouble,” he re-
marked. ' '

Wharton knitted his brows,

“It's rotten to go for Larry like
this!"” he exclaimed. “ 1 know he must
have some jolly good reason for stay-
ing. It's cheek, and jolly i

/

mean, too!

“The cheekfulness is terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the esteemed duffers mean busi-
ness.”

“Silly asses!” growled Boh Cherry.
“Anyway, we're jolly well not going to take a hand
arainst old Larry.”

To which all the Co. assented. Their loyalty was being
put to a ecvere test; but it stood the strain. Whatever
reason might be keeping Mr. Lascelles at home, when
he was needed at the front, they were prepared to
believe that it was a good one, and they were ready to
back up Larry as of old.

fHE THIRD CHAPTER.

Mucked Up!
OW, then—"
“QOrder !
“ Hear, hear!”

“Shut  up!”
speakinz.”

“ Bow-wow !

“Go it!”

Bolsover major jumped on a chair in the Rag. That
celebrated apartment was crowded. Most of the Remove
were there, and Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Fourth,
Lad come in. They were quite in sympathy with the object
of tha meeting, though., as a rule, not much in agree-
ment with the Ilemove.

Everybody seemed to be smitten with a desire to speak,
Lut Bolsover's bull-voice dominated the meeting. The
bully of the Remove was monarch of all he surveyed
in the absence of Harry Wharton & Co,

“ Gentlemen, there's no need for a lot of jaw !” ghouted
Bolsover. * You all know what we've met for——"

“ Hear, hear!”

“ There's a shirker in the school

“Shame !"
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“ A man who stays at home while every fellow is wanted
at the front, and licks juniors instead of licking Germans.
(‘hap who teaches maths when he ought to helping
to teach the Kaiser manners.”

|H

“ Bravo!

“Quite eloquent, bedad!” remarked Lord Mauleverss
“(Go it, Bolsover!”

“On the bawl!” grinned Skinner.

“Gentlemen, I put it to the meeting that this slacker
cught to be made to go! If he went—"

“Wge gliouldn't have to do our impots if he went at
once,” came Billy Bunter's voice from the crowd.

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“0Oh, reallv, Boisover—— .

“We're meeting here from patriotic motives, not from
any rotten wish to get out of doing impots!” roared
Bolsover.

“0Oh, are we?” murmured Skinner.

““ And not because we're up against Lascelles on account
of his being a nigger-driving rotter %

“Ahem !’

“What are you mumbling, Skinner:"

* Applause, old chap. 2

b3

(iet on!

“ All personal motives,” went on DBolsover, “are set
aside.

It's merely a guestion of patriotism and duty.”
“Oh, my hat!”

. Laace]ﬁes ought to go——"

““ Hear, hear'”

“While he stays slacking at home
it's a slur and a disgrace npon the good
name of Greyfriars——"

“ Well hit!"

“And if he won't go, we're going to
make him go!”’

“ Bravo !”

“The force of public opinion will
do it. Gentlemen, I put the resolution
to this meeting: HResolved, that
Lascelles has got to go——"

“ Passed unanimously !”

“Nem con!”

“* Hooray !

“And T further suggest that this
resolution be written gﬂwn, signed by

all onr names, and handed personally

/

/

to Mr. Lascelles!”

“Great Scott!”

*0hl!”

“Catch me!” eaid SnBop. “ Why, we'd get the licking
of our lives!”

“I say, you fellows, why not send it by post, without
signing it——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 tell you it’d going to bhe signed and presentzd to
Lascelles by all of us, in a bedy!" said Bolsover major.

“ Rot !"

“And T'll jolly well lick any fellow who objects!”
roared Bolsover.

“I guess I'm off,” murmured Fisher T. Fish, and he
glid away for the door. ;

“Come back, Fishy!"”

“1 gurss I've got an engagement.”

“Will you come back, vou funk?"

* Nope !"

Fishv's hand was on the door when Bolsover, jumping
down from the chair, made a rush after him and caught
him by the shoulder. The Yanke¢ schoolboy was swung
hack into the room in Bolsover's powerful grip.

“ You'll stay there!” said Bolsover grimly. * Nobody's
going out of this room, without having a fight on his
hauds, till that resolutien's signed all round.”

“ Lock here——" began Temple of the Fourth, rather
repenting him that he had attended the meeting. But
the Remove bully interrupted the captain of the Fourth
ruthleassly.

“You cheese it'!
with the rest!”

“I jolly well won't!” said Ceeil Reginald Temple.
“Not for Joseph! There's a limit, anfl that's the limit "

“Do you want a thick ear, Temple?”

You've got to put your name down

5
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“Oh, draw it mild, Bolsover!” said Ogilvy. “We
didn’t come here to be bullied by you, don’t you know!”

“I guess I'm not standing it!” eaid Fisher T. Fish.
“You can’t bully a free American citizen. 1 guess I'll
make putato-aﬂapings of yvou if you don’t let me vamoose
th: ranch instanter!”

Bolsover major took the Yankee schoolboy by the
collar and shook him. Fisher T. Fish felt his very teeth
rattling in his head.

“Yarooh!” he roared. “Leggo! I guess I'll sealp.
you! Yow! If I get my mad up I guess there won't be
a greasespot left of you, you jay! Yurroooh! Leggol”

" Are you going to sign?’

“Nope! Yow-ow-ow-ow! I mean yep!” gasped the un-
happy Fish. *“Yooop! Leggo! 1 guaﬂs%'ll sign any-
thing you like—any old thing! Oh, Jerusalem !

“Now, you funky wasters began Bolsover.

“Rush him!" shouted Templ:,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Here, I say, hands oft! I'll—I’ll Oh, my hat!”

Boleover major’s high-handed proceedings came to a
sudden stop. Temple & Co. of the Fourth rushed him
over, and the burly Removite sprawled on the floor, with
the Fourth-Formers sprawling over him.

“Bump him !" velled Temple. " We'll show a Remove
fag if he can bully ue! Bump him baldheaded !”

“Oh, rather!” chuckled Dabney.

" Rescue !” shrieked Bolsover.

Bump! Bump! Bump !

“Oh, erumbs! Oh, ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

“Cave!” yelled Micky Desmond.

The door of the Rag was thrown open, and Wingate
of the Sixth stepped in, with Courtney behind him. The
two prefects had canes in their hands. Junior meetings
in the Rag not infrequently brought prefects to the spot.
And the din of this meeting could be heard all over
Greyfriars.

" Stop that row !” shouted Wingate angrily.
at once! Now, what's all this about?”

Temple & Co. released Boleover major, who staggered

¥

“Stop it

breathlessly to his feet. He was very dishevelled and
very dusty.

“My hat, I'll smash ‘em! I'll—"

“You'll keep order,” said Wingate sharply. * Now,

thed, what's the trouble? Do you know it sounds like
pandemonium here?”

“It's a meeting!” growled Bolsover major.
funky rotters objected to signing the resolution.
going to make 'em.”

“Oh! And what's the resoluti®h?’ asked Wingate.

There was a pause. Then the gentle voice of Alonzo
Todd, the Duffer of Greyfriars, was heard.

“My dear Bolsover, perhaps upon reflection you will
rcalise that it is somewhat i1mpertinent to send such a
resolution to Mr. Lascelles. T am sure that my Uncle
Benjamin would not approve of it. My dear Wingate—
Yow-ow-ow !” concluded Alonze suddenly as Cousin Peter
stamped on his foot.

“Shut up, vou silly ass!” growled Peter Todd.

“Yow! Oh, dear!”

The face of the captain of Greyfriars had become very
aorim,

“Those
1'm

“So .you were goiny to send a resolution te Mr. .

Lascelles, Bolsover! Tell me what it was about—sharp ™

“You know jolly well,” sail Boleover sullenly., * Q‘h'ﬂ
think he ought to be at the front, und we're jolly well
going to tell him so!”

“Oh!” said Wingate. “Weli, I've never heard that
it's the duty of a kid in the Lower Fourth to lecture a
master. I suggest that you'd do better to mind your
own business, Bolsover. To impress that hint en your
mind I'll give you a licking Hold out your hand.”

“* Look here &

“Hold out your hand, sharp!”

The eyes of all the juniors were upon Bolsover, The
bully of the Ilemove sct his teeth, and put his hands
behind him.

“You heard me, Bolsover®™

“I'm not going to be caned.”

“Oh'!" said Wingate.

He made a &tride towards the burly Removite, and
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grasped his collar. Bolsover struggled, but burly as
he was, he was an infant in the grasp of the big Sixth-

Former. Wingate twisted him over the table, and laid
on w‘ith the cane.
Swish ! Swish! Swish! Whack! Whack! Whack!

The dust rose from Bolsover’s trousers, and wild yells
from Bolsover, as he wriggled under the castigation.

Wingate caned him 'l;iTjir is arm was tired, the juniors
looking on quite unsympathetically. The Remove bully’s
methods were a little too Hunnish to meet with their
approval, -

“Now,” said Wingate, as he released Bolsover major,
who scrambled off the table crimson and furious. * Let’s
have no more of this. Mind, if there’s another cheeky
word about Mr. Lascelles it means a licking, and a real
good one. Just bear that in mind, all of you. And no
more row here, please.”

Wingate departed with Courtney. The meeting was
over; the juniors crowded out of the Rag, leaving
Bolsover major groaning. It was a long time since the
bully of the Remove had received such a licking.

But when Wingate and Courtney had returned to the
former’s study, tﬁey looked at one another very gqueerly.
Wingate threw his cane on the table, and whistled.

“ Discipline must be looked after,” he remarked,

Courtney nodded. .

h‘H They can’t be allowed to cheek a master and rag

im,

“Quite so!” agreed Courtney.

“But—" added Wingate.

" But——"" grinned Courtney.

“It's jolly queer,” said the captain of Greyfriars.
“Bolsover i3 a cheeky rat, and wanted a lickin hadI;;
but—but there’s something in the young rascals’ point
of wew. Why doesn’t Lascelles go, I wonder?”

“I wonder !" echoed his chum,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor for Larry!

" ALLO, hallo, hallo! Sawyer, by Jove!”
H It was a couple of daye after the meeting in
the Rag.
Since that meeting Skinner & Co. had been
lying somewhat low.

Their rancour against Mr. Lascellss was not appeased.
But the meeting had been so lamentable a failure that
they were discouraged. Bolsover major had taken the
bit in his teeth, so to si:ieak, and spoiled everything.

Even Skinner wasn't inclined to sign his name upon
an ineulting reeolution, and present it personally to the
voung mathematics master. That was a little past the
limit. Skinner had too much regard for his own skin.

It was agreed by the juniors that Bolsover major had
mucked up everything. Temple & Co. of the Fourth
refused to have anything more to do with the matter.
They were fed up with Bolsover and his methods.

It was agreed, too, that Wharten ought to have taken
the lead, and then matters would have gone well enough.
The feeling was very etrong in the Remove om that
gubject. Not only slackers %:il-:* Skinner and Snoop, but
much better fellows, were of opinion that pressure ought
to be brought to bear upon Larry.

But as the enterprise had led to a “muck-up,” the
matter had dropped for the present, though it was ceriain
to Le revived., .

Harry Wharton & Co. found themselves somewhat
unpopular in consequence. They had set themselves
against the current of public opinion in their Form, and
that naturally was not liked. .

The Famons Five were a little werried. They were
backing up Larry, as they termed it, but they id not
feel quite easy in their mind:, They would have been
immensely relieved if they could have seen their favourite
master in khaki,

What reason could be holding him back? They knew
he had plenty of pluck; they knew he was not a slacker,
Wae it that he did not care to give up his hard-won posi-
tion at Greyfriars? Certainly it would have been a great
gacrifice. Harry Wharton & Co. knew more than most of
the fellows of Mr. Lascelles's affairs. They knew that he
had had a successful and brilliant career at his university,
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but that after he had left it he had had very hard times.
Want of money and want of influence had prevented him
from turning his gifts to account ; in the over-crowded
rofession he had adopted there were many more candi-
than ts. _
albﬁd l‘:ﬁe nﬁ?ﬂheen able to turn to account in the humqg
ring his knowledge of the manly art, and his splendi
hysical fitness, his fate might have been very hard.
ut as Larry Lynx, the boxer, he had had great success,
though he had thrown up a successful career In the Ring
as éoon as the offer of a position at Greyfriars came his
way, through the influence of his old friend, Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove. _ _

If he abandoned that %}Uﬂl‘t;ﬂll to do his duty to his
King and country it would be abandoning what he had
waited and hoped for for years, and barely secured ab
lagt. True, Dr. Locke would certainly have welcomed
him baek after the war, and reinstated him, only filling
his place temporarily. That could not be doubted. Im
that he would be more fortunate tham many a brave
fellow, who had given up everything to fight for his
country, only too certain that his “ job ™ would be bagged
when he came home. _ ‘

But he might come back from the stricken field, in-
capacitated for his position—sorely wounded, perhapa
crippled for life. That would be an end to his career
as a public school master.

Was that why he hesitated? . G =

It was a powerful reason certainly, but the juniors
could not help feeling that it was not enough, if that was
his reason. For in that he would be rumning only the
same risk as thousands of others. After the war there
would be many old soldiers wh+ had lost their jobs—
many, perhaps, who would find their places filled by
Germans! The young master had no right to kick
against risks that were taken every day by other men,

The chums of the Remove tried to dismiss the matter
frem their minds. Mr. Lascelles had always been a hero
in their eyes, and they could not bear to think that he was
influenced by amall and selfish motives.

They were talking cricket in the Close that afternoon,
when a broken-nosed gentleman, with a spotted muffler
that could be seen across the Close, and a bowler-hat
tilted rakishly on the side of his head, came in at the

ates.

’ The Famous Five recognised him at once. They had
geen that broken-nosed gentleman before.

“Sawyer, by gum!” said Nugent. o

Mr. Sawyer nodded and grinned to the juniors as he
came across the Close. He paused a moment, to fan
his fat and perspiring face with a red handkerchief.

“'Arternoon !” said Mr. Sawyer

“ Good-afternoon, Mr. Sawyer!” said Wharton, with a
smile.

Time had been when the chums of the Remove had been
on the warpath with Mr. Sawyer. For that gentleman,
with his remarkable nose, was an old “pug,” and had
been Mr. Lascelles’s trainer when the mathematics master
was a shining light of the Ring, under the name of Larry
Lynx. And when Larry Lynx had thrown up the ring to
take a position at Greyfriars, the old trainer had been
guite desperate—to such an extent that he had tried to
kidnap Mr. Lascelles, and by thav drastic means to get
him back to his old life.  And at that time Harry
Wharton & Co. had chipped in and extracted their
favourite master from Mr. Sawyer’s clutches.

Mr. Sawyer's grin showed that he was thinking of
those past incidents as he greeted the Famous Five. He
had been quite knocked out on that occasion, but the old
pug did not bear malice.

“Larry at 'ome?" he asked.

“ He's in his study,” said Bob Cherry.

Mr. Sawyer chuckled.

“That's orlricht,” he said.
Larry on business.”

And Mr. Sawyer marched on to the Schoo! House, where
he was greeted with stares by all the fellows who saw
him.

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

“Must be a duffer to come here to see Larry,” he
remarked. “Larry don't want it exactly shouied from
the housetops that he used to be in the ring.”

“There isn't much secret about if mow, since Skinner
nozed it all out,” said Harry Wharton. “ Sawyer's been
here hefore, too. T wonder what he wants? He can’t
be after kidnapping Larry again.”
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“Ha, ha! I should say not.”

“1 say, you fellows—" _ .

Billy Bunter rolled up to the Famous Five, looking
very excited. His little, round eyes were gleaming behind
his zlasses.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

“1 say, have you seen him?" ejaculated Dunter.
“Sawyer, you know; that old prize-fighter. He's just
gone into Lascelles’s study.”

*Well ™

“Skinner says——"

“ Blow Skinner!™

“He says that means that Lascelles is still boxing, you
know,” said Bunter, blinking at them. *“He says it’s
disgraceful, you know, prize-fighters coming here to sece
a Greyfriars master. He says——"

““ For mercy’s sake, don't tell us all that Skinner says!”
implored Johpny Bull.

*“Oh, really, Bull, he says that somebody ought to go
and tell the Head, so that the Head can c¢atch Sawyer
here.”

“Rats!"

“ And he savs

Bnt Billy Bunter had no time to relate all that Skinner
had said. Bob Cherry sat him down in the quad, and
flattened his cap over his spectacles, and the chums of
the Remove walked away, and left him snorting.

Skinner met them near the door of the School House.
Skinner was looking excited.

“You know Sawyer's come:" he began.

“Yes, you worm:" said Bob Cherry politely.

“You know it was understood that Lascelles had

chucked buxing. Look here, if the Head could be told——
Yarooooooop ! .

Skinner found himself bumped down upon the hard,
unsympathetic ground. The Famous Five passed on, and
Skinner scrambled up and shook his fist after them. But

Harold Skinner was not to be beaten. He spotted Lord
Mauleverer in the Close, and bore down on him.

“ Mauly, old man, will you do me a favour?"

Lord Mauleverer yawned.

“How much?” he asked.

“ Fathead, I'm not asking you to lend me any money !”
growled Skinner.

His lordship looked relieved.

“Begad, ain't you? Good!”

“Will you buzz off to the Head’s study and tell him
Mr. Lascelles desires to see if, if he can come to his
study?”

i Nﬂ'.-"

“Why not?”

“Too much fag."

Lord Mauleverer strolled away, and Skinner snapped
his teeth. He wanted very much to get the Hcad to
visit Mr. Lascelles’s study while the old pug was there.
It would mean trouble for Lascelles, he was sure.
Although the Head had overlooked the previous carecer
of his mathematics master, certainly he could not be
pleased to learn that Mr. Lascelles was visited at the
school by his old comrades of the ring. But Skinner,
in his usual cautious way, did not wish to mix himself
up in the matter. He preferred to find a catspaw,

* Bunter, old man.”

Billy Bunter was dusting his “bags.” He suspended
that operation for a moment to blink at Skinner.
Skinner's excessively friendly manner made him
suspicious.

“I'm stony!” he grunted.

Skinner snorted. It was really very annoying that
everybody should suppose that he wanted to borrow
money when he happened to speak in a friendly way.

“Mr. Lascelles wants to see the Head.”

“Does he?” said Bunter.

“Yes; and if you'll go to the Head—"

“ What for?”

“Just to tell him that Mr, Lascellea would be obliged
if he could step into his study for a few minutes.”

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Try Alonzo!™ he said.

“Eh? What do you mean?” demanded Skinner.
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“Alonzo’s green enough, and T ain’t explained
Bunter.

Skinner scowled, but he took Bunter’'s advice. He
laoked for Alonzo Todd, and found him .din the Cloge.
Alonzo was seated on a hench under the elms, perusing
the latest report on missionary effort in the Gooby-Dooby
Islands—a very interesting subject to the Duffer of
Greyfriars.

“Will you take a message from Mr. Lascelles to the
Head, Lonzy ' asked Skinner affably.

‘“Certainly, my dear Skinner!” said the unsuspicious
Alonzo.

“Tell him that Mr. Lascelles respectfully requests him
to step into his study, if he can spare a few minutes.”

“With pleasure, Skinner!”

Alonzo tucked his book under his arm, and toddled
away. Skinner chuckled. He had no doubt that the
Head would accede to the supposed request of the mathe-
matics master. He would find the weather-beaten,
searred, broken-nosed old pugilist in confabulation with
Mr. Lascelles. And then, Skinner joyfully anticipated,
there would be trouble for his old enemy.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Not a Success!
ICKED:!”

L Bob Cherry asked that question sympathetic-
ally as he spotted Alonzo Todd coming away from
the Head’s study.

Alonzo shook his head, with a look of mild surprise.

“ Not at all, my dear Cherry! I have simp:,r been

to the Head with a message from Mr. Lascelles.”

“ A message from Larry!” exclaimed Bob.

“ Yes. Skinner gave it to me."”

“ Skinner !” FeIled Bob.

* Certainly !

“0Oh, you ass!"” said Peter Todd. “ Oh, you duffer!”

“My dear Peter,” said Alonzo gently, “ my Uncle Ben-
jamin has always impressed upon me to be obliging and
kind to my dear schoolfellows——"

“\What was the message:” demanded Harry Wharton
uneasily.

“ Mr. Lascelles requestied the Head to step into his
study for a few minutes.”

“(h: crumbs!”

“ And Sawyer’s there!” ejaculated Johnny Bull.

The chums of the Remove looked dismayed. They, as
well as Skinner, anticipated unpleasaniness for the mathe-
matics master if the Head found the scarred old pug . in
the study. They knew of the pledge that Mr. Lascelles
had given Dr. Locke—that his old life was over and dona
with, that he had broken completely with his former
associations.

“The cad!” muttered Nugent. “He's done this to
cause Larry trouble. Sawyer was a silly ass to come here.
What on earth will the Head think of him?”

“Shush! Here comes the Head!”

Dr. Locke came rustling down the passage, with a
kind smile to the juniors as he passed them. He took
his way Lo Lascelles’s study.

“The fat’s in the fire now!” said Wharton.

“The fatfulness in the five is terrific!” said Hurree
Singh. *“But the bumpfulness of the caddish Skinner
i3 the proper caper. The esteemed Head will be
infuriated when he sees the estimable Sawyer.”

“Ile will be ratty,” said Nugent. *“We'll skin
Skinner |”

The juniors followed the Head down the passage at a
safe distance. They were very uneasy for Mr. Lascelles,
The want of tact on the part of his old trainer might
have quite unpleasant consequences for him. They
sighted Skinner in the passage, and several of his friends,
They had come to see t.tm result of the Head's visit tp the
mathematics master. _

Bob Cherry shook his fist at Skinner, just as the Head
stopped to tap at Mr. Lascelles’s door and open it. The
Head glanced round, and Bob Cherry’s face became
erimson. Dr. Locke clevated his eyebrows a little, as he
saw Bob's unfortunate demonstration, and stepped into
Mr. Lascelles’s study. )

Through the wide-open door, the juniors saw Mr.
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Lascelles rise to his fect, and Mr, Sawyer detach himself
from an armchair, and jump up, touching his straggling
forelock to the doctor.

The Head looked a little curiously at the broken-nosed
gentleman. :

“ Arternoon, sir!” said Mr. Sawyer cheerfully,

“Ahem! I have mot the pleasure——"

The jumiors held their breath.

“This 1s Mr. BSawyer, sir,” said the mathematics
master.
“Ah! How do you do, Mr. Sawyer?"

“Right as rain, barring a touch of the reoomytiz,” said
Mr. Bawyer affably. *“ Which I'm prond and honoured
to make your acquaintance, sir, and any little ’elp I can
give in the affair on "and, will be given willing and with
a good ‘eart.”

*This is very kind of you, Mr, Saw;,’er.”

“Don’t mench, sir. ;'d do anything for Larry, and
for any friend of Larry’s. 'Sides, ain’t it a patriotic
biz?"" asked Mr. Sawyer. *“ Ain’t we all patriots now?
You put me down, sir, for anything I can do.”

“1 am glad you sent for me, Mr. Lascelles o

Myr. Lascelles looked surprised,

“I was about to bring Mr. Sawyer to sce you, sir,” he
replied. " But since you have kindly come to my
study——"

“Did yon not send Todd to request me to do so?” said
the Head, frowning a little. *I have perhaps interrupted
F'ﬂ‘u.n

“Not er tall, sir,” said Mr. Sawyer, beaming—" not er
tall. T was torkin' to Larry about the time when he
downed the Rermondsey Chicken, sir, that's orl. We was
‘aving a little tork about old times afore Larry intro-
juiced me, sir.”

“Quite so, quite so; and I regret T have interruffed
vou,” said the Head. *“This is very odd, for Todd
certainly brought me a message which he stated came
from you, Mr. Lascelles. You say you did not send him?”

“ No, sir.”

“Very well. I shall speak to Todd. You will, perhaps,
bring Mr. Sawyer to my study when convenient to you
to do so0.”

“Yery well, sir.”

Or. Locke stepped ocut of the study, and closed the
door. There was a frown of deep annoyance upon his
face.

The juniors had been glued to the spot, as it were, in
their anxiety for Larry, and their wonder as to how the
interview wonld terminate. Its unexpected termination
gurprised and relieved them. Amazing as it was, Mr,
Sawver had evidently come to- Greyfriars to see the
Head as well as Mr. Lascelles, and in the “affair” he
menticned he was concerned with Dr. Locke.

Bob Cherry grinned cheerfully.

“Skinny's put his foot into it this time,” he remarked.
“There's no troukie for Larry; but I fancy there is going
to be trouble for Skinner.” '

“Or for Lonzy!" growled Peter Todd.

“My dear Peter-—"

The Head paused in the passage and beckoned to Alonze
Todd., The Dufter of Greyfriars approaclhied him without
a tremor, The good Alonze was quite uncénscious of
wrongdoing. Skioner made a desperate signal to him
from behind the Head, but Alonzo was not very quick of
wit, and he did not understand.

Skinner was very anxions that his name should not be
mentioned, and if Alonzo had understood that he would
have kept it dark. But the extraordinary faces Skinner
was making conveyed no meaning to Alonzo. Supposing
that the message had been given to him in geod faith, he
did not comprehend the uneasiness of the humorist of
the Remove.

“Todd " said Dr. Locke sternly. “You came with a
message to me, purporting to come from Mr. Lascelles.”

" Yes, sir.”

“Mr. Lascelles did not send that message.”

“Chl!"

“What do you mean, Todd, by manunfacturing a
messtige, to give to me the trouble of coming here:”

“I—I—T did not manufacture the message, I assure
von, =ir,” said the dismayed Alonzo., “ There appears to
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mistake. Mr. Lascelles certainly sent the

|

L2 some
message.’

“* What?"

“Skinner will tell you the same, sir.”

Skinner made a perfectly horrible face at Alonzo, in
his eagerness to impress upon the Dufler of Greyfriars
the necessity of caution,

Unfortunately, it had quite an undesired effect upon
Alonzo. He gazed past the Head at Skioner in great
alarm,

“My dear Skinner, you are ill!" hie exelaimed. “ You
must be going to have a fit, Skinner, your face is twisted
go dreadfully.”

The Head looked round sharply,

“ Why are you making faces at Todd, Skinner*”

“ I, sir?” stuttered Skinner. “I—I wasn't, sir! Naot
at all, sir, I—I was just smiling at him, sir.”

lob Cherry nearly exploded as Skinner made that ex-

lanation. There was a chuckle from down the passare,
Dr. Locke looked round, frowning,

“Silence ! he exclaimed. *“ This is no laughing matter,
Todd has been guilty of an act of great impertinence, and
will be severely punished.”

“On, gaear!” mumbled Alonzo.

Tur Magxer Lisrary.—XNo. 391

“ I assure yon, sir——"

The Head looked round sharply. *“ Why are you making faces at Todd, Skinner?" *1, sir 2" stuttered Skinner,
“ = wasn't, sir, __Hnt at all, sir. 1—1 was just smiling at him, sir!™ (See Chapter 5.)

“You came to me with a pretended message—"

“ But—but Skinner said, sir—— ©Oh, dear, what 15 the
matter with you Skinner? You quite alarm me ! gasped
Alonzo.

The Head's face set grimly.

“Ihd Mr. Lascelles give vou this message personally,
Todd ="

“Oh, no, sir!"™

“Then who gave it to you®"

“Skinner, sir.”

“I thought as much,” said the ITead, " Skinner, you
sent lTodd to me with a pretended message, taking
advantage of his simplicity——"

Skinner gritted his teeth,

“1 didn't, sir! "Todd is making a mistake."

“ My dear Skinner,” said Alonzo reproachfully, “surely
you remember? I was scated under the elms, perusing
the repart of the missionary werk in the Gooby-Booby
Islands, when you told me——"

“Why did you send Todd with that message to -,
Skinner=” asked the Ilead, his voice like the rumhle of
distaunt thunder.”

“l—I didn’t! Tt was a mistake,” stammered Skinas
“I—I might have said that—that—— I mean—"
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“1 recall, Skinner, that some time ago you made a
Poolish and impertinent attempt to injure Mr. Lascelles
in my estimation. Did vou contrive to have me called to
his study because Mr. Sawyer was there?” ;

Skinuer bit his lips. The Head saw through him quite
easily, and the jumor felt that he was caught.”

“Yes, sir, I did,” he broke out. * 1 thought that that
fellow Sawyer wasn't the proper kind of man to come to
Greyfriars, and I thought you ought to know.”

“Then why did you not come to me yourself, Skinner:”

The unfortunate Skinner was canght again, and this
time he had no reply to make. It was very evident why
he had put the risk of the proceeding upon Alonzo Todd's
unsuspicious shoulders.

“You have been guilty of excessive impertinence,
Skinner. Your opinion of Mr. Sawyer is insolent and
quite uncalled for. As all the school will shortly be
aware, Mr. Sawyer has come here to help in a work of
great patriotic utility. Skinner, I fear that you are a
boy of a very spiteful and unpleasant nature. It 18 my
duty to correct these fanlts of character as far as possible.
You will follow me to my study, Skinner.”

“ But, eir, I—I -

“Not a word more, Skinner. Follow me ™

Skinner, with a face like a thundercloud, followed the
Head as he rustled back to his study. _

“1 rather fancy somebody’s going to get it in the
neck,” Bob Cherry remarked; and Hurree Singh observed
that the ** ratherfulness was terrific.”

From the Head's study sounds of anguish were soon
heard proceeding. When Skinner came out hie was quite
doubled up. He did not reply to any of the remarks
of the juniors, save with deep groans. Evidently Skihner
had been “through " it. He was learning that the way
of the humorist is sometimes hard.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’'s Idea!
OB CHERRY burst into a sudden chuckle. ,

The chums of the Remove were unpacking a
arcel in No. 1 Study. It had arrived by the carrier,
and Harry Wharton & Co. had been keenly awaiting its
arrival. For it contained a small model Erintjng-press—-
a present from Nugent's father—upon which the school-
boy editors intended to print the next issue of the
“ Greyfriars Herald.” It was a meat little press, and
the sight of it seemed to have hmufht an idea into Bob
Cherry’s mind, for he chuckled, and his chuckle developed

into a yell, and the yell into a roar.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well?"” said four voices at once.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. *“ What larks!”

“Where does the lark come in, fathead? Nnthing
funny in my new printing-press, is there:” demandc
Frank.

“ There will be,” said Bob. *I've got an idea—regular
ripper—a scorcher—a gilt-edged stunt, as Fishy would
say. We're going to cateh Skinner.”

“Oh, blow Skinner!”

“But it's a top-hole wheeze,” =aid Bob. " Skinner's
been asking for it. He won't give old Larry a rest,
because old Larry won't go to the front, and he won't
admit thkat Larry's got any pgood reasoms. Skinner’s
awfully keen on other fellows going to the front——7

“Well, he's not old emough to go himself,” said
Wharton, with a stare. " They don’t want fellows under
fifteen in the trenches.”

“ But suppose they did*®" ‘

“The Ell.l}rﬂb'f:fu]tlt"ﬁﬂ is terrific! They don’t,” said
Hurree Singh.

“But suppose they did ! shouted Dob. " Would
Skinner go*”

“1 doubt it,” said Wharton, with a shrug of the
shoulders. * The fellows who howl the loudest for others
to go aren’t the fellows whe'd be mcst likely to go
themselves if thev could. DBut Skinner counldu’t go—
there’s ne opening for schoolboys in Kitchener's Army.”

“ But supposs there was:”’ persisted Bob.

“ Fathead. there isn't! What are you getting at?”

“Supposa there was!” said Bob obstinately. * After
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all that Skinner has said about Larry he would be bound
to volunteer, wouldn't he?®”

& C.sra.tr:h him!” said Johnrey Bull, with a enort.

“Well, he would have to eat all his giddy words if
he didn’t.”

“Bat I fell you there's no demand for kids,” eaid
Wharton. *“If there was a chance for boys we'd go,
I suppose. But what's the good of talking rot?”

“That’'s where the giddy printing-press comes in,”
eaid Bob Cherry cheerfully. *“Yeou have heard of the
jjower of the Press, of course. The chief business of
the Press in war time is to show up the funks and the
slackers. Well, that’s what our press is geing to do.
We can let the ‘ Herald ’ stand over for a bit, and start
by printing handbills.”

“Handbills I” ejaculated Wharton.

" Yes, The great dodge for getting recruits is to
advertise for them. That’s our great method. In Ger-
many, when they want a soldier, they take a man by
t_l':m seruff of the meck and wank him away, whether he
likes it or not. But the Germaas are a nation of bullies
and slaves, and that methed suits them. It wouldn’t
euit us.  We advertise—® Your King and Country Need
You!"—and the young fellows roll up in their thousands
and enlist, Well, then, why shouldn't we add another
advert. to these already out?” :

“What the thunder are you driving at?”

* Look at this!” _

Dob extracted a stump of pencil from his pocket and
sketched out a handbill on a sheet of impot paper. IHis
chums watched him in wonder. Bob’s sprawling hand
coon coversd the sheet to the following effect:

“YOUR KING AND COUNTRY NEED YOU!

BOY BUGLERS WANTED! AGE OVER FOURTEEN!
BRITISH BOYS RALLY!

Apply at any Recruiting-Office. Recruits can rely upon
being sent immediately into the firing-line!

IS YOUR CONSCIENCE CLEAR?
yoursell the following questions: Are you over
fecurteen? Are you ready to do your bit?
ilave you expected others to go, and
Are you ready te go yourseif:”

Ask

“You silly ass!” gasped Wharton.

*“Oh, my hat!”

“That wouldn't be allowed " ejaculated Nugent, * You
musin’t parody recrutting-posters !”

“ Not for general distribution,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“But we want enly a single copy—fior Skinner.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor eld Skinner!” gasped Johnny Bull. “I helieve
he'd hide himself in the Liggest trunk in the box-room
at the bare idea.”

“Then we will dragfully yank him out,” said Hurree
Singh. “I have heard the esteemed Skinner remark that
what we meed Is conscription to make the slackers go.
We will conscript Skinmner.”

“You sce, we'll all volunteer, and call on Skinner to
come with us,” said Bob Cherry., * He can't refuse.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, vou fellows——

“Shueh 7 murmured Bob, as Billy Dunter's big
spectacles gleamed into the study, * Halle, halle, halle,
Bunty! Are you going?”

Bunter blinked at him.

“1 eav, veu fellows, we're thinking of sendine a white
feathier to Lascvelles. It's Skinner's idea, you know. If
vou want to have a hand in it——7

“Hoid on!”’ said Bob. " Didn't you say veu were
anxious for a chance to get to the front, Bunter, if you
were old enough®”

“Certainly " said Bunter promptly. *1I come of a
fighting famiiy. My ancestors, the Bunter de Bunters,
have Leen distinguished as fighting-men for centuries.
I wish I were a few years older, and I'd show some of
the slackers an example.”

“Bravo !” said Hob admiringly. * Then there’s a chaneco
for you. [ suppose vou've heard the latest news®"

Lk
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“Nunno,” said Bunter suapicionsly.

““ You haven’t seen the handbills®"

“Eh? What handbills?” o

“ Boy-buglers wanted; to be sent into the ﬁrmg-h,ne
at once,” explained Bob. “Age over fourteen. You’'re
over fourteen. You can depend on being under fire In
Flanders at the end of the week.”

“Great Scott!” _ .

“I'll walk down to the recruiting-office with you if
you like, Bunter Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wherse are
you going, Bunter?”

But Bunter was gone.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Chance for Skinner!
00K at this!” said Bolsover major. _

L The next day was a half-holiday at Greyfriars,
and most of the fellows were thinking of cricket
that afternoon. Bolsover major came across the
Close with a handbill in his hand, and a curious expres-
sion on his face. Skinner & Co. were talking over the
latest “dodge” for worrying Mr. Lascelles, but they
looked round as Bolsover came up with his handbill.
And the Famous Five—who had their eyes on Bolsover

—bore down on them with smiling faces.

Bolsover major held up the handbill for all to see.
He was looking very excited.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where did you get that?” asked
Bob Cherry. :

“Just given to me at the gates,” said Bolsover.
“Young Trumper, of Courtfield, gave it to me. He
asked me if I'd seen it, and I hadn’t. Did he give you
cne, Cherry?"

“Eh? Oh, no!”

“] saw you talking to him in the road an hour ago,”
said Bolsover. “ Didn't he tell you about it?"”

‘Bob shook his head.

“ Well, here it is,” said Bolsover. “It's a chance for
gome of us, and it will give Lascelles one in the eye
when he sees us going, whien he’s jolly well afraid to
go himself. Just you read it.” +

The Removites were already reading the handbill.
Capital letters sprawled over it in quite an effective
manner. The Famous Five knew that handbill by heart
—since they printed it the evening before on Nugent's
model press, and Bob Cherry had handed it to Trumper,
of Courtfield, so that it could reach the hands of Skinner
& Co. from an unsuspicious source,

“Your King and country need ‘you!” read out Ogilvy.
“ Boy-buglers—by Jove !"

“ Age over fourteen!” said DBulstrode. * That hits the
lot of us.” . !

“ British boys rally!” grinned Squiff. * Well, we'ro
all British, excepting that neutral worm, Fishy."”

“ Recruits can rely on being sent into the firing-line
at once,” said Peter Todd. *“ That will suit you, Sncop!”
. *Have you ex?mted others to go, and are you ready
to go yourself?’ chuckled Mark Linley. “There you
are, Skinner!” : _

“I'm going !” said Bolsover major. “If they’ll take
me I'll jump at it. I've said that Laecelles ought to
go, and I mean it, and that means that I'm willing to
go myself if they’ll let me. Better than hanging about
in school. My hat! Just think of being out there in
Flanders, having a go at the filthy Huns!” And
Bolsover major rubbed his big hands in great glee.

“Let's make up a party to enlist,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Skinner, of course, you're coming?”

Skinner was looking very queer.

“I—I can't play a bugle,” he said.

“Oh, you can pick that up in no time,” said Wharton.
“That’s easy. DBesides, they’ll teach vou that."

“It doesn't eay that any nprevious knowledge of
bugling is required,” remarked Ogilvy. “I'm going,
anyway, I've got a brother in the London Scottish
now."

“Faith, and I'm on!” said Micky Desmond gleefully.
“Sure it’s the chance of a loifetime.”
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“ But—but we can’'t leave school,” stammered Skinner.
“The—the Head wouldn't let us go.”

“Rot!"” said Bolsover major. “The Head couldn’t
stop us if we wanted to go. Besides, we'll enlist before
we ask him, and then he can’t do anything.”

" But—but our people——"

“QOur people would be jolly proud of us if we got
out there into the fighting-line,” said Treluce. “l'm
going."

“We'll make up a party to go,” said Bolsover major.
“We'll jolly well show them that Greyfriars amn't
afraid of the Huns. We’ll give the beasts one back

for their filthy Ze™pelins.”
“ But—but buglérs don't fight,” said Skinner. “ You
—you see "

“They run the same risks as the soldiers, and they're
needed,” said Bolsover. “ And they can be useful carry-
ing in wounded men under fire, and that sort of thing.
They wouldn't be advertised for if they weren't of

use.’

HI_I____HH

“Look here, Skinners you're coming with me.”

; "I’:e got an impot to do,” muttered Skinmer. “I

“Stop him!"

The juniors closed round Skinner as he was backing
away. The unfortunate Skinner looked very white.

Bolsover major had been his heartiest supporter in th:
“chivvying " of Mr. Lascelles. But Bolsover major,
though inclined to bullying, had plenty of pluck. He
had said that he would go himself if the authoritica
would let him, and he meant it. And he did not mean
to let Skinner escape. If he could volunteer, Skinner
could. After all Skinner's talk on the subject of thc
duty of others, it was up to Skinner to go, and Bolsover
was fiercely indignant at the bare idea of his backing
out. It was not necessary for the Famous Five to
“conscript ” Skinner, as Hurree Singh had expressed -it.
Bolsover major took the trouble off their hands.

He glared at the wretched Skinner with the glare of
a basilisk, and thrust the handbill under his nose,

“Look at that!" he roared.

“I—I'm looking."”

“It says your King and country need you. That's
what you wrote on a paper in Lascelles’s study. Now
it's come home to you."”

“@o it, Skinner "

“Fall in and follow me!'’ shouted Bob Cherry.

“Buck up, Skinner! You know what you've. eaid
about slackers., They ought to be dragged off h}r their
necks if they won’t go. You've said so yourself.”

“Play up, Skinner!”

“Let me alone!” howled Skinner. “I—I'd go like—
like anything, but my pater would objeet., Otherwise
I'd go at once.”

“We're going to tell our paters afterwards,” said
Bolsover major. “They won’t objeet. How could they
object? Patriotic paters don’t object to their souns
going to the front.

“b?u, but—but—but—"

“You're funking.”

HI_I LL]

“You're comin own to Courtfield with me this
afternoon,” said Boljover major determinedly. * After
all the things you’ve said about Lascelles——"

“Yes, but he’s—he’s a man!"

“Well, that's what vou'll never be,” snorted Bolsover.
“But they want boys now, according to this handbill,
and the Greyfriars Remove is going to play up. You're
coming with me.”

“I—I want to think first."”

“You can think after you've put your name down.”
1" gasped Skinner, “Once you've

“You silly ass!”
signed on you've gol to go whether you like it or not.”

“ Well, haven’t you been saying for weeks that every
fellow who’s needed ought to be made to go, whether
he likes it or not?” demanded Bolsover major.
- “Ha, ha, ha!” '

“Look here, T won't go!" yelled Skinner. “I don't
want to, and I suppose I can do as T like.”

“You said that slackers oughtn’'t to be allowed to
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do as they hke,” grinned Bob Cherry. " You wanted

conseription to deal with the slackers.”

“1 suggestfully propose that we
esteemed funky Skinner.”

“He's coming,” said DBolsover major., * After all his
gas, he's got to come. Why, he’s bech telling me all
the things he'd do if he were old emough. Now 1t
turns out that he’s old enough. He’s coming. Never
mind the cricket this afternoon, you chaps, We're
going to march down to Courtfield in a body and sign
on. Then we'll come back and tell the Head.”

“ Hooray !”

“ Here, stop him!"

Skinner mad: & sudden rush, and escaped from -the
circle of excited juniors Ie sped across the Close at
«op speed.

“ After him ! yelled Johnny Bull.

“Collar him!I”

“ Conscript, the esteemed funk!”

The juniors, whooping, broke into a wild rush after
Skinner. - Skinner was streaking for the house, with a
wild idea of locking himself in his study, or hiding
himself in a trunk. But the fleeter-footed juniors
guickly ran him down.

Bob Cherry’s haud fell on his shoulder before he was
half-way to the house.

[T G’ﬂ't him !:u

Skinner ?'elled.

“Let go! Yow! I won't come _ _

“Yes, you will!"”" panted Bolsover, grasping his arm.
“Kim on!"

“Ow! Help!”

“Yank him along!”

“ Hooray !”

Skinner, swept off his feet by the grasp of half a
dozen pairs of hands, was rushed away to the gates
and out into the road. Struggling furiously in the
grasp of the excited Removites, Skinner was rushed
away down the road.

conseript  the

!#!

— —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER

Saved !

“ EGGO!™

h “Come on!"”
“*“1 won’t go!”

“Hold him!"”
“Yow-ow-ow !"

"Ha, h-ﬂ-, ]'.-I.E!” ‘
It was a case of conscription, and Skinner eouldn’t

help himeelf. The whole crowd of Removites were keen
to “sign on” for war service, and the fellow who had
been loudest in denouncing elackers was not to be
allowed to escape. Bolsover major was simply bristling
with indignation at the idea.

Skinner had led him on, by the nose s it were, in
the attempted persecution of Mr. Lascelles. It was too
much for Skinner to refuse to go himself now that he
had a chance.

Skinner was carried bodily for the first hundred yarde
or &0, and then he was {frupped on his feet, with
Bolsover major grasping onme of his arms, and DBob
Cherry grasping the other.

He was marched onward willy-nilly. The Removites
were in a state of the keenest excitement. They were
eager to sign on, and Skinner was not to be allowed
to” disgrace the Remove by hanging back. If that
handbill had been a geuuine production of the War
Office, Greyfriars would have been deprived of very
nearly the whole of its Lower Fourth Form at one fell
EWOOP. .

“1 won't eign!” howled Skinner, as he was hustled
forward. “ You can’t make me sign my name in the
recruiting-office.” ,

“Can't we?” snorted Bolsover. *You'll see. You
refuse to sign your name and we'll give you such a
ragging that you'll never smile again,-

“ Hear, hear!™

“I—I'll appeal to the Head.”

“You rotten sneak! We'll Eive vou another ragging
if you do! We’'ll simply make your life a burden if
yqu ﬂisﬁac& the Form by funking.”
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“ Where's Snoop!” asked Bob Cherry. “We’ve for.
gotten Snoop.”

“We'll yank him along afterwards,” said Bolsover
major. “ All the Remove's going to volunteer. We've
got to think of the honour of Greyfriars,”

“1 tell you I won't sign!”

“Bump him!”

“Yow-ow!” bellowed Skinner, as
fﬂrcihli{ into the dust. *“ Yoooop!”

“Will you sign on?”

“Groooh! Yooop! Yes. Ow!”

“Mind, if you refuse at the office, we’ll take yom
out and bump you till you haven’'t a bone left without
a pain in 1t, and then we'll take you in again to sign!”

“Yow! You rottem bully! Ow!”

" It’s only what you suggested yourself,” said Johnny
Bull. “Didn’t you say that slackers ought to be taken
to the recruiting-offices by force:”

“Yow-ow !”

“You wanted conmscription, and now you've got it!"
chuckled Bob Cherry. “ You're going to enlist, Skinny
or we won't leave you with a whole bone in your body »

“Yow-ow-ow !” |

"1 guess it’s up to you, Skinnmer,” remarked Fisher

he descended

T. Fish. “Don’t be a funk! Why, if this wae in
Amurrica, every galoot would be rushing to enlist,
some. I guess if this was my war I'd simply jump

at 1it!” )
* Let’s make Fishy eulist, too,” said Bob Cherry.

“Good egg!

“Hyer, you jays, I'm a nootral!”
“ Neutrals are allowed to enlist,” said Wharton
promptly. " You can come, too, Fishy. You can learn

to blow a bugle. There's no objection to neutrals, if
they have any pluck—and ssibly some of them have.”
“Where are you going, Fishy?
“I—I guess I haven’t time to come to Courtfield with
you fellows. I guess I've got another engagement.”
“Collar him !

“ Hyer, you jays, you leggo! I guess I'm not going.
I'm a nootral !” yelled Fisher T. Fish, in alarm.

“Yank him along!” roared Bob Cherry. * Yank the
Yankee !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!™

Fisher T. Fish made a jump to escape, and went
speeding back along the road to Greviriars as fast as
his thin legs could carry him. Fisher T. Fish was a
great warrior with his tongue, but his warlike attributes
stopped short there. The bare idea of getting “signed
on ' and sent out to a battlefield made him turn cold
all over. But the junmiors did net puisue him, and
Fisher T. Fish escaped. But Skinner was not so lucky.
Skinner wasn't a “nootral,” and Skinner had to enlist
on his own principle of coercing the slackers.

The party of juniors tram on towards Courtfield,
the unhappy Skinner dr along in their midst,

e Famous Five were chuckling gleefully. Their
little scheme for “showing up " Skinneér had worked like
an oracle. But it was necessary to etop the enthusiastio
recruits before they reached the office in Courtfield.
The astonishment of the recruiting officiale would have
been great at an army of Mhﬂﬂﬁ)ﬂ}'ﬂ marching in to
enlist for the firing-line.

But the humorous juniors did not mean to let Skinner
out of his misery until they were in Courtfield. 1le
deserved his punishment, ancly he was going to get it.

“Will you let me go?’ panted Skinner, as Courtfield
town came in sight.

“No fear!”

“1 won't eign—i

1] Bump [”‘

L &"D“PP Ilf"'

“Now will you sign?” demanded Belsover major.

“Oh, dear! Yes!” groaned Skinner, " Oh. crumhbs!”

“Buck up!” said Bob Cherry consolingly. * We shall
be out there with you, Skinnmer. If a shell blows vour
head off—-"

“ Groooh !"

“Or if you're suffocated by the poison gas—""

“Yurrrer!” :

“Or if they take you priconer and starve you—-"
“Help!”
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“You'll know that we're all in it, you know. 1l's fair
for one if it's fair for another, as you've said yourself.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cave!” exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, my hat!"

Mr. Lascelles was out that afternoon. But the juniors
had not expected to meet him on the Courtficld road.
But there he was—walking back to Greyfriars from the
town—and he came round a bend in the road and came
quite suddenly on the excited crowd of Removites.

The party halted, in some dismay, as Mr. Lascelles
stopped, and his keen eves were fixed upon them. Dut
Skinner was glad to see the mathematics master. It was
a chance of rescue, ¥e yelled to the master at ouce.

“Mr. Lascelles, make them let me go!”

“8Shut up, you cad!” hissed Bolsover major.

“Help! Help!™

Mr. Lascelles looked astonished.

“ Release Skinner at once!” he commanded. “ What
does this extraordinary scene mean? Is this what you
call a rag, you young rascals’ Let Skinner go
immediately ["

Skinner was released. He bolted towards Mr,
Lascelles, and, in his terror, clung to the coat of the
athletic young master. Ile felt himself safe there,

“Now what is this all about?” exclaimed Mr. Lascelles,

“We're going to enlist,” said Bolsover major sturdily.
“And we're going to make that funk enlist too!”

“0Oh, ecrumhse " murmured Bob Cherry, “ Now all the
fat's in the fire!”

At that moment Harry Wharton & Co. bega
that they had not printed that precious handbill.
it was a little too late. :

Mr. Lascelles’ eyes opened wide. The announcement
that the heroes of the Remove were going to enlist
astounded him, as well it might.

“Enlist!" he repeated blankly.

“Yes, sir! We're going to the front.”

“Are you jnkingp]ﬁ.laﬂ'var?“

“ Look at that, eir!”

Mr. Lascelles took the handbill and looked at it in
. utter amazement. The humorous printers of that hand-
bill waited for the storm to burst. They did not
expect even Larry to see eye to eye with them in that
matter.

And indeed Mr. Lascelles’ brow was growing very
gtern over the handbill. The master, of course, knew
at a glance that it could not be uine.

“What is this nonsense?" he exclaimed.

“It nin’t nonsense, sir!"” exclaimed Tom Brown,
an advertisement for buglers for the Army."”

“And we're all going, sir.”

“Sure, it's the chance of a loifetoime, sir!”

“We're not slackers, sir. We want to go.”

Mr. Lascelles’ stern face broke into a smile.

“I commend your spirit, my boys. But is it possible
that yvou believe that this absurd bill is genuine?”

“ Genuine !" ejaculated Bolsover major. “ Of course it
is! TIsn’'t it issued by the War Office””

“Certainly not! Haven’t vou noticed that there is
no name of a printer upon it*"”

“Oh! I—I never noticed—"

“The thing is utterlv absurd! This handbill has been
printed for a practical joke by some unscrupulous

rson!”

The Famous Five turned very red.

“Oh, draw it mild!" murmured Bob Cherry.

“What did vou say, Cherry*” exclaimed Mr. Lascelles,

whose ears were very keen.

T“

“Larry, by Jove

n to wish
But

“It's

Bob Cherry crimsoned.

“ Ahem! I—I mean, sir, it was only a joke—there
wasn't anything unserupulous about it. It was only
a joke."”

Mr. Lascelles fixed his eyes upon him.

“You probably know the author of the joke, then,
Cherry*:"

“ Ahem '™

“You probably printed this yourself?”

“ Ahem ! _

“Why, you—you spoofer!” gasped Bolsover major.

Skinner drew a decp, deep breath of relief. He was
pafe now. That dreadful vision of a stricken battlefield
in France, of gleaming bayonets and rolling clouds of

ison gas, faded from his mind.
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Mr. Lascelles ecrushed the offending handbill in his
hand.

“Cherry, you do not appear to be aware that this is
a serious matter?"

“If you please, sir, we're all in it,” said Hm‘qr
Wharton meekly. * It was only a little joke on Skinner.”

“On Skinner! How do you mean?”

“Skinner's been gassing about the duty of other chaps,
eir, and about yanking ng the slackers to the recruiting-
offices by their necks, and so on. So—so we thought
we'd give him a chanco of going himself. He didn't
jump at the chance, so—so0 we were helping him along.
Of course, we shouldn't have let him go into the
recruiting-office.  We were going to explain—when we
reached it."”

“ Faith, it's a beastly spoofer ye are!” growled Mick~
Desmond. “ Now we sha’'n’t be able to go at all—at al !"
. "It is a very serious thing, Wharton, to print a notice
in this style,” said Mr. Lascelles severely. “ As you do
not ag ar to be aware of the seriousness of it, however,
I hardly know what to sav to you. You have transgressed
the law in printing this handbill !”

“Oh, my hat!" *

“I will now destroy it,” said Mr. Lascelles. “T need
not tell you that you must never do anything of the
kind again. As for you, Skinmer, you appear to have
had a severe fright, and 1 must sdy vou clesen*e it ™

Mr. Lascelles strode on without another word. The
juniors looked at one another,

“Well, it was a good joke on Skinner,” said Tom
Brown. “ But what about us*"

“ Yes, what about us*" snorted Bolsover major.

“ Well, that couldn’t be helped,” said Bob Cherry, “1
never guessed you were all such fiery warriors. It wae
only meant for Skinner.”

IH c?lll ithnuruttﬁn trick " snarled Skinner.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are wou ing to =i 2
Skinner:" T i e

“Ha, ha, ha!" '

“ Let's rnﬂthnﬂ rotten spoofers,” said Bolsover major.

“ Rats! t's rag that rotten funk!" said Bulstrode.

“I—I knew it was spoof all along,” stammered
Skinner. “I—I mean T suspected it was, If it had been
genuine, of course, I—I'd have been as keen as anybody
to sign on for war service!”

There was a howl of indignation from the Removites.
After Skinner’'s woeful exhibition of funk, thie was a
little too much. Bolsover major made a rush at him,
and Skinner fled. He sped away down the road, and
;:1;0 whole troop ran in pursuit, and Skinner ran for his
ife.

_ The recruiting-office at Courtfield did not receive any
volunteers from the Greyfriars Remove that afternoon.
Those valuable recruits had to remain at Greyfriars,
much to their disappointment, But Skinner wasn't
disappointed. And for some days afterwards ecven
Skinner had the grace to say nothing more on the subject
of slackers.

[ ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Master and Boxer!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had felt considerably
curious on the subject of Mr. SBawyer’s visit to Grey-
friars.  That that visit had not brought Larry
into hot water was quite clear. Mr. Sawyer and

Mr. Lascelles had been shut up with the Head in his
study for some time, and Dr. Locke had been seen to
shake hands with the old pug on his departure. And the
following week Mr. Sawyer had called again, and had
arain seen the Head.

Most of the fellows wondered what it meant. The
battered old pugilist was such a very extraordinary
visitor for the Head of Greyfriars that they could mnot
help wondering.

illy Bunter, who knew everything—ha his own
private means of getting information—soon had some
more news on that subject for the Remove. As Bob

Cherry had remarked, Bunter would never be at a loss
for information so long as keyholes were made to doors.
13
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It came out—by means of Bunter—that Mr. Lascclles
was visiting Mr. Sawyer pretiv frequently, the old pug
being established at an iun at a short distance from the
school, with a couple of other men. It was plain that
Mr. Lascelles was in training again, as in the old daye
when he had been Lorry Lynx, an ornament of the Ring.

Sometimes he was scen in the gym with the gloves on,
with Wingate or Courtney or other members of the
Hixth. Ilut his serious trzining was done with Mr.
Bawyer & Co. at the Feathers Inn.

'l‘g:at this proceeding had the knowledge and =sanction
of the Head was amazing. DBut there it was.

The explanation came at last. It was Vernon-Smith
who found 1it, in a copy of the local paper, and he brought
it into the common-room one evening. The Bounder was
looking very excited.

“Here you are!” he exclaimed. “Iere's the giddy
mg;ate;r; revealed ! Now we know what Lascelles is
up to!’

b Has he enhisted ™ jeered Skinner.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! 8till on that subject, Skinny:”
acked Bob Cherry. * Have you tried vour luck as a hoy
bugler?”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

And Skinner subsided. His campaign against Larry
had received a severe check. Ilven his own friends and
backers received his remarks about Mr. Lascelles now
with derisive grins. It might be Larry's duty to go to
the front, but it certainly did not lie in Skinner’s mouth
to say so—after his pitiable exhibition when his own
chance came.

“Yes: you cheese it, Skinner ! growled Bolsover major,
“"We know the kind of stuff you're made of. If
Lascelles is a funk, he's not so big a funk as you are!”

“1 tell you I knew it was spoof.”

"'_.e}nd tell you that's a lie!” said Bol=over.
up !
pﬁkinner shut up.

“But what's the mews about Larry:”
Wharton.

The Bounder held up the paper. There was a large
advertisement in it, and the Removites read it easily:

“IN AID OF THE SERBIAN RED CROSS.

“ A match has been arranged bhetween Corporal Cutts,

Lthe * Blogger,’ and Larry Lynx, the Gentleman Boxer, to

take place at the Luxford Stadium. Larry Lynx, whose
disappearance from the

“Shut

asked Harry

ring was a great dis- QASPIENINININESINISHENIFIIHNIGINIFH
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a{lpﬁintmrnt to all lovers
of the * Fancy,” has con-
sented to appear, for this
occasion only, to aid the
fund for our Serbian
Allies, The match will
be for a purese of two
hundred guineas, and ©
Larry Lynx hae in-
timated that, in case the
victory ghould be his, the
whole sum will be handed
to the Serbian Red
Cross,"”

There was a cheer in
the junior common-room.
* Juet like Larry !” said
Bob Ehﬂﬂ';’. “Jen't he
he a brick?” ’
“It's ripping!” sai
Harry EEhglftﬂﬂ.
“ Larry's almost sure to
ull it off. Even if he :
ocen’'t, the takinge will
ewell the fund., "There's
gure to be a tremendous
crowd to see the match.”
“Might raise three or
four hundred quid for
the Serbianes,” eaid
Johnny Bull, “even if

S SNV DS SIS SIS I IEE

e e Eae
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“The topfulness is terrific!” said Hurree BSingh.
“Even our Skiunerful chum must admit that it 1s
patriotic of the esteemed Larry.”

“ Basier to fight in the ring than in the trenches!”
sneered Skinner, * Boxing-gloves ain’t so dangerous as
poison-gas !

“We're jolly well all going,” said Vernon-Smith, “It
will be worth secing, and it’s booked for next Wednesday.
That’s a half-holiday. And it says further on that all
the takings at the box-office are for the fund without
dedunction, The Luxford Sporting Club are paying the
expenses,”

“We'll make up a big party and swell the giddy fund,”
said Bob Cherry, *“That's why the Head is backing up
Larry. Jolly decent of him!"” _

The news was very exciting to the Removites. At
least, it proved satisfactorily the patriotism of their
favourite master, though it left unsettled the burning
question why he did not ** go.”

Mr. Lascelles’s popularity, which kad suffered com-
siderably of late, rose again at a bound. The juniore
had never he];lrd of the “ El::-g{iler " lﬂcfnrn, but fr-:miithe
description the paper gave of him, he was apparently a
very %ou,r..rh H_Ht.rgxniﬁt. Certainly the boxer who faced
him could not be wanting in pluck, even if he did not
go to the front. Skinner pointed out the fact that the
Slogger was in the Army, and did not confine his war-
like propensities to the hﬂ:inﬁ-rm . Why didn’t Larry
do as the Slogger had done? But there was no answering
that question,

The following Wednesday afterncon there was a Form
match fixed between the J:gemuva and the Shell, but the
Form match was dropped by common consent. Hobson
& Co. of the Shell, as soon as they heard the news, made

- up their minds to see the match at Luxford. Temple,

Dabney & Co. of the Fourth had the same intention, and
Coker of the Fifth was getting u
Wingate and a crowd of the Sixth were going. Indeed,
so many Greyfriars fellows had determined to back up
Larry on that occasion that the school was likely to be
almnst deserted that day. .

The railway fare to Luxford was considerable, and
fellows who were short of funds saved up very a:arafuliﬁ
for it, and there was a good deal of borrowing on a
sides. Fortunately, the Famous Five were in funde.
Billy Bunter, as usual, was stomy, but he announced ‘IH.I
mtention of coming
along with his old pals.

His old pals couid not
decline the  homour;
Bunter did not give them
any choice in the matter.

& However, he declared
that he would reimburse

& them for the cost of his

»  ticket when he received a
certain postal-order he
was expecting daily.

In the Remove only
Skinner and Snoop and a
few of their kind stood
out. Skinner said he
would pay his railway
fare to anywhere to &ee
Mr. Lascelles enlist, but
until then he would keep
his money in his pocket.

“There goes Larry!”
said Bob Cherry, on
Wednesday after dinner.

“Give him a cheerful

= salute!” esuggested

Hurree Singh,

The Head's car had
come round, and Dr.
Locke and the mathe-
matics master and Mr.
Quelch entered it. The
Head and the Remove

evidently
oing to see the boxiyg-
. ;':cﬁl at Luxford, ’

master were

a party in his Form. .
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The Head looked a little surprised as a rousing cheer
burst from the crowd of Removites in the Close.

!JT

" Hooray !
“ Bravo, Larry!”

“ Dear me!” said the Head. *“ What does that mean,

Mr. Quelch? Who is the Larry about whom the jumiors
gcem so eninusiastic?”

Mr. Quelch smiled, and the mathematics master
laughed.

“Mr. Lascelles is sometimes alluded to by that name,
I think,” said the Remove master, *“ It 18 not meant
disrespectfully.”

'“ Blezss my =oul!” said the Head.

The car rolled away.

A crowd of Greyfriars fellows were already starting
for the station. Billy Bunter joined the Famous Five
cud Squiff as they were starting.

“Walking to the station?” asked Bunter.

“Well, we're not going on our hande and knees,’
Bob Cherry humorously,

Tug MaAGNET Lierary.—No. 381,

' gaid

Mr. Lascelles stood very still for a moment \as his eyes Tell upon a swarm of white feathers onm the
desks. *“What does this mean?” he asked quietly, (See ﬂfmp.l!e:r_’ 12.)

you have a trap or something?” said

i ¥
] mean, can't ; d
“You know I'm not a good walker.

Bunter peevishly,
*Go hon!"
“I say, you fellows, don't walk so fast!” growled
Bunter, as the chums of the Remove started with lomn

strides. “I'm not a long-legged camel like you, Bo
Cherry! .I say, you fellows, my postal-order hasn’t
come?”

“Which one?” asked Nugent. “The one you were
expecting last term or the one you were expecting last
year?"

“0Oh, really, Nugent, T want one of you fellows to
take a return ticket for me! I'll settle up to-morrow.”

“ Ask next door!” said Bob.

“You can whack it out among you if you like, then
it won't come to so much,” said Bunter generously. “1
really don’t mind who pays for it. Of course, it's only
for a day or two. I shall settle up out of my postal-
order. “I say, I dare say you haven't heard thap
Lascelles’s sister is going to be theref”
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“Lascelles’s sister !” said Wharton.
know?"” '
“1 happened to hear him mention it to Mr. Quelch.
She's an invalid or a cripple or something, and she
lives at Luxford. I say, you fellows, don't walk so
beastly fast! After pressing me to come with you g

" What "

“ Lord Manleverer was urging me to go with him, but
I said I'd stick to my old pals.”

" You needn’t have troubled,” grinned Bob Cherry.
"Gn:hnud hang on to Mauly, if he will be bothered with
you !

“Ahem! T'll come with you chaps,” said Bunter. “I
don’t mind a little joke! He, be, he! I say, you
fellows, 1s there time to stop a bit at the tuck-shop?
l‘mlgtlting hungry. Is there time for me to stop?”

“ Lots !

“Good!” said Bunter, as he halted outside the village
shop. *“ Here, 1 say, stop! Where are you going?”

““To the station.” .

“But you said there was time for me to stop!" howled
Bunter,

“So there is,” said Bob Cherry affubly. *Stop as long
as you like. We're going to catch the train.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked daggers at the humorous Bob,
and did not enter the tuckshop. He rolled on after the
chums of the Remove to the station, and there his ticket
was taken, and he occupied most of the run to Lunxford
h{l complaining of hunger, and the selfishness of fellows
who didn’t bring a single sandwich with them, though
they knew he would be hungry. And when they arrived
at Luxford, and entered the Stadium, Bunter's voice was
heard once more on the subject of shilling seats, though
he declined to take Squiff's advice to go and get a box
for himself. In spite of their selfishness, Bunter was
sticking to his old pals.

“How do you

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Fight!

HE Stadium was crowded.
I Before the hour fixed for the boxing match the
, 6eats were getting full, a large crowd having
awaited the hour of opening. ;

Harry Wharton & Co., however, had obtained pretty
good seats, and over all the large building Greyfriars
fellows were sprinkled.

“There's the Head,” Bob Cherry remarked. :

The juniors looked towards the box. Dr. Locke was
there, with Mr. Quelch, but the mathematies master was
not with them. Mr. Lascelles had become Larry Lynx
once more, and was behind the scenes now, preparing
for the glove conteat. But there was a third person
in the box. The juniors, who were quite near, counld
see her clearly; it was a woman. A girl with a some-
what pale and sweet face, and a fragile form—a pale
and patient face which, contrasting as it did with the
healthy countenance of Larry, was yvet very like it in
line and feature, They guessed at once that this was
Mr. Lascelles’ sister, of whom they had heard, but whom
they had mever seen before.

*There’s a crutch behind her in the box.,” said Squiff,
whose eyes were very keen. “It's right what Fatty
paid ; she must be a cripple.”

“I1 jolly well know it,” said Bunter. “T heard
Lascelles say so to Quelchy. In fact, Quelchy knew
it—Laascelles just mentioned it, that's all—about her
being lame, and too weak to make a journey as far as
Greyfriars.”

“Poor girl!” said Wharton. “ What a contrast to old
Larry! suppose he must be very fond of her.”

“She's older than he 15, snid Bunter: “a wvear older.
Lascelles has alwavs looked after her.”

“You know all about it!" growled Bolb Cherry.

“Yes, I happened to hear &

“Oh, bow-wow !"”

“ Jolly near time,” remarked Squiff,
full house. There’ll be some handsome takings here to-
dav for the Serbian fund.”

The aundience were waiting easerly. Tt amused the
juniors to hear their comments upon Larry Lynx, and
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their surmiscs as to the cause which had induced him
to retire from the Ring in the midst of a succeassful
career. The worthy patrons of the Stadium were far
from being aware that the young boxer had become a
master in a public school.

There was a cheer, especially from the Greyfriars
section of the audience, when the boxers appeared.
Larry Lynx, in the scanty garb of the ring, looked a
picture of health and strength, glowing with vigour and
litnesa. Corporal Cutts, the Slogger, was a bigger man,
and looked very fit, too, but the Greyfriars fellows
favoured the chances of Larry Lynx

They glanced at the Head several times when the
boxing match began. It was probably the firet time
in his life that the reverend Head of Greviriars had
witnessed a glove fight. But the worthy cause for
which the fight was being held caused the Head to
support it, and he showed that he had the courage of
his convictions by appearing in public to witness it.

The girl in the box was watching the ring with intent
interest. It was evident that she took a great pride in
her boxing brother.

* Seconds out of the ring!”

“Time!”

“Bravo, Larry !” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Begad!” remarked Tord Mauleverer, who was
sitting mear the Famous Five. “ Begad, dear boys,
Larry is in fine form to-day! Bet you ten to one he
pulls it off !

“ Bet you fifteen to one he does!” said the Bounder,

- “Fifteen to one in ginger-pops!’

The time was past when the Bounder hooked bets in
“quids.” But rd Mauleverer did mnot take hia
humorous bet in ginger-pops.

The first few rounds were watched eagerly. Larry
Lynx was at the top of his form, but the corporal was
a good man, and he gave him as good as he sent.

In the fifth round the corporal appeared to have the
advantage, and Larry Lynx was severely punished, and
the call of time came opportunely for him.

The Greyfriars fellowe looked ave. They had
gium}d their faith to Larry Lynx, and they watched the

uctuations of the fight with intense keenness.

“ Looks bad fer Larry!” murmured Nugent.

“Oh, he'll pull round!” said Boeb confidently.
ELarr;‘ﬁ going to bag that purse for the Serbian Red

TOss, :

“Look at the Head!" grinned Squiff *“Jolly keen
on it, isn't he, for a reverend johnny und a school-
master? -

The juniors chuckled. Dr. Locke, from his box, was
not lesing a single incident. His eyes never left the rinF.
It was a new experience for him, but it was plainly
a very interesting ome.

And it was, indeed, a fine sight to see the two splendid
boxers standing up to one another, full of strength,
cnuraﬁe, and determination, giving and receiving severe
punishment without turning a hair. * Brutality ” such
as characterised the old prize-fichts was eliminated. It
was a contest of strength and &kill and endurance, and
well worth watchinge,

For two more rounds the corporal appeared to lead,
and the aunxiety of the backers of Larry Lynx grew
keener. A shade could be seen on the Head's brow as
the fortune of war seemed to turn against the Grey-
friars champion. The girl beside him never took her
eyes from the athletic form. Once, in a pause in the
fight, Larry Lynx glanced up at the box where his sister
sat, and he smiled—a smile that was very pleasant to
gee.

In the eighth round Larry Lynx gained ground
again, in the ninth he was getting the upper hand, and
in the tenth the corporal was going “all out " to hold
his own. Boeb Cherry rubbed his hands.

“What did I tell vour” he chuckled.
to win hands down.”

“Not hands down,” said Wharten, “Tt will be a fight
to a finish. The corporal is a good man.”

“Time!"”

“Go it, Larry ! chirruped the irrepressible Bob.

Fortune was evidently on the side of the schoolmaster
boxer in the eleventh round. The Slogrer looked

“ Larry is going
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decidedly groggy when time was called. But he was
full of pluck, and at the call of time he came up smiling.

“Good man, begad!” said Lord Mauleverer. “ But
he hasn’t an earthly, deah boys. If 1 were a bettin’
chap I'd offer twenty to one on Larry.”

“I'm your man!” eaid a voice in the row behind the _

Greyfriars juniors. |

. Several of them looked round. Ponsonby and Gadsby
of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe School were scated
behind them. Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at their
old foee, and then fixed their attention on the ring
again. Ponsonby tapped Lord Mauleverer on the
sghoulder.

“I'll take you,” he said.

Mauleverer stared coolly at the cad of Higheliffe.

“But I'm not a bettin’ chap,” he explained.

Ponzonby grinned contemptuously.

“You're' afraid to back up your words,” he enecred.
“Well, I'll give you even money against Larry Lynx.”

“You'd lose it.” |

“Do you think I don't know who he isf” jeered
Ponsonby. “It's your precious Lascelles. Pretty
occupation this for a public schoolmaster, I must say.
1. don't believe he's got any pluck.”

“Why, you cad!” burst out Bob Cherry.

“Why d:{:-n‘t he go into the Army?” said Ponsonby.

“That’s not your business.”

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.

“1 know all about it,” he grinned. “I've had it from
Skinner. You Greyfriare fellows swank a lot, but

ou've got a master there who's afraid of the Huns.
if- we had him at Higheliffe we'd jolly well chivvy him
into going !”

- Harry arton & Co. eat silent, with burning ears.
In the crowded Stadium they could not treat Ponsonby
as he deserved. They had to sit silent and let him
“rip.” The cad of Highcliffe took full advantage of his
eafety. :

P Iyﬂﬂj he’s a funk,” he continued, “ and after the fight
we're going to let him know our opinion of a fellow who
staye at home to teach mathematics and box in the
ring instead of fightin’ the Germans—eh, Gaddy?”

- “What-ho!” chuckled Gadsby.

Bob Cherry clenched his fists. He was longing to give
Ponsonby "“one” on his classic nose. But there and
then it was out of the guestion, so Bob contained him-
self as best he could.

The two Highecliffians chuckled together. It dawned
upon Harry Wharton & Co. that they had some scheme
in their mind for “ragging " the Greyfriars master after
the glove fight.
there for. Anything “up against
to. Ponsonby’e mill. :

But it was impossible for the chums of Greyfriare to
intervene. They could only make Ponsonby mental
promises of things that should happen to him afterwards.
. The twelfth round was fought out; but it was not
fought to a finish. For the Slogger was at an end—he
wae down, laid on his back by a terrific drive, and the
timekeeper was counting.

" There was a breathless hush in the crowded stadium
as the counting went on.

“QOne, two, three, four, five, six, seven——"

. The corporal made a desperate effort. But he sank
back again. :

' Eight, nine—out !”

. There was a roar in the crowded hall.

Greyfriars was grist

. “Hooray!” . yelled Bob Cherry, “Larry wins!
Hooray !”
Larry Lynx had won the glove-fight, and won two

hundred guineas for the Serbian Red Cross,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER:
The White Feather!

HERE was a storm of cheering.
There was no doubt about the popularity of Larr
Lynx in that crowd. They cheered him and his
victory to the echo.

In their delight at the victory' of their favourite
master the Famous Five had forgotten all about Pon-
sonby & Co. But the cads of Higheliffe were recalled
suddenly to their minds.

Ponsonby was on his feef,
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His hand, with something in it, was in the air, and
his arm swept forward. That *something” swept
through the air and dropped at Larry Lynx’s feet.

The voung boxer gave a start of surprise,

Few in the excited audience had seen Ponsonby’s
action, but nearly everybody had seen the object fall
at Larry Lynx’'s feet, and there was a buzz.

The voung boxer picked it wup. .

It wae a short piece of stick, and curled round it, and
fastened to it, was a large white feather,

The white feather! ; :

Almost every eve in the crowded hall could see what
it was, and the buzz died away. Larry Lynx’s handsome
flushed face had become deadly pale.. '

It was mot usual for the young master to be taken
aback; but this time "he seemed utterly so. He stood
holding the white feather mechanically in his hand, his
eves fixed upon it, silent, motionless,

It was only for a moment. '

Then he tossed it aside with a gesture of contempt.

There was a roar from a crowd of Larry Lynx's
backers,

“Who did that?”

“Whoe threw itr”

Smack !

Bob Cherry's heavy hand came across Poneonby’e
face with a emack like the ecrack of a pistol, and the
dandy of Highcliffe fell to the floor with a well.

“Here, cheeee it!" gasped Gadshy,

Smack ! :

It was from Harry Wharton this time, and Gadsby
received it, and he joined his leader on the floor.

There was a buzz of confused noise in the hall. Larry
Lynx had retired from view. Wharton glanced up at
the Head's box. Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch were both
looking grave and concerned, and Miss Lascelles was as

ale as death. Her hands were holding to the box before

er, as if she were almost overcome. A few minutes
later ehe had left the box, however, and the juniors did
not see her again. ;

They whirled out in the crowd, and in the street they
gathered together, angry and furious. ]

“let's loock for Ponsonby,” panted Bob Cherry, his
eyes blazing. “We'll give him the hiding of his life!”

“ Begad, it was too rotten!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Larry isn't a funk, whatever he is. It was a rippin’

fight. He ought to go to the front, but—"

“Oh, rats! Where's that Higheliffe cad?®”

“Seen Poneonby?!” exclaimed Wharton, -catching
Bolsover major by the arm in the erowd.

Bolsover major grinned.

“Yes—ripping idea, wasn't it, giving Lascelles the

white feather?
Yow!" '
Bolsover went down on the pavement, bumped over by
the indignant Co., and they pushed their way through
the crowd in search of Ponsonby and Gadsby. That
ublic affront put upon Larry had to be avﬂnged{ and the
amous Five of the Remove were prepared to avenge it.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they are!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“ After them!™

Ponsonby and Gadsby had come out, and they were
running for a taxicab. They were very anxidus not to
meet the Greyfriars juniors just them. But they had no
choice about the matter.

“Collar the cads!”

With a rush the Famous Five were upon them,

Ponsonby and Gadeby were dragged from the cah.

“Now, then, you cads,” ghouted Bob Cherrv, “now
you're going through it!” : 3

“Leggo!” yelled Gadsby. " Help!”

“Police " shouted Ponsonby.

“What price the white feather?” exclaimed Har
Wharton, with bitter contempt. *“You called Larry a
funk! Where's your own pluck? You can pick which of
us you like, and the rest will see fair play.”

“Pile 1n, you funks!” said Squiff. “ We haven’t any
white feathers to give you, but we’'ll give you a jolly
g‘{:deH rilg;zing if you don’t put your hands up!"

!:-l E: P 'H'

Perhaps he’ll go now—hallo!—my hat!
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“You yelling cads!" said Wharton. *“What do you
want help for? What do you mean by handing out white
feathers, if you haven’t the pluck tu stand by it#"

“Are you going to put up your hands, Ponsonby?”

“No!" howled Ponsonby. “I—I don't want to have
anything to do with you! Help!”

“Dr. Liocke!” shouted Gadsby, catching sight of the
Head of Greyfriars as he came with Mr. Quelch towards
his waiting car.

The crowd was thickening round them, attracted by
the disturbance. Dr. Locke glanced at them, and his
brow became very stern.

“Wharton! Cherry! Releast Ponsonby instantly!
How dare you make a disturbance here! I am ashamed
of you!”

“You saw what he did, sir!” panted Bob.

“What! I did not see——" |

“He threw that white feather to Larry—to Mr.
Lascelles !” shouted Wharton.

“Oh! It was a disgraceful thing to do, Ponsonby!”
said Dr. Locke sternly.

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.
presence of the Head, and he knew it.
mmsolence had returned now.

“It's the only way of making slackers buck up, sir,”
he said, with a sneer. “I've got a brother out there
facing the Germans. Why should my brother be in
danger while Mr. Lascelles is skulking at home in
safety?”

The Head reddened with anger.

“You are insolent, Ponsonby! If I were your Head-
master I should punish you severely! Boys, I forbid you
to molest those Higheliffe lads in any way. Let them
alone at once!”

The Co. reluctantly obeved. Ponsonby and Gadshy,
grinning derisively, jumped into their taxi and whirled
AWqY.

Dr. Locke’s car bore him away with the Remove

master. Both were looking deeply troubled. They had a
strong friendship for the young mathematics master,
and they felt keenly the insult that had been’ put upen
him. Perhaps, in their heart of hearts, they wondered
why Mr. Lascelles had laid himself open to that insult,
when he could so easily have avoided it by doing what,
after .all, it was his duty to do. It was not only the
boys of Greyfriars who had wondered why Mr. Lascelles
did not “go."” :
- Harry Wharton & Co. remained in the crowd, angry
and disappointed. Their loyalty to Larry did not waver.
They were convinced that he must have some powerful
reason for eluding what seemed to be his plain duty,
and though they did not know what it was they trusted
him, and expected others to trust him. They would have
given a cFmﬂt d-al to get to close guarters with Ponsonby
and Gadsby. But the cads of Higheliffe had consulted
prudence, and they were gone.

“This'll be the talk of Greyfriars,” said Bob Cherry
savagely. “If this goes on Larry will have to get out—
he won’t be able to hold his head up. But we're sticking
to him, at any rate.”

“Here he is!” murmured Squiff.

Mr. Lascelles—the quietiy-dressed mathematics master
onre more, and little resembling the Larry Lynx of the
ring—was crossing the pavement to a cab. A girl was
leaning heavily on his arm, and the juniors recognised
the lame girl who had been in the Head's box. She
carried a crutch, which tapped lightly on the pavement
as she moved. The juniors took off their caps respect-
fully, and Mr. Lascelles gave them a nod.

He helped the lame girl into the cab, followed her in,
and they drove away, and the chums of Greyfriars made
their way to the station, angry and sore and disappointed.
They knew that on their return Greyfriars would he
buzzing with the story of the white feather, and that
thev had not even been able to punish Ponsonby for his
insolenca. They felt, too, that matters were coming to
a head. Unless some explanation was forthcoming, Mr,
Lascelles would not be able to look the school in the face.
And the question was renewed in their minds: why didn't
he go?

]fgihev could have followed Mr. Lascelles as he went,
and heard what was said in the taxicab, they would
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perhaps have been enlightened.
beside hm‘alsterf his handsome face pale, his brows
knitted, grimly silent. The girl glanced at him timidly

several times without speaking, but at last she broko
the silence.

" Lawrence !”

Mr. Lascelles’s face softened as he looked at her.

“Yes, Amy.”

" You are What is the matter?”

" You saw what happened in the stadium, Amy?”

The girl sighed.

“Yes.”

“They gave me the white feather,” said the young
master bitterly. “It was a low and caddish thing to do,
but—but I suppose whoever did it thought that 1
deserved it.”

“It was mean and cowardly,”
“Lawrence! Has there—has
kind at Greyfriars?”

“ Not so bad as that.”

“ But there has been something?"

Mr. Laacelles was silent,

“Tell me, Lawrence.”

“Well, Amy, there has been nothing definite; but—but
I feel it rather than see it. There i3 a general feeling
that I ought to go. Noune of the masters, of course, has
said a word ; but I know what they cannot help thinking,
The boys think the same. They know I am young and
fit—that I could go if I liked. They know I am single,
and have no parents to support; they cannot see any
reason why I should not go.”

“They do not know about me?”

Mr. Lascelles’s face set grimly.

“1 am not likely to tell them, Amy.”

The girl looked distressed. :

“ But—but "

“1t is nobody’s business but our own,” said the young
man. “I cannot go, and that settles it. But I may have
to leave Greyfriars. I keev up a face of unconsciousness;
but it is hard. They think me a coward.”

“You a coward, Larry!”

Mr. Lascelles langhed a little.

“I am not a coward,” he said; “I want to go.- But I
cannot po, and there is an end! But I do not choose to
make my private affairs the talk of the school, I certainly
shall not make excuses to anyone. Anyone who knows me
should know that I have good reasen for not going—for
the rest I care nothing; at least, I care as little as
pozsible.”

There was a long silence as the cab rumbied on.

“ Lawrence,” said Amy at last, “I—I don’'t want to
stand in your way, if you think you ought to Othera
are suffering, and I am not afraid of suffering, too. If
only I were not a cripple "—the tears welled into her
eyes—"' if only I could take care of myself, and did not
need your care—""

“ But you do need it, Amy,"” said Mr. Lascelles, quietly ;
“and I shall not desert you, if all the cads in the country
give me white feathers, The fools! They think I fear
death ! It is not that. I suppose I could face it as well as
another. But when I think of you, left friendless and
helpless in the world, with no one to care for you, my
dear, then I confess I do fear death. If I had mone
enough to provide for you decently in case I should fall,
then it would be different; but the salary of a mathe-
matics master does not provide sums so large as that.”

“And I have always been a heavy expense to you,"” said
the girl, with a sigh.

*“ Nonsense, Amy !
little. My dear girl,
me, and you will always do so.
is, and I shall do it.”

“T know you have never looked upon it as a sacrifice,”
said Amy wistfully. * But now—now that you have a
call to another duty, it is a heavy sacrifice. DBut for me
yon would be fighting for England now.”

Larry Lynx nodded.

“And I am keeping vou back!"” said Amy.

“Circumstances are keeping me back, my dear. And
—and perhaps I am a little of a coward, in a way,” said
the young master moodily, “for I cannot bear the

The young master sat

said the girl quickly.
ere been anything of that

But I have been able to save very
you have always come first with
I know what my duty
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thought of leaving yon among strangers, who would not
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care for you as I do. o

“But—but your friends—what do they think?”

“1 suppose they despise me in their hearts,” said Mr.
Lascelles, “But it cannot be helped, Amy. You at
least know me better.”

“But if you told them—'

The young man laughed a little bitterly.

“1 cannot make excuses, my dear. Besides, any ex-
planation sounds only like an excuse. Many men in my
place would go; but I cannot think they would do right
in going. It is a matter for a man to settle with his own
conscience, and my conscience is clear. But let us talk
no more about it.” ‘

But the cloud was deep upon the girl’s pale, patient
face: and Myr. Lascalles’s brow, when he returned to
Greyfriars, was very dark.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Opinion of the Remove!
“ A, ha, ha!”
“The white feather! Ha, ha, ha!”
Skinner & Co. were chuckling over the news in
the common-room, The story of what had hap-
pened at Luxford was a sheer delight to the amiable
Skinner,

“I guess that must have hit him just where he lived,”
remarked Fisher T. Fish. "It was a regular gilt-edged
wheeze of Ponsonby’s.”

“ Like his cheek, the Highcliffe cad!” growled Ogilvy.

“As a matter of fact, it was my idea,” said Skinner
coolly. “I'd have done it myself, only the Head would
have heen down on me. I put Ponsonby up to it.”

“ Jolly good idea!” said Snoop.

" Blessed if I know how Lascelles can have the cheek
to show his face here again, after that,” said Bolsover
major. "I want to see him when he comes in. I should
think he would blush, at least.”

“Let's wait for him at the door,” said Stott; " we can’t
say anything, but we can let him know that we know.”

“Good egg!”

When Mr. Lascelles came back, later, to Greyfriars
gquite an army of juniors watched him come across the
Clese with his active, springy stride. But if they ex-
pected him to blush when he saw their eyes upon him,
they were disappointed. The mathematics master was his
usual cool and self-possessed self. : _

The incident at the Luxford Stadium seemed to have
had no effect upon him--outwardly at least—and the
juniors wondered at his nerve. The man who would not
face the Germans seemed ready to face any amount of
half-hidden disdain and scor=a.

“Here he comes!” murmured Belsover major.
we give him a groan®”

“8Shush!" raid Ogilvy., *“ We don’t want to be licked.
But he can see what we think.”

“You leave it to me,” chuckled Skinner.
wlheeze.”

*“Go 1t, Skinner!”

Skinner stepped out as the young master come up the
steps.

“ Excuse me, sir,” said Skinner meekly,

Mr. Lascelles paused.

* What is 1t, Skinner?®”

“1've just heard, sir, of a very unpleasant incident that
happened at Luxford, sir,” said Skinner blandly. *“ We
want to express our sympathy, sir. It's an awful thing
to get the white feather, isn’t it, sir?”

The juniors canght their breath at Skinner's colossal
cheek. A faint tinge of red crept into Mr. Lascelles’s
face. .

" We feel verv sympathetic, sir,” went on Skinner, with
cocl andacity. " I'm sure you don’t mind our expressing
our respectful sympathy, sir. It’s the first time a white
feather has been lLanded out at Greyfriars.”

“My hat!” murmured Bolsover major,
him !

But Mr. Lascelles showed no sign of anger.
was expressienless,

“Thank you, Skiuner,” he said; "I am much obliged
to you."

Then he went on to his study.
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Skinner's face fell a little. He had intended to “ draw ™
e mathematics master, but he had not succeeded. His
poisoned shaft had glanced from the young master,
apparently without inflicting a wound. .

“What a nerve!” growled Skinmer. " He seems not to
have any sense of shame at all. Anybody else would have
crumpled up.” ' |

“We're not done with him yet,” said Bolsover major.
“He's not going to skulk here and disgrace the nc-.htr::nl.
Won't those Highelific cads be chuckling over it! Weve

ot to make him get a move on.” _

E;.He takes us g‘m-mﬂrmw morning,” E:']HI' Morgan.
“What price giving him a ragging in class?”

“Good egg! I'm on!” )

“Therellde a row,” taid the cautious Snoop.

“ Leave it to me,” said Skinner. “ He thinks he's done
with white feathers. But he hasn’t—mnot by long chalks.
We'll give him a regular dose of them. What price
taking white feathers into the Form-room with us, and
trotting them out when Quelchy is gone, and Laecelles
comes 1n?"

“ Hear, hear !”

“ Keep it dark.
in if they knew.” _

Harry Wharton & Co. were accordingly left out of the
secret. But nearly all the Removites had white fe?sthers
concealed about their persons when they went In for
morning lessons on the morrow,

So long asx Mr. Quelch was in charge of the class the
Remove was quiet and orderly—it was “ business = as
usual. But when the Remove-master gave place to Mr.
Lascelles for third lesson, Skinner made a sign to hig
comrades, _ X

Bolsover major had suggested presenting the white
feathers to Mr. Lascelles, but nobody was inclined for
that exeeedingly Lold step. Skinner had a due regard
for his valuable skin. But as Mr. Lascelles prepared to
take the class, the feathers were drawn out into view, and
laid on the desks.

They lay there, in full view of the mathematics master.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked on with wrathful eyes. But
there was nothing for them to do. They could only wait
and sce how Mr. Lascelles would take 1t. ;

Mr. Lascelles etood very still for a moment as his
eves*fell upon a swarm of white feathers on the deeks.
There was a deadly stillness in the Form-room, and
Skinner guaked a little. _

“What does this mean?” asked Mr. Lascelles guietly.

There was no reply.

“ Boleover major, 1 observe that you have a feather on
your desk.”

“ Yes, sir.” o :

“Have you vour Form-master’s permission to bring
such things into the Form-room:"

*“1 haven't asked him, sir.”

“(ollect those feathers, Bolsover major, and place
them in the waste-paper basket,” said Mr. Lascelles
calmly.

Bolsover gritted his teeth. Contempt is said to pierce
even the shell of the tortoise; yet it seemed impossible
for the raggers to " get at” Mr. Lascelles. He seemed
to be cncased in an armour proof against their attacks.

“You hear me, Bolsover?” :

There was an ominous ring in Mr. Lascelles’s voice,
and Bolsover unwillingly rose to his feet. The white
feathere were slowly collected. But, instead of putting
them in the waste-paper basket, Bolsover major brought
them tn the master. and there was a subdued chuckle
among the Removites.

“ Here they are, sir.”

"Good old Bolsover!”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Rilence " eaid Mr. Lascelles.
warte-paper basket, Bolsover !”

“Oh! Very well, =ir.” )

Bolsover major pulled the waste-paper basket out into
full view, and stuck the feathers in it in such a way that
thev showed round the rim of the basket like an Indian
head-dress.  Then he went back to his place, greeted
by an irrepressible chiuckle from the juniors. Eewﬁ

Those cads in No. 1 Study would chip

murmured Husszll,’

“Put them in the
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had the Removites admired DBolsover's astutenees ao
much, The white feathers were more in evidence now
than when they had been on the desks.

Still Mr. Lascelles was not te be drawn. He picked
up the waste-paper baeket and dropped it into a cup-
board and closed the door on it. Then he turned hack
to the class, calmly and quietly as ever,

“We will now proceed,” he said.

Skinner & Co. bit their lips with wrath and disappoint-
ment. The mathematics-master was not even handing
out punishment or reporting them to their Form-master.
They would have been willing to have been reported
to Mr. Quelch, for the pleasure of foreing Mr. Lascelles
ta tell the incident to the Remove-master. DBut Mr.
Lascelles was letting the whole matter drop without a
word, g

The lesson was proceeded with, the Remove heing in a
very restless mood. They wanted to penetrate the master’s
thick hide, as DBolsover clegantly expressed it. His
gquietness bore out their opinion of him—that he was

a funk. It looked as if he was afraid of the Remove,
ag well as of the Huna. When the lesson was over the
Lower Fourth were dismissed, and Mr. Lascelles
eparted.

Bolsover major came back into the Form-room and
collected the white feathers from the waste-paper basket,
He came out with his biz hands full of them, and
Skinner & Co. met him eagerly.

“What's the little game now?" asked Skinner,

Bolsover snorted angrily. ;

“We're going to get through his hide,” he said. *“It
suits him to pretend not to understand. I'm taking
this little lot to his study.”

“Hold on! He's there!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.

“I know he's there,” sneered Bolsover. “That’s way
I'm going to take them. Get me a newspaper to wrap
them in, and I'll tell him it's- a present frem the
Remove.”

“Great Scott!”

“You wouldn't have the nerve!”

“Wouldn't I? You'll see!”

Snoop fetched a newspaper, and the feathers were
wrapped in it. Bob Cherry came along as Bolsover, with
twenty pairs of eves upon him, started for Mr. Lascelles’s
study. Bob caught him by the shoulder.

“No, you don't!” he exclaimed.

“Let go! Take him away, you chaps!”

“Hands off, Cherry!”

*“ Look here "

Bob Cherry was hustled aside by a crowd of anzry
juniors. If DBolsover major had nerve enough to carry
out his scheme, certainly Mr. Lascelles's few friends
in the Form would not be allowed to interfere,

Bolsover major marched on and knocked at the master's
door. The Removites watched him breathlessly from
tho pasage.

“Come in!" said the deep, clear voiez of the mathe-
matics-master.

Bolsover major opened the door wide and stepped into
the study. Mr. Lascelles rose to his feet. ‘

“A present for you from the Remove, sir,” said
Bolsover steadily, as he laid the parcel on the table,

“I do not receive presents from the bovs, DBolsover,”
gaid Mr, Lascelles. “ You may take that parcel away.”

“ But it's a specially suitable thing for you, sir.”

“You may take it away.”

“I'll undo it, sir, if you like.”

Without waiting for permission Bolsover jerked open
the newspaper, and the white feathers fluttered over tha
study table. Exactly how the persecuted master would
take it Bolsover could not guess; but if he had Leen
able to guess probably he would not have made Mr.
I.ascelles that little present from the Form. For the
voung master picked up a cane with one hand, and
arasped Bolsover major by the other, and then there wna
a swishing that could be heard the whole length of the
passage, arcmnganiﬂd by wild vells from Dolsover major.

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

“Yaroo-00-00-00-00-000h !

Bolsover major wriggled in the grip of the staiwart
master as the caue lashed over his shoulders.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Stoppit! Yaroooh! Go and lick the
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Germans!” he yelled. “Yah! Oh! Lemme alone and
go for the Germans !
Swish'! Swish! Swish! Swish!

t’l;hf_-n Bolsover major was bundled headlong out of the
BLUGY.

“ Serve you jolly well richt,” growled Bob Cherry.

"Ow! Ow! Ow!”

“It was ripping,” said Skinner. “That's fairly got
home to him this time, Bolsover, ¢!ld man. It was worth
a licking.”

To which Bolsover's nnly reply was:

“Yow-ow-cw-ow-ow !”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,.

Great News!
i HE coast’s clear!” whispered Skinner.

Billy Bunter hesitated.

It was the day following DBolsover major's

unlucky visit to Mr. Lascelles's study, and for

the present the bully of the Remove was “ off rags "—very

mueh off. He was still feeling the effects of his licking.

But the cheerful Skinner was still on the war-path.

Skinner was iimmplacable, and he had high hopes of makinz
Mr. Lascelles's position at Grevfriars quite untenable.

He had only to peg away, the amiable Skinner reflectod,
and matters would be bound to come to a head., Tha2
more lickings that were administered, the better for
Skinner's schemes, unless he got them himself. For i
would scon—by means of Skinner—become the talk of
the school that Lascelles was lickine the juniors becausa
they thought he ought to go and fighl the Germans.

When that was the current opinion at Greyfriars,
Skinner felt that the mathematics-master would be fairly
“done.” So, as far as the lickings were concern=1,
Skinner considered that the more there were the merrizr
it would be—excepting that he did not want any himszif.
He was absurdly particular on that peint. Ie would,
indeed, rathsr have risked tlie success of his schemes
than have taken any of the lickinegs involved in it. _

“I—I say,” mumbled Dunter. * S'pase he comes back?”

“The coast's clear,” repeated Skiuner, looking along
the passage. " IHo> won’t come back in a hurry.”

* But—but——"

“Just you nip into his study and pin this white feather
to his armchair, that's all you've got to do. Then you
drop into the tuckshop, and I'll stand you half a dozen
jam tarts,” said Skinner temptingly.

“Tuppenny ones?' asked Buuter, showing
vielding.

“Penny ones!” growled Skinnper,

“Then it's all off,” said the Owl of the Remove firmly.

“ Look here, Bunter 3

“Why can’t you do it yourself?” demanded Bunter.
“You want ma to take the risk.”

Skinnar coughed.

“Not exactlv. You see, he'll suspect me, and he's
hound to ask me if I did it, and I must be able to sa7y
that T didn’t. Of course, I couldn’t tell a lie.”

“Why, you've told lota.”

“Ahem! I—I mean I—I really couldn't tell a lia,
Bunter. I—I feel like George Washington on that
subject; you know he couldn’t tell a lie.”

“Ha was about the only Yankeo who couldn’t, then”
snorted Bunter. *° Look here, Skinner, if you make it
tuppenny ones——"

*“All right., TI'll get Bolsover to—ahem'—I mean all
serene, Bunter. It's a go.”

“Gimme the feather, and mind you whistle if anybedy
comes along.”

“Right-ho!”

Billy Bunter tucked the white feather into his packet,
and rolled down the passage towards Mr, Lascallea's
study. Skinner kept an anxious lock-out. He knew
that Mr. Lascelles was not in his atudy, but he did not
know when the mathematies master would return, and
Bunter had wasted a good deal of time already before
the schemer of the Remove eould persuade him,

The fat figure of the Owl of the Remove had hardiy
disappeared into the study when the stalwart form of
Mr. Laacelles appeared at the end of the passage. A still

i_i
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more awe-inspiring form was with him—that of the Head.
They were walking slowly together towards the mathe-
maties master’s study.

Skinner set his teeth. He dared mot whistle under
their very eyves; he could only scuttle away, and leave
Bunter to take his chance—which he accordingly did.
His own skin came first, in Skinner’s estimation.

Billy Bunter had pinned the white feather to the back
of the master’s armchair, when he heard the footsteps
in the passage and the voice of the Head.

“1 will step into vour study, Lascelles.
thing of some importance to say.”

“Very well, sir.”

Billy Bunter guaked.

He was fairly caught. There was no escape from the
study excepting by dashing out under the noses of the
two masters, which was not to be thought of for a
moment., Without even stopping to reflect, Billy Bunter
dived under the study table, with a wild hope that the
cloth would hide him till the masters were gone.

A few sgeconds later the Head and Mr. Lascelles entercd
the study, and the door was closed. Under the table
Billy Bunter palpitated.

He hardly hared to breathe, so great was his terror.
What would happen if the Head found him there he
hardly dared to think.

Dr. Locke sat down, and his foot, under the edge of
the table, was within an inch of Bunter. Billy Bunter
blinked at it as if mesmerised. Silently he anathematised
Skinner and his cchemes and his dozen tuppenny jam-tarts.

I have some-

It would have bcen worth all $he jam-tarts in Mrs,
Mimble's tuck-shop to be safely out of this!
“My dear Lascelles,” said the Head, in a very kindly

voice. “I am going to speak to you very frankly, and
I trust you will excuse me if 1 touch upon private
matters.”

Bunter blinked, and pricked up his ears. He was
almost reconciled to his own position by the prospect
of overhearing private affairs that did not concern him
in the least. The Owl of the Remove was not troubled
by any scruples on the subject of eavesdropping.

“Certainly, sir!” said Mr. Lascelles quietly.

Perhaps his handsome face clouded a little. Surely the
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Head did not intend to mention the matter which was,
in a subdued way, the talk of Greyfriars.

“1 have received a letter to-day,” said Dr. Locke.
came from Miss Lascelles.”

“From my sister !” exclaimed the mathematics master,
1In surprise.

“Yes. Miss Lascelles felt it her duty to tell me what
I might have guessed—that it was for her sake that you
have remained at home, when your natural inclinations
would have led you to the Colours.”

Mr. Lascelles was silent,

“My dear Lascelles,” said Dr. Locke, “I beg you to
be frank with me in the matter. I am met a busybody,
and I do not take pleasure in intervening in the affairs of
others.  But, as you know, I have a high opinion of you,
and I think it was due to me that vou should have told me
this. 'True, I might have guessed for myself, but I am
glad—very glad, indeed—that Miss Lascelles has opened
my eyes. It is the case, is it not, that it is your nmatural
concern for your sister that has kept you at home?”

“What else could keep me, when other men are out
there fichting my battles for me*” said the mathematics
master bitterly. “ But, while you seem to have believed
that I was closing my eyes to my duty, it was a more
sacred duty that kept me at home. But I understand
you. I am regarded here as a slacker, if not as a coward,
and you do not wish me to remain——"

Dr. Locke held up his hand.

" Nothing of the kind, Lascelles. Pray do not be hasty,
I should not have mentioned this matter, only, knowing
your character as I do, I was convinced that you were
not deaf to the call of King and country. I understand
your difficulties clearly. 1 applaud your resolution to
face misunderstanding rather than abandon that good
and unfortunate young lady to an uncaring world. I am
speaking solely for one purpose—to relieve you of your
difficulty. If you had confided the matter to me in the
first place, I could have dome so then, but I understand
that you consulted your pride and independence, Let
that pass. Lascelles, T hope I have given you reason
to regard me as a friend "

“The best friend a man could have, sir,” said the
mathematics master, in a’ moved voice.

“ Then I ask you to treat me as a friend. If you care
to leave Greyfriars for the Army, vour sister shall find
a father in me. Mrs. Locke will welcome her to Grey-
friars; she chall stay with us, as well cared for asz if
she were our own child. If you should fall—which
Heaven forbid—she shall Be provided for; you know thas
I am not a poor man. Meanwhile, it will'be a pieasure
to my wife and myself to care for her in every way. You
need not have any fear for your and her independence, foz

the Governing Board will undoubtedly pay half your
salary while you are in the Army.” 3
“Dr. Locke!”

"1 say this, Lascelles, because I believe you wish to
go. But if T am mistaken we will let the matter drop
and never mention it again. I hope I am not the man
to meddle in the affairs of another who is old enough to
know his own business.” '

“ But You are not mistaken,” said the mathematics
master huskily. “If you knmew what I have suffered
during the past few months you would know that my
one thought has been to join the brave fellows who are
fighting for England out there. It has been my thought
by day and my dream by night. It was my fear for my
sister that has held ine back. You know, she is a cripple,
and she is used to tender care, which she would receive
from no one but me." :

** She will receive it here,” said the Head gently.

“I know it—I know it; but I could not have asked

(1] It

“If T had known your difficulty, Lasecelles, I should

have spoken at once. ~Surely you must have known: but
no matter. Is it settled?” '

WMr. Lascelles smiled,
God bless you, sir! I shall apply at once for a

commission, and if I cannot obtain one at once; I shall
enlist as a private.”

" And Mrs. Locke and myself will come with vou to
bring Miss Lascelles here,” said the Head. y

(Conciuded on page 27, column 1.)



“ THE BEST 3 LIBRARY £® THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. “3i."

TR

' Driven

The Opening Chapters of a Magnificent New
Serial Adventure Story.

By T. C. BRIDCES.

toSea!

Wil

- 2 F —
e " Tl T | PN R T R
T e B e e

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
Dick Damer, an orphan, 1s invited by his uncle out to

Australia. On arriving he hears of his uncle’s death, from
a man named Wesley Crane. _ 4
Wesley Crane, for some sinister purpose, has Dick drugge
and smuggled aboard the Raintow, a small schooner com:

manded Captain Cripps. _ ;

The Rﬂi:::'lbﬂ“{}ﬁightﬂ aiderelict. Captain Cripps and . Dick,
going aboard the vessel, find a youth, who 1s m‘_erp-mwred
by gas furaes, has been left aboard her. _ _

Dick and the youth, Barry Freeland, rcach the Rainbow
safely ; but Captain Cripps, staying longer on the derelict, is
apparently drowned, owing to a storm rising, which causcs
tlEe vessel to founder, : ‘

Barry Frecland takes charge of the Rainbow, and, finding
some papers relating to pearls on a mysterious 151&|1%l,
decides to go Lin search of the treasure, which rightfully
belongs to Dick.

ﬂngreuvhing the island, however, they find the pearls have
been stolen. :

While on the way to the Solomon Islands in search of
Burke, a notorions scoundrel, who has vizited the mysterious
island and stolen the pearls, the comrades on the Rainbow

ick up three of his colleagues, and one of them, Barstow,
ﬁf‘l]}’- the eomrades to recover the pearls, which have been
hidden on the island of San Cristobal.

Dick hides the pearls in a sandy cove on the geashore; but
then, together with Barstow and a Chinese member of the
crow named Chang, falls into the hands of Burke and his

ng.

Eﬂﬁig;fk is rescued by Barry, and on tuking the pearls from
{heir hiding-place, the two friends cncounter Burke, whom
they overpower and take on board the Rainbow. |

Suddenly the Rainbow is shaken from stem to stern by
some unaccountable power, and the Chinese crew, puitng
the strange tremblings down to Feng-Shin (witcheraft), show
igns of mutiny.
= = (Now ga on"with the story.)

Terms,

“ ot back, you swine!" roared Barry to the Chinamen,
ond dashing through and past them, gained the stern.

Dick raced after. Ordinarily speaking, the Clinese crow
of the Rainbow were the easiest in the world to handle. But
now they were blind with panic, and, just as a cornered rat
will fizhit like a fury, so they turned on their skipper, and,
flinging themselves upon him, tried to pull him down.

Barry had no weapons except his fists, but of these he made
such splendid use that at the very first rush he floored two
of the men. Dick, who had managed to snatch up a belaying-
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Ir[n, caught a third man such a rap over the head as dropped
im to the deck, and now there were only three to two.
“Get back!” shouted Barry again; and they hesitated an

instant before renewing the attack,
T |

'ome en, Dick,” he cried, and dashed at them,

The remaining Chinks broke and ran. ° Fengz Shin was
bad, but this towering white boy with his fierce face and
iron fists was worse. They dashed back towards the fo'c's'lo
hatch and scurried below.

Barry was for following them, but Dick checked him.

“ Easy does it, Barry!” he cried

“Tho cowardly swabs!” growled Barry, who was
thoroughly rowsed. * They want the very stuffing hammered
out of them!"

**No; much better go slow. They're not vicious, only
scared. You let me talk to them,”

Barry stared.

“Talk!” he repeated. “Talk all you've a mind to; but
look out they don't knife you. I'd as soon trust a trapped
cat as a scared Chink!”

But Dick stuck to hia idea, and when tha three damaged
men had revived and been ordered forward, Dick went below
into the fo'c'sle. _

“You think that shaking Feng-Shin,” bhe said. ‘I tell yon
it is nothing of the sort, Your joss angry because we no
save Chang. Now you burn joss sticks, and to-morrow we
go fetch Chang, Then sail away back to Sydney. All you
followa have one piece pearl. You rich for life. See?”

It was the first speech Dick had ever made, and Barry,
who was listening, felt his lips twitch, But, for all that, it
worked. Whother the men really beliaved what Dick said
it was impossible to say. They wero still very nervous. But,
at any rate, they had got over their first blind panie, and at
once began to burn strong-smelling punk-sticks before their
big brass joss. Others pasted slips of red paper inscribed with
mottoes on the foremast, and quiet reigned once more aboard
tho schooner,

All the same, tho rest of the night was an anxious time for
Dick and Barrv, and both remaineld on deck ready for any
emergency. They knew that if the queer antica of the
schooner began again a second panic might prove worse than
the first. Fortunately, however, the disturbance, whatover
it was, seemod to have died down, and the achooner lay
guietly at anchor without any mor: tremblings or jumping.

Dawn came at last, leaping up crimson at a bound, and
Dick insisted on DBarry going b{*llf-w for a sleep. Barry had
had hardly any rest for forty-eight hours, and, az Dick
warned him, they had a busy day in front of them.

One of the Chinamen bronght Dick a cup of coffes, and he
paced the deck, his head full of Chang and Baratow, and
wondering how in the world they were going to be rescued,

He went down and peeped into Captain Kempstor's cabin.
Much to his relief, he saw that the latter was asicep, At
the same time he could tell by the yeollow colour of s skin
that the Tever had been very sharp, and he realised that it
was out of the question for him to take charge of the ship
for some davs to come.

This left everything to himself and Barry, and once maoro
he was driven to wonder how they were going to manago
about reseuing the two prisoners on the island. _

Barry came into the cabin to breakfast about eight. Ile
seemed guite fresh after his short slecp. ‘

“What are we going to do?" said Dick, as he helped him
solf to a second cup of coffee. “What about Chang and
Barstow?" ‘ L

“1 yveckon I'll take a couple of the Chinks and go along,
Barry answered. “ You'll have to stay by the Euhl_r-."'

“Three's not enough for this game,” said Dick. * Pyko
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and Wigram will see you coming, and lie up on the cliff and
pct you."

“If they can pot three of us they can E-ut half a dozen,
g0 far as that goes,” replied Barry., **We'll have to sneak
:-sh?r;u sumewhere close at hand, and cut across through the

ush, "

* At that rate it might be better to wait till night,” sug.
gested Dick. *In daylight everything is on their side, for
they can see us, and we can't see them,™

Barry frowned.

“I want to sail to-night. If we have any more of these
shake-ups liko we had fut night there'll be no holding the
Chinks. They're scared stiff as it is. Pah! The whole place
reeks with their beastly punk-sticks!"

Before Dick could answer the door opened, and Sam
uppenred.

“ Boat, him come off, boss,” he said to Barry.

Barry sprang to his feet,

‘“ Boat coming off. By gosh, it's those beggars come to
offer terms!”

Heo ran up on deck, and Dick followed.

Sure enough a boat was pulling off from the shore, and
two men in it. A white handkerchief was tied to a boathook
stuck up in the bow,

“Told you so!"” said Barry, with his glasses to his eyes.
“It’s Pyke and lel‘l-ﬂh sure enough! Gosh, I'm just itching
to pump lead into 'em!”

“¥You can't do it, Barry! They've got a flag of truce.”

“Much they'd care for that if it was the other way on.
But dust as you say. We'll hear "em talk.”

“Go slow with them, Barry,” said Dick warningly. * Don't
lose ‘your temper. Remember, we want to get away from
this place as quick as ever we can.”

*“Oh, I'll keep my hair on—if I can!” growlpd Barry,

Another few minutes and the boat was alongside.

*Good-morning !" said Wigram, an ugly grin twisting his
thin lips,

“The morning’s all right,” returned Barry curtly, “ You're
the only blot on it! What do you want?”

“ A drink and a smoke and five minutes’ talk,” was the

AlSWer,

“I won't drink with you, I don’t smoke, but I'll hear what
you've got to say,” replied Barry curtly.

“You neodn't be so darned ruds:: about it!" snarled
Wigram. “ You don't hold all the trumps—yet !”

* All except one Chink. As for Barstow, he's your man,
not ours,”

Wigram scowled.

“Guess you passed your word to him he was to have his
share of the loot—eh?”

**All the more for us if he doesn't turn up,” Barry
answered,

For a moment Dick, who stood by, was horrified, but he
had begun to realise that Barry was ying a part,

“Well, T guess you want your Chink back, anyhow,” suid
Wigram, trying to speak in a more conciliatory tone. * And
as Pyke and me are pretty well fed up with this here island
we're w ¥ to come to terms."”

“That's mighty kind of you!
were you thinking of making?"

“We was thinking that you'd give us a free trip home and
a share o’ them pearls—that’s what we was thinking,” replied
Wigram bluntly,

Barry burst out laughing,

" You're modest, aren't you? Why, the violet isn't in it
with you. A free trip and a share o' the pearls! 'Pon iy
Saﬁnﬁ }Tu_r:i dﬁﬂ take the r.-akt«\;:e!"

ol tter remember as we've still pot
Barstow ! said Wigram angrily. Ko Sy and

“Oh, I'll admit that! And suppose we leave them to yuo,
what are you goin' to do with 'em—eat em, or spend tho
time that's left you in watching them croes chew them up?
You said just mow we didn’t hold all the trumps, W’r‘l!.
we vo pot our ship, we've got the pearls, we've got Redstall
and Dent, and—best of all—we've got Burke.

“ Now, you know just as well as wo do that Burke's been
the only one of you that could handle your niggers. Supposo
wo leave you, how lon®'s it going to be befare they spear you
i your sleep?  And if they don’t, how are vou Eoing to
live! I've been aboard the Brant. 1 know there isn't a deal
of grub left.  What'll ye do when its finished? Tell me that.

“As for any cther ship coming in here—well, the chances
are a thousand to one against it! For why—there's nothing
to h_]jlhu them."”

Wigram’'s jaw dropped. Well he knew that every word
that Barry spoke was literal truth, but he had never reckoned
on Barry being so well posted,

Barry saw his advantage, and drove it home mercilessly.

Sce here, if I did the right thing, I'd take vou both now
and hang you. It's less than you deserve, I'd have shot
you on sight if it hadn’t have been for Damer here, who
flzy-:i we lrmui:t rE"FI]}l;ft_ yuun{;‘hwhim rag. Now, I'll go this far

ou wo back and bring Chan f O - :

Tue Macxer mem'.—h'cﬁ T':'tnd owrstow: olt at oace, and
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I'll give you passage as far as the first port we touch in
Queensland. Then I'll put you ashore, and you can take
your chances. As for paying ransom, I'll not give you a red
cent. "

Wigram lost his temper.

"’l&rr:n, by thunder, you can whistle for your men! We'll
have the satisfaction seeing them die, anyhow, before wo
get wiped out ourselves!”

Bdrry turned to Dick.

“Mun a boat!"” he ordered, and Dick sprang to obey.

“What's that for?" demanded Wigram.

“I'll tell you. 1 mean to follow you back to shore. Your
safe conduct doesn’t carry, once you're on land. And if !yuu
ever reach camp again, i guess you'll both be too full o
lead to do much harm to Chang or Barstow.”

Pyke spoke for the first time. :

“I told you these swine wouldn't play the game!” he said
bitterly.

Barry, who had quietly slipped a pistol out of his pockety
and held it easily in his right hand, laughed outright.. ,

“You're pretty folk to talk of playing the game! Now, 1
give you a last chance. What's 1t to be? Do you give up
Chang and Barstow and take my offer? Or is it warl’

The pair of scoundrels exchanged glances,

“All right!” growled Wigram. * We'll fetch "em.”

* Not the least nced for that,” answered Barry. ' We ean
spare "em another look at your ugly faces. Come right
aboard, please, and we’ll do Jw fetching.

Wigram saw how he had been caught. With an ocath, he
made a snatch at the pistol in the holster at his belt, Before
he could reach it, Barry made a spring over the low side of
the schooner, and came right on lnE‘ him. : .

Wigram tried to dodge, loet his balance, eaught his heels
aﬁta.innt the thwart, and went over with a loud splash inté
the sea.

He came up again in an instant, His ugly face was &
mask of hideous terror.

“Help! Help!” he screamed, and Barry, leanlng over,
made a snatch, and caught him by the collar. I

It was too late. One of the great tiger-sharks which
always hung about the stern on the look-out for offal, was
already on the spot. One ghastly shriek, and the man was
jerked. back out of sight.

Next moment the clear water was clouded with a dull
crimson stain, and that was the last of Burke's first mate.

"1t was his own fault!” said Barry sternly. He swung
round on Pyke, who was literally shaking with fright.

“Get aboard!” he said.

And Pyke, without a word of protest, sorambled hastily
out of the boat on to the schooner's deck, where a moment
later he was ironed and led below.

** Boat’s ready, sir!” said Dick formally to Barry.

Barry nodded.

“You will sl:a.g aboard, and see that all is well
going off to fetch Chang and Barstow.”

He #tepped into the boat which was manned by two of the
Chinamen,

“Take good care of the prisoners,” was his last word, as
he took the helm, and the boat shot away.

T am

The Wave.

It was with a very anxious heart that Dick watched tKe boat
rowing rapidly landwurds across the glassy surface of the

AY.

in spite of the fact that the last of Burke's precious crow
were safe under hatches, he knew that there were still the
natives to be dealt with. How many he had no notion, but
there were evidently more than Barstow had fancied, and*a
nasty, treacherous, ugly lot as ever lived.

And Darry, if plucky as they make men, was rash, too:
he had the true sailors’ fault of despising all natives.

The boat vanished round the headland, and Dick turned to

give his attention to the Rainbow. There was plenty to do.
Barry, he knew, meant to sail that verv night, and there
WAE rigging to be tightened, sails to be looked through, and
fresh water to be brought off. The latter businoss *ﬁuki
have to wait until Barry's return, for he himsell could not
leave the ship.
Another thing that did not help to soothe his nerves was
the fact that Burke was aboard. Dick had & dread of the
man that was almost superstitious. There was no RATINgT
what Burke was planning in that great head of his, and, in
Ef'ntw of the irons and the locked door, Dick had nl‘n"u;:.rs
t u:“fwlm.-; that };r- must be on the wateh.

Alter piving the necessary orders to the four ini
Chinamen, he went below, and took food to his r]m:é:ff
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Redstall and Dent were both sulky, and scowled at him with.
out speaking, but Burke, though still ironed, was perfectly
Henial,

“Good-morning, Mr, Damer!"” he said, with hisz usual grin.
“1 was beginning to fear you had forgotten me. How.
cver, better late than never. And when do we sail?”

“I'm not captain. You had betier ask Mr, Freeland,”

“I should be rejoiced to do so, but 1 fancy he iz not
aboard at the moment."”

Dick was startled, but he realised that Burke must have
heard Barry's order to get the boat out.

. “ 8o you are left in charge, Mr.: Damer?” continued Burke,
with his evil smile, '

“Yes, I am in charge,” returned Dick. * And den't you
g0 ithinking that I shall be asleep, either!” he added warn-
ingly.

“Bless my soul, that iz the last thing 1 should be guilty
of supposing. No, Mr. Damer, I am already paying for the
fact that I underrated your abilities, I am not likely to make
the same mistake a second time,”

He chuckled softly as he spoke, and Dick, as he left thé
cabin, felt that he would far rather have seen the man
cursing and scowling, There was something much more
ominous in Burke's smile than in anyone else’s frown,

"He went next to Captain Kempster's cabin, and found
him awake and a little better, He gave him quinine and
coffee, and told him the news.

Kempsler's eyes gleamed as he heard

Wigram,
"*The murdering villain!” he growled. “I'm glad he's
gone, All I wish is that Burke was alongside him in the
shark’s belly. T'll never feel safe for a minute z0 long as
we've got that son o perdition aboard !”
- His words agreed so well with Dick’s feelings that Dick
felt all the more uncomfortable, and he left the cabin and
went on deck again to see that the Chincse were carrying
out his orders properly. '

The bay lay like a sheet of green glass under the molten
Sl ﬁln't?- There was not a ripple, and rhe heat was terrific.
The deck planks burnt his feet through his thin canvas shoes,
and the pitch bubbled in the scams.

Dick glanced at the brassy sky, but there was no sign of
coming storm, nor of wind, either, and he wondered, uneasily,
if they would get a brecze that night, or if they were in for
a long calm.

In spite of the awful heat, he stayed on deck, watching
the shore constantly for any sign of Barry. But still there
was no movement, or any sound, and as the hours passed
ne grew more and more uneasy.

Dinner-time eame. He drank two cups of tea, but eould
not eat. Then he went back to his wateh.

About two the sound of shots came faintly to his cars.

Two first, then half a dozen more in a rapid velley. They
seoemed to come from far up in the bush, and Dick’s anxiety
grow almost unbearable, It was cruel to have to wait and
do nothing when—for all he knew—DBarry was fightipg for
his life up 1 those sultry thickets on the inland hills, *

Five o'clock came, and through the bréathless heat a fresh
sound came to his ears.

It was the rattle of oars in rowlocks, and a few minutes
later a boat shot into sigh® around the point.

Trembling with ecagerness, Dick feeunssed his glasses on it
e could have shouted with pure joy when hie saw that there
were five peoaple in it, and that Barry himsclf was steering,

As the boat drew “closer he got a speaking-trumpet and
nailed :

“Js it all right?”

“All right!"™ came back Barry's voice, echoing faintly
ncross the glassy bay,

All right it was, but when the boat came alongside Chang,
as well as Darstow, bhad to be helped over the side.  They
wore i1 mmiserable condition-—covered with cuts and seratehes,
and with hardly a rag of clothes left on them.

* Niggers had collared "em and carricd "o off,” explained
Barry briefly. *“We had to follow "em. More by luck rhan

_anything else that we canght 'em. And.” he added, with a
erim smile, *] guess there's half a dozen nigeers less in San
Uristobal than there was this morning.”

“You've got them—that's the great thing."” Dick answered,
with a sigh of relicf. * Now, all we need is a breese of
wind, and then I hope we'll see the last of this poisonous
place.”

Barry glanced round.

“Well, I see vou've done vour ]jnh all right,” he szaid
approvingly. “Now I'm going to have a wash and some-
thing to eat, and as soon as the land breeze comies we'll
have the hook up and be ofE.” :

But half an hour later, when he came on deck, the bay
was still hke a sheet of glass, and although it waz near
sundown the thermometer had not dropped a degree. The
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air was heavy with a moist, sticky heat which was almost
unbearable,

“ Don’t know what to make of it " growled Earry,.ﬂtﬂrin;:

at the sky: *“I'd think there was going to be a storm, but
the Elﬂﬁﬂ 13 steady enough. It's as rum weather as ever I
saw,”

The sun went down, the stars came out, and still not a
breath of wind broke the dead calm.

Barry was clearly worried, and as for Dick he could settle
to nothing. He paced the deck, watching the sky.

It was about ten o'clock, and the night still almost as hot
as the day, when Dick suddenly felt the schooner begin to
quivér exactly as she had done the previous night, .

Eaﬁrry‘, who was close beside him, at the rail, started up.

“Feng-3hin again!” he mnttered.  “ Get your gun, Dick!
We shall have seventeen different kinds of trouble with the
Clinks if this game starts up again.”

The quivering was very slight. It passed, and both drew
a breath of relief. The silence seitled again. It was so quiet
that they could distinetly hear the low roar of the brook
which fell into the sea more than a mile away.

But the respite was short. A few minutes later; and the
trembling started afresh., Then she began to lift. She rose
by the bow, so that the whole deck was tilted at.a steep
angle—so steep that they both had to hang on in order to
kecp their feet,

It was just as if some sportive giant had put a finger under
the bow, and was tilting her to see how far she could go
without. sliding right under,

The tension ceased. She dropped back to an even keal
with such force that the masts quivered like reeds. The water
surged away on either side into small waves.

* Look out [" said Barry sharply.

And as he spoke up came the Chinamen, shirieking like
frightened children.

“Hold on!" roared Barry.
Nothing's going to hurt you!"

Remembering  their lesson of the previous night, the
terrified crew paused. Chang, newly dressed and clean, came
ii_a.ﬁhmg aft with his pigtail flying straight out behind
1im.

“ What make 'um shake?” he gasped.
aflaid !

“No use getyyng scared, Chang,” said Dick.
we're due to &'lif as soon as there's any wind."”

Up went the schooner as if heaved on the crest of a
wave. And all the time she shook until down below they
could hear crockery and other small objects falling with a
clatter from their places,

Then down again to an even kecl, the water splashing
away from her sides,

And tle worst part of it waz the deathly stillness. There
was not enough air moving to blow out a match. So quiet
was it that they could hear the low splash as the ripple broke
against the clifi-foot hundreds of yards away,

The Chiness were scared nearly out of their lives. They
were guite beyond making any rush for the boat. Most of
them were siinply grovelling Rat on their faces on the deck,

SBuddenly Barry pave a yell

“Look, Dick! For any sake, look at that!"

He pointed seawards, and Dick foliowing the direction of
the pointing hand, felt his very skin crawl, while his heart
scemed to rise to his throat and choke him,

Out on the open sea, pouring in majesty through the mouth
of the bay, came a great smooth wall of water. It glistened
faintly in the starshine, and was sweeping in towards them at
appalling speed,

One moment he stared in horror, hardly able to believe his
eyes. Then he sprang for tne nearest hatch, '

* A tidal wave!” he shouted. ** Batten down everything, or
we shall be swamped !

Barry rushed among the crew, lugging them to their fent.

“ Up, up, you cowardiy swine! Barten down the hatclies!
Make all fast! You'll be drowned, every mother's son of you,

if you don't hurry!"”

Chang and Bam had sense enough to see their peril, and
sprang to obey. The rest were bevond helping themselves
or anvbody else. It was DBarry, Dick, and these two whn
worked furiously during the few moments left them bofore
the arrival of the wave.

O it rushed with no sound except a slight seething of the
band of white foam which erested its mighty summit., Thesq
it curled upon the little schooner, seeming as high as her
main-mast,

“ Haug on, Dick !” roared Barry.

There was no need for the warning. Dick had already got
hold of a stavy, and was clinging to it with both hands

Ie fele the Rainbow rise suddenly under his feet.: The.

“Steady, you yellow idiots!

*“No likee! Heap

“ Anyhow,
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Suddenly Barry gave a yell. * Look, Dick!
horror hardly, able to believe his eyes.

with a mighty roar, the crest of the vave came over her bow,
washing aft 1n a solid mass of green water,

It etruck Dick, and swung him out straight, so that his feet
were on a level with his head, It tugged at hum with such
force that his arms felt as though they were being dragged
out of their sockets, Deafened, buried, half-drowned, he
knitted his fingers around the stay, and clung for dear life,

He felt the schooner sinking bepeath ham.  He gave up
all hope of her safery, It scemed to him that the gigantic
weight of the wave was pressing her down to the very
battom,

Through the deep roar ceme a sharp spang ! He felr the
schooner rise and race away. Instinctively e realised that
the anchop-chain had enapped.

His lungs were bursting, yet he still clung to his hold.
The schooner was rising again.  Ancther moment, wd luns
head was above water, and he was able to take a
breath,

The zea was still streaming off the Jeck, and the schooner,
caught in the rush of the wave, was flying cuwards with the
speed of a train, Saddeply came a heavy shock, and the
Rainhow stopped with & jar that nearly tore Dick from lus
hnld, There followed a scries of sharp cracking sounds, rhen
a heavy crash as the fore topmast snapped like a carrot and
came down, carrving with it a whole rafile of nggng.

“ We're aground 7 gasped Dick; and then he stroggled to
g feet.  “ Barry " he shoated. ' Barry 7

There was no answer, and a horrible {ear gripped Dick’s
heart, If Barry was poue all was indeed lost,

Tne MacyET LIBRARY.—No., 391,
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For anv sake look at that!”
Then he sprang (o the nearest hatch,
* * Batten down everything or we shall be swamped!"

One moment he stared im
' A tidal wave!" he shouted

i

The Black Tramp.

“Barry !" he shouted again, and went stumbling across the
deck, which was cumbered with ropes and spars.

ITe caught his fost in something, and fell at full length
across a body, For a moment he thought i1t was Barry,
then found it was one of the Chinamen, The man was
dead, his head hideously crushed by a broken spar.

A voice came onut of the dimness:

“ Am dat you, Mistel Dick 17

1t was Chang,

“Yes, I'm here. Where's My, Freeland 17

1 tinkum gone ovel mto sea ™

Dick gasped,

“1 tinkum you and me left and nobady else,” said Chang,

At that moment Dick heard a groan from somewhere aft.
He dashed in the direction, and saw a body wedged against
a part of the after-rail which stll remained.

He pulled out his toveh, which was still serviceable, and
flashed the light. It [cll on Barry, lving at full length
against the ratl. ITis face was blue, and his eyes were cloged,
but he was still alive,

“Here, Chang ! shouted Ihck.
Give me a hand with hm!" .

They lifted him, and carried him into the deckhouse, which,
by some miracle, still stood, Chang lighted a lamp; Dick
found brandy, and forced some down Barry's throat,

Prosently Barry gasped, spluttered, #sen opencd his eyes,

“ Mr. Freeland is here!

CREAT SUMMER DOUBLE NUMBER NEXT MONDAY. ORDER TO-DAY!
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“You, Dick?"” he said hoarsely.
to see you again!'"

“Nor I you!" answered Dick.
you much hurt?"

Barry moved his arms and then his legs.

“ Nothing broke, anyhow,” he said. * Guesa I was mighty
near to drowning, though. Ugh! T feel as if I'd been
through a thrashing-machine.”

“ Give me a lick more o that brandy,” he added.

The spirit brought some colour back to his cheeks. _

“That's better,” he said, snd heaved himself up to a sitting
position. “The stay I had hold of was carried away,” he ex-
plained. ““ When it went I made sure I was overboard.”

Ha climbed to his feet.

Dick watched him anxiously. Dick believed that he was
moro hurt than he would admit, but if he was he refused to
allow it.

“Tet's po and take stock o' the damage,” he said. " She's
aground, %y the feel of her.”

“She's aground fast enough,” Dick answered bitterly.
“ And the fore topmast is gone. Looks as if we were going
to be stuck in this sweltering hole for good and all.”

“It don't look healthy, and that's a fact,” admitted Barry

rimly, surveying the scene of wreck. “If she ain’t stove in
it's a mercy.

“The first thing,” ho went on, “is to seo whether we've
got any crew left. It’ll take more’'n you an’ me an’ Chang
to handle her, even if she can float.”

“(Guess ye can count me in,” came a voice, and Barstow

appeared limping up from below. *“ Snakes, but the schooner
looks as if a hurricane had struck her! What was it, anyway?
I was asleep below, and I reckoned the last trump had
pounded."”
- “It was a tidal-wave,” said Dick. ‘At least, that's what
they call them. But really it must have been an earthquake
wave. And those queer shakings and quiverings were the
first shocka.™

Barry gave a low whistle _

“(osh, and I never had a notion of it! Dick, your books
are some use, after all. But this isn't any time for talking.
Let’'s get to work and see how much water she's lying in.
And, Chang, you makece see how many of your chaps are
gtill left in the old hooker.”

The sea, now that the giant wave had passed, was calm as
ever, but tho air was noticeably cooler.

Barry himself heaved the lead, first in the bow, then the

rn. .

'ha‘ Plenty o' water forrard,” he said; **but her stern’s hard
and fast. Not rock, though, so far as I can make out. Scems
to ba sand. Now we'll try the well.” '

“'vo tried it,” said Dick. * She hasn't much water in her
—only about ten inches.” )

“That won't hurt if she ain’t making any more. And what
about the Chinks? How many are left?” _

Chang came forward and answered that only two were
missing. That was not counting the unfortunate man who
had been killed by the falling spar. But oue of the survivors
was badly hurt, lus head being cut open,

Barry grunted,

“That's three sound Chinks left. And there's us threo,
and Kempster. I guess, if we can ever get her off again,
that's enough to work her home. Well, boys, we can't do
a thing to her in the dark; we'd best stand watch and watch,
and wait till morning.” |

“ All right ! said Dick quickly. *“TLet me take first watch,
Barry. And perhaps Barstow will stand it with me.”

Barry hesitated.

“Do let me!” begred Dick. “ You've had an awfully hard
day, and you're badly knocked about. Go down and take a
sloep. It‘fl do you all the good in tha world.”

“CGuess I will, then,” said Barry. " But mind and keep
your eyes open for another of those ripples.” ]

“We sha'n't get another,” said Dick confidently. * That
was tho fiuish,” . _ _

“ GGuess it came mighty nigh it,” remarked Barstow drilw,
“ All right, Mr. Damer, I'll keep watch along with you.
Gee, I'd a sight rathier be on deck than below if there’s any
more o' them catastrophes a-coming!™ .

In spite of his first meeting with Barstow, and the fact that
the American had on that oceasion as near as possible killed
him, Dick had come, not only to tolerate, but rather to like
the man. Barstow had a good deal of dry humour, and ou the
island lie had shown the coolest possible pluck in the face of
almost cortain death. He was still very lame, but Dick
fotched him a chair, and left him in charge while Lie himself
ran below to zee how Captain Kempster was faring.  Dut
he found that Barry had already been in and told him of
the disaster, and that the old chap had gone peacefully to
gloep again.
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He went back on deck, and sat yarning with Barstow and

hearing wild stories of the cruise of the Brant and the exploits
of Burke. Barstow, it seemed, had just the same sort of

half-superstitious fear of the man that Dick owned to.

. "I tell yo what, Mr. Damer,” he said, in his queer drawl,
“if you gets Burke back to ﬁuatrﬂ.lin. and gives him up to
justice, I guess you'll hev done something as you might be
Emud of. There's British warships and French warships
een a-trying to lay him by the heels thess seven yeara
past, and nary one succeaded. I reckon Burke's the slippicst
customer as has sailed the islands since Bully Hayes waas
finished up.”

Dick was anxious that Barry should have his sleep out. It

was not until the pink and erimson of dawn was showing in
the east that he went below and called him. All he got for
his pains was the rough side of Barry's tongue, but this no
longer troubled him, and as Barry, though stiff, seemed
himself again, lie turned in, and was asleep himself inside
sixty seconds.
It was ten when he woke, and a pleasant breeze was blow-
ing through the open port. He hurried on deck, but was
horrified at the scene of ruin and disaster shown by the
brilliant sunlight.

The decks had been swept almos: clean by the great earth-
quake wave, and broken rigging and a raffle of cordage hung
in mI';]rf direction. The Rainbow looked little better than a
wrecl.

Barry, busy helping his men to clear away the wreckasze,
looked up as Dick came towards him.

“Here's tha Lreeze,” he said bitterly; “but a fat lot of
use it 13! We sha'n’t be able to shift till the next spring
tide—if then!”

“But that will be only three or four days,” Dick answered
quickly. *Is she leaking?”

““No, thanks be, her hull's sound enough!”

“Well, it’s bad luck," said Dick philosophically; *but it
might bs worse. It will take us some days to get that fore
topmast fixed.”

“ T'f-T’ and she's cracked. We'll need a new spar.”

“Then we'll go ashore and cut one. There's plenty of good
stuff. How's Captain Kempstor?"

““He's a deal better. This cool air’s doing him good. Get
your breakfast, Dick, and come and lend a i;imdi"

All that day they worked savagely, and by night things
were beginning to look more shipshape. The breeze blew
fresh all day, and Kempster improved rapidly.

Next morning ho was able to be on deck; so, leaving him
and Barstow ‘n charge, Dick and Barry, with Chang and
Sam, took a boat and pulled across to the neareat beach,

Shouldering their axes, they went up into the bush, and,
after some trouble, found a troe straight enough to give them
the spar they wauted.

All the trees in the Solomons ar2 of the very hardest sort
of wood, and it was no joke cutting and trimming the timber
they wanted. Every fow minutos they had to stop and
sharpen their axea. And when at last the spar had been
roughed down, it was all they could do to lift it.

They had to cut rollers to move it down to the water's edge.

They were still busy with this job when suddenly the crack
of a rifle rang across the bay.

Barry sprang up, listening keenly, and almost instantly
cama a second shot.
“Gosh! 1

“It's from the schooner!" he snapped out
wonder if Burke's looas?"

He racod away down to the beach, Dick hard at his heels,

Aa Barry broke through the trees, which grew right down
to the very edge of the sand, Dick heard him give a startled
exclamation :

“Look at that!" he cried.
she come from?"

Dick could hardly believe his eves. A steamer had entered
the mouth of the bay, and was heading straight for the
Rainbow. She was a black, ugly-looking tramp of five or
six hundred tons, and a trail of foul black smoke dragged
from her [unnel.

For a moment the two boys stood staring in silence, then
Dick swiftly pulled his glasses from their case and put them
to his eyes.

Barry heard him give a queor gasp,

*What's up?” he demandad.

“Look for vourseli,” answered Dick, handing over the
rlassea. ' If that isa’'t Cripps himself on the bridge I'll eat
Lim. And, if I'm not very much out, that sweel croature
Wesley Crane is standing beside him,™

{(Another fine, long Instaiment of this thrilling
serial story next week. Order your copy early.)
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“Heaven bless you "

Dr. Locke rose to his feet, and the mathematics master
grasped his hand. It would have nurlliri-ed the Removites
if they could have seen Larry at that moment. There
were tears in his eyes; the usually calm, steady face
was full of emotion.

After a few more words Dr,
mathematics master drew a deep, deep breath.
were shiming.

“At last!" he muttered, aloud. “Amy will be safe;
she will be cared for. I could not leave her in better
hands.”

He started. For the first time his eyes fell upon the
white feather gleaming against the dark back of the
chair, He burst into a lmgh Greyfriars would soon
know how little he deserved the white feather.

When the mathematics master left the study to send
a telegram to his sister at Luxford announcing his speedy
arrival there, Billy Bunter crawled out from under the
study table. He blinked cautiously out inte the passage
and fled. At top speed the Owl of the ‘Remove rushed
for the common-room. Ie had news to tell,

l.ocke left the studvy. The
His eyes

“Rats!” was Skinner's comment, when William George
Bunter related his tale breathlessly in the common-room
to a erowd of interested juniors.

* Bravo, Larry!” was Bob Cherry's remark.

“1 dou't believe it !"” began Skinner.

But he was stopped suddeﬂly, as
grasped him by the scruff of the neck.

Bolsover shook him. till his teeth rattled.

“Cheese it, you cad!” said Bolsover. “We've been
mistaken in Lascelles, aud we may as well own up. I'm
gmnw to beg his pardon.”

“I'll do the same—when he goes!” sneered Skinmer.

Bolsover majer pitched Skinner into a corner, where
he collapsed with a yell. But nobody heeded Skinner.
Bunter's story had excited the Remove, and the Famous
Five were 1rmrnph.mt They had said all along that
Larry had a ripping good reason for not going, and they
had been proved to be right.

“1 propose a Tﬂtl‘ of thanks to Bunter for clearing up
the giddy mystery,” said Harry Wharton,

“Hear, hear! Carried nem. con.”

“And I further propose that Bunter be bumped for
cavesdropping !

* Bravo!”

“Here, I say, you fellows

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“0Oh, ecrumbs! Beasts!

“Ha, ha, ha!"

So Hill{ Bunter had his reward. The Removites waited
eagerly for fresh news of Larry. Mr, Lascelles was
absent that evening, and they could guess where he was.
The next day he was seen to depart with the Head and
Mrs. Locke in the car; and when the car returned there
was a fourth passenger in it—the sweet-faced girl the
juniors had seem in the box at the Stadium. Miss
Lascelles was from that day an inmate of the Iead's
house; and when the juniors came to kmow her they
came to like her immenszely, and Amy Lascelles never
tired of hearing Harry W harton & Co. talk of Larry and
kis aplendid [ll.hlt'lhl?H

But by that time Larry was no longer at Greyfriars.

The whole school turmed out to greet him when
Lieutenant Lascelles came in khaki to bid them fare-
well before he left for the fromt. It was a great scene,
and the Removites cheered themselves hoarse. Never had
“old Li n‘li, ~ been so popular at Greyfriars as when the
fellows beheld him in his Service uniform, And thun-
derous cheers accomponied Licutenant Lascelles when he
departed. And when he was gone there was much keen-
ness at Greyfriars to hear news from the front of their
old mathematies master, whom even Skinuner regretted
having presented with the white feather,

THE END.
THe MaGNET LiBRARY.—Nao. 391,
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My chums will rejoice in the fact that on Monday next a

SUPERB SUMMER NUMBER

of *“* The Magnet " Library will make its welcome way into
the market. Other Double Numbers have appeared before
to-day, and rattling good numbers they have been, as a rule ;
but compared with them next Monday's issue stands out like
@ bright and gleaming star in the heaven of boys® literature.
To begin with, famous Frank Richards has contributed a
wonderful 50,000-word story of school life, entitled :

“SCHOOLBOYS NEVER SHALL BE SLAVES !

From its amazing and unorthodex title, my readers will
Judge that the story deals with a most powerful subject, and
is a tale of daring conception. The fact is, an obnoxlous
and brutal drill-sergeant is engaged at Qreyfriars by the
school governors, and the man opanly states that there is too
much slacking for his liking—a condition of affairs which he
hopes to remedy by adopting methods of barbarism akin
to those employéd by the Prussians., Of course, Greayfriars
does not take the situation lying down, and the excitemeant
and discord which prevall at the old school is, in Hurrse
Singh's phraseology, ' terrific.” But through it all, the
fellows, from Wingate of the Sixth down to the youngest

fag, stand shoulder to shoulder for truth and Justice, fully
determined that

‘““SCHOOLBOYS NEVER SHALL BE SLAVES!"

The great story of which | have spoken is well worth the
humble twopence asked for the complete issue i but there ars
other fine features beside, the chief of which is, perhaps, the
grand summer number of

“THE GREYFRIARS HERALD '™
edited by Harry Wharton and his enterprising chums. Thias
neat little amateur magazine contains many interesting
items, written in the style peculiar to the Qreyfriars Ramove.
| shall also devote a column of naxt week's issue to the first
of a series of popular lyric poems, entitlied >

“FAVOURITE FRIENDS IN FICTION "

As is only fitting, No. 1 of these grand little efMusions —
which, by thc way, will be found eminently suitabls for
recitation—will deal with the adventurass of Harey Wharton &
0., the most famous scl.oolboy characters of the time.

An extra-special instalment of our great serial,

“DRIVEN TO SEA!"
By T. C. Bridges,

will appear; and, taking it all in all, | am honestly and
genuinely proud of the number which will be placed in the
hands of my chums next week. Not a paga will be anything
approaching dull;  humour and entertainment abound in
thelr truest form, and the absolutely greatest, best, and
brightest treat | can recommend to my holiday-making
friends and others is

NEXT MONDAY'S STUPENDOUS SUMMER NUMBER!

ORIGINAL DRAWINGS OFFERED TO READERS.

I have been asked at various times by certain readers who
take an interest in art if I could sapply them with the
original sketches of those artists who have made the com.
panion papers famous. In such cases I have been pleased
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to allow my chums to |
have the illustrations they §
require at a very nominal
sum, and it has oceurred
to me that other of my
readers would like to enjoy
the same benefit,
Accordingly, I havae
organised a scheme where-

by my chums can obtain the original work of the following
well-known draughtsmen :

“The Magnet " Library—
C. H. Chapman.
“The Gem " Library—
R. J. Macdonald,
G. M. Dodshon.
“The Boys' Friend ""—
J. A. Cummings,
E. E. Briscoe,
. J. Maedonald,
Harry Lane,
. W. Wakefield,
The scale of charges for these drawings is as follows:

s d.
Original Clover Pictures . e 1 6 each,
Original Headings or Illustrations 5 0 each.

When applying for any of the above, readers are requestod
to state the number of the issue in which the drawing
appears; and in the event of more than one reader requiring
tho same picture, the boy or girl who sends in the earliost
application will be considered first.

Bearing in mind that each sketch is worth trebla the
value at which I offer it, T hope many of my chums will take
advantage of this excellent scheme.

A QUESTION OF MOTOR-DRIVING.

An indignant Highgate reader has written to me on the
subject of an incident which occurred in the “Magnet "
story entitled *“The Old Boys' Challenge.”

It will be remembered that in this story Vernon-Smith, in
company with several other juniors, availed themselves of
the services of a motor-car in order to track down the
scoundrelly Paul Tyrrell. i

My correspondent is quick to point out that Vernon-Smith,
being only fifteen vears of age, would not be permitted,
according to the rules and regulations which govern motor-
driving, to take control of a car, especially as no licence is
153ued to boya of that age.

I hope my Highgate reader does not think that Mr. Frank
Richards, who possesses a motor-car himself, was in
ignorance of the subject. Nothing of the kind. Vernon-
Smith knew, as many boys of his age would have known, that
he was committing a breach of the law by driving a motor-
car in public thoroughfares; but, bearing in mind the
DBounder’s reckless and daring nature, and the fact that the
occasion was one of great urgency, he had no scruples in
dallying with the law,

Considering that Vernon-Smith has driven a car at least
a dozen times in the history of “ Magnet " stories, it 13
surprising that my Highgate friend did not voice his
complaint before.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.
“Gwen " (Leeds).—Your good-hearted remarks touched
me very much. No, there are no Leeds boys at Greyfriars.
E. C. Jones (Carmarthen).—3orry lack of space preventas
me from publishing your excellent letter,
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THI:'. MA?NET LIBRARY

“SCHOOLBOYS
NEVER SHALL

BE SLAVES!”

The greatest school tale ever
l written for British Boys.

\EVERY SCHOOLBOY IN GREAT BRITAIN
'MUST READ THIS MOST AMAZING STORY.

¥

TELL YOUR CHUM
ABOUT IT TO-DAY!

There will be an Enormous Demand for Next

Monday's Wonderful. Summer Double Number of

'THE “M{AGNET”

LIBRARY.

Order Your Copy To-day and Tell Your Chum To Do Likewise.}

i




THE BIGGEST
BOY AND GIRL
CLUB IN THE
'WORLD.

A BEAUTIFUL CERTIFICATE

—Designed by one of Britain’s Finest Artists;

A CONFIDENTIAL CODE
FOR MEMBERS ONLY

—To be used by Members when writing to one another:

A LIST OF SENSIBLE RULES
AN LETTER 2% PRESIDEN

—All FREE to Boy and Girl Readers of the “ Magnet” Library.

FOR FULL
PARTICULARS
SEE THE
ISSUE OF

CHUCKLES

PRICE ONE HALFPENNY,

NOW ON SALE. ASK FOR

CHUCKLES

m INE
L% FACSIMILE
e



