FOR D’ARCY’S SAKE!

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Tale of the Boys'ol Greyfriars.
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BOB CHERRY ON THE WAR-PATH!

(An Extraordinary Scene in the Splendid Long Complete Tale of School Life in this issue.)
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difficulty or in trouble. . . .

For Next Monday :

“THE MYSTERY OF
E§ MAULY !”

Ey Frank Richards,

In thefine yarn which appears next week Lord Mauleverer,
the slacker of the Remove, wakes up for once and does things,
gz he did in that other grand story, *The Schoolboy
Farmers.” But he does not do all that he is credited with
doing, and he does not get credit for all that he does
whereby, of course, hangs a tale. DBy a queer chapter of
happenings he changes places with lus cousin and double, one
Aubrey Spencer, who is in danger of immeoediate expulsion
from Abbeyside, a sthool not wery far from Greyfriars.
Spencer, though a good deal of a rotter, 15 a much maore
energetic person than his lordly cousin. e fights, and
actually beats, Johnny Bulk one of the best fighting-men of
the Remove, distinguishes himself as a swimmer, and is the
chief cause of a Greviriars victory in a hard-fought cricket
match.  All the time he is supposed to be Mauly, and wonder-
ment grows to huge proportions. Meanwhile, the path of the
Remove slacker at Abbeyside is far from a smooth one. lle
is birched and expelled as Aubrey Spencer, but redeems his
cousin's credit by an act of great courage. The consequence
is thar Spencer is allowed to return to his school, and Maul-
everer goes back to Greyfriars. But at neither place s the
truth made known, and for a long time affer the Remove talk
of Mauly's astounding tvo or three days in the limelight, for
thev have not penetrated

“THE MYSTERY OF MAULY!"

it

MORE ABOUT CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTORS.

This is not a subject I am at all keen on. The Con-
scientious Objectors are reperted—I am happy to say that I
don't know anv of them—to regard themselves as the salt of
the eartll, I should feel disposed rather to regard most of
them as worms of the earth. But 8. ., of Newport, pat-
ticularly wants me to answer in these columns a letter he has
sont, so T will do so.

He writes thus:

“1 pead with great interest the letter of a reader with
regard to the Conscientious Objector, and, though 1 do not
agree with all that he says, 1 do agree that neither you nor
Mr. Richards understands the reasbn why a C.O. refuses to
fight. Now, I know a man who is » (.0, and who not very
long ago jumped into the sea at o place where strong currents
abound, and at great risk to himself succeeded in rescuing
a drowning man. Do yon mean to say that such a man
refuses to light becanse he is afraid? No! The C.O. will not
fight beeause he tries to follow the pithway of our Lord,
whose life was characterized by meckness. and Whao suul that
¢ @wards shall be beaten into plonghshares, and spears nto
reaping-hooks.” ™

S . is evidently not an expert at argument. ke begims
with a statement which is incorrect, and an assmnption which
is quite unjustified He did not read the letter of which he
speaks—unless he rewd it before it reached this olfice—{lor
only about a dozen words or so were gquoted.  He assumes a
lack of understanding on the part of Mre. Richards and myself
which he has no right to assume. Tt does not follow  that
because onr views differ from his those views are wrong, or
that we are without andorstanding.

It is quite ecasy to understaml the great ma Jorty of Con-
seientious Objectors, They are people who are either so
eccentric as to Le It for incarceration: in o lauabic asylun,
who would do anything in erder to be notorious, or they are
cowards who prefor shine to danger,

As I said when I referred to this mintter before, there arve
exceptions. IFor the Conscientions Objector who says: 1
will not fight because my religion forbids, bhut put me to any
service, however dangerons, which does not entail taking
life, and 1 am veady for il "—for that type every man who
thinks at all has some admiration.  DBut how many of that
wpe ure there among all the thonsands who have tried to

The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
and is only too willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
Whom to write to : Editor, The ' Marnet"

Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdoen Street, London, E.C.

beg off* Very few! Most
of them fake shelter be-
hind the convenient
excuse  that their tender
consciences will not allow
them to do  anything
which awds warfare. The
man who performed the
heroic rescue told of was
no coward; let that be admitted freely. DBut one such case
as this really proves very little indeed—if 1t proves anything.

Into the religious argument I do rot care to enter. But in
all ‘sincerity I would say that I believe that He Who nearly
two thousand years ago walked thz fields of Palestine, and
suffered for mankind, would hold higher the man fresh from
the slanghter of Germans, the man who went out 1o do his
duty by his country and his dear ones, than the brainiest
Conscientious Objector whose *“principles 7 keep him from
doing a man’s work.

Years ago one of the finest men who ever lived—the Rev.
Charles Kingsley—asked a guestion worth thinking over. %
cannot quote the exact words, but 1t was to this effect: Is 1t.
reasonable to suppose that of all the instincts implanted in

us  the combative, and that alone, is wholly evil and
deplorable?
[s it? Is there not a time when the man who refuses to

fight shows himself thereby something less than o man?  And

is this not the time!?

——

A WORD OR TWO ON ETIQUETTE.

Letters often reach me signed * John Smith. Esq.,” or “ Mr.
James Brown,” or something of that sort. 1 know that the
writers err through ignorance only, intending no harm; but
it is just as well that they should be told of their error.
Neither “Mr.” nor “Esq.” can properly be used with a
signature. Nor should envelopes  enclosed for reply be
addressed “John Smith, Esq.” *“Mr.” there if vou like,
though that is hardly necessary—eertainly not * Esq.” This
sort of thing créates a bad impression if at any time you are
sending an application for employment.  Avoid it

NOTICES.

Correspondence, etc.

Cr. Mitchell, 3, Neely Street, Belfust, woulil like membeis
to note that the address is as giyen, and not  Peely 7 Street,
Would be elad of more members for s “Gem "V and
“ Magnet ” [acaerue.

Misz Emily Wescott, 6, Hindmans
8., would be glad to correspond  with  some
renders. ]

Laurence Robinson, 196, Wharf Street, Leiwcester, wants to
form a dramatic society to play Shakespeare, and would be
elad to hear from readers in Leieester under 14 interested.
Please call between live and seven any evening

Private 1% Haines, 14447, (' Ca., 13th toval Scots, B.E.T7.,
France, thanks heartily all readers who have zent him letters
and piapers.

Lance-Corporal J. MeTigh, 2 Platoon, A Co., 6th Datt.
Shoerwood Foresters, BUE 1., Franec, also olfers lus thanks
for the numbers of the © Boys™ Friend " 5¢l. Library sent hin,
and would be ilad of more if any reader has them to spare.
They are appreciated by bis comrades as well as himnsclf.

T Clyne, 19, Oldhill Street, Stoke Newington, N., 18 start-
ing an amateur magazine, and would be glad to hear from
any reader owning small hand-press or duplicating machine
who wonld co-eperate with him.

Signahman Stanley Scott, H.M.S. Bullwhale, care of G.P.O.,
London, wants to thank all readers who replied so nromptly to
his request.

l{tr:u_l: Tast Dnlw[{-_lh
other girl
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éﬁ Complete School- The Editor will be
3

obliged if you will

hand this book,

when finished with,

to a friend. . .
AN,

RCY’S SAKE!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Story Book, attrac- i
tive to all readers. i.
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The astounded lieutenant found himself collared and bundled into the boai. Bob Cherry attached the skiff by the
painter, and it was towed hehin_d the boat. R (dee f_ilhaprar B}

THE FIRST CHAPTER. And Bob, whose spirits were always exuberant, executed a
Not Bunter! double-shufflc expressive of satiefaction with himself and {he
T ARKY !” } w“irli.i generally, and the study shook as Bob expressed his
£ ! _ CH T
Bob Cherry's voice was like unto the voice of EEHI,!::;*I“” s om ted Marl

a bull of Bashan, as he etood in the study door- = EDIH-H‘!;~ o g .
way and addressed his chum, Yes,” DBob paused for breath. ““Chuck that rot! What's
' the good of swotting on the last day of term? No prep to-

Mark Linley looked up from his work, with an

. v S 1 By g B Y
amused smile on his face. 111_5'.'?11.?.‘ I—ll_flrah.
“ You scem in good spirits,” he remarked. Bob’s voice could have been heard ai the end of the Remova

“Woell, I should jolly well say so!" said Bob. “The blessed passage. Bob's neighbours were never left in any doubt when
school breaks up to-morrow, and we're going on our blessed Lie was in high spirits.
holidavs, and the blessed weather has turned over a blessed “ Pt " began Marlk,

new leaf, and my pater’s got the I."J[.E.U., and "n‘n't"l::" going to He was inl_p:,.l."med_ Bob Cherry wp{.d down on him,
have a ripping vac, and vou're coming ! Hurrah! i elubched him, and swept him out o™ he chair, Marlk's pen

MNo. 450. Copyright in the Ualicd States of Amzrica. Septernber 23rd, 1916,
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went in one diveetion, and his Greek grammar in anether, and
the chair flew over on its back. The Lancashire lad found
himself waltzed round the study, kuocking chairs right and
left, and Ffnally erashing into the table and sending 1t
spinning.  And there was another crash as the inlsstand landed
in the fender, and the Greels lexicon—a ponderous volume—
followed it there,

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated DBob. _

“Xor goodness’ sake, chuck it!” gasped Mark, dragging
himself away. “What on earth are you burbling about?
You've wrecked the study.”

“What thoe dickens does it matter at the end of the term?
They'll clean up the studies before we come back to Grey-
friars. Hurrah!” : _

Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, looked into the
study.

“What the merry dickens !

“ Only celcbrating,” said Bob. *“ What's the odds =0 long as
you're ‘appy? I'm just telling Marky.”

“1 hepe vou'll be able to come, Linley!” said Wharton
cordially. ** It will be ripé:ing for all of us !

Mark looked bewildered,

*“What—where?” ) g _

“You can come, Marky?” exclaimed DBob anxicusly.
' Don't say you can’t, you duffer !”

“But where?” " : !
“JI've told you! No; now I come lo think of it, 1 haven’t

told you !” said Bob cheerily. * You know, we're going down
to D Arcy’s place for the vae—D’Arcy of St. Jim's, you know
—the chap with the glass cye—"

“71 didn't know he had a glass cye,” gaid Mark, in surprise.
“T've never noticed it. I haven't sech much of him, of
conrse—only when we've plaved cficket.”

“Ha, ha, ha! DBob means his moneocle,” :aid Wharton,
langhing.

"El:Dh,gI sce ! Ilis eyeglass!” L )

“ Exactly,” said Bob. * You are growing Jdense in your old
age, Marky. This is what comes of swotting over Greck.
Here goes Liddell and Scott!” Bob punted the pondereus
lexicon across the study. * You're jolly well not going to take
Liddell and Scott with you, mind! If you so :nuch as say
Alpha and Omega once during the vac Il biff you! Now,
you're coming, of course?”

“Where " velled Mark.

“My hat! T haven't told you yet! To D Arcy’s place, of

course | said Bob, g .
“PBut he hesn’t asked me,” said Mark, smiling. "“"He

bardly knows me.”

"Hj;:-'s just written to Hi_'l'l"rj'—"-“

“I’ve got his letier here,” said Wharton. “It's been
arranged some time about geing to Eastwood for the vaeation,
of course. . D’Arey’s just wnitten about 1t agam, and he's
epecially mentioned you. Ie eays if you could come he would
be very glad. Here's the letier,™

Marlk's face grew very grave. :

“It's very kind of I’ Arcy,” he said, :

“0Oh, he's a ripping good sort, though he does talk like a
chap on the cinema,” said Bob. . 1

“De chaps talk on the cinema?” grinned Wharton.

“Bow-wow ! You're coming, Marky 1"

Mark chook his head.

Bob Chery’s face fell at once.

“You can’t !” he exclaimed.

“ 1 think not, Bob. It’s kind of D’ Arcy to ask me, but—"

“ You're not worrying about the invitation coming so late,
I suppose?” asked Harry Wharton. “IFArcy didn’t know
vou were a pal of Bob's before, you sce. When we saw him
the other day Bob happened to start talking about you——-"

 And he's asked me because I'm a friend of Dob’s?”

“ For your own sake, too, of coursze! .Flash it ali, Marky !”
exclaimed Wharton, in astonishment, ‘You're not geiting

v, are you? :

mtﬁ?f*l: burst into a langh—a hearty laugh—which showed

how little touchy or over-cxacting he was.
“Nat at all!  It's jolly decent of D'Arcy. But—but I can’t

come ! . i
“ Are they expecling you at home?” asked Bob. I mean

gpecially 17
“ Nof specially. My people would be glad f':'.u"n'lug'r to cet a
ehanee for part of the vae,” said Mark frankly. . “ That would
b n.ﬁ vight. But—but you chaps secm to fnrgut that—that
——" e coloured a little. "“1'm a scholarship chap here,
you know, and—and not quite up to the rest in some things,
"
Y?'“‘lr"ﬁ?u difference dces that make?” asked Bob. " Do you
think 1> Arev cares whether you pay your fees or not Prx
“Tt ien’t that. Only—only D'Arey’s faither is Lord East-
wood. and—and I understand that he has a tremendous place
L}

k]
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“Tremendeous ! said Beb, “ And it’s going to be jolly.
11is elder brother is home on leave, and some other officers,
and they're getting up a cricket week.  And if they want
gome geod players, 'why, that's where we come " .

“And IMArcy’s father, Lord BEastwood, probably wouldn’t
expeet his son to ask home a chap who has worked in a
factory for his livihg,"” said Mark quictly. **You see, it can’t
be done. 1t would be awkward all round.”

Wharton smiled.

**So that's the trouble 7" he asked.

Mark nodded.

“D'Arcy is rather a sensible chap,” remarked Wharion.
“1 dwdn’t think ef that, but it seems he did. He mentions
speciaily in his letter that he has told his father all about you,
and his lordship is very keen to make your acquaintance,
IHere 1t 1= 10 his fist, you doubting Thomas !

“Oh!" said Mark.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

““So vou can wipe that off the slate,” Dob said. “‘Lord
Eastwood knows all about the factory and the scholarship,
and quite approves. Dash 1t all, Marky, you couldn’™t think a
gplendid chap hike D'Arey had a snob of a father I

“No, no, no! exclaimed Mark hastily. *' But things are
different. You won’t sec it, Bob; but—but, you sce, training
makﬁs at lot of diffcrence 1o the way a man looks at things

“Well, it doesn’t with 1Y’ Arcy’s pater,” said Bob, " So if
that’s all the trouble, Marky, you're coming! You'd like
lo?”

* Of course I'd like to!” said Mark, It will be splendid !
And my people will be glad to knew 1'm having a good tume,
I'll come, of course !”

“Hurrah !”

“1 say, vou fellows
study, **Oh, here vou are, Wharton !
frem my pal at St. Jim's!”

* No fear!”

“Why, vou—you Prussian!”
handwriting on the envelope!
D’Arcy’s hand "

*  Biliv Bunter blinked into the
You've had a ictter

shouted Bunter. ('1 saw his
Do you think I don’t know

“I've had a letter from I)' Arey,” admitted Wharton, ** But
I haven’t heard from any pal of yours that T know of.”
“Gussy's my old pal,” =aid Bunter, with dignity. *“ We've

got a lot in coommon, you know—titled relations, and all that,
1 suppose he mentioned me?”?

W Nﬂ. 1

“Didn’t he say zomething aboui taking another chap with
you " asked Bunter anxiously,

“Yes.” prinned Wharton, -

“Well, that meant me, of course !

“1s your name Mark Linley %

“Eh? Of course it 1sn’t, fathead !™

“Then D’Arcy can’t have meant you.
mentioned,”

“My hat!” cjaculated Bunter. *“Do yow mean to say that
Gussy has asked that factory bounder, and forgotten me 7"

Bob Cheriy picked up a cushion, but Mark caught his arm.

“There's some mistake!” said DBunter, swelling with
indignation. *“ It's impcesible—quite! Guesy’s my old pal,
and I've really been expecting a letter from him about the
vac. I euppose he wrote Linley’s name by mistake. Mistakes
wiil happen, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T sce anything to cackle at! However, the,
matter can be arranged,” said Bunter. *“Linley can’t go,

of course !”

“Why not?" asked Mark quietly.

Bunter enorted.

“1 suppcse you've got some proper feeling?” he said
I6ftily. “* You are a factory chap—mnot quite my class, I
suppese | Under the circumstances, you can’t go—it's quite
impossible!  Wharton has been asked to take a friend.
Well, he ean take me! I'll go instead of Linley, Wharton !
There! 1 think that’s quite satisfactorily arranged !™

“ Not quite !” grinned Wharton. “T like D'Arcy too well
io plant you on him, for one thing. For another, I wouldn't
be found dead with you anywhere——"

“If you wprefer that factory bounder to me—
Bunter.

Wiz !

Pob Cherry ierked hie arm away from Mark, and the
cushion flew. 1t was a bullseve. It caught Billy Bunter
fairly on the chest, and bowled him into the passage like a
gkitile. Bob kicked the deor shut, In the passage there was
a bump, and a rear followed.

“Now, when he comes in again——" said Bob, breathing
hard through hie nnge, and picking up a cricket-stump,

But Billy Banter did not come m again. The cushion wae
enouzh for the Owl of the Remove.

That’s the name he

* roared

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND.” 10
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I can’t go till my friends come ﬂr:ﬁk, can I? * snorted Bunter. Gosling stared at him. “ Master Wharton ? " he
said. “ He’s not coming back! * “ They—they've gone ? '’ Billy Bunter stood rooted to the ground. (See Chapler 2.)

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Waiting for the Car!

HE next morning there was a general buzz throughout
rreyfriars.

I There was always excitement on breaking-up
day.

Fellows who weren't going to see one another
again for a number of weeks expressed regret or pleasure, aa
the case might be.

Harry Wharton & Co. were looking forward to the holiday
at Rastwood. They were to be together there for a couple
of weeks before they went on to their homes. They had often
met the 3t. Jim's fellows on the cricket-field, and they would
be glad to see them again.  Several of D'Arey’s friends
from St. Jim's would be at Eastwood, az well as D'Arcy’a
Cousin Ethel and his elder brother, Lord Conway, who waa
home from the Front.

Billy Bunter was looking forward to that vacation at
Eastwood, too,

The fact that D' Arey of St. Jim's had not asked him there
did not make any difterence to Bunter. He was willing to
overlook an omission like that, which Le cheerfully attributed
to absentmindedness on I Arcy's part. So long as he arrived
with the party from Greyfriars, he felt that he would poss
muzter. DArev was a hospitable chap, and he would be
pleased to weleome an extra pal of Wharton's. He was going
with Whartfon; that was sattled,

“T suppose vou wouldn't mind lending me your travelling-
bag, Wharton ?" he remarked after breakfast. * The new
one, I mean !’

Tue Macexer Lirrary.—No. 450

NEXT
MONDAY —

“THE MYSTERY OF MAULY!”

“Put I want it myself,” said Harry.

“Couldn’t you take a trunk, or something?” said Bunfer
peevishly, I want to have a decent bag with me; they
rather keep up appearances at Eastwood, you know !"

Wharton stared.

“ At Eastwood?" he repeated.

“¥Yes"

““ Are you going to Eastwood ?"

“Of course!”

“But you haven't been asked.”

“That was an oversight. My old pal Gussy is a bit absenk-
minded "’

“Well, of all the nerve ! ejaculated Bob Chierry. in amaza-
ment.

“ Anyway, I can go as your pal, Wharton !”

“No jolly fear!”

“Look here! Will you lend me your bag?”

“ Bow-wow "

“What time is the car coming?”

“What car?” ]

“T'Arcy's car, of course! T suppose he's fetching you in &
car? He did the last time you had a holiday with him.”

““ Better send him a wire and ask him,"” suggested Bob.

“Will you tell me what time the car's coming, Wharton?"

Wharton shook his head, .

“Well, I shall jolly well keep an eye open for it!" emid
Bunter. “Is it coming this morning ?"

*Na."

“That's all right, then! TI'd rather have dinner before we
start. But. mind, when that car comes along this afrernoon
I'm going in it !”

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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And Bunter rolled away, locking very determined.

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. *I say, is there a car
koming, Harry?"”

The captain of the Remove chuckled.

“"Not at all. All the D’ Arcy ears have been handed over
to .the. Red Cross, I believe. We're going by train—this
morning. Bunter can wait for the car in the afternoon!™

*“*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

The ’fuggage of the Famous Five went to the station with
nﬁqunutity of other bags and boxes, escaping the eyes of Billy

unter.

The Owl of the Remove, satisfied that the car was not
coming that morning, had relaxed his vigilance. It had not
occurred to him that the car was not coming at all.

A party of the Remove started for the station—Squiff and
Tom Brown and Vernon-Smith going together, and Ogilvy
and Micky Desmond and Morgan and Wibley. Bob Cherry
clapped Bunter on the shoulder,

“Coming to see Squiff off 7" he asked.
“Having a trap to the station?” asked Bunter,
“ No—walking !"

“Then I'm jolly well not coming !” said Bunter irritably.
“I'm surprised at you, Bob Cherry! If you want my
company yon can stand a trap!”

“Well, T don’t!” grinned Bob. *“But a walk down to
Ucurtﬁe}d!wﬂuld do you good, you know,”

“Rats !’

“Let's make him go!™ suggested Nugent.
arm, Bob, and I'll take the other.
behind with his boot,
he gone?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter was making a record run across the quad-
rangle. A walk to Courtfield in the hot weather was not
to his taste, and he had not the slightest desire to see Squiff
off.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned as they walked out of the
gates with the other fellows. They were certainly going to
goe Squiff off, but they were not eoming back, as they were
ratching the next train themselves in a different direction.

The fact that they had suggested Bunter’s walking to the
station with them quite threw the Owl of the Remove off the
track. Billy Bunter was still waiting for the car. _

Billy Bunter blinked round for the Co. when he went in to
dinner. A good many of the fellows were gone, and the
tables were sparsely attended. Harry Wharton & Co. were
censpictous by their absence,

“Silly nsses, missing their dinner ! grunted Bunter.

After dinver it occurred to Bunter that the chums of the
Remove were an exceedingly long time seeing Squifi off.

He rolled down to the gates to look for theom.

But they did not appear,

The school was clearing now, and ere long William George
Bunter was the only fellow left in the quadrangle.

Gosling blinked at him from the doorway of his lodge,
wondering what the fat junior was still hanging about the
school for.

“Dash it all, it’s queer the car deesn't come!” muttered
Bunter. *1 say, Gosling, do you know when I)'Arcy’s car is
coming 17

“ Ain’t heerd nothing of it!"” said Geshng.

“These silly daffers will keep D' Arey waiting if he comes !
said Dunter.  ** Blow it, I believe I'm the only fellow left 1

“I'm goin' to lock them gates when you're gone, Master
Bunter,” said Gasling pomtedly.

Bunter snorted,

“T ean’t go till my friends comg back, can 17
fickens can be keeping Wharton all this time?”
Gosling stared at him, :
“ Master Whairton ?7 he said. * He's not coming back !”

“Not coming back?” roared Dunter.

“Not that I knows.on.” )

“ Pyt—but he's coming back to go with ID'Avey in the car,
nhen the car comes!” stultered Dunter.

“ Ain't heerd nothing of that there!™

“But their bags haveri't g:}ue:-—-”

“Yes, they has!" grinned Gosling.

“ They—they've gone?” _

“VYos: they went off to Courtfield with the rest of the
tuggage !

3illy Dunter stood rooted to the ground.
balred through his spectacles. _

i licn—then they're going by train?” he gasped.

“The twelve frain, 1 think,” said Gosling.

# Twelve " shricked Bunter.  “ Why, that went before
dinner 17 s

Gosling nodded.

s ﬁ.mihth{-t'n izn't o car coming at all!” yelled Buntor.
“ Wharton said it was roming this afternoon—at least, he
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“¥You take one
Marky can help him
Now, then, Bunter! Why, where's

pre
"

What the

His eyes almost
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said it wasn't coming this morning! Oh, the rotter, pulling
my leg all the time! Oh, dear!”

And Bunter rolled away furiously, leaving Gosling grinning.
Ten minutes later a solitary figure fagged away to the station
in the sunshine, Willam George Bunter was on his way
home,

_|_'_I'-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Cardsharper!

s A, ha, ha!”? :
Six juniors langhed merrily as the frain ran ouf
of Courtfield Junction,

Harry Wharton & Co. had a carrage to thems-

selves, and they were starting, and the Owl of the

Remove was not there! And the thought of the fat jumor

waiting at Greyfriars for the car that would not come made
the Co. yell as the train glided out of the station,

“Well, we're off !’ said Bob Cherry. * No change till we
get to Lexham., D’Arcy meets us there, 1 think®”

““That’s right,” said Wharten. © “He gets to Lexham about
the same time from St. Jim’s with his friends. We zhall go
on to Eastwood together. Blake and IMgby and Herries
will be with-him, 1 think, and Tom Merry & Co. Hallo!™

It was a corridor train, and as Wharton spoke a man came
along the corridor and looked into the carriage. It was a
third-class carriage, so there were a couple of seats empty.
E‘he stranger stepped in, and sat down, pushing back his silk

at.

He was a somewhat flashily-dressed individual, with a
hooked nose and very keen eyes, and a cigarette between his
lips.

‘I*'D{l] you young gentlemen mind the smoke?’ he asked

olitely.

h As 1t was not a smoking-carriage, the -juniors considered
that the stranger might have left his cigarette outside; but
they were ebliging.

“(Oh, don't mind us, =ir!' said Bob.

“You yvoung fellows don’t smoke, 1 suppose?” smiled the
stranger.

*0Oh, no!"

“Very sensible of you,” said the gentleman, who was
appavently in a talkative and affable mood. *Not good for
anvbody, man or boy; but one gets into the habit out there
in the trenches.”

The juniors were Interested at once.

“You're from the Front, sir?’ asked Wharton respect-
fully.

'l’:irm stranger Jdid not look much like a man from the
Front, certainly, and he was not in khaki; but he nodded
affably,

“Yes; vou may have heard my name,” he said. “It's been
rather in the papers—Captain Punter, of the—the Loamshire
Regiment!”

“No, T hadn’t seen it,” said Harry simply.

The captain langhed geood-humouredly.

“D.J.0.," he said. lightly, “A little affair of a night
attack !

“By Jove! My pater’s just got the D.8.0.,” said Bob, with
interest. | “Perhaps youw’ve met him out there—Major
Clierry, of the Engimeers?"”

“You are the son of Major Cherry!” exclaimed the eaptain,
“Delighted to meet vou! Mgy oldest friend!"”

The captain shock hands warmly with Bob.

Bob regarded him a little doubifully. He didn’t like to
doubt any statement made by a man from the Front. but i
was curtous that he should never have heard Captain Punter’s
name if he was Major Cherry’s oldest {riend.

“You are getting ont soon?”’ asked the captain casually.

““Not till Lexham Junction.”

“Quite a long run,” said Captain Punter,
holidays—what 77

“Yes; our school broke up to-day.”

“T1 thought so. This recalls old times to my mind,” said
the captain, with reminizcent look., * It's a long time since 1
left Greyfriars——"

“Greyiriars ! exclaimed Harry,

“Yes, that's my old school. You've heard of it7™

“Wea belong to Greyfriars.”

“By Jove, do you?" exclaimed the captain.
that we should meet like this!
—what?"”

“T don't think it changes much,” said Harry, with a smile,
“20 you're an old Greyiriars fellow?”

*Yes "

Mark Linley locked quietly and sieadily at the effusive
stranger, ‘The Lancashire lad was thinking that he had not
spen Lhe name of Punter on the Roll of Honour at Grey-

“Off for your

] “How curiocus
Bame quietl, old-world place
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friars, which included the names of all old boys who were
serving in any rank. .

The captain chatted on about the trenches and Greyxfriars,
and his war experiences and his schooldays. Presently he

awned a little.

“Must kill timme on a journey,"” he remarked. ' You
youngsters like to see some conjuring tricks with eards?™™

The juniors politely assented.

(‘aptain Punter produced a pack of cards, and performed
soveral tricks guite cleverly. The juniors were thinkimg
that he was a very entertaining gentleman,

The tricks having come to an end, the captain shuffled the
cards.

“ What about a round or two of nap®” he asked. “Not for
money, of course—just to pass the time?”

“Not a bad idea,” assented Wharton,

After a round or two the captain vawned again,

“I'll tell vou what!” he exclaimed. “Let us play for
penny points to make the game a little more interesting—
same as playing for counters! 1 suppose you lads are well
provided with penpies?®”

And the captain laughed jovially.

- There was a pause. Plaving cards for money was gam-
bling, and it was not only wrong, but it was against the law,
But the juniors felt that they could not wound the feelings of
the jovial gentleman from the Front, who evidently saw no
harm in it.

“May as well,” said Harry, after a pause. " You mean,
use the pennies as counters, not to keen the winnings?”

“Just as you like, my voung frined.”

“ All serene!” ‘

- A round was played, and the captain called nap, and failed

to get it. and had to pay up. He lost again and again, and
he paid out sgilver and received change. In a short time
all the juniors were two or three shillings the richer. As
the money was to be handed back. however, that did not
matter.  But they wondered why the captain took the
trouble to draw the curtainz across the window on the
corridor.

“ By Jove, vou voungsters have all the luck!"™ said the
captain.,  **SBuppose we make it shilling points?”

“Puat it's all the same, as we're only nsing the coins asg
counters,”” said Harvry.

The captain coughed,

“Ahem! Yes, I forgot!”

The train stopped at a station, and the captain slid the
pack of cards into his pocket.  He hailed a newsbox from the
window, and bought &« paper. and when the train started
ngain began to read it.  The juniors exchanged glances, feel-
ing a little uncomforrable,

“Well. here's vour money, sir,” said Wharton,

“Eh*  The capfain looked over his paper.
money "

“The counters, vau know,"

“Hau, ha!" The captain laughed heartily,
Keep vour winnings ™

Wharton's face set a little.  He had a naturally strong
disinelination to be guilty of anxthing like preaching to a
man old enough to be his father: but he did not intend to
gamble, and thar was the long and the short of it, and his
chums quite agreed with him,

“We can't keep your meney, sir,” he said quietly. “ 1Tt
was understood that the coins were only to be used as
counters!"”

“Nonsense!  Of eourse, T cannot fake it, begad !"

“Well, there 1t 15, said Harry, laving the money on tho
seat beside the eaptain ; and the others followed suit.

“ Begad, have T dropped into a Sunday-school by mistake?”
ejaculated the captain sarcastically,

The juniors flushed uncomfortably.

“Well, I'll tell you what I'll do,"” said the captain, laying
down his paper. “1I ecan't take the money, that's flat.  But
if vou like to give me my revenge, I'll play yvou another round
or two for shilling points!"”

Wharton looked grim. The affable stranger was coming
put in hiz true colours now. However eareless and thought-
less he was, he ought to have known that it was wrong to
draw schoolboys into a game for monex, :

Wharton was no fool, and he began to suspect that the
affable stranger had never been within a hundred miles of
the Ifront, that he had never been to Grevfriars, and that he
had entered the carriage for the eapecial purpose of fleccing
a party of prosperous-looking schoolboys.

“Can’t be done, sir,” said Harry cnrtly,

“But why can't it be done!” said the captain, with a
puzzled look.

“It's gambling, that's why.”

Y Begad, it's a dashed Sundag-school. after all!™ =aid the
captain.

“Draw it mild., Harrv!"  whisperad
“Remember the chap’s from the Front!"”
_The good-natured Nugent would have fallen into the trap
gtmply enough; but Wharton sheok his head decidedly.
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“We can’t do it,” he said,

“QOh, have your own way!"” sneered the captain. “Begad,
it's a pleasant experience for a man to come back from the
trenches and be lectured by a gang of schoolboys, begad !”

And the captain, looking very much offended, buried him-
gelf in his paper.

The jumors exchanged uncomfortable glances. To hurk
the feelings of a man fresh from the Front scemed too utterly
rotten, and most of the party felt that it would have been
better to stretch a point for once. Only Mark Linley scemed
to agree with Wharton,

Bob nudged the captain of the Remove.

“Tor goodness’ sake, don't let's get on the high horse,
Harry " he whispered. *“The chap's offended now.”

“1 suppoac you don’t want to gamble?"

“No, I don't!" said Bob tartly. **You know I don't.
But there's such a thing as being civil to a chap who's been
out there.”

“Well, please yourself:" -

Bob looked at Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurrce Singh.
Johnny Bull shook his head. But Nugent and Inky nodded
weakly. They shrank from wounding the feelings of the
polite stranger. Bob coughed, and the captain met his glance
and smiled, and the cards came into view again,

“ After all, there's no harm,” said Bob, as if arguing the
matter out with himself.

“Of course, it's only fun,” said the captain. “I'm as down
ol gambling as any man could be; but I'm not asking for
lectures from a superior voung person. Begad, it's the first
time I've ever been called a gambler!™ he added, 1 a tona
more of sorrow than of anger,

Wharton did not speak., His resolve was unshaken, how-
ever. The captain could call it gambling or not as he chose;
but it was gambling, there was no doubt about that. Baob
wondered how the eaptain made a distinetion between
gambling and plaving unap for shilling points; but Captain
Punter himself secmed to see it, and to be deeply wounded
by the imputation of gambling.

The three juniors and the eaptain were soon playing away
merrily, and though luck at first favoured Bob and Nugent
and Inky, it soon turned, and they found themselves paying
out shillings galore to the pleasant stranger,

For the game itself they cared nothing, and the excitement
of paming did not appeal to their healthy natures; but they
felt a certain difidence about expressing a desire to leave
off while they were losing, They did not wish to look as
if they grudged the shillings. A kind of wealkness that the
captain quite understood. But the shillings mounted up 1n
a remarkable way, and in an hour or less the three juniors
fourid themselves at the end of their ready cash. Bob had
lost a pound, Nugent thirty shillings, and Inky three pounds.
The captain shuffled the cards, and smiled.

“Time for another round before we reach Lexham,” ha
remarlked.

Bob Cherry grinned fechly.

“T'll chuck it, if you don't mind,” he said.

“The chuckfulness is terrific,' remarked Hurree Jamsck
Ram Singh. *“There is no longer an esteemed shot in the
locker.™

““Same here,” mumbled Nugent.

Uiaptnin Punter smiled, and slipped the cards into hia
pocket.

“I dare say I shall see vou voung rentlemen again,” he
remarked. “May I ask where you are going for your
holiday ¥

“ Kastwood N ear
Easthorpe.”

The captain started a little,

“Perhaps you are geing there? asked Dob. I believe
a lot of officers from the Front on leave are going there.”

“Ahem! Not at present,” murmured the eaptain, with
a peeuliar glimmer in his eyes. “ However, I dare say we
ahall meet again, I owe vou my thanks for having made my
jeurney a very pleasant one. Begad, here's Lexham !

The train stopped.

On the platform a very elegant youth in a Panama hat
was pacing to and fro, and he tumed a gleaming eryeglass
upon the train. The juniors passed down the corridor to the
door and jumped out, and Arthur Augustus D'Arey, of St
Jim's, greeted them warmly. Blake and Herries and Digby,
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther were also there, and
they shook hands all round. Captain Punter stepped from
the train within a couple of yards of the clicery group.
ID’Arey's eves fell upon him, and he started. :

“Gweat Scott ! he ejaculated,

E"hl-lullu, hallo, hallo! Do vou know the captain?” asked
ob.

“HEI.i_JGVE[ That fealiful wascal Puntah ™

House,” said Dob unsuspiciously.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
D’Arcy Of St. Jim’s!

Youn wascal 1™

e UNTAIL!
Captain Punter backed away a liltle. The
meeting with the swell of 8t. Jim's had evidently

disconcerted him,
The Greyfriars’ juniors lacked on in astonishment.

“You—yon know the chap?” ejaculated Nugent. *“ What
are you calling him names for#"

“1 twuet you are not acquainted with him?" exclaimerd
D’Arey. "The man 1z a feahful wascal, and ought to Le
awwested !

“We—we met him 1n the tran.
you know——"

“Wats! He is no more fwom the fwont than I am. 1le
18 not in the Army at all. And he is not a weal captain.”

“No fear!” grinned Blake. ““He's a card-sharper and a
billiard-sharper. We've met him before, and he tried to
diddle us!”

*“Oh, crumbs !

The captain recovered hLis nerve at once.
eillc hat with a sardonie grin.

“Borry I can't stop,” he remarked. “ Happy to see you
again, Master I)'Arecy. Remember me to Lord Eastwood,
and that scrubby little scoundrel of a brother of yours!”

And the captain wallked jauntily down the platform, and
disappeared among the passengers.

Arthur Augnstus D’Arcy turned pink with wrath.

“Bai Jove! Hold my hat, Blake, while I go and vive
that wottah a feahful thwashin®!” he E:{ciaimr::i

Jack Blake held his chum, instead of his ehum’s hat,

“Go casy,” he remarked. “We havent come here lo
see a dog-fight, you know!”

*Weally, Blake—"

“You know that fellow, then?” asked Bob shamefacedly.

“Yaas, wathah! He 18 a feahful swindlah, and we have
meb him. He twied to ewindle us, and make us play cards,
and all that.”

“0Obh, by Jove!” said Bob. “That was his liftle game
with us. IHe—he told us he was [rom the Front, and that
he was an old Greyfriars chap.”

“ An old Wandsworth Scrubbs chap, more likely ! chuckled
Monty Lowther.

“What awful asses we were!"” said Bob, erimson with
anger and mortification. 1 suppose he was pulling our leg
all the time, and he really got into our carriage to get us
into a game.,"

“Can’t be helped now,” eaid Wharton,

“Don’t say ‘1 told you so,” for goodness® sake ! mumbled
Nugent,

“I wasn't going.to, Franky. You were a cilly ass, if you
come fo that. You didn’t want to hurt his feelings.”

“Well, T thought he was from the Front.”

“An officer from the Front wouldn’t banter a pariy of
schoolboys into playing cards for money, you ass!”

“Well, I suppose he wouldn't,” acreced Bab.
took it all as gospel. And he seemed hurt, so—so——

“8o you played the giddy goat,” said Moerk Linley.
“ And that was what he was aiming at all the time.”

“1 suppose he was,” admnitted Bob. “Why the dickens
couldn’t you tell us what he was, Wharton, if veu Lknew 7"

“Well, T wasn't sure, of course.”

“Nevah mind, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, com-
fortingly. * Everybody males mistakes, you know, and a
mistalke from a good metive is not so very bad.”

“Has he looted you?"” chuckled Blake,

“Oh, yes! That doesn’t matter so much, though. But
lo have gambled with a shady sharper, that's rotten!”
growled Bob., “My hat! If 1 mect him again I'll jolly
well give him a dot in the cye!” ;

“8Shall we adjourn to  the buffet?”?
Augustus, changing the painful subject.
quarter of an hour to wait.”

“Good idea !

In the bufiet, they found D'Arcy minor, of the Third Form
at St Jim's. He was feeding a shaggy mongrel with
hiscuits. He greeted the Greyfriars fellows in 2 somewhat
offhand way. The manners of the Third Form were not eo
polished as those of D’Arey nmajor.

“You are vewy untiday, Wally,” said Arithur Augustus
mildly, **There are i]ﬂﬂﬂtf{y hairs all over your jacket !™

“0Oh, don’'t you begin, Gus!” implored Wally. *“Look
here! Wo've got to get o carriage to ourselves the rest of
the way. I'm not going to have passengers grumbling at
Pougo all the time. They eall this country civilised, and
yet there are people who object to a dog in a railway
caivriage "

*¥You ought to put him in the gaard's van, Wally.”
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“Catch me!” said Wally disdainfully.

And when the train started for Easthorpe, the young raseal
of 5t. Jum’s smuggled Pongo into the carriage under the
coat he carried on his arm, and the party had the pleasuie
aof Pengo's company for the rest of the journew.

Bob Cherry and Nugent and Hurrce Singh were still a
little depressed over the incident of the captain. It was a
hunnliating recollection, and it made their cheeks burn to
thimk of it. But their comrades made it a point to forget
the whole affair, and they ended by forgetting it, too. They
arrived at East-fmrpr: I great spivits.

“1 twust you fellahs will not mind walkin’ te my place,”
sald Arthur Augustus when they alighted from the train,
“The bags can be =ent on fwom the station. The cahs
have been handed ovah to the Wed Cwoss, you know.”

Nobody objected to walking, and the party set off cheer-
fully, the Greylriars juniors grinning at the recollection of
Billy Bunter, who was still probably waiting at Greyiriars
for the big car—which had been handed over to the Red
Cross,

——— e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Too Many Captains!

ORD EASTWOOD greeted his son’s guests cordially.

He did not appear to discern any difference between

Mark Linley and the rest of the Gregfriars fellows,

and Mark realized that his uneasiness was quite

without grounds. If anything, his lordship was a

shade more urbane with the Lancashire lad than with the
others,

Cousin Etihel was at the house, and Aunt Adelaide, both
of whom the Greyiriars chums had met before. Captain
Lord Conway was there on leave, and a handsome young
Lieutenant, who the juniors found was Micky Kildare, a
consin of the cantain of St. Jim's, There were also Cousin
Erhel's brother, Captain Cleveland, and Lieutenant Perey
Locke, the nephew of the Head of Greyfriars; and another
officer whom the juniors were still morve delighted to see—
Licutenant Lawrence Lascelles, once mathematics-master at
Greyiriars.

Larry greeted the juniors very kindlv. There were soveral
more gentlemen in khaki whom the Greyiriars fellows did
not know.

A “cricket week ” was in progiess at Fastwood House
for the entertainment of Lord Conway and his brother
officers, and the new arrivals saw the [inish of a match
between the lhouse-party and a team from a neivhbouring
garrizon.  Harry Whaiton & Co. looked on at the cricket
with a eritical eye. In the Greyfriara Remove they
i }[}1-'!:,-1'1.] " ericket, with the accent on the *'played,” as Bob
Chervy expressed it. The play was, as Wharton remarked,
pretty rood for country-house cricket, but as he watched it
an nuiea came inte his mind, which he communicated to
his chums later on, when they had retired for the night.
The Greyfriavs juniors occupied several communicating
rooms, and they gathered in Wharton’s rcom for a *jaw ”
before poing to bed,

“0Of course, a chap doesn’t want to lock like swanking,”
Wharton commenced,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Cherry.

“1 was thinkinr about the ecricket,
haevon't got all the dates filled.
crickes while we've hore

“ 1 Avey is arranging a mateh with the villaze chaps,”
said Nugent.

1 don’t see why we shouldn’t play the house team.™

“Oh, my hat "

““The hatfulness is terrifie,” remarked Huriee Jamset
Ram Bingh. *They would look wpon a challenge as the
sublime cheekfulness.” J

“1 suppose they would,” admitted Wharton. “Buat I
don’t see it. There’s cnough to make un an eleven, with
the St. Jim'’s chaps, and we could play them. I think we
could beat them.”

“ Ahem !"

“1f it conld be fixed up,” said Wharton, his eves spark-
ling, ™ we mighi get Snuthy and Brown and old Squiff to
come over for the match—they're not too far awav., Wilh
two bowlers like Inky and Squiff, and bats like Smithy
and—ahem——""

“AMe ! grinned Dob.

“Yes,” szatd Harry, langhing; *“and myself, T wes going
to sav, 1 den't believe in false modesty—aliem X '

“Fla, ha, hal®

“Wirly the team we could meke vp we could give them
a tuscle. Conway is a good bat, and Larry is tiptop, but
the rast are only average; they’ve done more killing Huns

What 1= it now?"” yawned Bch

8 IV Arcy saye they
We ought to ge!l some
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A “Puntah! You wascal!”’ exclaimed D'Arcy. * You—you know tﬁu chap ? "’ ejaculated Nugent. 1
| (See Chapter &.) _ 1

Biit--but 1 siippose

than playing cricket for a long time.
L4 ]

if we challenged them they would—wounld—

“Cackle,” said Johuny Bull,

“The cacklefulness would be——

“Terrific!” grinned Bob.

“Well, I wouldn’t mind their cackling if they'd piar us”
said Harry, “But 1 suppose they would think 1t swank.
Still, I'll mention it to D' Arey later on. It would be ripping
if it conld be fixed up. It would be a feather in our caps to
beat the chaps who have beaten the Germans.™

““Hear, hear!” said the Co. enthusiastically.

The next morning, when the cricketers were resuming
the unfinished match, the juniors rowed up the river. In
the boat Harry Wharton diplomatically suggested his idea
to Arthur Augustus.

L]

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy. *That's a wippin' ideah!
But old Conway would think it was swank, you know. But
Lascelles—vou chaps know Lascelles 43

“Yes; he's an old Greyfriars man."

“Yaas, I thought so. Ie's captainin’ the team.,” said
Arthur  Augustus  thoughtfully.  “Pewwaps vou fellahs

mizght put it to him. Suppose [ sprak to Conwar, and vou
feilahs speak to Lascelles, and pewwaps we can awwange
it between us. I mh suah we could make up a team to beat
them." ;
“Ti's a jolly good whecze!”
heartily. **And we could make up a rippinzg team.
see.  How many are there of us?®"
“SHeven St. Jim's and six Greviriars,
Tur MacxET LIsgarv.—DNo. 450.
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Whally,” said Bob. “But we could get a few more Grey-
friars chaps for the match.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the joke?"

“1 was just thinking we could get a few more 5t. Jim's
chaps for the match.”

“Oh!” said Bob., “I—1 see!”

“Of course, we want to make up
possible,” remarked Arthur Augustus.
be wippin™——"

“That Cornstalk chap in vour feam?”
“"Let’s put him down, then. He's good.”

“But he has gone up to Scotland with Kerr, deah boy.”

“Oh! Then we won't put him down.”

“Then there's Figgins. He's a wipnin® bat!”

“Good! We could make room for Figgins——-"

“PBut he's gone to Scotland with Kerr, too.™

“Well, if he's in Scotland, he can't come to Hampshive
for a cricket match.”

“Then there’s Fatty Wynn, 1 weally think there nevah
was a juniah bowlah like Fatty Wynn.”

Harry Wharton nodded eagerly. He well remembered the
fat St. Jim's bowler, who had accounted for a good many
Grevfriars wickets in the matches.

“Ripping !” he exclaimed. * We must have Wyan "

A H}E:T he's gone up to Scotland with Kerr, too!”

{fn ]15

“Look here,” said Monty Lowther. * Are we making up
a cricket list or a list of chaps who have gone up to Scot-
land with Kerr?"

the stwongest team
“0ld Kangy would

said Wharton,

A Grand, Long, Complote Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Lowthah——"" _

“What about Jimmy Silver®"” catd 1Tom Merry, “You
remember that Rookwood chap? I heard that he’s stayving
somewhere in Hampshire, He bowls as well as Fatty Wynn
—or nearly.”

“If he hasn’t gone up to Scotland with Kerr,” said
Wharton, laughing.

“No; luckily he hasn’t. Tl put him dewn.”

Tom Merry and Harry Wharton both took out peneils and
waper to write down the name of Jimmy Silver of Rook-
wood. Then they looked at one another and laughed.

“Ahem! Who's going to be skipper ?” asked Tom Merry.

“Just what I was wondering,” said Wharton.

“Well, Greyfriars is rather a ecricketing school,” Bob
Cherry remarked, in a casual sort of way.

“5t. Jim's 1s wathah a ewicketin® school, Chewwy.”

“We play cricket,” Johnny Bull observed.

“The playfulness is terrifie,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“If you mean that we don’t play cricket——"" began Jack
Blake, rather warmly.

“Not at allfully,” said Hurree Sineh at once. *“ But the
esteenied Blake will admit that there iz playiulness and

playfuness."
“And fatheadedfulness and dufferfulness,” remarked
Blake,

“* Ahem !

“I twust you are not goin’ to begin to argue on a warm
day, Blake. It is wathah a difficult point, havin’ two
ewicket captains to choose fwom. Howevah, there is a
weally simple way of settlin’ that difficulty.”

“Toess up for it ?” sugpested Manners,

““Not at all!?

“'Then what's the way " demanded Blake.

“Leave the skippahin’ in the hands of a third partay,
you know.”

“Well, that’'s rather a good idea,” assented Blake. *“If
Wharton and Temmy agree to leave it to me—-"

“1 was not thinkin® of you, Blake.”

“Well, Herries isn't exactly cut out for a ericket captain,
are yvou, Herries ™

“I don’t =ee it!" =aid Herries warmly. * Some swanking
asses think a lot too much of themselves. Jackv! 1 think
Gussy’s idea is jolly good, and I'm ready to captain the
team, other parties being agrecable.”

“1 was not alludin’ to you, Hewwies,”

" ¥ou might have known Gussy meant me!” chuckled
Digby. ' Gussy has a really keen cye to a chap's form—->

“But I did not mean vou, Jdeah bov !"

“Oh!” said Dighy., ** Well, vou don’t know much about

ericket, Gussy: and your ideas don’t amount to much,
You'll admit that vourself,”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weally, Dig. T wegard that wemark——"

“But who 15 D'Arev suggesting ¥ asked Bob. “Not

Jimmy Silver?
and i
“I was not think:in" of a Wookwood chap, deah boy. T was
thinkin’ of myself.” ;
*“Ha, ha, ha!"
. Arthur Aungustus surveyed the party through his eveglass
Ln great surprise ae that roar of laughter rang through the
oat.
y Weally, deah bors, I do not guite see the joke—"
“Blessed if T knew you were such a humaorist, Gussy [

chuckled Monty Lowther. "I must put that in the comic
column of the * Weekly." ”

“T am not jokin’, Lowthah I'

“Yes, you were ! Lowther assured him. ““And it's one of
the funniest things you ever said ! Iow do vou think of these
funny things?” :

“Weally, vou ags—"

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“But I was not jokin’!” shrieked Arthur Augustue. “1I
was speakin’ quite sewiously !”

He's all right, but he’s a Rookwoad echap,
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But the whole party agreed that Arthur Augustus had been
joking, and it was in vam that the swell of St. Jim'e assured
them that he wasn't; they persisted that he was, and Gussy
had to give it up.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Punishment for Punter!

b4 ALLO, hallo, halio! Punter, by Jove!”
H It was a couple of days later, and Bob Cherry

and Hurrece Singh were following the footpath
through the park to Easthorpe when Bob canght

sight of the captain, Captain Punter was
Eauntf_‘-l"i]lg along, ewnging his cane ae he Eaunt(-red,

apparently in cheerful spirits,

Bob Cherry’s brow darkened.

He had mentally promised the gallant captain “one in tha
eye " on the next meeting, and here they were!l Tha
captain caught sight of the two juniors at the same moment,
and raised his hat with a smile and joined them.

“1 thought we should meet again,” he said apreeably.
“Rippin’ mornin’—what? FEnjoyin’® your holidays—hay "

“The enjoyfulness is terrific " remarked Hurree Singh.

And Bob, rather at a loss, stood silent.  The * captain
certainly deserved “one in the eye,” but Bob felt a natural
hesitation about giving it to him,

“The fact 15, T thought I might fall in with some of my
voung friends here,” sald the captain, “I believe I won
some money from vou the other day—a pound or two?”

“You did ! said Bob grimly. '

“Well, if you're not pressed for time this morning, I'm
ready to give vou vour revenge,” said the captain., * What
do you say? Quite a pleasant little game here under the
trees—what "

Bob drew a deep breath.

The captain had taken him in once. But the rascal evidently
did not understand why Bob had playved in the train. He
was ready to begin again, and he supposed that the Grey-
friars juniors were ready, too,

“Well, what do you eay?”
pleasantly.

“1 say that you're a rotten rascal!”™ zaid DBob Cherry
deliberately.

“Hay?"

“Yaou're a professional cardsharper and swindler!” said
Bob hotlv. *“You imiposed on us the other day with your
liecs about being an old Greyiriars chap and an ofticer from
the Front! That's why I let you have your way! And you
really got into our carriage to get ue to gamble, you rotten
ead 1M

The captain snecred,

“You were ready enough!” he remarked.

Bob clenched his hands.

“You rotter ! he shouted. I didri’t understand vou then,
but I do now! You are a low, swindling trickster !”

“What beantiful mavners they must learn at Greyfriars !
(aptain Punter remarked, with a smile. “Go on! You arve
quite an entertaining young gentleman!”

“You've no business here!” went on Bob.
Fastwood's land, and vou're trespoesing ™

“How do vou know L've no business here?’ grinned the
captain. * Perhaps you are not the only yvoung fellow with a
sporting taste !

Bob almost trembled with indignation. Ie had played,
it was true, but it was from weak good-nature, because ha
had been deceived in the rascal. To be spoken to as if hae
were in the habit of gambling was a little too much.

“Master D'Arev, for instance,” pureued the captain,
“That voung gentleman has quite a taste for a little flutter,
I had the pleasure of meening him on a steamer once, and ha
was quite a sporting card.”

“That's a lie!” snid Bob,

“ The Hunfulness cf the esteemed rotter ie terrific ! said
ITurree Singh.

Bob Cherry pushed back his cuffe.

“You can put dowi that cane, and put up vour hands!™
he satd, between hie teeth. " You took me in with your
lies, and now you're going to answer for it !

“T1a, ha!” roared the captain.

“ My esteemed Bob——" murmured the nabeb dubiousiy.

“1I'm going to lick him ! said Bob determinedly. “I don’t
care whether he's bigger than I am ! I'm more fit than he
19, anyway ! Are vou ready, Punter 77

‘“Ha, ha 1",

The captain eeemed highly amused. As he was a man
and Dob merely a schoolboy, the idea of a contest scemed
humorous to him. But Bob was a sturdy lad, and, as he had
gaid, he was in better condition than the captain. Late hours
and smoking and drinking did not make for fitness.

ratiled on the eaptain

“This is Lord
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The Greviriars junior advanced on him, with his handa
up.

T Are vou ready "' he asked.

The captain ceased laughing as he saw that the schoolboy
was in earnest. He took a tighter grip on his walking-cane.

* 8tand back, you young fool !” he said harshly. * For two
pins I'd lay my cane about you!”

“Put that cane down!”

“You young fool M

“Well, here goes!™ i

Bob Cherry rushed to the attack. Slash!

The cane came down savagely enocugh, but Bob dodged
the blow, and the cane lashed on his shoulder instead of his
head: It was a savage blow, and it hurt; but Bob did- not
heed it. Ile rushed on, and his clenched fist came full in the
captain's face, and Punter staggered back with a yell.

The next moment he recovered himself, however, and
leaped forward, slashing fiereely with the cane,

Bob had to give ground under the shower of blows.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dashed into the conflict at once,
and his arm went round Punter's neck from behind, and the
taptain bumped down in the grass.

“ Let me go, you confounded nigger

“Fair play, my esteemed scoundrel !” purred the nabob.
“1f you will not fight fistfully, you will be licked canefully !"

Bob Cherry, panting, hurled himself on the Etruggﬂng
rascal, and wrenched the cane away.

“*Now, you can have some of your own medicine, you
.cad!” he panted.

Lash, lash, lash!

The captain writhed and roared under the blows.

Bob Cherry’s blood was up. His face was marked by the
lashes of the cane he had received, and he showed the writhing
rascal no merey,

Liash, lash, lash!

Captain Punter rolled away through the grass, followed up
by the lashing cane, and leaped to his feet.

He made a spring at Bob, but the lashing cane still rained
blows on hin, and he backed away and dodged.

“Give me my cane, and ['ll go!" he yelled.

Bob grinned.

“I'm giving it to you, and I'm geing to give it to you
till vou go!” he said. ** Take that, you rotter, and that, and
that !"”

Lasly, lash, lash!

The captain, crimson with rage, fairly took to his heels.

He vanished down the footpath, only pausing a moment in
the distance to shake his fist at the juniors. Then be
disappeared from sight.

Bob Cherry tossed the cane far among the trec-tops.

“That will do for Punter!" he remarked. * 1 don’t think
he'll ask us to join him in a little game agnin.”

“I rather think not!™ grinned the nabob. “ The damage-
fuiness to his esteemes] and disgusting person was great!”

Bob Cherry rubbed the places where the cane had fallen on
him ruefully. Fe was hurt, and there were red marks on his
ruddy face, DBut he was not sorry that he had fallen in with
the sharper. He considered that he had done with Captain
Punter now for good.

“Bai Jove! What has happened?” exclaimed Arthur
Apgustus D'Arey, as the two juntors came on the St Jimi's
fellows in the park. * Have you had an accident, Chewwy #"

Bob vubbed his face, and grinned.

“T've met Punter.,” le explained.

“Puntah heah?"

“Yos; and we had a bit of a scrap. 1 think he was more
hurt than I was.”

“PBm Jove, I twnst vou gave him a feahfol thwashin'!™
gaid Arithur Augustus. 1 wondah what he was hangin’ about
heah for?”

“He hinted that he was here to see you.” said Bob bluntly.

“The feabful Pwussian ! exclaimed Arthur Augustus
indignantly, 1 twnest von did not suppose that he was
speakin the twuth?”

“0Ff course not; buat he said so.”

“Pai Jove! Which way did he go?" exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, with a warlike look.

Bob Cherry laughed.

“He's far enough awayv now,” he said. *I don’t suppose
we shall see him again afier what he's got.™

But in that Bob Gherry was mistaken. The Greylriars
juniors had by no means done with the redoubtable captain

yet.

I‘l!
.

yelled the captain,

— ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Deelined With Thanks!

64 &, ha,;hat®
Thus Captain Lord Conway
Arthur Auvgustus D'Arey turned his eveglass

upon his elder brother, and surveyed him with a
frigid look.
“Weally, Conway, I do not see any cause for laughter!”
ha remarked.
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“Ta, ha, ha!"” roared Conway.

“T wegard this mewwiment as ill-timed and unseemly, Con:
way '’

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Weally, vou ass

“What's the merry joke?' asked Lieutenant Lawrsnce
Lascelles, coming up. Lord Conway was swinging 1a a
hammock, and  Arthur Augustus was sianding beside the
hammock, with indignation on his noble brow.

Conway roared again. I

“ Better tell Lascelles, Gussy,” he suggested. *It's ren";
Larry's business, as he's captain of the house team.”

““ Certainly,” suid Arthur Augustus haughtily. “Mr
Lascelles, T have just suggested to Conway that we shoalc
play the house eleven. %‘ur some weason I do not pwofes
to undahstand, he has pone off into widiculor: mewwimnent.”

To D’Arey’s surprise and wrath, Lieutenant Lascelles alse
went off into ridiculous merriment on the spot.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" he roared.

““Ha, ha, ha!"” echoed the viscount from the hammock.

Arthur Augustus looked from one to the other. His very
eveglass gleamed with indignation, .

“If these are Army mannshs,” he said, crushingly, “I
weally considah that the War Office ought to take notice of
it! I am surpwised at you, Conway! I fail to sce any
cause for this mewwiment.”

“My dear young ass,” said the viscount. *the Housze team
is not looking for a glorious victory over a schoolboy tcam.”

“ Highly honoured!"” grinned Lascelles. “But we rather
feal that vou.would be above our weight, and we can't risk
our laurels in such a reckless way.” |

“Tt iz a soldiah’s bizney to wisk anythin',” said Arthur
Augustus unsuspiciously. And then, as Mr. Lascelles yelled
again, he added: “If you are pullin’ my leg, sit——"

“ Ahem!"" =aid Mr. Lascelles. “The fact is—ahem!—we
are highly lkonoured; but—but really, you know——"

“As o mattah of fact, Mr. Lascelles, I wathah think we
should beat you.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You have some wathah good playahs,” saud
Augustus, *‘but most of your team are wathal so-so.”

“Oh, begad!" said Lord Conway.

“Yans, wathah! You haven't a single bowlah like Huwwee
Singh of Gweyfwiahs.”

“Not really?” .

“Not at all, Conway. And if we could get Jimmy Silvah
lealh for the match, he would wathalhh open your eyes at
bowlin’.”

“] have not the honour of Jimmy Silver's acquaintance,”
said Mr. Lascelles gravely. “Is he a county champion®™

“He is captain of the Fourth Form at Wookwoed,” said
Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

“Miles above our form, of course,” grinned Conway. “I
Lardly think we're up to playing Fourth-Formers. Ia, ha!”

“You chaps scem to be enjoying yonrsclves, bedad ' said
Lieutenant Micky Kildare, coming up with Lieutenant Locke.
“3IWhat's the joke intirely "

Mr. Lascelles explained, and Micky Kildare and Percy
Locke velled. The idea of playing the schoolboys seemcd to
strike all members of the house team as comic,

“Am I to undahstand that you wefuse the challenge?™
asked Arthur Augustus loftily.

“Ahem! Yes" . wsi

“Pewwaps vou are afwaid of bein’ beaten by schoolboys?
snid the swell of St. Jim's, with croshing saveasm.

“ Fxactly,” assented Mr. Lascelles. * You've hit it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You have a vacant date on Tuesday,” =aid Arthur
Augustus. “I am only-askin' you for a one-day match, you
know.”

“ Faith, vou'd make shavings of us!" said Micky Kildare
“We can't take the risk! Ifacing the German guns 15 one
{hing, but facing a team of Fourth-Formers—bedad, we
couldn't do itt"” _

“ (Couldn't possibly !" said Lord Conway. :

“ Not equal to it!” said Mr. Locke, shaking lis head.

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“] wegard vou as an ass, Conway! And if you fellahe
were not guests undah my father's woof, I should wegard you
as asses, also,” said Arthur Augustus.

And the swell of St. Jim's walked away, leaving the
cricketers howling,

There was a deep pink of indignation on D'Arcy's cliecks
as he joined the juniors on the lawn. = Cousmn Ethel, who
was pouring ount tea, looked at him inquiringly.

- T wegard it as wotten!” said Arthur Augustus.
“Has anything happened, Arthur?" asked Ethel sofily.

Arthur
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asked Cousin Ethel dubi-
ously. Her sympathy
was with the ambitions
juniors, but she  was
very doubtful. “Con-
wiay has played for his
county, you know.”
“They've got two or
thiee that we couldn’t
touch,” said Tom
Mervy., © But the greater
part of the team i1s very
average, I think.”
*Terrifically average,”
said Hurree Singh.
“Quite ordinary.™
“In fact, extraz-ordi-
narv,” said Lowther,
“Of ecourse, we should
have to select our team
very carefully,” said
Harry Wharton. “We
could get some Grey-
friars fellows here 2
“Ahem! Wae could
collect some St Jim's
chaps " remarked
Tom Merry.

(ousin Ethel laughed,
* Frinstance,” sai
Bob Cherry, * what price
this as a list: Wharton,

Cherry — ahem ! — Inky,
Bull, Nugent, Linley,
Vernon - Smith, Tom

Brown, Squilf, and—and
perhap: a couple of St
Jin's chaps—say Blake
and—and D'Arey?”

“Weally, Chewwy

T¥

“J hardly think you'd
touch the house team
with a team like that,™
remarked Maniers, with

a shake of the head.
E ) “1 was thinking of a
i, e > s :
b i list,” said Tom Merry,
R S RTEN N with a laugh. *Some-

“1 wegard this mewwiment as ill<{imed and unseemly, Conway!”’ said D'Arcy

thing like this: Merry—
ahem '—Manners, Low-

indignantly, * Ha, ha, ha!”* “ What’s the merry joke ? ** asked Lieutenant Lawrence ther. DBlake Herries,
Lascelles, coming up. (See Chapter 7)) Digby, D’Arcy, and two

“Yaas. My bwothah Conway is a silly ass!”

““Runs in the family,” murmured Monty Lowther.

* Lascelles is anothah silly ass!™

**Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the matter with Larry?”
asked Bob Cherry. i

“He is a silly ass, Chewwy! Young Kildare is also a silly
ass !’

G“Kihiare!" sald Tom Merry. *“ He's our skipper's cousin,
1ssy !

2 "1::1:15; but he is a silly ass! And Mr. Locke is a silly
ass !’

** Nephew of our Head!" said Johnny Bull chidingly.

“"'.?-:-.:Lﬂ; but that does not altah the fact that he i3 a silly
ass.’

“The silly asses seem to be terrifically numerous,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *1s that all the esteemed list?”

“I have no doubt that the west of the eleven are silly
asses, too !

“But what has happened?” asked Ethel.

I have challenged the duffahs to a cewicket mateh,” said
Arthur Augustus warmly, “and instead of givin' me a
sensible answah, they have simply howled like widiculous
hyenahs!”

“Oh! That's what the langhing was about?” =aid Harry
Wharton.

“Yaas, wathah.

“Then T agree with you that they are silly asses.”

“They wefuse the challenge,” said Arthur Augustus. * As
! mattaivl of fact, we could make up a team to beat them.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“We jolly well ought to make them play somehow "’ said
Bob. * It would rather surprise them to see their wickets
7o down.”

“Yaas, wathah!"

* But do vou really think you could play the house team?”

TuHE MacXET LIBRARY.—No. 450,

mare St. Jun's chaps
we could get here, and Jimmy Silver of R{IID:}_-LWGDL'L”EHLI—-
and—and a Greyfriars chap— say Wharton or Cherry. -

“Well, of all the rotten cricket teams I ever heard of—
began Nugent.

“The rottenfulness is terrific!”

“Tt seems to me that you will find it as hard to make up a
tearn as to beat the house eleven,” said Cousin Ethel,
laughing. =

The juniors joined in the laugh. The claims of the respec-
tive schools was evidently a matter that would need settling,
if the match ever came off.

“Well, we could decide on a policy of give and take,” said
Wharton thoughtfully., * Suppose we played four St. Jim’'s
chaps—that's Fuir "

“1 was thinking we might play four Greyfriars chaps,”
=ald Tom Merry tﬁumlly.

“ Halves!” suggested Mark Linley.

“(Good! That would make five and a half from each
school,” said Monty Lowther heartily. * Couldn’t be better!”
‘““Ha, ha, ha!” _

“And Jimmy Silver of Rookwood for odd maen,” said
Mark.

“Well, that's a good 1dea,” said Tom Merry,

“Not bad,” assented Wharton; " but %

“¥Yes, I was going to eay ‘ but'—7

“The butfulness is terrific!”

“May 1 make a suggestion?” aeked Cousin Ethel,

“Vaas, wathah, deah gal !”

“Go it!” said Blake.

“Well, why not play some practice matches, and pick out
the best players on their form, wrrespective of the schocle?™

“Bai Jove, you know, that's a wippin’ ideah!”

41 believe that ia usually the way players arve sele-ted for
important matches,” eaid Ethel, with a smile,.
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“TJolly pood!” said
Tom  Merry  heartily.

“We'll do it—what ™

““ Hear, hear!”

“The uncommon sense
of the esteemed and
beautiful mniss 1s great!™
gald Hurree Simgh. *° As
the English proverb save,
the good advice saves a
stitech in time from going
Mngest to the well™

“Ha, ha, ho!”

Cousin Ethells  advice
was 1ndeed good, and it
was acted upon. That
forencon the practice be-
gan. It was not settled
yet, certainly, that ihe
juniors were to play the
home team :; but they had
agreed among themsclves
t.h:}*t_, somehow, 1t wa:
going  to be contrived.
How, was a guestion that
still  remained  te be
answered,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Compulsion is Applied!
L ™~ CMPULSION s
the order of
the day now.”
said Mark

Linley.

The Famous Five and
thieir chum were haolding
a discussion, a day or two
later, while their  boat
floated down the river in
the  summer  sunshine.
How to induce Mr. Las-
celles to accept the chal-
lenge to a cricket-match

was the question under

disrussion. .
“Compulsion? ™ r e-

peated Bob Cherry, ‘
The Lanecashire lad

ol \ii“llﬁﬁ

i

\

! r'l';'rl'I b
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“Stnp!"_’ broke in a deep voice. The junicrs started, and épun round. It was the
voice of Lieutenant Lawrence Lascelles!

(See Chapter 10.) ‘

nodded, with a smile,

“Yes. If Larry won't play us on the voluntary principle,
enppose we apply compulsion? Evervbody’s being compelled
nowadays to do something or other. And I've got an icﬂ:ii.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“I don’t quite sce how Larry can be compelled,” he
remarked. *But if you've got an idea, Marky, get it off
vour chest !’

“Yonu see, D'Arcy can’t take any steps in the matter, as
Lasccolles is a guest, and a chap can’t go for a gnest,” said
Mark. “ But we are only fellow-guests, so we can do as we
like. Moreover i

*(Good word !” said Baob,

“ Moreover,” grinned Mark, “Larry used to be a master
at Greyfriars, o he iz an old pal, in a way., We can be free
and easy with an old pal. And Larry is a good sort, and can
take a joke. He isn't a Greyfriars master now, so it won't be
a question of lines or a licking.™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Well, then, my idea is to fix Larry up somechow, and
make him agree to play us,” said Mark., “We can catch
Iim napping, and make terms. Frinstance, he’s gpone up
the river this morning sculling, on his lonesome, and he may

ass vs any minute now ecoming bhack., Suppose we collar
im—"

“Wh-a-at !’

“Collar a Greyfriars master!” yelled Frank Nugent,

* But he isn’t a Greyfriars master now; he's a soldier-boy.”

“ But—but vou mustn't collar soldier-boys, you know.”

“Why not?” said Mark coolly. *“He may think it a
cheek——°’

“My hat! T zhould say =so!”

* But we sha'n’t collar him #8 a mathematics-master, or as a
lientenant: we shall collar him as a cricketer, and we're
cvicketers, so that puts us all on an equal footing.”

“(Oh, erumhbs!” said Bob Cherry., ‘"And what are we
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going to do with him? Hold his head under water till he
agirees to play us®”

‘i Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, not quite so bad as that,” said Mark, laughing.
“But we can make him a prisoner of war, and make terms.’

* Oh, erikey!”

The juniors looked at one another dubiously. Mark's
scliemie for fixing-up the match with the house team almost
took their breath away., But the eheer cheek of it appealed to
the Famous Five, After all, My. Lascelles was not a Grey-
friars master now. He was a cheery young lieutenant on
leave, who was quite o different kind of person.

“Tallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!” exclaimed Bob.

Mr. Lascelles’ skiff came in sight round a bend in the
ctream, tho young man sculling against the current,

“Well, what do you fellows say?” grinned Bob Cherry.
“ There's Larry, and here’s va.”

*Rtop him!” said Wharton, langhing, “ We'll try it.”

Tho juniors pulled across the course, and Mr., Lascelles
elacked down. Wharton held vp his hand,

“Hallo! What is it?" called out Mr. Laacelles,

“Jump!” said Bob.

Hurree Singh remained at the lines, and the other five
suddenly jumped into the skiff. Mr. Lascelles regarded that
procecding in amazement, The little skiff rocked and swayed
as the juniore crowded in 1t

“What the dickens—"" exclaimed Mr. Lascelles,

“Qorry sir,” said Bob Cherry, * but you are a. prisoner !

“ Wha-at?"”

“ Prisoner of war, you know.”

“Is this a joke?” asked Mr. Lascelles good-humouredly.

“NYes, in a way,” said Wharton, ‘' Better surrender, sir;
vou eee, the odds are apainst you. We should be sorry te
use force—""

1
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“Br Jove!"” ejaculated Mr, Lascelles.
rascals——"

* Get into the boa*, please!"
| "; Thank you; I will remain where I am!™ said Mr. Lascelles

rily.

“Uollar him ! said Bob.

“Why, what—what do vou mean? Great Scott!™

The astonished Weutenant found himself collared and
bundled into the boat. Mr. »Lascelles, a little breathless,
simply clared at the juniors,

“ Now, what does this mean?” he exclaimed sharply.

*“It means that you're a prisoner of war, sir,” explained
Bob, *and your freedom depends on your coming to terms.

[ou are going to be held to ransom.”

I suppose this is what yon would call a jape, in the
Remove"” said Mr. Lascelles, half-amused and im]i'faangrjr.

“Yes, si. We want you to play our team, at cricket.”

** Norsense !

“¥Yon think that's nonsense?” asked Bob,

“Yes, decidedly!”

“Then we're going to keep you a prisoner till you decide
that it isn't nonsense,” said Bob coolly. “Ii's Marky's idea—
Marky is a regular genius. Pull for the island, you chaps!™

*“Thiz joke has gone far enongh, I think,” said Mr.
Lascelles, -**1 will return to my skiff i

“* Bow-wow "

“What!"” roared Mr, Lascelies.

“Bow-wow! Likewise, rats!" said Boh,

“Yon impertinent young rascal—"

“ Bow-wow "

Myr. Lascelles gasped. He made a movement towards the
pkiff, and Dol cast it off, and let it float. Mr. Lascelles sat
down again,

“We're awfully sorry, sir,” said Wharton. *“But we want
to play that match. You see, we think we could beat the
house team, and we think it would do them pood. You're a
prisoner of war till vou agree, There it 15 in a nutshe!l.”

““ Nonsense!"

“The repretfulness iz terrific, honoured sahib!” murmured
Hurree Singh.,  “ But we mean business,”

Myr. Lascelles compressed his lips,

The juniors pulled for the little 1sland in the river. about a
mile from Eastwood. The islind belonged to the Eastwood
estate. and was a solitary spot. They ran the boat ashore, and
Mr. Lascelles was requested to step out,

He obeyed.

“1 suppose vou know that I am expected at Eastwood o
lunch?"” he remarked.

“"Sorivy to make vou miss vour lunch, sir,” said Johnny
Bull. * But vou haven't agreed yet to play our team.”

*Nonsense ! rapped out Mr., Lascelles,

“Wild beasts are reduced to reason by himger,” said Bob.
“T've read that somewhere,, They kesp 'em short of tommy,
and they come round. Of course, I don’t mean thar vou're a
wild beast, sir 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But the eame dodege will work with vou. About dinner-
iimﬁi vou'll be willing to play that match, if vou miss sour
unch.”’

*“And suppose I acquaint Lord Easiwood with your wery
extraordinary cenduct?” snid Mr, Lascelles,

“0Oh, vou wen't!" said Bob., * \We know that you'll play
she game, ™

Mr. Lascelles lauched, in spite of himself,

“Are you going to leave me here?” he asked.

“¥ou cheeky voung

NOW ON
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“You've hit it.”

“You see, we might adopt much more drastic measures,
said Johnny Bull.  “Such as holding your head pnder
water——"

“You yvoung rascal!”

“But we won't try that till to-morrow,” said Johnny Bull,
unmoved.  “If yvou stay on the island all night you’ll be
reasonable in the morning.”

Mr.

Tha

»

The juniors entered the boat and pushed off.
Lascelles made a movement to follow, but he stopped.
juniors waved their hands.

*“Good-bye, sir! Think it over!”

g And they rowed away, leaving Mr. Lascelles staring after
lem,

“I—I—I say, it's an awful cheek!” remarked Nugent, as
they pulled back to Eastwood.

“The Greyfriars Remove is famous for its cheek,” said Bob
Cherry.  “ After all, it's a cheek of Larry to refuse our
challenge.”

“ But—but we can’t keep him there all night.”

“Rot! We'll keep him there a week if he doesn't come ta
terms."’

“0Oh, my hat!”

The juniors arrived at FKastwood for lunch, and mentioned
casually that they had met Mr. Lascelles, and that he would
not be back to lunch. Buat—cool younz gentlemen as they
were—the chums of the Remove could not help wondering
how their darinz scheme would turn out.

—eeee

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sfartling News!
s Al Jove! I wondah where Lascelles is?"
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy made that
towards evening,
“It's wathah odd thal he doesn’t come back, izn't
it?" he said. *You fellaths met him on the wivah
this mornin’, [ undahstand?"

“Yes; he's staving out,” said Bob Cherry. “I've an idea
that he won't come In to dinner. Might mention it to vour
pater.”

““Yaas, wathah! But what is he doin™¥"

“Taking a sort of rest, I believe.”

“Nothin’ happened to him, 1 hope?
baek by somebody.”

“Yes; we sew him land from it.”

“It's wathah queeah, isn't it?" said Arthur Augustus
musingly. ** Howevah, Mr. Lascelles is his own mastah. By
the way, I sha'n’t see you fellahs this evenin’. I'm geoin’ ta
wun ovah and see Jimmy Silvah. What about askin’” him to
come ovah for the mateh¥”

“ Ask him, by all means,” said Wharton.
coming off.”

“They haven't agweed, you know.”

“0h, thev'll agree all nnght! I believe Lascelles is think-
ing 1t over now.”

“Bai Jove! That's good news.
Silvah.”

Mr. Laseelles did not appear at dinner. Some of tha
plotters were fecling a little uneasy, but they did not change
their intentions. After dinner they intended to row down to
the island and interview Mr. Lascelles. Bob Cherry thought-
fully sugzested taking sandwiches in the boat. During ths

remark

His skiff was bwought

*The match i3

Then I will certainly ask

T
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afterncon. Bob had rowed down and hailed him, and Mr.
Lascelles kad eonly called him a cheeky younz rascal—
evidently nos having come to reason yet. Dut the Removites
sagely opined that by nightfall he would be tired of playing
Robinson Crasoe on the ishand,

Tom Merry & Co. were not aware of the little game planned
hy the Greyiriars fellows, and Arthur Augustus least of all
It was a case in which a still tongue showed a wise head.
D’ Arey, powever. had no time to think about Mr. Lascelles,
as he had departed to visit Jimmy Silver. In the cool
avenming Harry Wharton & Co. sauntered down to the boat-
house. A lad from the villare was loitering on the path,
and he came up to the juniors.

“ Master Wharton."ere ¥ he asked.

“Yes,” said Harry. * What is 1t?”

“I rot a letter for yon, sir.”

The lad fumbled in his pocket, and produced a letter.

*“There ain’t any answer, siv,” he said, * Master D’Arey
said I wasn't to wait.”

Wharton started.

“Ts this from D’Arev?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir. Master Arthur give me the letter afore he got
into the train.”

And the lad hurried away.

Harry Wharton slit the envelope in a state of considerable
surprise. He could not imagine why Arthur Augustus should
have sent him that note by hand.

He looked at the letter. and his face changed.

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo! What's the trouble?”

Wharton did not reply. He stared blankly at the letter.
His face was quite pale.

“ Nothing happened to D' Arex, surely?” exelaimed Nugent.

“Yes: and something jolly serious. Look at the letter!”

The chums of the Remove read the letter, and their faces
became very grave. It was written in the elegant caligraphy
of Arthur Augustus D'Arey, which all the juniors knew well
by sight; and it ran:

“ Dear Wharton,—I am going to ask you a great favour. I
am afraid vou will be surprised, and perbhaps shocked. I am
in awlul trouble.

“1 have given Captain Punter my IO U for some money
I owe him; I suppose vou can guess how I came to owe it to
him. It is for twenty pounds,

“T dare not let my father know. But unless the money 13
paid this evening he is going to take my paper to Lord
Eastwood. T can’t face 1t. I've gone away to get
out of it.

“] dare not come back. I can’t face my father if he
tnows. Captain Punter is to meet me in the park, on the
riverside opposite the island, at eight. I cannot be there;
I have no money to pay him.

“1 know it's a cheek, what I'm going to ask. But I am
lesperate, and I cannot return home unless you help me.
Can vou and vour friends possibly raise the twenty pounds,
and pay Punter, and get my- paper back? If you ean, go and
keep the appointment for me, and pay him, and he will give
voa the paper. Of course, I shall settle up later—within a
few weelis at the most. Don’t mnention & word to Tom Merry
or the others: I couldn’t bear them to know. I've been a
foal. 1 know that. If you can settle with Punter, do so for
my sake, and let me know, so that I ean come home. If vou
:end o wire to the Red Lion at Lexham I shall know. For
roodness’ sake, help me out of this if you can! Of course,
vou won't lose the monev. Take this letter with you, and
chow it to Punter, as proof that you come from me.

41 know it's a lot to ask. But I'm in an awful fix. Do

help me out if you can,
“ﬂ- 1.'11- Djﬁﬂc-f.!‘

The Removites looked at one another aghast.

“ The silly ass!” growled Jolny Ball.

““'That rotten heast Punter said something about knowing
I[l’.hruj..'!"" muttered Bob Cherrv. * But D'Arcy said it was
s

“He's a cunning brute,” said Nugent. * You know how
he spoofed us in the train. D’Arey’s a simple kid, and he's
wot 1nto his ¢lutches, and now the beast is blackmailing
him !"

Wharton compressed his lips.

“The villain ought to be in prison!” he said.

“He ought to be. But poor old D'Arey can’t be shown
ap.” said Bob. “He's a silly ass; but we must see him
through this. He said he was going to see Jimmy Silver, and
he's really run away from home.™

“ Awful duffer ! grunted Johnny Bull

“ Blessed if I know what we ought to do!" said Harry,
knitting his brows. “D’Arcy’s father ought to know this.
But we ean't mention it, as he’s specially asked us not to.
But—but——"

“We must see hint through,” said Mark Linley quietly.

“Yes, rather!”

Harry Wharton nodded. Tt eame as a surprise to all the
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Removites to learn that their kind host was in such a terrible
serape. Arthur Augustus had never struck them as a youth
with any vicious propensities at all. But he was an unsug-
picious and easy-going fellow, and they had already had
experience of the racally card-sharper’s cunming. The
thoughtless junior had fallen into his chitches, and thiz was
the result.

There was no doubt in the minds of the juniors as to what
they must do. D’Arcy had to be got out of his serape, and
that before his father knew that the desperate lad had run
away from home.

“What about the money:” said Wharton, after a pause.
“Twenty pounds is a lot of money. Of course, D Arcy will
settle up later. But where's it to come from now "’

“We've got to raise it somehow.”

“Turn out vour pockets,” said Johnny Bull.

There was a general turning out of pockets. Harry
Wharton had three pounds, Nugent had one, Johnny Bull
had five, Bob Cherry one, and Mark Linley one. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh grinned benevolently, and produced a
ten-pound note. The Nabob of Bhanipur was generally well
supplied with cash,

Wharton drew a breath of relief.

“That's enough, and a quid over,” he said. * Lucky we're
in holiday funds. It will clear us out, but that can't be
holped.™

“ Jolly good luck we've got the tin.” said Bob. “Lucky
we've ot a bloated nabob in the gang!”

“The luckfulness is terrific!™

“Now, who's gomng?” asked Nugent.

“] suppose I'd better go, as D Arey asks me,”
Harry.

“PBetter all ro,” saul Mark. “ Punter is a thorough
rascal, and he may not give up the paper after he is paid. If
he plays any tricks, there had better be enough of us to
handle him."

“ Qood old Marky ! said Bob. “Of course, we'll all go!”

“Ti's close on eight now,” said Harry, looking at his watch,
“ By Jove, it’s turned eight! We'd better get off.”

“ What about Larryi” .

“Larry can wait. In fact, he'll have to. That villain may
ro to Lord Eastwood if he thinks the appointment en’t going
to be kept.” i

The juniors turned away from the boathouse, and hurried
along the riverside path in the thickening dusk. They had
no doubt that Captain Punter would be prompt to his appoint-
ment, and there was no telling what the rascal might da if
he were disappointed. It was no time for sitting in judgmen
upon I)*Arcy for his folly ; the pressing need was to-save him
from the exposure and disgrace he dreaded.

It was a good walk along the river as far as the isiand, and
the dusk was thick by the time the juniors arrived opposite
the island. There they slackened down, and peered round i
the shadows for the captain. The red glimmer of a cigar
canght their eyes,

Wharton hurried forward,

“Ts that you, D'Arey?” It was the well-known voice of
Captain Punter. IHe removed the cigar from his month.
“I'm glad vou've come., Otherwise—"  He broke off.
“It's not D'Arey! What ihe dickens does this mean I

eaid

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Larry Chips In!

APTAIN PUNTER backed' away a slep, his br-w
contracting, and peered at Wharton in the deep
shadow of the trees by the river.

Wharton clenched his hands hard.
It needed all his self-control to keep from dashing
hizs fist into the cunning, fox-featured face of the card-sharper.

“Have you come here from D'Arcy I asked the captain
roughly.

“Ves,” said Harry quietly.

The captain put his cigar into his mouth again, and stared
with a sneering smile at the juniors as they gathered round.
The Greyfriars fellows were looking very grim.

“So D' Arey has told you about 167" sneered the capiain.

[T YL"T-‘..”

“T should have fancied he would keep it dark. He seemed
to me rather nervous of his noble lordship hearing anyihing
about it,” grinned the captain, ‘‘Of course, 1 want someo
proof that you are here for him.”

“1 suppose the money's proof enough?™

“ Not quite. Unless you've got something written te show
me, you ean go about your business,” said the captain coolly.
“How do I know that you're not simply meddling and spying
into I’ Arey's affairs?” i

A GQrand, Long, Complote Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. DBy FRANK RISHARDS.
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Whartor: restrained his anger with an effort.

“I’ Arer wrote to me,” he said. “I've got the letter here,
H: toid me to bring it and show you.”

““* Let me #ee 1t.”

Wharton handed him the letter.

Captain Punter struck a match, glanced at the letter, and
nodded,

“That's good enough!” he said. He applied a match to
the lettor. and it flared up. ““No good leaving that in exist-
ence.” he remarked. “If vou dropped it anywhere it would
be bad for D' Arey.”

“I intended to destroy 1t," said Harry.

The captain dropped the burnt fragment into the grass.

“Well, that’s done,” he said. *“*Well, vou're here from
D'Arey. Have you got the menev—twenty pounds? Unless
you have——"

I have it!"

“Oh, zood !

“1 don't think you're entitled to it, or to a penny of it !”
said Harry quietly. I suppose you got ID'Arcy playing
cards, and won i1t from him, vou scoundrel!  But he has
asked me to pay you, and I'm going to do 1t—when you hand
over his I O T, Give me the paper.”

" Moncey first!"”

“] give you my word that I will pay you the money when
I've scen the paper,” said Harry. * Give me the paper !

“Money talks!”™ =aid the captain terscly. ‘‘Let's see the
money !

The juniors gathered round the captain in a circle. They
were guite prepared to handle the adventurer, and to handle
him to any extent, in order to extract Arthur Augustus
D'Arey's 1 O U from him.

Captain Punter looked a little uneasy.

“Give me the paper,” said Harry coldly. *Unless you
hand it over, it will be taken by foree, and we’ll give you a
dycking in the river into the bargain "

“You promise to pay up?”

“I've promised already.”

Captain Punter slid his hand into his pocket and drew out
a paper, and sullenly passed it to the junior.

Wharton struck a match, and éxamined it,

He was not likely to trust the captain one inch

“That's all right,” said Bob, looking over his shoulder at
the paper.

It was a promise to pay Captain Punter the sum of twenty
Eﬂuﬁds, and signed in Arthur Augustus D'Arcy's well-known

and,

The mateh went out. Wharton was satisfied.

“Well, 15 it all right?"” sncered the captain.

fi Y'E*:".-.”

“*Hand over the tin, then.”

Wharion passed the twenty pounds to the rascal, whoze
fingers closed on it eagerly.

“That paper had better be destroyed.” said the captain,
“It would get my young friend into trouble if it were scen.”

“I've no doubt D’Arvey will destroy it,” said Harry. “1I
ghall give 1t to him, of coursc.”

“It would be safer to burn it now."

“That isn't your businesz, You've got vour money, and
vou ¢an go; and think yourself lucky to get away without a
hiding 1"

“Stop " broke in a decp voice,

The junmiors started, and spun round,.
Licutenant Lewrenee Lascelles. .

“Mr. Lascelles " ejaculated Wharton.

“Great pip!"”

“The pipfulness is terrific !

Captain Punter made a hurried movement to go.
strong hand closed on his shoulder.

“Srop!” repeated Mr. Lascelles,

:‘ ;I"'::m rrlm go!"” shouted the captain, grasping his cane.

£ ‘tﬂ[.l,”

The juniors simply blinked at Mr. Lascelles.  Thev had
gupposed him to be safe upon the 1sland. How he came there
was a mystery, till they observed that his clothes were
dripping with water,

“My hat! The tricky beast
murmured Bob Cherry.

“Will vou release me?" yelled the captain,

“No, I will not release you!"” said Mr. Lascelios grimly.
*Thiz matter needs explaining before vou go !

“Mind your own business, confound vou !™

“Lower that cane, my man, or I will knock vou down!”™
rapped out Mr. Lascelles.

The captain met his stern gaze, and lowered the cane. The
grip on hiz shoulder did not relax.

“Now, I want an explanation of thiz” said Mre. Lascelles,
looking sternly at the juniors. “It is very fortunate that I
arvived here at this momoent, T thinl, T did not wish to make
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a sensation at Eastwood by appearing there drenched with
water, so [ left my swim till dark. I expected to enter
unobserved after dark; but since I have fortunately met you,
one of you may fetch me a change of clothes. "This matter,
however, must be settled first.”

“It's settled already, sir,” said Wharton uneasily,

““It is true that I am no longer a Greyfriars master, and you
are not under my authority,” said Mr. Lascelles sternly.
“But as a guest of Lord Eastwood I cannot allow this kind
of thing to proceed. I find you here meeting a notorious
bad character, and giving him money., [ saw you light a
match and examine a paper. You will kindly tell me what
you are doing, and what is your connection with this man.”

“T1 can’t tell vou, sir,” said Harry. ‘'It’s not our secret.”

“It concerns another chap, sir,” said Bob,

“J think I can guess the name,” said Mr. Lascelies. I
heard you mention I)'Arey as 1 came up.” . o

The juniors were silent. They had no intention of gwmﬁ
D' Arey's secret away fo Mr. Lascelles, The young man ha
appeared at a very unfortunate moment, from the juniors’
point of view.

“You have paid this man money " asked Mr, Lascelles.

11 YETPSi kR

“How much?”

“Twenty pounds.”

Mr. Lascelles uttered a sharp execlamation.

“ You owed him twenty pounds, Wharton 7"

“1! Certainly not, sir!™

“Then you paid it for another person?”

“Well, ves.”

“D'Arcy, I presume, as you mentioned his nama?"

Wharton did not speak.

“Your silence implies that that is the case, Wharton."" Mr,
Lascelles wes no longer the cheery young licutenant; he was
the Gregiriars master again now, and at the school the juniors
had never seen him in a sterner mood. “I shall certainly not
allow this man to talke away such a sum of money, to which
I am assured he has no claim!” ;

“Will you let go my shoulder?” hissed
savapely. 1

Mr. Lascelles did not take the trouble to answer him. Hia
grasp was like iron, and it did not relax for a moment.

“ What is the paper this man has given you, Wharton?”

No reply.

“Very well. T shall take this man to Eastwood, where
D’Arey's father will see him and question him,” said Mr.
Lascelles grimly. * Come!”

the captain

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rough Justice!

L TOP!”
Harry Wharton panted out the word.
Captain Punter was resisting, but he had little
chance in the grasp of the stalwart young lieutenant.
The juniors looked on in utter dismay. .

“Let me pass, Wharton!" said Mr. Lascelles, frowning.
“] have forgiven you for your trick played upon me to-day,
regarding it as a reckless schoolboy joke. I warn you that
1 shall not be so patient if you are foolish and disrespectiul
enouzh to venture to interfere with me now."

“You must stop!” exclaimed Harry. ‘D'Arcy’s father
mustn’t see that man. It—it can’t be! I—TI'll tell you about
it, if that's the only way.”

“Yery well! But make haste.™ T

Mr. Lascelles stopped, the unhappy captain still wrigghog
in his powerful grip. Captain Punter was in a state of
mingled fear and fury, but there was no escape for him.

“J—I had a note from D’Arcy,” faltered Harry. * He's
pone away for the evening; he's run away.”

“* Nonsense !’

“He. said so in his letter,”

“Show me the letter!” _

“Jt's destroyed. That rotter destroved it; but T was going
to. D'Arcy asked me to see him and settle his debt, and—
and keep it dark. You're forcing me to tell you now, Mr,
Lascelles, and it's up to you to keep it secret.”

“If D’Arey has been guilty of a foolish escapade I should
certainly not mention it to anyone. PBut I must know the
facts. D’Arcy asked you to meet this man and pay him
twenty pounds?”

“That's 1t."

“Tlow did he come to owe such a man money?”

“J—I suppo:e he's been playing the giddy ox.
scoundrel tricked him into it somehow.”

“It is poszible, but it 1s very unlikely indeed.”

“ He wrote that it was so.”

“ And this man destroyed the letter,” said Mr. Lascclies
erimly. *Ie has given you a paper. What is that?”

That

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE ™ BOYS' FRIEND,” 17



“D'Arey’s I O U for the money.”

“ Let me see it.”’

Harry Wharton handed over the T O U. The lieutenant
peered at it in the gloom. Wharton struck a match,

“You are sure this is D'Arcy’s writing?” he asked.

Wharton started.

“0h, yes! He’s written to me several times, and I know
his hand well enough. 8o do all the fellows.”

“Handwriting may be imitated,” said Mr. Lascelles. “In
what way was D’Arcy’s letter, or suppozed lotter, delivered
to you?”

“ A kid brought it. He said D'Arcy had given it to him.”

“D’Arcy has said nothing about this matter to you by word
of mouth ™

“ Nothing."

“When you saw him last did he appear like a fellow who
had a heavy trouble on kis mind and was thinking of ranning
away frcm home?”

“0Oh, not in the least! He said he was going to see Jimmy
Silver this evening,”

“Have you ever known him tell a falsehood?”

“Of course not "
k‘“dc’:'l’l’ to have any relations with this man, or men of the

1 [0

“Not that T know of. T remember he said specially that
he never had anything to do with Punter, when Punter told
Bab he had.”

““8o he has lied to you twice?”

“Well, vou spe—""

*If this affair 13 genuwine, Wharton, D' Arey has lied to yon
twice=—in saying that he had no dealings with Punter, and
m saying that he was going to visit a friend this evening.”

“Well, I—I suppose M

“1 do not beheve for one moment that IV Avey has lied.
It scems {o me much more probable that the letter was a
fargery, and'that this paper is a forgery also.”

“Oh, may hat!” cjaculated Bob Cherry.

Wharton panted.

“A—a—a forgery!”™

“Yes. 1YArcy is certainly not the lad to keep such a seeret
withoul zhowing some outward sizn of it: and he would not
lie. Tius scoundrel is Eﬂpﬂlﬂu ol ru-t'gm'f, as of any other
bascness. I do not believe for one moment that the letter
you received came from Lord Bestwood’s son. The messenger
was instrneted to tell you that 1V Avey had sent him, Doubt-
less this rascal has been on the watch for such an epportunity.
Did it not occur to you that D'Arvey would be much more
likely to appeal to his own schoolfellows in sueh a serape?
The letter would naturally have been sent to Blake or
Merry. It was not sent to them beenuse, T think, they would
have scouted the sugrestion at ence, and would have muessed
that it was a trick, knowing D’ Avey better than vou do.”

“Oh Y gasped Wharton,

“The matter will be cleaved up when you see D'Arey
again, but meanwhile this scoundrel would have ezcaped with
s plunder.™

“0Oh, the rotler!” exclaimed Mark Linley.
coly a trick to et moncy out of us?"

I hrmly believe so.  And where, may T ask, did yvou raise
so considerable a sum as twenty pounds?®

“1t was our holiday cash,” said Harry.
practically right out.”

My, T,r!.-;mrlt:'s liughed slightly.

“ 17 Arvey would doutbless he obliged to yvou, if he knew. 1t
was kind and gencrous on your part, but the money will not
be lost after all. You will see why this raseal was casor to
destroy the letter. e did not "wish the forgery to remain
in existence.  Doubtless he would have been rlad to =ee the
1 O U destroved also.”

“ He wanted to burn it ! exclaimed Nugent.

“No doubt. As it is, it will remain in existence—to convict
him,” said Mr. Lascelles. 1 will take him to the police-
station instead of to Eastwood.™

There was a how!l from the captain,

“Let mie go! T'll hand the money hack.™

“Ho you admit it, you scoundrel?’ exelaimed Wharton
vrathfully.

“HMHere's the money
keen a penny.  Here you are!
me ro! I've done no harm.”™

“You will oo to the police-station with me,” said Mr.
Laszelles.

Harry Wharton tock the notes from the raseal’s trembling
hands. Captain Punter was quite beaten now. He was
shaking 1 every limb. The plot had been a cunninzg one,
and it had been o suecess until “Larvry " appeared on the
scene.  Now the vaseal had had forgery to answer for, and o
heery prospeet of penal servitude in perspective,

“Toet us take Litm to the station, sie,” smd Bob,  ** You'll
cateh cold—ahein '—if you don’t change your elobber, Sorry
yvon had io swim.”

* Let me wo!” mumbled the capiain,

“T1 will take him,” said Mr Lascelles.

The captaim’s eves plittered. The false T O U was still in
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the young man’s hand, and Captzin Punter made 2 sudden
snatch at it. He caught it, and in a twinkling he had jammed
it into his mouth. Mr. Lascelles grasped his wrist the next
moment, but the astute rascal had alrcady swallowed the
paper.

“That's something you won't hand to the police!” he
panted. *And mind, my story at the station won’t agrveo
with yours. Master IVArcy did pive me an I O U, and I'il
maintain that right and left. If I'm going to prison, I'll
make scandal enough to make you sorry for sendiny me
there !”

Mr. Lascelles’ face was a study for a moment. The proof
was gone. The wily captain had been too much for him
after all.

“Upon the whole,” said Mr. Lascelles quietly, “it is
probable that Lovd Easiwood would prefer not to have an
unsavoury police-court case connected with his name. There
are other methods of pumishing a raseal like this.”

He prasped the cane from the captain’s hand.

Then he seized Captain Punter’s collar with lus left hand,
and brought the heavy cane into play with his right,

Lash, lash, lash!

The juniors loocked on grimly. Captain Punter was getting
what he had earned. He had destroyed the proel of his
forgery, and a charre against him would have bren of
doubtful result. But there was no deubt about the punish-
ment that he was getting now. Ile wriggled and writhed
and velled in the powerful orazp of the young licutenant,
while the cane rose and fell with terrific force,

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. I didn’t know that
even Larry was such an athlete. What a carpet-beater he
would make!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Mercy ! shrieked the captain.
Merey 1™

Lash, lash, lash!

Mr. Lascelles tossed the writhing rasecal into the grass at
lost. Captain Punter lay groaning,

“You are free,” said Mr, Luscelles. “And T warn jou

to mive this district a wide berth in future. I shall Jook for
vou to-merrow, and I zhall repeat that thrashing if 1 find
you !”
" He strode away up the path with the juniors, and the
captuin, groaning dismally, picked himself wp and hoped
away. My, Lascelles’ advies to him was too good not 1o be
taken, and that night saw the enterprising eaptain a good
distance from Eastwood., The juniors were done with hint ab
last,

Myr. Lascelles halted at the boathouse.

“¥You may fetech me 2 change of clothes here,”, he said.

“Certainly, sir,” soid DRob, “PByv the way, it was jolly
lucky vou came on us, and saved wus from paying that awiul
rotter ! Jolly lucky all round!  But—but you conldn’t have
done it if vou hadn’t been on the sland, could you?”

“1 suppose net,” =atd Mr. Lazcelles,

“Then—then I say, I’ve pot some sandwiches I was
roing to bring you. Would you like them?”

“Thank youn!"

“Under the cirenumstances, as it's turned ont so lucky that
vou were an the island—ahem——"

“1 have alreacdy forgiven you for that {riek!”

“Exaetly!  But as it’s turned ont so jolly lucky, don’t yon
think that you ought to play in that match with ue, alter
all ¥

My, Lascelles stared at Bob.,  THis brow was grim for a
moment. but then he burst into a laugh.

“T will think of 1t,”" ke said.  “You are a set of reckless
voung rascials, but the way vou were standing by I¥ Arey,
thongh under a mistake, was very decent, and—and perhaps
vou ought to be vrewarded.  1f vou consider it a reward to bo
thoroughly drubbed in a match in which you have not a
ghost of n chinee, T will put it to the others, and try to
sriavge il

“Hooray ! chortled Bob, “Good old Larey!™

And ihe Removites gave Mr. Lascelles a cheer. They had
gained their point, after all, and all was calm and bright.

“Merey! Ow, ow, ow!

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
D’Arey’s Deecision!

i Al Jove, I'm awlPly oblized to you chaps, but you are
wiathah asses, vou know !

That was Arcthur Augnstus ID’Arev's remark

when e was told about the affair of Captain

Punter.  Wharton was somewhat inelined to keep
the matter dark, but he felt that it was better to let the
swell of Bt Jun's know the circumstanees, since he was con-
cerned in the matier,
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“1t was awf'ls good of vou to wush to the wescue like
hat!" grinned Arthur Augustus, * But weally you might
bave known that I should nevah have played the gidday ox,
you know !"

“Well, vou see, the rolter took us in in the train, and
made us play with him—some of us,” zaid Bob, * Naturally,
we thought——"

“You thought that T was just as big a duffah as you—
what?" chuckled Arthur Augustus.

“Well, yes!" said Bob, laughing.

“0Of course, vou couldn't gueas that the lettah was forged,
and it-was wippin® of you to twy to get me out of the sewape,
though 1 wasn't in one. But it was vewy Iucky that
Lascelles came along, Wathah cuwious that he happened to
be passin’ in such a vewy lonely spot!”

“ Yes, wasn't 18?7 grinnéd Bob.

“I think he'd been on the island,” said Wharton blandly,
“However, it all turns out all right, as Larry has agreed to
play us!™

** Hooray !"

H“ Now it's only a question of making up the team,” added
arry.
3 “‘-‘I:'e; shall have to put our heads togethah ovah that, bai

ove !l

It was nol an easy maitter to settle. Tom Merry & Co.
were reasonable  fellows—none more so—but they had a
natural prejudice in favour of their own school., Harry
Wharton was reasonable, too, but he eouldn’t help thinking
that Greyfriars was the place the best ericketers came from.

But Cousin Ethel’s advice had been followed, and there
was plenty of ericket praciice, and the form the juniors
E_hnwed, it was agreed, was to be taken into chief considera-
tion,

But even then there were diffienlties. the Greyfriars fellows

[H_-ing:{ lirmly of opinion that the form Greyfriars showed was
topping; while the Saints, admitting freely that Greyfriars
was good, couldn’t help thinking that St. Jim's went one
better,
_Aftor considerable debate, which grew rather warm at
times, 1t was agreed on all sides that Wharton, Bob Cherry,
Hurrce Singh, Tom Merry, and Blake should be ineluded:
I¥ Arcy had brought a message from Jimmy Silver that he
could come over for the match, if wanted, and it was agreed
nem. con. that Silver should make one of the eleven. That
lefi five pluces to Al

Johnny Bull and Nugent and Herries and Digbhy and
D’Arcy and Manners and Lowther were all after those places,
and even Wally put in a eclaim. But it was Mark Linley
who was the next sclection, making seven in all, And
when word came from Squiffi and Vernon-Smith that they
could come over for the match, their names were put down
at once. And—though feeling a little doubtful—the ericketers
agreed that Arthur Augustus D'Arey couldn’t possibly be left
ouf, as he was their host.

But Arthur Augustus nlaved up generously,

“Wats!" he said, when the committee of selection told him.
“Tho matrah’s in the hands of you fellahs, and if you sclect
me on my form, all wight; othahwise, 1 will stand ont. It's
all wight!"

“0Oh, you'll play, of course!" said Wharton.

“Of course!” assented Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus fixed his eyeglass on them.

“(C'an’t you think of a bettah man?" he asked.

“Ahem!”

“0Of course, as a mattah of fact, T weally don’t considah
that you could find a bettah man,” said Arthur Augnstus
modestly.  “ But you chaps are goin’ to decide, and I don’t
want any wot!”

Wharton and Tom Merry looked at one another, and
grinned.

“*Well, perhaps another Grevfriars chap——"" said Wharton.

“Too many Gregfriavs chaps in the team now, I think,”
said Tom Merry, with a shake of the head.

“Now, look here, Merry st

“Leok here, Wharton a

“Thera are two places
Augustaa,

“I was thinking of asking Courtenay, of Higheliff," said
Harry. “You fellows know him; he's a ripping player, and
he could come over!" '

“G:}:}ﬂ cgg!” said Tom Merry heartily. ““That leaves
one !’

“And the one had better be I'Arey.”

“Yuans, I agwee with vou: but I wefuse to be seleeted
unless vou assuah me thar you dou’t think wou can find a

i

bettah man!
“Ahem!"
“By the way, who's goin' to skippah the team?"”
“Oh, Grexfriars!” said Wharton,
Tur Macxer LiBrapy.—No. 450,
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“0h, 8t. Jim's!" =aid Tom Merry,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ag the mateh is comin’ off on Tuesday, it would be
wathah a good ideah to settle that point, dealh boys!"

“Well, Wharton will adomt——"

“1 think Tom Merry will admit i

“Leave it to Gussy to decide,” said Tom Merry., “We'll
make Gussy master of the ceremonies to choose the
skipper ™

“That’s wathah a good ideah! You can wely on a fellah
of tact and judgment, you know !" said Arthur Augustus.

“Agreed!” said Wharton,

There was some anxiety in the team to know the decision
of the master of the ceremonies.  Arthur Augustus gave
the matter @ considerable amount of anxious thought. The
eleventh place in the team was still unfilled, too. Wharton
and Tom Moerry were selecting the plavers, and they had
agreed upon ten.

But for the eleventh place, unless I’ Arcy had it, Tom was
of opinion that a St. Jim's chap should be found—Herries
or Lowther or somebody else—while Wharton was convinced
that Tom Brown or Peter Todd, of Grevfriars, should be
written to.

It was a knotty problem, and on Tuesday morning the
team still contained only ten men. and the captain was still
undecided upon.

Meanwhile, the juniors had been hard at practice. and both
the captains were quite- satisfied with their form. The
house team appeared to take the coming match as a joke,
They had agreed to play, at Mr, Lascelles’ request, and it
was decided that it was to be a whole-day match; but the
opinion of the house team was that before lunch they would
be wvietors, with an Innings to spare.

Early on Tuwesday morning Jimmy Silver put in his
appearance, and Vernon-Smith, Squiff, and Frank Courtenay
arrived a little later. Stumps were to be pitched at ten
o’'clock, so it was elear that eleventh man would have to be
one of the fellows whao was stayving at Fastwood.

Wharton debated in his mind whethor it should be Johnny
Bull or Nugent, while Tom Merry was weighing the
respective merits of Herries, Digbhy, Lowther, and Manners.
And when Arthur Augustuz came out in flannels they
demanded to know who was going to be captain,

“1 have been thinkin® it ovah vewy sewiously, deah boys,”
snid Arthur Augustus gravely. *The claims of Gweyfwiahs
cannot be denied, and for that woeason I feel that Wharton
ought to be selected L

“Oh, good!” said all the Greyfriars [ellows at once.

“On the othah hand,” said Arthur Augustus calmly, * Tom
Mewwy has an equal claim, which I do not feel it would be
wight to 1gnore!”

“But we can’t both captain the team,” said Tom.

“No; that 1s imposs, so with gweat wegwet I have decided
to pass ovah both of you &

ii{}h!“

“Then it oceurred to me that Jimmy Silvah wounld make a
wippin' captain, and it would be only o gwaceful act to give
him the job, as he has come ovah to play for us.”

“You might do worse,” agreed Jimmy Silver heartily,

“Only, on wellection, I wealised that our fwiend Courtenay
has also come ovah a long way to play for us, and has an
equal claim,”

5 AEE you ever going to get to the point?” Jack Blake in-
guired.

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy! Pway be patient.”

“There’s only twenty-four hours m a day, vou know,” re-
marked Monty Lowther casunally.

“Pway don’t be funnay, Lowthah, at a sewions moment,
There are so many wival claims that it is imposs to decide
them on their mewits,” said Arthur Augustus. “The only
wesource, so fah as I can ece, 13 to diswegard them all, and
cheose anothah chap entirely.”

“Well, that's not a bad Blake. “You
mean 2

“You mean " began Bob Cherry.

“T have therefore decided to play in the match——"

1) Uh [”‘

“And captain the team mryself—"

“Wha-a-at?"”

“And I twust,” said Arthur Augustus, beaming genially
on the astonished cricketers—*"* 1 twust that this decision meets
with genewal appwoval "

There was a deadly silence for some moments.
VWharton gasped :

“(Oh, ripping !

““IMa, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

“I am so glad you are pleased.” snid Arthur Augustus.
“1It is vewy satisfactowy to seitle such a vewy difficult mattah
in a way to please all parties.”

idea,” said

Then Harry

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE " BOYS' FRIEND,” 10



And Arthur Augustus joined Cousin Ethel, who had just
come out, to explain to her the extremely satisfactory way m
which he had solved a knotty problem. The cricketers looked
at one another and grinned,

“Good old Gussy!” said Tom Merry.
tact and judgment come in—he's famous for 'em.
down to the ground.”

And they went.

“This is where his
Lot’s: get

— e ]

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Great Mateh!

R. LASCELLES and his team arrived smiling.
Most of the members of the house team had
made other arrangements for the afternoon, fully
expecting to be finished with the schoolboys by
lunch. They were fated to have their eyes opened,
however,

Arthur Augustus tossed for choice of innings with Mr.
Lascellee in a very dignified way.

“Bo you’re captaining the side, Gussy 1"’ said Lord Conway.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Poor chaps!” said Wally.

“You cheeky young wascal, Wally——"

“We bat,” said Mr. Lascelles.

“ Wight-ho 1"

Lord Eastwood had come to see the beginning of the great
match, and Cousin Ethel was there, and all the juniors who
were not in the team. Wally looked on with a sarcastic ex-
pression, not at all satisfied with the selection that had passed
over his valuable self,

D'Arey gave the ball to Jimmy Silver for the first over.

“I wathah think you will take them by surpwise, deah
boy,"” he remarked. * Lascelles is the best of the lot, and I
twust you will get him out before they know what a surpwisze-
packet you are.”

And Jimmy Silver grinned and said that he would—if he
could !

Mr. Lascelles stood upto Jimmy Silver’s bowling. He had
never seen the redoubtable Jimmy before, and certamly did
net suspect for a moment the *surprise-packet ™ the Rook-
wood junior was.

The first ball came down very easily, and Mr, Lascelles
smiled and snicked it away for 2. Perhaps he was a trifle
careless aflter that easy ball, and perhaps that was exactly
what the bowler anticipated. IFor the second ball was not
easy—it came down like a bullet, and whipped the leg-stump
out of the ground before the batsman knew what was hap-
pening. And from the whole field there came a delighted
roar :

“Heow's that?”

“QOut, by g&n:lhl“ murmured Lieutenant Lascelles,

It was out—there was no doubt about that. Mr. Lascelles
walked off the pitch locking a little pink, and Micky Kildare
came in to take his place, And Micky gave a regular whoop
of astonishment when his middle stump was jerked out and
turned over.

Perey Locke was next man in. Dr. Locke’s nephew swas
very careful; he had an eye for a bowler, and he knew that

Jimmy Silver was real mustard by this time. But the last
ball ¢f the over knocked his -wicket to piecce.

Cousin Etheﬁ clapped her hands.

“Brave!” came Lord Eastwood's decp voice.  “ Conway,

ing_.*_}m;f; is this the team you were going to walk over before
uneh

The viscount grinned rather rucfully.

“* By Jove, this is rather a surprise!” he confessed.
ghall have to pull ourselves together.”

The house team were not siniling now. They realised that
they wore in for a decidedly difficult tussle, schoolboys as their
opponents were. Jimmy Silver had disposed of the best three
bate in the team in one over,

In the next over Lord Conway was caught out by Mark
Linley, amid cheers. - After that the wickets fell at a good
rate—Hurree Jamset Ram Singh accounting for three, and
Arthur Augustus executing a graceful catch at point. And
the hovee team, to their astonishment, were all down for 40.

“By the Kaiser's merry whiskers!"” cjaculated Micky
Kildare. * Lascelles, my boy, you were going to declare for
a hundred runs. Where are they intirely 7"

“LEcho answers where?” said Mr, Lascelles, laughing.

Harry Wharton and Mark Linley opened the mnings for
the school side. Lord Conway, Mr. Lascelles, and
Perey Locke shared the bowling, and the bowling was very
goed. Buot it had to be admitted that it was not guite so good
as that of Jimmy Silver and Hurree Singh. The wickets
went down at a good rate—D’Arey’s intended century turn-
ing onut to be only 4; but the runs went up at a good average,
and the score was at 60 when the last wicket fell.

Then there was an adjonrnment for lunch—the lunch which
wias Lo have seen the schoolboys beaten to the wide. It found
them twenty rans ahead on the first innings.

The juniors were 1n great spivits when they eame out for
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the resumption of play. Mr. Lascelles opened the innings

again, with Lord Conway at the other end. This time, hﬂw-
ever, Jimmy Silver did not deal with him so easily. Mr.
Lascelles had taken the measure of the bowling, and, good as
it was, it could not beat him. Lord Conway was out in the
second over to Blake’s bowling, and in the third Hurree Singh'
tackled Mr. Lascelles, but the nabob tackled him in vain.
The runs were going up, too. Mr. Lascelles was canght by
Frank Courtenay at last, when he had piled up §0. Tho
othor batemen came and went, the score piling up, and the
field were given plenty of leather hunting. It was late in the
afternoon when the last wicket went down for an even

hundred.
“-I.:.&_I“t]“h.m.] and fﬂl'tF!” saidd Bob, “We <hall beat them,

vet 1 ,
But the houde team were on their mettle now. _
Ay, Tascelles was bowling, and Harry Wharton was dis

missed for B, and Tom Merry secured only 6. Blake and

Squiff bagged 6 cach, and Vernon-Smith secured a yound

dozen. Frank Courtenay remained longer at the widkets,

defying the bowling of Mr. Lascelles and Lord Conway m

turn, till he was caught by Percy Locke, with 20 to his credit.

Jimmy Silver had eruel ?uclc. losing his wicket for 2. Bob

Cherry followed him, with only B. The schoolboy team

wanted 12 to tie, and 13 to win, when Artlur Augustus joined

Mark Linley at the wickets.

“Tt’s up to us, deah boy,’” he remarked, as he passed Mark;
and the Lancashire lad nodded and smiled.

The house team were grinning again now. The schoolboy
cricketers were not having matters all their own way, after
all.

“What atrocious luck!” said Bob Cherry. * Awfully un-
certain game, cricket! It looked a sure thing for us.”

“A glﬂmu isn't lost till it’s wom,” remarked Courtenay
cheerfully.

“ﬁﬂdy'll:;ﬂﬂﬂj' has promised us a century!” greaned Blake.

““ Oh, bow-wow " said Bob disconsolately. — a0

But Courtenay was right; the game was not lest till it was
won..  Arthur Augustus added 2 to the score. and the
bowling came to Mark Linley. The Lancashive lad faced
steadily and eoolly. He drove the first ball to the boundary,
and he eut away the segond for a single run. The juniors
looked grim as Arthur Augustus took on the bowling. As
the swell of St. Jim’s was looking for a century, they rather
expected some reckless hitting—and a fallen wicket. But
Arthur Augustus knew what he was about. He <tole a
single run, and gave the batting back to Mark, and his
comrades cheered him enihusiastically. .

“(Good old Gussy!” chuckled Blake. *“Not such a ]?ll,?
bad ericket captain, after all! Gussy knows what's what.™

“ Larry means business this time!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Stick it, Marky[”

“Hour to tie, 5 to win!” murmured Wharton. _

Mark Linley drove the ball away for 2, and then again fo
2, and there was a roar from the jumiors. The match wasg
safe now, at all events. '

Again the ball came down, and Mark Linley ent and ran.
But Lord Cenway was after the leather like a shot, and it
came in, whizzing. Right at the wicket Arthur Augustus
wits racing towards—straight as a die!

Crash! )

Arthur Augustus fairly hurled bimself forward, an- his
bhat was on the crease as the crash of the falling wickets
sounded out. And the umpire shook his head.

“Not out!”

“Hurrah!”

“The winning run!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Bravo, Gussy! DBrave, Marky!"”

The next minute the juniors were swarming on the ficld,
and Arthur Augustns and Mark Linley were scized and
brought off shoulder-high in  triumph, amid thunderous
cheers. Mr. Lascelles thumped the Lancashire lad cheerily
on the back.

“Well done, my lad!” ho execlaimed,

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Avthur Augustus. *It's weally
Tinlev's game, you know, Thwee cheeahs for Lancashire
deah boys!”

“ Hip, hip, hwrrah !

- a N ] L L L L L]

Tt was a close finish, but the schoolboy team had won, ana
the house team had to hide their diminished heads.” And
there was tremendons rejoicing among D'Arvey’s little party ]

THE EXD.

(Dan't m'ss “THE MYS ERY OF MAULY!''—next
weesk's grand sicry of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS BRIEFLY TOLD.

Hal Mackenzie receives a mysterious message urging him
to come out to the Southern Andes and learn the secret of
the Tower of the Golden Star. He sets out, accompanied
by his chums, Jim Holdsworth, Bob Sigsbee, and Pat
O’Hara.

After many strange and exciting experiences, they arfive
ai the tower, in which they are trapped by an old witeh who
calls herzelf Yarola, the Priestess of the Star. Here they
find Hal's friend, Martin Travers, who had been a prisoner
in the tower for over a year, and who had sent the message.

He tells them of his plans for escape, by means of a sub-
maring boat—which he has nearly completed—along an
underground river, which commences deep down beneath the
tower, and runs out on to a great pluin many miles away,

The seeret of the Tower of the Golden Star is a wonderful
composttion—which i1s obtained from a mine far down under
the building—which supplies the marvellous golden light
which fills the place, and the explosive which is used in the
curtous weapons of the half-breeds who guard the tower.

Later, Sigsbee is captured by the half-breeds. He is resened
by his churs, led by Avmara, the daughter of a native chief,
who ha= previously helped them.

They return to the tower, where they are attacked by the
half-breeds. Though the four friends kill many of them, a
number of the half-breeds gain entranee to the tunnel under
the moat.

(Now read on.)

The End of the Fight !

“What next?” asked Jim. “They'll be in through the
main gates pretty soon, and they mean business this time '™

“There'll be a hundred of them lefr still ! said Fal,

“Perhaps more. We ceuld hold the tower stairs against
a small army, so long as we have any ammunition'™

“They may not attack us up here,” replied Jim. *“Their
dodge may be to wait down below, so as to prevent uas
getting any food. They'd stand a better chance of starving
us out this time; and, what's more, there is o water to be
cbtained up on top here!”

It was certainly a very black outlook, and for a while no
one spoke. Then O'Hara euggested a way out of the difli-
cutly, though the others had already thought of it.

“We don't know yet,” he said, ““what the breeds will
be afther doing. DBut if they sit down in the courtyard, wid
the idea av hunger an’ thirst getting the hould ‘of us, it
1sn't meself that's goin® to remain up here. I've had enough
av goin' without ating, an’ it's pleasanter to foight than to
starve. Se let's go down an’ foight our way through 'em.
an' waste no more tolme in guessing at the next move av
our injmies!”

Both Hal and Jim glanced at Aymara. With only them-
seives to consider, they would have had no hesitation abour
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fighting their way through the lreeds, if such a
became necessary, but what about the girl?

Could ther afford her adequate protection during a
strenuous fight, in which they could nat hope to win through
unscathed? 1t would be next to impossible And if she
fell alive into the hands of men so savage and eruel as their
enemies her fate would not bear thinking about.

But these thoughts were suddenly interrupted by an ex-
clamation from Sigsbhee,

“Where's Travers?” he ceried.
I didu't see him go.”

“Eht Why, I never noticed that he had gone. either.™
zaid Hal,

They all stared round the batdemented roof as though
secking a solution of the puzzle, Really there.was no great
puzzle about his disappearance, for he must simply have
shpped away unobserved while they were talking.

It was curious that he hadn't said where he was going,
and for what purpose, but there were times when he had the
faney for doing things first, and telling them what he had
done afterwards.

IHe's got something up his sleeve,” said Jim.
spring a surprise on us."”

“Going to spring a surprise on the breeds more likely,”
was Hal's reply,

And so it proved. For presently Travers reappeared carry-
ing something wrapped up in a cloth, which he deposited
carefully on the paved roof.

“Those carrion haven't opened the main gates vet,” he
sald.” They're mustering outside—1 could hear them-—and
when they're ready they'll come in with a rush. That is, if
I'm not beforchand with them.™

He unfolded the cloth, and disclosed several lumps of the
griv explosive,

Colrse

“He's not with us. And

“Going to

“Bay! What are you going to do with that?” asked
Sigsbee.  ““Drop it on "em?"
“Yes, that's exactly what I'm going to deo.” replied

Travers. “They are not foes for whom we need show the
slightest ecnsideration.”  His face hardened. and his eyes
ghttered.  ** They are murderers—and worse, They deserve
no merey !

Lifting the cloth by the corners, he crossed to the bartle-
ments and tipped the contents over the parapet,

Five seconds later a sheet of brilliant flame leaped sky-
wards, and the ecrash of the exploszion was followed bv the
affrighted eries and vells of the breeds, and the rumble of
falling masonry.

Then there rose up a long. low wail.
silenee,

“We can po down now.” said Travers. and his voice wa3
terribly quiet. * There will ba no attack on the tower,™

“Look ™ exclaimed Jim, * The Scarlet Fires! Thev are
dymg down @™

Ther all siood looking at the vivid scarlet Aamss as they
siowly became less and less, and ar last died out altozether,

After that there was

1
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A curious coincidence,” said Travers. “1 have an idea
the Bearlet Fires will never be lighted again. The breeds are
aten—io a fAnish !V

How Pal 0'Hara Dealt with Captain Garotte.

They descended the winding stairs quietly to the court-
yard, and there a strange and terrible sight met their eyes,
The great main gates, of immense thicknoss, and welghing
many tons, were shattered into fragments. The broad rock
platform m front of thém was piled several feet high with
debris, principally the masenry of the archway into which
the gates fitted. And buried beneath this huge pile of 1ub-
bish were the bodies of the slain breeds. The mouth of the
tunnel was also completely blocked.

The survivors of the breeds—there were tweniy—were
standing in a group, as though for mutual protection, in a
dazed and terrified state. They were quickly disarmed.

Has Captain Garotte eseaped again,” said Hal, “or, is-he
arioe the cead, I wonder 777

"1 guess we'd better find out,” veplied Sigebee. “ 8o long
as that skunk'e alive he’ll be scheming. And I'm ready to
bet my last dollar he never in his life schemed for anything
that would benefit a soul but himself. He's more vile and
mean than a coyote, what eats its own dead mates.”

“We'll question these fellows,” said Jim, indicating the
breed prisoners with a jerk of his hand.

Their answers, however, were conflicting, and given sul-
lenly and HIlWiﬂingly, Some said their leader was killed,
others that he had jumped into the moat and escaped by
swimming, while eothers again professed ignorance of his
fate. The probability was that none of them really knew
what. had become of him,

But while the questions were being asked; and answered
more or less untruthfully, Pat O’Hara was deing a search
round on his own account. He had particular reasons for
wishing to find the half-breed leader if he was alive.

Presently an exclamation from the Irnzhman announced
that he had made a discovery,

“What 1s it, Pat 7" called out Jim

“The thafe av the worrld—1've got him!” replied Pat
’Hara. *There’s a hele blown in the side av the tower
that ye could droive the fattest pig in Oireland through.
I1imself was creeping through it intint on mischief, ye nav
be sure. An' here he 1s!"

Captain Garotte was dragged forward in a  somoewhat
dishevelied condition, but unhurt. He glared at his captors
savagely for a few moments, and then assumed his usual
mwockinegly polite manner,

But it was only assumed, In his heart Lhe was afraid,

“It apears I am a prisonor of war, senors.” he said. as
he rolled o cigarelte. *Well, such is the fortune of war
At one time you win. at another you lese. What'are you
going to do with me?”

“Hang you!” replied Travers erizply. *“What other fate
can a murderer expect 77

“Hang me! Me!"” His sallow face went grey. * Yeu
call me a murderer, yet it 1s you who wounld commit murder.
I -have fought you fairly,”

“You, and your followers,” interrupted Travers, “ bave
fought by every unfair and underhand means m your power.
You are no better than assassins, who lurk behind cover ta
take an adversary unawares and kill him while his baek is
turned. It is not so many hours ago that you were going
to put one of our party to death by torture”™—he indicated
Sigsbee by a wave of the hand—*"but we were fortunate
enough to rescue him. I have your record, and I know veu
have a hundred foul erimes to answer for. You are not it
to live!”

“Yet you would be wize to let me live,” replied Captain
Garotte; "ay, and give me my hberty, too!”

“Indeed! Why so?”

Because I hold a zeered which would be of the utmost valuo
to you. The price of that secret is my life and liberty.”

“We wouldn't degrade ourselves by buyving a seeret frem
you at any price,” interposed Hal. **You shall have a fair
trial, and justice shall be done. No more, no less.”

“Say! He's only bluffing about that secret!” exelainied
Sigsbee. " Ie knows nothing, that Travers doesn’t already
know better than he, that would be of any service to us™

“That is s0,” agreed Travers.

“You call yourselves honourable men,” s=aid Captain
rarotte. . “ Then—name of the fend!—give proof that you
are. Give mo a weapon, and I will fight any one of you—
for my libevty ! e o

He flung his arms out with a dramatic gesture, for he was
nothing if not theatrical. But it was only a picce of bluif
onee nore to gam tune,

Perhaps at the back of his brain he had some plan of
eseape. ]

His request would ecertainly have been refused, for he de-
gerved no such honourable treatment, had not Pat O'Hara,
to the mnazoement of his comrades, promptly taken up the
challenge.
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*"Tis meself will foight ye!” he exclaimed. *“ But there’ll
be no weapons used., Wid our bare hands we'll ecttle tho
mistther, They're enough. "Twill be jus* a wrestling bout
for your liberty—as ye were saying,  But there won't be
two av us aloive when "tis finished !

“Are you mad, Pat?” exclaimed Mal. *“What sort of
foolery do you call this? He's not deserving of such a
chance. Weapons or no weapons, he’d be certain to be up

to some vile trickery.™

Pat (WHara grinned.

_“Fd be on the look-out for that,” he =aid. * There's a
little account to settle between him an’ me, and I've the
fancy to scttle it. Besides, I captured him, so he's my pri-
soner, We'll foight. Ie's a strong man, and active, so
‘twill be fair. And there's twinty av his own men to lock
cil, and hearten him up, so to spake.”

It locked as though Captain Garotte wanted heartening,
for he evidently hadn’t expected that his challenge would be
aceepted, and he didn't at all like the look of his proposed
atitagonist,

“To fight without weapons!” he exclaimed; and he was no
longer either theatrical or mockingly poelite. “Are we
animals that we should fight in that manner? And it is not
thct CHEsOIn af my country to light without a weapon of some
sort.

“You have no counthry,” retorted O'Hara. “You're a
Lalf-breed. 'Tis honouring you 1 am by condiscinding  to
foiglit wid ye at all. But 'tis my fancy., And if you won’t
try a fall wid me, you’ll be hung. So you can take your
cholee, and don’t waste any toime in talk. Me paticnce is
comim’ to an ind!” .

“If you're dead set on it, Pat,” said Sigsbee, “we’ll let
{he business be settled as you wish.  That is, if the bold cap'n
15 willing. But he don’t look it. 1 puess e ain’t far off
being a coward.”

Captain Garette's face flushed darkly. He had his vanities,
and one was to be thonght a man of exceptional courage.

“ Be it s0.” he said. T will ficht, then, like a brute heast,
with claws !

* 1t should céme natural to ve.”™ retorted the Iviskman,

Then he divested himsell of his shirt and undervest, and
stood stripped to the waist, a splendid specimen of manhood.
ITe was in perfect condition. Ilis skin was like catin; lus
simiews and muscies were like whipeord and stecl.

Captain Garotte did not follow lis example in reinoving lis
apper clethig, but contented himseli with buttoning his
dll jacket tichtly over his chesi. He was of a different
pudd to (VHara, nrot so broad-shouldercd, and lighter in
weigiit,  But e was museular, and probably more active on
his fect than the Irishman.

His movements were the light, stealthy movements of a
panther, whereas O'Hara was more of the bear. The breeds
were vlastered at the far end of the courtyard, watching the
scene with startled, wondering eyes, and muttering 2mong
ihemselver,

'Hara's comnrades were standing near the demolished main
gates—as a precaution in case any of the breeds should
attcmpt to escape—FHal a little in advance of the others, for
he was acting ss umpire.

“Are you both ready 77 he asked.

“1 am,” replicd O'Hara.

Captain Garotte nodded, his white teeth showing in an ugly
TTIN.

. “Thera will be no mterference frem anyone,” continued
Hal. “If you win, Captam Garotte, you will be set [ree.”

“And if T do not win?" snarled Garotte.

Ha! didn’t answer that question, though he could have done
g0 had he chosen. Ile gave the signal, and the light com-
meneed, !

(P Hara closed al once, gripping his adversary in a powerlul
hold, 1le made no attempt at using his fists, as in boxing ;
it was a wrestling bout, but a terrible one, in that there was
a life at the stake. A fight to the death, withcut weapois.
Who ever had scen such a thing before 7

The Irishinan knew something of wrestling, but lie was not
a scientific exponent of the art, and the consequence was that
Garotte managed to wriggle from his grasp, grey-faved and
wild-eved. for O'Hara had a fearful grip.

The half-breed fought warily, cluding his adversary’s v:izhes
Ly skilful doedging and twisting, as he had no fancy for being
held in another of those bear-hike grips.

Rut it was not possible {o dodee the Trishman for long,
(¥Hara got lim again, and after that it was dillicuit for any
of the spectators to follow the combat closely.

1t defied adequate description, as ITal afterwards declared,

They swayed, twisted, and writhed about the enclosed
spauce of the courtyard. Twice they both fell heavily. On
the second occasion O"Hara was underncath, as Garotte halfé
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cleverly trI{Jped him, Then the latter showed the kind of
foul fighter he was.

Freeing his hands, he endeavoured to drive the balls of his
thumbs into O'Hara's eyes, with the object of blinding him.

Cries of anger and execration rose at this dastardly aet, but
not.from the breeds; and Hal sprang forward to interfere.

*Stop that!” he shouted ficrcely.

But "Hara had got the miscreant by the wrists now, and
forced his arms back until he yelled with the pain. Then he
Hung him off, and both leaped to their feet.

l “Be aisy,” said ("'Hara. *“Lave him to me. I'll dale with
1im [

Apgain the struggle was renewed, Garotte in truth fighting

like an animal, elawing, biting, and howling with rage. DBut
he was nearly spent. His breath was coming in deep gasps.
. Then all at onee the red Irishman swung Garotte shoulder
high, held him poised for a couple of seconds, by neck and
waistband, then hurled him, writhing, with fearful force
against the wall,

I1is body dropped, with a heavy thud, on to the stone
pavement. The breeds leancd forward, staring, breathless,
amazed, and terrified. But their one-time leader lay motion-
less where he had fallen,

Captain Garotte was dead !

Aymara Bids Them Farewell.

Hal and Jim, Sigsbee and Trawers, stepped up to the
gallant Irishman, and in turn shook hands with him. It was
not an oceasion for cheering, or giving vent to their feelings
in any noisy fashion. With the defeat of the breeds and the
death of Garotte the menace to their safety, so far as any
further attack on the tower was concerned, was removed.

“We can surely now,” Jim suggested, *“ march out of the
ravine ‘by the way we entered, instead of by the very un-
certain route of the underground river in your submarine,
Travers.”

Buat Martin Travers shook his head, _

“There are hundreds more breeds left,” he replied.
“ guarding the mouth of the ravine, so posted that they would
have every advantage over us. Ilere the advantage was on
pur eide. Not one of us would get out of the ravine alive,

Ask Aymara. You will find that she will agree with what 1
m:r..li‘
Aymara, who knew more about the breeds even than

Travers, did ngrec.

“But they will not again attack the tower,” she added,
“now that El Garolte 15 dead.”

“Then you will come with us in the under-water boat?”
gard Jim,

Aymara shook her head.

“1 remain in the mountains,” she replied.
home."

“But how are you going to got out of the ravine 77
Jim. *“How can you escape the breeds?”

“ Have no fear for me,” replied the girl. * There is o way
known to me alone, which T may not tell even to you, my
comrades. My father showed it to me, and made me take
an oath, which T dare not break, never to reveal it to a living
soul.”

“We should never ask you to break your pledged word,
Aymara,” said Travers. He turned to the others. “There’s
another consideration,” he added, “even if the way out of
the ravine was open to uis, We want to loke at least a
hundredweight of the pgrey explosive—the nameless force,
withr its amazing possibilitiecs—back to England with ns. We
have risked =0 muoch to learn the secret that we are not going
to abandon it now,  As your mules have been stolen, the only
means of transport 1s by water.”

“] guess that's a sure thing,"” agreed Sigsbee. *“ And now
I've got a proposition to make. Let these breed prisoners
we've got go free. Turn 'em adrft, so's they can let the
rest of their tribe know what's happened to their leader.
It'll put the fear of us into their mongrel souls, and they’ll
give this tower a wide berth for the rest of the time. Any-
way, we ain't able to feed "om."”

“It's a good suggestion,” said Travers. “ Let them eclear
away the debris which blocks the tunnel, and take the body
of Captain Garotte with them.”

All agreed to the proposal, and the prizoners were set to
work at onee.  As they were told they would be set at liberty
as soon as the tunnel was clear again, they worked with un-
usual vigour. Sigsbee watched them with a grim smile on
his lips.

“They sure never did so much hard graft in their usecless
lives before,” he remarked. * Most times, I reckon, they've
got a kind of idea fixed in the mud they call their brains
that manual work is bad for the health. An’ anyway, it
doesn't tire them so much as to steal and murder.”

In less than an hour the tunnel was eleared of the fallen

“They are my

queried

masonry, the body of Captain Garotte was laid on an 1m-
provised stretcher, and the procession filed out through the
gateway.

“No mourners,” said Hal, with bitter sarcasm. * IEven his
own followers are thinking only of their own safety, and care
no more for their late leader than they wonld for a dead dog.”

But on one point Hal was wrong., There was a mourner,
who appeared unexpectedly oun the zcene—Yarola, the
Pricsteas of the Srar.

During the stirring events of the past three or four days
this cld ecrone had been entirely forgotten. No one kunew
what had becoms of her after sho was released from the
chamber in the tower, and no one cared very much. Her
reappearance was heralded by a lond, wailing crv, which rose
almost to a screech.

Her grief—if it was really grief that she felt—was certainly
not of the subdued order.

“You have conquered, white men,” she snarled, turning
upon them, with her skinny hands bent like talons, *“as men
of your race always will conquer. I lknow, because 1 have
seen that which those who now dwell in this land "—she
waved her arms wide, as though to indicate the countrics on
both sides, bevond the mountain ranges—‘“may also have
seen, did they but know how to usze their eyes. But if they
did see, they have already forgotten.”

She bent over the body of Captain Garotte, and touched his
forehead with her fingers.

“He was of my kin,” she added. “I had told him that
death could not touch him while I lived, and he believed. It
15 strange he should have beliéved that lie—he who believed
so little of anything.” She made an imperious pesture to the
breeds. 1" she commanded.  ** Afterwards, when

¥

“Lead on!
we have passed through the tunnel; I will lead."

The procession slowly descended the steps into the passage
which ran beneath the moat. Yarola went last They never
saw her arain.

Jim drew a long breath of relicf,

“The air seems eleaner and purer now they've gone!™ ha
exclaimed.  “What's the time?” He glanced up at the
stars. " Why, the night’s almost over. It can't want maore
than an hour for davbreak.”

“Then there’s no occasion to bother about getting any
sleep now,” sawd MHal cheerfully. “It'll save ws all the
trouble of going to bed and getting up again At sunrise
we'll have breakfast.”

“I'm glad you feel so chirpr,” said Jim.
as I'm not feeling specially hungry——"'

“For a wonder ! murmured Hal

Jim shook his fist at his chum, and proceeded :

“I'd much rather lie down and endeavour to met forty
winks or so, and let the sun do the rizing!”

“Stow it,” interrupted Hal threateningly, “or there'll be
more trouble, We've gone through a big strain during the
past few days, and we can’t stand any more. Your welrd
jokes would be the limit.”

“ Always misunderstocd ! saind Jim, with mock =adness.
“Well, as I'm not allowed to sleép, T'll try to work up an
appetite for breakfast, Oh, m::u}d I were a bird, that I
might '—eh !—always want to sing on falling out of my nest,
v{}m]i I Iﬁ]}'i“] the early worm, so foolish as to get up before
the bird,’

As there was no further need to have a look-out posted
on the tower roof, they collected their weapons and all the
unused cartridges, and went down into the lower chambor —
the dining-hall, as they had got in the habit of calling it.

Curiously enough, the breakfast was rather a silent meal,
as all of them had suddenly become unusually  thoughtful.
But afterwards they made up for their silence, when - it
became necessary fo discuss ways and means, and arrange
details for their forthcoming submarine journey.

The matter of provisions had to be considered frst, and
Travers calenlated that ten days’ supply could be stored
away in the lockers.

“If welre not up on the surface of the river by that time,”
he said, “we shall never be up. The end of it all will bo
in the cool, dark depths, where the happenings in the world
will possess no fuarther interest for na”

“The saints preserve us from that ending!” observed Pat
O'Hara fervently.

“Well, this cvening we shall have to start out on a game-
killing expedition, to provide the food we want for the
journey,” continued Travers. ** We shall cut the Aesh into
sirips, and dry it in the sun. Tf we get any wild geese, or
ducks, we can eat them on the two first davs. They'll keep
fresh, That's all, I think. Tlus afternoon we shall do well
to have a couple of hours’” sleep.”

This programme was carried out, and by rood luck game
was so plentiful that 1o two evenings they had shot all they
reqiired,

“*For my part,
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Then two mor: davs were taken up in deying the strips of
antelope Hesh, and in the many final preparations for their
hazardous journcy. On-the fifth day they were ready for a
start.

The submarine boat had been tested, and found to answer
fullv: to their expectations.  They were all collected at the
edze of the underground pool. Aymara among them. She
waz silent and sad. for she was there to eay good-bye, and
thers was no ecertainty that she would ever sec any of them
again.

“*You are not soing to remain in the tower after we have
gone, Aymara®” sad Travers.

*No.” replied the girl. “1I shall go away fron it at once.
I could not remain in it alone. 1.should be looking for you
all: I should be expecting to hear your voices. 1 cunnot sce
into the future—who can?—but I have the belicf that the
tower will never be eutered again—uniess you return.”

T have the same beliel,” said Travers. ‘‘For after to-day
it will be in darkness. The Golden Star will shine no more.™

““What! Aro veu going to destroy it?” exclaimed Hal.

“I'vo alrcady done so.” was Travers' reply. “ Not the
metal stur itsclf, but the light which shines from it over the
ravine. I discovercd the source of the supply this morning,
and ecut it off. It wasn't extinguished at onze, but it is
giowing feebler every hour, and will be ‘out before nightfall.
When the breeds pote that the light has gone from the
Golden Star,-thev'll never dare set- foot inside the tower,
Now, everything's ready for the start. All aboard!”

Each ih turn gave ‘Aymara a parting clasp of the hands.

im kissed her on the cheek, at which she flushed rosily, and
ﬁ?(‘il turned pale. Very little was saud.

“We shall sce you again, Aymara,” said Hal. “If we win
through safely to our own country, some of usz will return
hére. . A year, perhaps longer, may pass before that time, but

whocver comes back will be wceompanied hf* many men, who
1e

will ‘drive the breeds from the rayine, if thew arc still herc.
fot being a prophet. I can say no more than that at’‘present.”

‘T shall know whether you get safely fhrough the river
which ran: in derkness beneath 'the mbuntains,” teplied
Avmara. “I believe that wou will'do so. for you fear nothing,
and. you never turn back.” 8

“ There'll sure be no turning back on this journey,” mur-
mured Sigsbee.

‘They stepped or Lward the submarine, and Travers was the
first to drop dowr. threugh the bhatchwag.

*Good-bve, Aymary !

Tho others followed him,

“(zood-bye!"

“ Good-bye !

JAymara waved a hand in farewell.
sclf to speak again.

UTlhie hatch was closed and sceured. Travers moved a switeh,

and the interior was Rooded with a soft light. But through
the bow and stern porte, thickly glazed with tale. two power-
ful rays streamed out, which would render all things visible
in the water, when they were submerged, for several hundred
vards ahead and astern.
" Travers now manipulated several Tevers, and the boat began
glowly to sink. Gazing through the porrs, Jim and Ilal saw
Avmira standing at the brink of the pool, gazing down at
-them.

They waved their hands. The beat sauk below the sucface,
and Avmara vanished from their sight.  Presently the sub-
marine began to feroe ahend, The vovage into the unknown
bad commenced.

She ceuldn’t trust her-

; The Seething Cauldron.

“MMow many knots do vou suppose she’s going, Travers?”
az'ted Elal, ns he gazed out through a port at the water thut
‘was creaming past the submarine’s sides,

I the brilhavc lighe which Qashed out from siem to stern
of the bond the water looked like molten wold.

The skipper, designer. and builder of the submarine shook
hiz head. ;

“T can only make a gucess,” he replied. “*You see, my
inventive powers have a limit, and with the materials T had
to ‘work with I couldn’t desicu a speedometer, if that's the
right name for those gadgets. And to use an ordinary ship’s
lar we should, of course, have 1o be on the surface. There's
a: two-knot current. .with us, so. counting that in. I should
think we may be going nine or ten khots ever the ground.”

“So we're at full speed now?”

“Yes, just about.” replied Travers. “ Of course. the bes;
that can by said for the eungines are that they’re make-
shifts. Certainly they're stronzly put together. but it’s teo
much to expect they will develop high speed, even with the
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amazing power ‘that's driving them., You bee; I haven'h
learnt yet how to utilise that power to its -bost advantage!’” .

“By George! 1 think that what you've done is wonder-
ful!” exclaimed Jim. I know if I'd tried to tackle such a
job I'd have blown myself up before it was finished.”

““ Faith, that-wpuld have finished it " said O'1lara. ** Me-
sclf, I’d have been the same way, except I'd have blown
meself up at the beginaing. Though, be the same token, T
was fireman-in ‘a tramp steamer at wan toime, and should
know a bit about engines.” - Ile_paused, and then added
reflectively : * But not this sort.” :

Martin Travers laughed beartily.

“You rave me a dig thén.-Pat,” he said, * though I expect
vou didn’t mean it.” An engineer would, no doubt, look ‘on
these engimes as a queer box of tricks, but I'm not afraid
of them breaking down.. Theyll hold together as long as
the boat does. Obtaining a supply. of fresh air was the chief
difficulty, but I discovercd many strange 'things in that
wonderful tower, not the least being a store of chemicals.
Thus I was able to obtain:oxylithe—I believe that is the
correct name for it—which is contained in those two tanks.
A certain amount of it released now dnd then purifies the
atmosphere.”

“1 don’t know muéh about these sciefitific matters,” put
in Sigsbee;  but what T'do know is-that were able ta breathe
freely, and that's a’'pretty consziderable satisfaction, I guess.
Same time, I.'don’t-mnnd admitting Cd’ feel happicy-if .we
were oh top-of the water instead of undetneath. My
voyaging has always been on.the surface, go far.”™

“ Nothing like having & new cxperience,” said Hal- cheer-
fully, *“Makes us feel glad we're alive—as a xpule.”

“Glad Yvou added: that,” grinned Sigsbee, * because 1
could. name some new expeciences we've gone through  that
made us almighty sorry, at the time, we were alive,”

“Faith, you're plazed wid . yourself -now th§t~ vou're not
dead !I” interposed O'Iara. “So are we-all. No.less.” He
glanced round the tiniy cabin., “’'Tis a’ cosy place,” he went
on; “an’ no fear of losing wan angther in wt. What toime
will it be? Down here you can't tell whin it’s night, or whin
its day. - You don't know whin you ought to be going fo
bed or whin you ought to be havin' your dirner or tay.”

“Bleep when you're tired, if there’s nothing to keep you
awake,” siid Travers, “and eat when you're hungry.”

.5 That .zounds .aisy,”- replied O'Hara: “I'm ndt feeling
loired just now, but—that’s an illigant little stove for boiling

wather, but as thete’s neither tay nor coffee, an’ there's no

mate wants cooking, it’s loikely to rust for want av using.”

There was a laugh at the Irishman’s unmistalable hint
that he was ready for a meal, and as it was five or six hours
since they had eaten anything, they were all nearly as sharp
set as he evidently was, :

So they got out some cold roast duck from a locker, fried
some plantaing, and made some hot cakes of flour and fat on
the little stove, and then sat down to an enjoyable repast.
They . were a -cheerful party, caring little enough’ for the
dangers which surely cenfronted them in this mysterious
river, but ready to meet them when they came.

For they were homeward bound, their mission accom-
plished, and gave no thought to the possibility that they
might never reach home,

For one of the seercts of thelr success was that they never
mel troubles hali wax.

“Now we_ought to set watches,” Hal suggested. * Iour
Lours on and four off. Travers, heing skipper of tI]n:- boat,
keeps no watch. Ile will have te exercise a general. super:
vision,”

This suggestion was agreed to, and it was arranged thal
Hul and Pat O'Hara should. be assistant engineers, after
receiving some insituctions -from Travers, . while Jim *and
Sigsbee performed the duties of helmsmen. Everybody, when
nol sleeping, would be on the alert and on the look-out
for dangers.

“Well, it's your trick at the wheel now,” sapd.Hal to Jim,
“s0 vou can make a start. You and Pat have the first wateh”

“Thank goodness Travers won't have to go to sleep during
our watch ! murmured Jim, grinning,

T'he hours slipped by. and the Last Hope—as they had re-
christened the submarine boat—drove on &t a. steady, even
pace. Occasionally a swiit, passing glimpse was obtained of
the rocky sides of the undercround river; but as a rule the
Last Hope kept in the middle of the river, which apparently
was of good width, and nothing but water was visible ‘ahove,
below, and all around them,

All scemed to be going well, when suddenly, without any
warning, the sulanavine dived sharply, swung to starboard.
and then swung back to port. Sigsbee was at the wheel, and
ITal was attendinz the engine—Jim and O'Hara having come
off watelhh an hour before—and the others were asleep.

“YWhat the blazes has aot hold of her?” muttered Sigsbee,
as hie zave the wheel a sharp tuin to steady the crafs.

(There will he wnother grand fnstalment of this exciting
story in nexd Mondey's issne of the NMAGKET Library. Order
your copy tn adrance.)
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